

Becoming Madame Mayor: BUNDLE 1-3


Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 1


By and large, when Tina suggested something unique to me, I was immediately on-board; but, this was insane.


"You want me to what?" I asked her, as my eyes squinted in her direction. 


"Abe, I want you to consider coming out as a woman," Tina said with a serious tone. "Publicly declare your intention to transition and proceed as a girl."


Tina was my campaign advisor, life coach, and best friend. She was a beautiful girl with dark curly hair. We had met in college and we somehow managed to play an important role in each other’s lives all these years later. I had graduated with a political science degree and she had a degree in business management. Our academic credentials somehow managed to reflect our unique personalities. I was an assertive, confident leader and Tina was a motivated, strategic organizer. While there was sometimes a feeling of sexual tension between us, by and large we were in a strictly platonic relationship. This, of course, didn’t mean that I wasn’t secretly lusting for her. I just assumed she had me in the friendzone. I was on the small side, but I was a pretty good looking guy. I always wondered why she never showed any interest in me. She constantly had what I affectionately called, ‘The Boyfriend of the Week’, but she never seemed to want to settle with anyone. I had even seen her with a few women. The subject of sexuality never came up, but I concluded that she must be bisexual or maybe just confused. 


After college we had both spent a few years volunteering and working with nonprofits. The altruistic work helped bolster our resumes. The work fostered pragmatic passion in each of us and inevitably ended up pushing us into the cutthroat world of politics. With Tina’s help, my first elected position was on the local school board. This was my first real taste of public service. Riding off that success, the next year Tina helped me campaign and successfully get onto the city council. I held a seat on the council for a few years but now I was attempting to secure my highest position yet: mayor of Riverside.


Riverside was a unique place in that it was exceptionally diverse and open to change. People in our town celebrated progressive thinking to an extreme. The topics of gay rights, the women’s movement, the ‘me too’ movement, ‘black lives matter’ and every other social justice keyword-of-the-day, were used as a rallying call to the majority of residents that lived here. We were undeniably liberal and Tina and I fit right in. I was proud to call Riverside home. People voted aggressively on these subjects, sometimes to a fault. Therein was my problem. 


I was up against a man named Tom Burken. Tom had been a big-wig lawyer for a local credit union and somehow he ended up getting into politics. He wasn’t particularly qualified for the position; but, he was handsome, charismatic, and most importantly: he was gay. In Riverside, this was a big deal. So here I was in my dining room and my campaign manager/best friend is telling me I should become a woman. 


“Abe, please stop pretending like you think this is a bad idea,” Tina insisted, “I’ve known for years that you aren’t comfortable as a man. You’ve just been so boxed up about it. Every time I try to bring it up you shut down on me.”


Tina was right. I did have unaddressed feelings; I’ve had them for years. When she tried to bring it up I would quickly change the subject. Ever since I was young I knew I was different. I was more comfortable brushing my sister’s hair than I was playing kickball outside with the boys. In later years, I was jealous that my prom date got to wear a beautiful dress and I was stuck wearing an uninteresting and bland tuxedo. I yearned to put on a dress, makeup, and heels every morning. I was jealous of beautiful women. To this day, I have a lock box under my bed filled with sexy lingerie, bras, panies, stockings and heels. At least once a week I would put on the clothing and look at myself in the mirror. Often I would masturbate and watch porn while I was dressed up. I fantasized about being a woman but I craved femininity in a non-sexual way too. 


I had dated many girls growing up, and I was attracted to them, but I had to be honest with myself. I never truly identified with my masculinity. The idea of being with a dude was never particularly appealing to me. I never felt gay, I just didn’t feel like a man. Maybe it was lucky genetics or maybe it was just pure willpower, but somehow I was able to compartmentalize this part of myself and still lead a productive and successful life. I drove my desires into a dark corner of my mind.


So here I sat as Tina directly called me out. She once found a pair of panties under my bed. I lied and told her they were from a girl that I had over the night before. There were some other incidents that probably gave away my secret as well. I looked down at Tina’s legs. She was wearing a pair of sunkissed pantyhose. Or perhaps they were stockings; It was hard to tell. The point was, I was jealous. She had a pair of classic black high heels on her feet that appeared to be 4 or 5 inches high. She was also wearing a black skirt and white blouse. If I was being truly honest with myself, to my core, I had to concede that I wanted to be wearing those sexy stockings and heels. 


“Yeah,” I admitted, “I’ve been trying to suppress this side of myself for as long as I can remember. Maybe I should just own it.”


“Abe, you know that I’m just trying to help you,” Tina said. “I think this would great for you personally, but there is something else you should consider. This would give you the edge you need to win this election. This town would love a ‘coming out’ story; you and I both know that. Sometimes I think these people would elect a bank robber if he or she were LGBTQ”


“You’re right,” I agreed. “The only reason I’m down in the polls is because Tom Burken is an openly gay man. In all reality, he’s not the best choice for this city. My platform is more comprehensive and valuable for this city.”


I thought about myself standing at a podium, about to give a speech. I’d be wearing a navy blue business suit, stockings, and modest heels. In this fantasy, I would be hiding a sexy black bra and panties under the suit. My hair would be down around my shoulders and I’d have pretty red lipstick, dark eyeliner and mascara on my face. The scenario playing in my head gave me confidence and relief from years of hiding this huge desire of mine. 


I had to ask myself, what is a successful politician? The answer now seemed obvious. She is nothing more than the manifestation of an individual’s confident identity, message, and plan. My message and plan were loud and clear but I lacked credibility because people were sensing my lack of confidence. This was a defining moment of clarity. I had to be true to myself. I need become the girl I was meant to be. 


As I sat at the table thinking about the pleasures of womanhood, I noticed an uncomfortable pressure in my trousers. I had a raging erection and it was creating a tent that was certainly visible to Tina. I tried to casually cross my legs but Tina called me out again. 


“The thought of slipping on some panties is turning you on, eh?” She looked down at the big circus tent in my pants. “Listen Abe, since we’re sitting here being honest with each other, I’m going to drop some knowledge on you. I’ve always been attracted to you, but I’m more attracted to women. I tried to fight it for years, but I’m definitely into chicks.”


She went on to explain that the idea of dressing me up as a girl and helping me transition into becoming a woman was a huge turn on for her. She had been fantasizing about this scenario for years. She craved cock, but she also desired the softness of a woman. Just hearing her talk like this was enough to make my dick become even harder. The fact that she wanted to dress me up as a girl made my cum begin to boil.  She told me that the series of events leading up to the mayoral election pushed her to finally confront me about all of this. She too, was feeling pretty liberated. In fact, she had even brought some items to help us celebrate.


Tina pulled a plastic bag out from under her chair. She tossed it to me. “Here, these are for you. It’s just a little something to get you started.”


