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One

____________________

“YOU BETTER RUN BEFORE I CATCH YOU, YOU LITTLE FAG!!!” Roger yelled at the top of his lungs as he chased after Larry across the John Buford College football field. It was a gym class and just a pick-up game, but Larry managed to block a pass to Roger, and Roger is not used to being one-upped in gym class, especially not by a “fem-boy” like Larry.

The guys and the coach looked on as Roger easily caught up with Larry and tackled him, throwing his face in the dirt. It hurt like hell, but Roger didn’t stop there – he picked up the football and threw it hard at the hapless Larry on the ground. If it was anyone else but Larry, the coach would have intervened, but this time a mean streak in the coach let his star running back have some fun.

A girls intramural team was playing soccer on the next field, and their coach, Ms. Hunt saw what was happening and she yelled at the twenty-five year old new Assistant Coach Gouverneur Warren. Everyone called him “Guv.” “HEY GUV! ARE YOU JUST GONNA STAND THERE?? DO SOMETHING!!”

He looked at her and the punches to the body Larry was taking and decided that the pain in the ass Henrietta Hunt was right. “Okay Roger, get off him – ENOUGH!!” he called out. When that didn’t work, Guv ran over to the two and separated them.

“Roger you dumb meathead, I said ENOUGH!!! Can’t you see you made your point!? Jesus!”

Roger stood up and Larry was lying on the ground, his face tinted green and bruised from the field and the beating he took to his mid-section.

“What the fuck is your problem Roger!?” Guv shouted to him, spinning him around by the shoulder.

“Ah come on coach! I was just having a little fun with ‘Tinker Bell’ over here,” he nodded contemptuously at Larry on the ground.

The other boys in the class were laughing until they saw Larry’s face and that made them feel sorry for him. Two of Larry’s friends, Peter and his roommate Walter walked him off the field, supporting him from each side. “Hey Larry, you wanna go to the health office? You look pretty banged up,” Peter said. Larry was rubbing his shoulder. “Maybe you should get some ice on that shoulder.”

“Yeah you should Larry. You took a bad hit!” Walter said.

“I guess you’re right. Appreciate the assist guys.”

“That Roger is such an asshole man. But that pass you blocked was awesome dude!” Peter said. “He feels entitled just because he’s the star running back on the team.”

“And did you see how the coach just stood there and watched – almost like he was enjoying it!” Warren added.

“He’s an asshole too!” Peter said, trying to comfort Larry. “If it wasn’t for Ms. Hunt yelling at him, he probably would have kept watching until you needed an ambulance man.”

“I know,” Larry said.

Larry spent a couple of hours in Nurse Flannigan’s office with an ice bag on his shoulder and got a couple of Tylenols.

“And the coach just stood there while this was happening?” she said with disbelief.

“Yeah. the coach favors that asshole Roger Fleming because he’s a football star, and he pampers him. Like screw everyone who isn’t athletically gifted. Guys . . . guys like me especially are his targets,” Larry said, his forearm covering his face.

“Hey Larry? Are you crying?” she said with real sympathy.

“It’s nothing new. I always get picked on and bullied.” His hand was making a fist, and the tears were as much out of rage as they were of pain.

“Here Larry, take a tissue. You wanna talk to the dean? I think he should say something to that block head Coach Warren. I know he’s an asshole. He’s barely out of high school himself. His lack of maturity matches his intellect.”

“No thanks. I don’t wanna create a scene. I’ve got too much turmoil in my life as it is.”

“Well okay. You just rest until you feel better, then you can leave. If that shoulder keeps bothering you, you should see an orthopedist. You’re not dizzy are you?”

“No Ms. Flannigan. I’ll be okay. I’ll leave in a few minutes. The ice feels good.”

“Okay Larry. Listen to me. You come back here any time if you want to talk.”

“Thanks Ms. Flannigan. I appreciate it.”

The next day Larry, who was an excellent student and was so far at the top of his sophomore class at the small liberal arts college, went to the library to look up a book for an assignment in European History. He just had lunch at the food court with Peter and Walter, and they tried to offer him some encouragement as best they could. They didn’t tease him about his effeminate mannerisms, or his slim build. Nor did they make those demeaning jokes at his expense. It was usually started by Roger and his circle of Neanderthals.

But Larry kept a lot inside of himself and became angrier and angrier. His feelings towards girls and dating were ambivalent at best. He felt more comfortable being around them, but not actually going on real “dates.” Instead, the girls at school he confided in saw him as someone they could confess their innermost secrets to – like which guy was “hot,” and what they did on their dates. Sometimes they made Larry blush, but he was just “Larry,” so it was okay.

He got up from the long library table and went to the section on European History to look for a book. There was a girl at the end of the section that he didn’t recognize. She looked beautiful to Larry – long raven-colored hair which fell down to her waist, nicely proportioned figure, tight jeans that fit her immaculate body perfectly, and a white cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened revealing a nice cleavage. He thought to himself – just another hot girl. Probably one of