I looked down at the bag and slowly opened it. My eyes immediately lit up and my cock lurched. Inside there was a colorful variety of fabric. I placed my hands inside and felt multiple materials: silk, lace, nylon, soft cotton and lots of stretchy elastic. The bag was filled with a few pieces of lingerie, two bras, about a dozen pairs of panties and a black dress. My hands trembled a bit as I ran them across the clothing. Then I heard Tina unzip her purse, and she pulled out three smaller packages. She tossed them at me and said, “I figured you would need some of these too.” In my hands were now two packs of nylon stockings, one white and one sheer black. The other pack was a pair of nude-colored pantyhose. 


“There’s actually more out in my car,” she said, with a grin, “Like they say: ‘Variety is the spice of life’, right?”


I was speechless. I looked down in my lap at the clothes. I was experiencing a variety of conflicting emotions. Excitement, fear, joy… even arousal. Tears formed in my eyes and all I could do was get up, walk over to Tina and give her a deep hug. I held her tightly and softly whispered, “Thank you so much.”


Tina giggled. “What’s so funny?” I asked. She pulled away, keeping her arms around my neck and looked down. My raging boner was pushing right into her. “Oh, sorry,” I said. 


“Don’t be sorry,” she said, with a devious tone “let’s take care of your friend down there and then get you dressed.”


With that, Tina slid herself down me and put herself in front of my bulge. She then reached up, undid my belt, button, and zipper, and pulled down my trousers. She put her thumbs in the waistband of my boxer briefs and swiftly yanked them down my legs. This was the first time either of us had acted on our desires for one another and it was incredible. I couldn’t help but stare at her sexy curves and her pretty face. I was almost ready to burst before she even touched me. Tina brushed away the dark curls from her face before she leaned forward, looked up at me, and maintained eye contact as she took the entire length of me into her mouth. She held there for a moment, at the base of my cock and then began to work her head up and down on my shaft. I impulsively groaned out loud. Then Tina took one hand and groped my balls while she used the other hand to jerk me off while she sucked. I was experiencing a moment of pure bliss. Her warm mouth worked me for less than five minutes before I felt myself tense up. She sensed that I was about to cum and in response I felt her grip tighter and quicken her pace. 


When I could take it no more, I gasped, “Tina!”


“Mmm hmm,” she hummed, with the entirety of my cock pulsating in her pretty mouth. In this moment, any thoughts of elections, polls, campaigning and politics-in-general had completely left my mind. 


With this, I trembled as I shot spurt after spurt of hot sticky cum into her mouth. Tina continued to bob her head up and down as I released a huge load into her. After what felt like minutes, she skillfully pulled her head away while keeping her lips pursed. She gave me another close-mouthed smile as she swallowed all of my cum. Then she opened her mouth, showing me that it was empty. 


“I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time,” she said.


“Well why didn’t you? That was absolutely incredible!” I exclaimed. 


“I was just waiting for the right moment,” she replied, “Now that we’ve taken care of that pesky little bulge of yours, we need to get you dolled up.”


I stood next to the dining room table for a moment and tried to digest everything that had just happened. In my post-orgasm state of mind, it was a bit much to comprehend. "Don't just stand there," Tina said eagerly, "lets get you dressed." I followed her into my bedroom as I wondered what clothing she was going to have me try on first. My body hair was naturally pretty sparse so I wasn’t too concerned about shaving at this point. I was also fortunate in that I had grown out the hair on my head to a decent length, for a guy. I already had a sense what I looked like as a woman because I had been doing it in private for years. With Tina’s help, I expected a very passable transformation.


“Strip naked,” Tina instructed, “Come on don’t be shy.” I did as I was told, stripping off all of my clothes and throwing them to the other side of the bed. She pulled out a pretty black cocktail style dress made from soft sheen silk. As she brought the dress up to my body to check the fit, it glimmered in the light. “I was thinking we’d start you off with something very feminine,” she said, noticing my eyes widen as I stared at it. “That is an incredibly sexy dress," I replied. Then she went to the bag and pulled out a matching black bra, panty and garter belt set, followed by one of the packs of brand new sheer stockings. “Black lingerie is the sexiest lingerie. It’s standard for any woman that wants to feel risqué under her clothes.” Tina proclaimed. “I agree,” I said, “I often fantasize about this kind of outfit.”


Tina then grabbed a different bag and pulled out a pair of breast forms. She sat me down on the edge of the bed and applied them to my flat chest.  "It looks like you’re not too hairy, which is great. We’ll still get you shaved up for next time but I’m eager to see you all put together right now," she said. She picked up the lacy bra and held it up to me. Then she wrapped it around me. The bra had a clasp at the front but it also had shoulder straps also had to be adjusted. "Perfect fit, I got lucky" she noted. “I really didn’t want to have to go back to the store and exchange all this stuff for a different size,” she laughed. “Okay now let’s get those stockings and that garter belt on!”


My favorite part of dressing had always been the stockings. Tina bunched up the first one in her hand and then she slowly slid it over my leg. I shivered with delight, as the feeling of someone else putting them on you was even more incredible than doing it yourself. She then slid the second stocking up my other leg and had me stand up. Then she grabbed the sexy little panties and had me step into them. She slowly pulled them up my stocking-covered legs with a look of determination on her face. She had to tuck back my slightly soft cock. "You’re enjoying this as much as I am, aren't you?" I asked. "More than you can imagine" she replied. "But it looks like you’re the one having the real fun,” she teased, as the bulge in my panties began to grow a bit and stick out the side. "I can’t deny it. This is the hottest thing that’s ever happened to me," I agreed. My mind was a whirlwind of excitement. 


Then Tina looked at my nails. “These will need some polish,” she stated. She grabbed a container with a dark red color and sat me down again. She had me hold out my fingers and she carefully applied polish to each of them. My nails weren’t particularly long but the nail polish made them look pretty damn sexy anyway.  When they were dry she got up and took a step back to check me out. "You look hot as hell, now we just need to get you into that dress." she said. She had me put my arms up and she slipped the dress over my head. I stood up to let it fall naturally. There were no buttons or zipper, but there was a small clasp at the back. Tina pulled it down my body and adjusted the fabric near my chest so I was showing a little bit of cleavage. Then she fastened the clasp. I moved around a bit and noticed that my stocking tops were showing through a small slit on the side. "Do you think this is too short?" I asked, sarcastically. "Yeah, but you’re no cheap whore," she said, "you’re a classy lady of the night. Just make sure you take small steps when you’re wearing something like this. Overall I think it fit you perfectly." she said.


At this point, I momentarily shifted my focus away from myself and looked at Tina in her little skirt. "I feel compelled to say that you are sexy as hell" I said, as her sexy boobs bounced up and down as she was dressing me. “Thank you,” she replied, “It’s weird that you’re choosing to tell me this now. Better late than never I suppose.” Then she grabbed a pair of black leather open-toed heels. They looked to have a heel that was about three inches. "These should work for now. I doubt you have much practice walking in these things." she said. 


She helped me slip my feet into the shoes as she rain her dainty hands across my stockinged legs. They slipped in easily because of the stockings.  Then she had me walk around the room and she gave me some tips to help keep my balance. I found her advice made it a lot easier compared to when I was secretly crossdressing alone in my bedroom. 


"How do the shoes look?" I asked. "They look fantastic" she said "as a matter of fact, you are looking damn near perfect. We just need to get some makeup on your face and fix your hair to complete the transformation." Tina brushed my hair for a bit and worked her magic until it was looking perfectly feminine. Then she started to put some makeup on my face. She put on foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. When she was done, my face was looking flawless.


So the transformation was finally complete. I stood up and walked over to the full-length mirror. Before me stood an extremely attractive woman. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I kicked back a heel and admired my shapely, stocking-clad legs. I looked at the nice little bubble-but at the hem of my skirt. I even had great-looking tits! Suddenly I felt my cock start to stiffen in my panties and poke into the material of my dress.  Tina walked over to me and gave me a tender kiss on the mouth. The pressed herself against me and took notice of my cock. She reached down and played with it through my dress. “I guess i’ll have to take care of that again,” she purred. “Before I do, you need a name. I’m thinking Abigail. What do you think?”


“I love it!” I exclaimed, as she put her head under my dress and looked for my cock.


Tina pulled down my panties and brought them to my knees.  Then she started to suck on one of my balls as she slowly jerked me off. She took her other hand and ran it up and down my nylon-covered leg. The sensation of her warm mouth on my balls and her nails on my stockings was truly amazing. After some time I felt her lift her head up to my cock and take it into her mouth.  Her sexy face began to bob up and down as she snuck a finger around to my ass and began to tickle the entrance to my butthole. The feeling was sensational and I felt like I was going to cum soon. I felt her bring her finger back around, put it in her mouth, and cover it in saliva. Slowly, she brought her hand back to my behind and slowly pushed the finger into my ass. It felt pretty big as she thrust it inside and began to start pumping it inside of me. At this point, I couldn’t take it anymore and I told her,  "Here it comes baby!" Tina grunted in approval and began to suck me even faster. I burst a huge load inside of her for the second time that night. Tina continued to suck me as I pumped spurt after spurt into her pretty little mouth. Her curls were all over her face and I felt them on my stockings. After I finished cumming, she pulled her finger out of my ass and swallowed. As was customary, she showed me her empty mouth as she pulled up my panties and tucked me back into place. I had no idea she was such a cum slut.


My mind briefly wondered to politics again. There would need to be a press conference. There would be critics, of course. But overall I was feeling great. I knew that this bedroom playtime was just a small taste of the fun I would have. Little did I know that I had implants, surgeries, and whole new experiences to look forward to in my new life as Abigail. 


TO BE CONTINUED...


◆◆◆


Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 2


I got out of bed and groggily walked toward the kitchen. I wasn’t quite awake yet and my mind was still trying to figure out the difference between dreamland and reality. I sauntered past the large mirror in the living room. Within the mirror was the image of a good-looking girl; she was wearing a silky pink nightgown. She had small breasts, fair skin, and a yummy ass. I noticed that her nightgown had delicate white lace adorning the hemline. The girl’s hair was up in a loose bun with unbound strands falling down on her pretty face. The morning sunlight shined behind her, giving her an angelic glow. What a pretty girl, I thought to myself. I put my arms up into the air, stretching them after a restful night’s sleep. Curiously, the girl in the mirror also put her arms up. I yawned, and she did the same.


Oh... Wow, I realized, making eye contact with her, She is… me. I hadn’t forgotten everything that had happened over the past weeks, but my mind was still having trouble accepting this new reality. Waking up and thinking of myself as a man had become an automatic reflex for the past 30 some odd years. This felt new and different. It felt like I was a person with terrible eyesight putting on glasses for the first time. I never knew how out-of-focus my life was until I put on the lenses of acceptance. There was obviously going to be an adjustment period but it felt incredible.


I walked into the kitchen and noticed that Tina had left a copy of the local newspaper, The Riverside Chronicle, on the kitchen counter. I wasn’t used to waking up without her, but she was obligated to leave the house early to set-up for a fundraiser event being held later that evening. She had taken a red sharpie and circled the headline on the front page of the paper.


‘MAYORAL CANDIDATE COMES OUT AS TRANS WOMAN’


Well I guess there’s no such thing as bad publicity, I thought to myself, whilst skimming the article. A smile ran across my face as I noticed my delicate fingers painted in red nail polish. I had come out to the world about my transition and I was still intending to run in the mayoral election. 


Tina had helped me craft an open letter which detailed the reasoning for my transition publically. We sent it out to all the major media outlets in the region and it was generally well received. Tom Burken, my leading opponent, wasn’t very pleased though. He alleged that the entire thing was a publicity stunt intended to seize votes from the progressive-leaning populace. Amusingly, he wasn’t wrong. Tina, my campaign manager and my lover, had engineered this reveal and she was completely aware of the political implications. What the critics didn’t realize was that I had been living with gender identity issues for my entire life. Tina merely helped me come to terms with the fact that I wasn’t living up to my true potential. 


I heard my cell phone ringing back in the bedroom. I ran back to answer, my girly ass jiggling as I moved. I picked up the phone and answered, “Hello, Abe… igail speaking.” 
I could hear Tina laughing on the line, “You don’t even know your own first name and you’re running for city mayor, eh?”


“Good morning, darling,” I laughed. 


“Practically afternoon!” she countered, “Have you started getting ready yet?” she asked. 


I looked at the clock; it was eleven thirty in the morning. “Not yet,” I admitted. 


“Well you better get going, sweetheart,” she said, “and make sure to wear something flashy. You need to stand out tonight.”


“Yes baby, I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised,” I countered. 


“And you’re sure you can get ready without me?” she asked. 


“I guess we’ll find out!” I said with a laugh. 


The event was a campaign fundraising gala. It was being held inside the main greenhouse at the city botanical gardens. The gala was a fancy-dress event: men in white ties, women in flashy dresses. As the guest of honor, I was expected to dazzle and impress. I had picked up a dress the week prior. My challenge was going to be the makeup. Typically Tina was there to help me out but she had to be at the venue making preparations. This would be the first true test of my transition into womanhood. 


As the day passed I replied to emails, made some phone calls, and practiced my speech for later that evening. I lounged around the house wearing a pair of tight black yoga pants and a pink camisole. Underneath I had a pair of cute yellow panties and a standard white bra. I didn’t put in any breast forms yet, but I would need to. I hadn’t yet had my breast augmentation surgery but I had a consultation scheduled for the following week. Even without the breasts, I was still looking sexy. Yoga pants always got me excited. Every time I passed a reflective surface I wouldn’t allow myself to look. I resisted the urge to play with myself on this particular day; there was too much that had to be done! When the sun finally started to fall low into the sky, I thought it time to finally get dressed. 


When I got to the bedroom I stripped down completely naked. I had already shaved my entire body earlier in the day. I ran my hands down the length of my curves and enjoyed the smoothness. Tina had taught me to exfoliate and moisturize every day. As a result, my skin was super soft and healthy. With this in mind, I went to the dresser and grabbed a tube of lotion. I propped one leg up onto the bed and spread the lotion on myself, starting at the ankle and working my way up to my thigh. Then I repeated with the other leg. This gave my skin a beautiful sheen and also a delicate floral scent. I was already in heaven. 


Next I grabbed a pair of sheer, nude-colored stockings. They were hold-ups, so there was no need for a garter belt tonight. I sat on the bed and used my thumbs and fingers to roll the first stocking into a silky donut. I put my foot inside and slowly pulled it up my leg, unraveling the delicate material as I went. The feeling of the nylon on my freshly shaved and moisturized legs was heavenly. I repeated the process for the other leg. 


Once my stockings were on, I grabbed a lacy red thong from my drawer. It came with a matching red bra. I Held the thong out in front of my face and let the material touch my lips. I even took a small sniff, laughing at myself. There was nothing quite like a pair of skimpy red panties. I stepped into them and slowly slid them up my legs. The interaction of the lace and the nylon sent shivers down my spine. I drew them all the way up and adjusted my cock back, creating a smooth mound in the front. I playfully snapped the waistband on my hips, which made my cock jump a little bit in its panty cell.


Next came breasts. I grabbed my breast forms and then applied the special adhesive to them. I attached them to my flat chest and adjusted them so they were perfectly positioned. The added weight on my chest was oddly sensual. Then I grabbed the red bra and wrapped it around myself. It clasped in the front, so I adjusted my boobs and fastened the clasp. The weight on my chest now felt supported and the load was distributed to my shoulders.


I took a moment to glance in the mirror. That ended up being a mistake. Before me was a sexy lady dressed in a racy little lingerie set. The red bra and panties, with their floral lace, contrasted perfectly with my milky white skin. The nude-colored nylons screamed sexyness, especially the lacy tops. It was a bit too much for me and my hard cock was now standing at full attention. I should just let myself enjoy it, I reasoned. But I carried on.


For my shoes, I had picked out a pair of red, strappy high-heeled sandals. They had an ankle strap with a gold buckle, and they were about four inches in height. I slid my nylon-clad foot into the first one. The motion made a unique high-pitched hollow scraping sound as my stockings slid against the shoe. (Anyone that has slipped into a pair of high heels knows the sound i’m referring to!) The sheer nude stockings allowed for my red painted toenails to be visible at the front of the shoe. I put on the other shoe and stood up. I took another look in the mirror and admired my bottom half.  The heels transformed my posture into that of a sexy woman. My leg muscles seemed to morph into a more-feminine shape and my ass was given a noticeable boost. Now I was standing there in only my bra, panties, stockings and heels. It was time for the dress!


I grabbed the garment bag from my closet and slowly unzipped it. Inside was a ravishing red dress with a lace top and silky flared waist. The hemline sat four inches above the knee, which would make my long, nylon-clad legs the feature attraction. I was certain that I was going to turn some heads tonight. I gently removed the dress from the bag, straightened it out, and held it in front of me. I stepped into it and felt the material rub against my body. I pulled it up and put my arms into the quarter-length sleeves. The tops of my thin arms were now encased in delicate lace. When everything was in place, I reached behind me and slowly pulled up the zipper. The dress formed to my midsection perfectly, and the feeling of the lace on my arms and upper body combined with the silky flared waist rubbing against my thighs and stocking tops was driving me wild. After some minor boob adjustment, I was satisfied. 


Another mirror check confirmed that I looked just as sexy as I felt. My long blonde hair cascaded down onto my lace-clad shoulders. The dress formed to my womanly shape on the top and flared out at my waist. The dress transitioned perfectly to a pair of smooth, shapely legs clad in nylon and a pair of killer red heels. I smiled at myself, played with my hair and kicked back a heeled foot, putting on a little show for myself. The entire ensemble was perfect and I could feel that my cock approved too. Fortunately the flared portion of the dress hid my manhood quite nicely.


Sitting down at the vanity, I next had to tackle my hair and makeup. I managed to tease my hair into something temporarily presentable. Tina had planned to work on it a bit when I arrived at the venue. As for the makeup, this was my big test. As a gift, Tina had purchased a kit from Bare Minerals for me. I had been watching YouTube videos for guidance and tips. Using the methods I had seen, I started with foundation. I applied some that had a radiant tint. It perfectly matched my skin tone. Then came some concealer and a bit of powder and bronzer. Using the internet advice, I tried to do some contouring on my face. I was pleased with the result. I would intermittently rub my fingers across my stocking tops to punctuate the sensory experience of my feminization.


Next, I moved to my eyes, starting with a bit of eyeshadow. I used a dark eyeliner for a classy radiant look and used a volume-building mascara to make my lashes really stand out. Last, were my lips. I used a shade of vibrant red lipstick that matched my dress, and I applied some coral gloss to bring out the color and give it a bit of sheen. I puckered my lips, spreading out the gloss and I took a moment to enjoy the unique smell of the makeup. This reminded me to put on some perfume. I spritzed some with a delicate floral aroma. I strategically applied it to my wrists and neck. With this, my transformation was complete.


I stood up and walked back to the full-length mirror. I had succeeded. The woman standing in front of me was beautiful and confident. A deep feeling of satisfaction overcame me as I considered the implications of my new identity. A few weeks prior I would have grabbed a quick shower, put on a suit and ran out the door. The most complicated thing for a man is picking out a tie, and most men even assign that to their female partners! The feminine ritual of ‘getting ready’ provided me with a meditative sense of mental focus and intention. I looked forward to a lifetime of this purposeful routine. I made a kissy face to myself, and once again had to resist the urge to play with my cock. 


Walking across the floor, I could feel my stockings stretching and pulling. I could feel my silky dress rubbing against my legs and I could hear the satisfying clicks of my high heels on the hardwood floors. I made one last stop to my closet to grab a red handbag, that also matched my dress. In it, I put some makeup, my cell phone, and a copy of my speech. I started to zip the bag closed, but then I stopped, grabbed a few condoms, and placed them inside as well. A woman could never be overly prepared, I thought to myself. 


The event itself went exceedingly well. The botanical gardens were absolutely beautiful and Tina’s crew did an excellent job in both decorating and keeping things running smoothly. The food was delicious, the entertainment was wonderful and my speech went off without a hitch. I was impressed to see how many of Riverside’s social elite had decided to attend. I obviously won them over because people were making financial contributions to the campaign at an exceedingly rapid pace. We had shattered all of our goals, which gave our entire team a sense of deep accomplishment. I made it a point to single out Tina, specifically, in my speech. She played the leading role in the success of our mayoral campaign. What the audience didn’t know was that she was the one that compelled me to make my life-changing decision to become a woman. For this, I will always be thankful. 


When all of the scheduled events and formalities were complete, I was finally able to relax, grab a drink, and mingle with the crowd. Wherever I went, there was a swarm of people that wanted to interact with me. I relished in the attention and skillfully schmoozed my way into their collective good-graces. As the champagne took a hold on people, I noticed myself answering many personal questions about my transition and my sexuality generally. They seemed eager to learn more about the process and I tried to respond as honestly as I could. I also received multitudes of compliments on my appearance. I noticed more than one man devouring my tits and ass with his gaze. Even a few females seemed to be a bit too focused on my stockinged legs and my juicy butt. I loved all of the attention and I felt sexy as hell. 


I noticed that Tina had been conversing with a woman near the stage for some time. It was unusual for her to linger, as she would typically join me in ‘working the room’ for this type of scenario. I grabbed two more champagne flutes from a passing waiter and approached the pair. 


The woman was a real stunner. She was a tall brunette with a curvaceous body. The woman was wearing a blue, knee-length dress that clung tightly to her hips and showed off an impressive amount of cleavage. Her black nylon stockings and classic black leather high heels were the icing on the cake. Tina had a devious smile and a twinkle in her eye as I approached. 


“There’s the lady of the hour,” Tina said. I handed them each a glass of champagne. “Abigail, this is Rose Fisher, of Fisher Enterprises.” My eyebrows raised at this. The Fisher company was well-known in our region. They owned and operated hundreds of storage rental locations near Riverside.


“Pleased to meet you, Rose,” I said, “Thank you so much for coming tonight. Are you having a good time?”


“Absolutely,” she replied, raising her glass. Tina raised her glass in turn and they each downed their drinks. I couldn’t keep myself from glancing at her beautiful tits when she tilted her head back to finish her drink. “Your girl Tina here throws one hell of a party,” Rose said, “As a matter of fact, the two of us were just talking about getting out of here. We could keep the party going back at my place.” I looked Tina. She grinned and nodded. You didn’t need a degree in psychology to figure out their motive. I knew exactly what they had in mind. My cock stiffened and began to poke out of my red thong panties. Fortunately the folds of the dress kept things under wraps, but Tina saw me squirm and she glanced down at the front of my dress.  


“Yeah that sounds great,” I replied, beaming at the prospect of taking home these two beautiful women, “I just need to make my rounds one more time and we can head out.”


“Okay great,” Rose said. Then she stepped toward me, put her hand on my hip, and softly whispered in my ear, “Don’t be too long. Tina and I will be be out in my limo waiting for you.”


I quickly made my last rounds, grabbed my bag and headed outside. The cool, dry air of the night came as a surprise when exiting the warm, humid greenhouse. A slight cool breeze blew up my dress; It felt like electricity running down my legs. Even the sensation of a breeze was more enjoyable as a woman. I walked down the main sidewalk and approached the stretch limo that was parked near the side of the building. I enjoyed the sensation my nylons made as they encased my legs. The clicking sound of my heels echoed on the side of the glass building. Perhaps prompted by the sound of my shoes, the driver got out, tipped his hat, and opened up the back door for me. 


Inside the limo, Tina and Rose were in each others arms passionately kissing. They were so focused on the makeout session that they didn’t even notice me get into the limo. I cleared my throat to get their attention. Tina, who was now sitting on Rose’s lap, turned around and wiggled her finger in the universal ‘come over here’ motion. I sat next to Rose, turned to the pair, and inserted myself into the makeout session. We continued this way for the entire drive to Rose’s home.


When we finally arrived at the house, it was no surprise to see that Rose’s property was exceedingly large and beautiful. After passing a security gate, we winded down a long, tree-lined driveway. The driver dropped us off at the front of Rose’s expansive home. We gathered our belongings, walked inside, and wasted no time in getting right down to business. 


The moment we walked into the house I knew I was in a world all its own, this mansion looked like something out of a hollywood movie set. Rose led us to a large bedroom on the second floor. The walls were a deep red and there was a large california king bed in the center of the room. Above us was a large light fixture with diamond shaped pieces of glass. Rose walked to a switch on the wall and dimmed the lights. I was trying to comprehend the fact that I was in a bedroom with these two beautiful women. 


"Let’s do another shot Abigail," Rose said to me, grabbing some tequila and a few shot glasses from a small minibar. 


“Okay you’ve talked me into it!” I said. 


“Abigail, you’re getting pretty crazy tonight. I’m not sure that i’ve seen this side of you before!” Tina said as she grabbed the shot glasses and handed one to me. 


I grabbed the glass and said, “Yes I know but I think it’s time to celebrate a bit. You know, have a little girl fun.”


Rose turned on some dance music and the three of us began to move our bodies. This went on for what seemed like hours. The music, the women and the alcohol put me in a trance. Rose and Tina grinded on each other as they moved to the music. Then I noticed that the two of them had begun to kiss again. This was not an everyday kiss. Their beautiful mouths were open and their tongues were tracing one another's sexy lips.


Watching the two of them kiss had my cock bursting out of my panties again. Beyond Tina, I had never been with a woman as a woman. Watching the two of them in this particular moment lit a fire in me. I decided to live in the moment and not hold back. As they continued to kiss each other and touch all over, Rose turned to me and asked me to join in. Tina interjected, “No Rose, she doesn’t have much experience. She should watch us for a bit so we can teach her a thing or two before she joins in.”


"That sounds absolutely perfect," I said replied, and I actually meant it. 


Tina then started to slowly undress Rose. She turned her around and unzipped the zipper on her blue dress. The fabric from the dress fell forward, exposing a magnificent pair of breasts being supported in a sexy black bra. Even through the bra you could see that Rose’s nipples were hard. I watched as Tina took off her bra, and brought her mouth to each nipple, flicking out her tongue and pinching them with her fingers. I was so turned on that I began to rub myself under my dress. Tina then reached under Rose’s dress and began to work her hands around. Rose squealed with delight as she took a moment to pull her dress the rest of the way off. It fell to the floor and a pair of sexy black panties was revealed. I saw Tina pull the panties to the side and put her fingers inside of Rose. As I stood watching, all I could think was that I wanted those fingers inside of me. I felt my red thong riding up my ass and became more aggressive with the handling of my cock. 


Now Tina pushed Rose back onto the bed. Rose shimmied herself so she was propped up at the headboard and Tina brought her mouth to Rose’s vagina. She pulled aside the panties again, revealing a shaved pussy, and she began to eat her out. I could see Rose’s juices running down her legs. Then Tina took Rose’s swollen clit to her lips and she began to suck and flick with her tongue whilst fingering her too.  Rose began to moan loudly and I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn't know exactly how I would join in yet but I had to do something so I hiked up my dress and I continued to jerk off. Rose looked over with a look of hunger on her face and nudged Tina to look over at me too. The girls stopped and decided it was time to let me join in on the fun. 


They got up and walked over to me. Rose started to kiss me first. I forcefully kissed her back and allowed our tongues to fully enter each other's mouths. Tina made her way to my breasts. She groped me for a while and then she got behind me and unzipped my dress. As the dress fell to the floor I enjoyed the sensations of the smooth material gliding past me. Now I was making out with Rose in just my underwear, stockings and heels. Tina pulled the cup of my bra down and began to suck on my breasts. I moaned loudly. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me but there was no going back now. I was extremely turned on. I continued to play tongue hockey with Rose as I felt Tina move to my panties. She slowly pulled them down, sliding over my stockings, and I felt her move her head to the tip of my cock. She licked her lips and took me into her mouth. The feeling of her warm and wet mouth felt amazing as she bobbed her head up and down on my shaft.


“If it’s okay with you, I’d like to take over down there for a bit,” Rose said, breaking our kiss.


“Yes let’s switch,” Tina said, “I want to see that pretty face up close.” Tina moved up to me and began to kiss me as Rose slid down me. “Excellent job on the makeup, darling,” Tina cooed.  Rose teased me, kissing up and down my inner thighs and playing with my stocking tops. Then she used both hands to jerk me off before impaling her sexy moth onto my cock. Her oral skills were artful; I was truly in heaven. 


After some some time, our lovemaking shifted to a large padded chair in the corner of the room. Rose took off her panties, sat down in the chair and placed her legs on the arms, giving Tina full access to her dripping pussy. Tina took off her dress and crawled forward. She feasted on Rose’s juices, whilst flicking her tongue in a small circular pattern on Rose’s clit. Noticing the opportunity before me, I grabbed a condom from my bag, slipped it on, positioned myself behind Tina and placed my cock at the opening of her pussy. I teased her, moving my cock up and down on her vagina lips until she couldn’t take it anymore. She pulled her face away from Rose’s love box just long enough to scream, “Fuck me Abigail!” With that, she pushed her ass back and I slipped deep inside of her. 


I fucked her gently at first as she moaned into Rose’s crotch. Then I quickened the pace, enjoying the sensation of our nylons rubbing together as I plunged inside of her. As I fucked Tina, she was in so much pleasure that she was having trouble giving Rose’s swollen pussy the attention it deserved. Rose sensed this, so she got up from the chair and stood in front of me, her legs straddling Tina. I noticed some of her wetness dripping onto Tina’s back. She moved forward, presenting herself to me and I eagerly moved my head to her and plunged my tongue inside her. She was absolutely delicious.


I felt Tina tense up as a wave of orgasm came upon her. “Oh baby, please don’t stop!” she moaned, as I slammed in and out of her like a piston. I slowed down my pace and let her enjoy her orgasm. My cum began to boil. Tina pulled away and Rose took her place. 


I fucked Rose in the same doggystyle position as she moaned and groaned. Tina disappeared into the other room. I assumed she needed a glass of water, but I wasn’t paying too much attention because I was balls deep in this lovely lady. I gave her ass a firm smack, grabbed her hair and rode her fast and hard. I was so focused on fucking Rose that I was taken by surprise when I felt something behind me.


Tina had gotten on the floor behind me and she ran her nails down the length of my back. She continued all the way down to my lower back and slowly ran a finger down my asscrack. I heard the sound of a container open and then, pulling my red lacy panties to the side, Tina squeezed lube into the entrance of my hole. It was freezing cold but it felt amazing. Then I felt her slowly push a finger inside of me, working the lube into me. She slowly finger fucked me but then pulled away and I felt something else pushing at my asshole. I turned around just in time to see that Tina had put on a strap-on dildo. It was the kind that also went inside of her pussy so she would be fucked while she fucked me. She giggled, slapped my ass, and pushed into me. 


I felt a moment of hot pain, but then my ass accepted her and a wave of pleasure struck me. Tina matched the frequency of my fucking and we quickly found our groove. I grabbed Rose’s hips and slammed into her while Tina reached around me and pulled herself all the way inside of my ass. The sensation of fucking Rose while being fucked was a sensory overload. I was now in the center of a beautiful woman sandwich.


As we fucked, Tina unclasped my sexy red bra and threw it to the floor, exposing my bare chest. She reached around my smoothness and started to squeeze my breasts and pinch my nipples. The sensation was beyond anything I had ever felt. I finally started to feel waves of orgasmic pressure rock through my body.  


"Oh god, that feels so fucking good, please don't stop, please don't stop," I begged to her.


Rose moaned beneath me and I felt her tense up.  I felt Tina’s rubber cock hitting my g-spot and I couldn’t hold back any longer.


"I'm going to cum, ahhh, fuck me, please keep fucking me, oh!" I stammered as I began to erupt.


I felt Tina move her head to my ear and whisper, "That’s right Madame Mayor, cum for me, I want you to cum!”  For some reason, being called ‘Mayor’ made me cum even harder. I could feel Rose cumming too. 


“Yes, yes, yes, please, yes!” she screamed, and finally I pulled myself out of her and Tina pulled herself out of me. 


I slipped off the cum-filled condom and the girls came to my front and swallowed up the remaining seed from my softening dick. 


“Woah, that was incredible,” I said, “I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”


"I’m pretty sure we can say the same" Tina said, giving Rose a small peck on the cheek.


The three of us grabbed some water bottles to rehydrate and then collapsed on the couch, a tangled mass of stockings, long hair, and soft breasts. 


I chuckled, and said, “So I guess this means we can count on your support in this upcoming election, Miss Fisher?”


Rose laughed, “You’ve got my vote!”


TO BE CONTINUED...


◆◆◆


Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 3


When election day finally came I managed to pull off a commanding victory. Tina deserved the bulk of the credit because of her masterful tactics as my campaign manager. Thanks were also owed to the large group of individuals that donated money to the campaign. One of the largest donations came from our new friend, ally, and ‘playmate’, Rose. With her financial support we were able to broadcast our message to the citizens of Riverside which ultimately lead to the win. Tina and I had become closer with Rose and we often would invite her to our home on the weekends for some sexy fun. 


What’s more was the fact that Abigail emerged from within me as a confident and successful woman. Abe took a backseat in my mind as the newly elected ‘Madame Mayor’ moved into the mayor’s office downtown. I fully embraced my new identity as a woman, and the femininity that came bundled with it. 


Another priority of mine was to get breast implants. I was able to work on my feminine figure with diet and exercise but growing breasts was most effectively achieved with surgery. I had the implants put in before election day so I was able to show off the new additions when I won. I decided to go with a D-cup that matched my body size perfectly. They were soft and perky, and I had trouble keeping my hands off them. Simple things like taking a shower was extra sensual when you have a pair of nicetits on your chest. 


There was lot’s of city business to attend to from the get go. Being mayor proved to require a very ‘hands on’ approach for solving problems. With my new identity and the resulting confidence that came with it, I was able to make allies and figure out the ropes quite quickly. I was able to bring Tina in as an assistant too. This was a great arrangement because she was very good at helping me handle the day-to-day activities that the position required. She and I were also able to sometimes escape to a quiet place in the city hall for some ‘private entertainment’ as we saw fit. 


All of the hard work was very rewarding but very stressful, so I made it a priority to make sure I had time to unwind throughout the week. This typically meant that Tina and I would go out for dinner and drinks on the weekend, followed by some bedroom fun with each other. Sometimes we would invite Rose to our bedroom too. 


On this particular weekend, the annual farm show was being held at the city fairgrounds. I was asked to make an appearance and speak at the opening ceremony Friday morning. The event was a celebration of agriculture and blue collar values. There were animals on display, tractors, artisans, and tons of food. It seemed like it would make for a fun day.


I considered myself to be a classy lady, but I didn’t want to convey an image that I was ‘too good’ for the crowd at the farm show. So I decided to play the part and let my hair down a bit. Tina and I decided to have some fun with the entire thing. Earlier in the week we got together to decide what outfits we would wear. 


After rooting through the closet, I found a short jean skirt that was perfect. I decided to wear the skirt with a pink plaid button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I wore white sneakers on my feet with cute ankle socks. I put makeup and went for a more natural look. I also had Tina help me put my hair into a tasteful ponytail. It would be a perfect place to grab for certain… activities, I thought to myself, grinning. 


Underneath I decided to be a little more risque. I wore a hot pink victoria’s secret thong and a matching push up bra. I unbuttoned the top few buttons of my shirt and displayed a modest amount of cleavage. Since I was in public I couldn’t be over revealing, but my new set of D-cups were definitely on display. 


When I was all dressed, i took a look at myself in the mirror. As always, I was very excited to see the beautiful woman before me. My white sneakers contrasted beautifully with my shapely, tanned legs. My legs brushed up against each other and I savored the sensation of smoothness. 


My long legs eventually led to my short denim skirt that was a few inches above my knees. I would have to be careful when bending down or sitting so that I wasn’t showing off my hot pink panties to anyone. Of course, there was nothing wrong with a little teasing here and there.


My shirt fit very well and was perfectly suited to the nature of the event. The pink plaid material clung tightly to my curves and the top buttons held in my new glorious globes. I rolled up the sleeves because it was quite warm on the day of the festival. 


My face was very cute, with the natural makeup, and I put a small amount of light pink lipgloss on. It was sexy but not overly so. The last feature was the ponytail, which was cute and naughty at the same time. As a last finishing touch, I decided to tie a red bandana into my hair. The small detail really completed the look and I was quite pleased with the final result. 


When Tina was done getting dressed she joined me in the living room. She had choose to wear a pair of very short daisy duke shorts and a tight white Coca-Cola branded tee shirt. Her ass was practically bursting out of her shorts and her breasts were looking fantastic. She wore a pair of black flip flops, she had her hair down and had a pair of dark sunglasses on her head. This girl was rocking it. 


Dressing like this was much different for Tina and I. typically we would wear business suits, skirts, high heels, pantyhose and stockings. When we weren’t at work we still liked to keep things relatively classy with dresses, blouses and other stylish clothing. Typically the most casual thing we would wear was yoga pants! So needless to say, this was an unusual wardrobe change for each of us. But it still got us going in a unique way.


We headed to the fairgrounds in time for the opening ceremony. I was diligent in acting upon my mayorly duties. I helped get the crowd going and gave a little speech that celebrated the diversity of our community. It was standard politics but the people attending really seemed to appreciate my words.  At one point, I heard a man shouting from the crowd, “We love you Abigail!” I couldn’t help but giggle and blush.


After the ceremony, Tina and I were free to enjoy the event. We grabbed some french fries and some beers and walked past the petting zoo, the candlemaker shop, the blacksmith and the wood carving stall. We enjoyed the smells of fresh produce and enjoyed each other’s company as we moved slowly through the fairgrounds. 


A slight breeze kicked up and blew directly up my skirt. This was a reminder that I was still presenting myself as a very attractive woman. With all of the hustle and bustle I had forgotten this fact. I felt an erection begin to build in my thong panties. 


Tina stopped and looked at me, reading the fact that I was distracted, “What’s wrong beautiful?” she said, grabbing my hand. 


My eyes impulsively went directly to her busty chest. They then continued down her soft figure and I was starting directly at her daisy dukes. I caught myself staring and I felt the hardness growing under my skirt. It was getting to the point that someone would notice the bulge if we didn’t take care of it. 


“Ahhhh, I know what you’re after,” Tina said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “I have an idea, come with me!” 


She grabbed my hand and led me down a side path between two food stands. The sensations of the wind up my skirt, her sexy ass bouncing up and down, as well as her soft hand leading me somewhere to take care of my perpetually horny desires had me going wild. I loved this girl with every fiber of my being. 


Eventually we came to a wooden ticket stand. I looked up and read the sign that clearly said, “Corn Maze Tickets.” I chuckled to myself because it occurred to me that they missed an opportunity to spell maze, M-A-I-Z-E instead of M-A-Z-E. But the thought quickly vanished from my head when i became aware of the fact that my girly clit was now aggressively pressing into the tight denim skirt that was encompassing my lower body. 


Tina led me into the maze and we she quickened her pace, still holding my hand and pulling me through the rows of stalks. At one point she stopped, pulled me to the side, put her hand behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. She shoved her tongue into my mouth and swirled it around. I reciprocated and gave myself to her. We heach softly moaned before she pulled away and continued to lead me through the corn.


After a series of left and right turns, I was amazed (a-maized haha) that we still hadn’t come to any dead ends. It seemed impossible. Finally, after I had reached a point of maximum arousal, we came to a dead end with two wooden chairs set up. 


Tina instructed me to sit down in one of the chairs. She sauntered away from me, turning her head back as she shook her sexy little ass in my direction. I watched in confusion as I saw her pulling loose stalks of corn away from the walls of our alcove and placing them at the narrow opening we had just entered. After a few minutes of this, the entrance had become completely opaque, effectively creating a private little room for us in the middle of the maze.


I had been sitting there watching her. I couldn’t help but reach under my skirt and slide my thong off to the side. I spit in my palm, then reached down and grabbed my cock. I began to slowly jerk myself as I watched mer move. 


When Tina seemed satisfied with her handiwork, she strutted back to me and sat down on me, facing me with her legs straddling my lap. She bent forward, kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, “I helped design this maze. I’ve been helping ever since I was in high school. I have a knack for these types of things. I put this little spot in here so you and I could have a little privacy.”


This made complete sense to me. Tina had always been a math wiz. Come to think about it, there wasn’t much she wasn’t great at. It only seemed natural that she would have played a role in creating the corn maze.


As we sat there, she began to lean into me and start to rock herself gently back and forth on my lap. It was especially exciting because we could hear people all around us, laughing and navigating the maze. A few groups even made it to the dead end, but they were deterred by the false wall that Tina had constructed.


While still seated on my lap, she pulled herself back and slowly removed her white tee shirt. Underneath she was wearing a gorgeous purple push up bra with floral lace patterns. She moved her hands to my breasts and began to agressively grope me. I cried out in delight.


In response, Tina put her hand across my mouth and leaned in to my ear again. “You’re going to have to control yourself baby. There are people all around us.” I felt her hair brushing against my neck and she leaned in and started to suckle the area directly below my ear. I was pretty sure she was going to leave a hickey. It felt like we were young lovers, trying to hide our passion. 


The thought of being caught was making things more exciting. Each time Tina grabbed me or used her mouth on me I had to prevent myself from making any sound. This took much more self-control than you might have expected. 


She reached her hand around to the back of my head again and grabbed my ponytail. She lightly tugged it, forcing my head back, exposing my neck to her barrage of kisses and love bites. Goosebumps ran down my neck and it felt like electricity running down my spine. The sensations came to a head at the tip of my penis, which was now throbbing on its own accord. I would soon need some release from the growing tension. 


Tina stood up and put on a sexy little dance for me as she slowly lowered her short shorts to the floor, exposing a pair of tiny little purple panties. She moved her body and her shoulders back and forth, making eye contact with me. She slowly turned herself around, and wiggled her ass in a serpentine motion. She suddenly turned her head back, which caused her hair to flip over her shoulder as she made eye contact with me. 


Tina took two steps back and sat on my skirted crotch, wiggling her panty-clad bottom on me. I reached around and squeezed her breasts. Then I flipped down her bra, wet my fingers with my mouth and took my saliva covered fingers and played with her erect nipples. 


This caused her to gasp, so this time I took one of my hands and covered her mouth as she rode me. I couldn’t take it anymore, so I lifted her up, flipped up my skirt and pulled my dick out. It was standing at full attention and was pointing directly to the beautiful blue sky above us. 


In one swift motion, I grabbed Tina’s hips, pulled aside her panties and impaled her onto my rigid pole. As I thrust deeply into her, I preemptively reached my hand over her mouth again because I anticipated her crying out loud. 


The last thing we needed was someone catching us and arresting THE MAYOR for indecent exposure in a public space. That would certainly make some headline news, I thought to myself.  


We maintained a slower pace of fucking but for each complete motion Tina would pull herself all the way off me, gradually teasing me, followed by a hard slam down as my cock thrust deeply into her tight warm and wet hole.


Tina ran her hands up and down my smooth, shaven legs, tickling me with her long sexy red nails. This continued for some time as I used my hands to pull her up and then pushed her back on to me. The image of my painted nails on her flesh was mesmerising. All the while, I kissed and nibbled on her neck, ears, and back. 


As we fucked, we fell into a trance, but the trance was broken when we heard a rustling sound in the corn stalks. A person was forcing their way into our private little alcove. We abruptly stopped fucking and sat in a moment of silence, my hardness still deep inside her.


When the stalks of corn parted, we were both relieved and surprised to see that Rose emerged with a huge smile on her face. She was wearing a blue summer dress with yellow sunflowers on it. She immediately put the displaced stalks of corn back in their place, giving us privacy again. She put a finger to her lips as she pulled out her phone and showed us the screen. On it, was a text message with GPS coordinates. Tina had secretly texted her our location and told her there was a surprise at that very spot. The surprise was two beautiful women, one of which happened to be ME!


Tina turned to Rose and pulled off her dress, which exposed her milky white torso and perky breasts. She grabbed her, pulled her close and passionately kissed her. "Glad you could make it you beautiful girl!”


Rose smiled and ran her hand across Tina’s face,  "Glad to be here, let’s see how much pleasure we can give Abigail while she has to keep her mouth shut." 


With that, she pulled down a sexy black g-string and exposed her bald, glistening pussy lips. It was obvious that she was already very wet. She walked over to us and began to caress both of us softly. 


Tina couldn’t help but reach up and touch her soft breasts. As she caressed them, she played with her hard nipples. “Mmm, these feel amazing,” she said. “Maybe you should taste them,” Rose replied. 


Tina was still sitting on my cock, and she began to ride me up and down again as she took Tina’s breast into her mouth. She sucked and licked as I plunged deep inside of her. 


Rose let out a moan as Tina reached out and slid her hand between her legs and started to play with her clit. Then she grabbed my hand and placed it over her pussy. It was smooth and dripping wet. I finger fucked her as Tina rode me hard. I could feel her pussy clenching down on me as a wave of orgasm hit her.


When she finally caught up her breath, Tina insisted that Rose take her place on my cock. We still had to be quiet as Rose straddled me, leaned down to kiss me and then moved forward and down so the entire length of my cock was swallowed up inside of her.  She was tight, wet and warm. It felt like she was clenching her pussy down on top of me and it was incredible. As we fucked I could smell her sweet perfume mixed with mine and the smell of her girly sweat. She brought her ruby lips to my pink glossy lips and we passionately kissed as I drive myself into her with an increasing pace. She started to moan aloud but quickly caught herself. 


Tina got behind me and began to give me a deep tissue massage on my shoulders. The feeling of fucking while getting rubbed was strangely relaxing and arousing at the same time. As she massaged me, Rose reached around and put a finger deep inside of Tina, finger fucking her with skill. 


I reached around and dragged my long fingernails down Rose’s back, leaving long red lines. She reached around to my back and unfastened my bra. The motion of our fucking caused the bra to fall free, exposing my beautiful pair of tits. Rose quickly gave her full attention to them, groping one while sucking on the other. I was in heaven.


I looked up and noticed people were still exploring the corn maze as I rammed my cock into Rose. My long tresses of hair were swinging wildly from the motion of our lovemaking. I could feel it running across my shoulders and my and my breasts and it sent a shiver down my body.  My boobs were rising up and down as I buried my cock deep inside of her. 


My delicate hands were clinging to Rose’s shoulders and I could see my shiny red fingernails gripping her as I thrust forward continuously. The sum of all the sensations was enough to put me over the edge.. "Are you two ready?" I whispered to them. "Yes, give it to us," Tina panted. "Here it comes," I whispered into Rose’s ear.


I felt my dick tense up as my orgasm came suddenly. I started to fill Rose’s slit with my hot sticky cream. 


"Oh god I can feel it in me," Rose gasped, “It’s so hot, and there's so much!” She began to shudder as an orgasm hit her hard. 


At the same time, Tina started to cum too, triggered from the two of us. Rose’s fingers were still inside her pussy. 


After all three of us came, Rose sat us down and instructed me to suck the cum out of her vagina. I did so eagerly. After taking it in my mouth, I stood up and shared the sweet cum with both of the girls. 


“Mmm, I guess you don’t always need us to play with your butt,” Tina said, “You produced quite the load!”


At that point, we decided it best to get ourselves cleaned up. We got dressed, and sneaked out of the corn alcove before anyone else became suspicious. I could feel my pink thong riding up my ass and once again the cool breeze was riding up my skirt. I loved all of the sensual sensations. 


When we got back into the main part of the Farm Shoe, the three of us shared an Ice cream. The vendor couldn’t figure out why we thought it was so funny when I ordered it. 


Just another day in the life of a mayor, I suppose. 
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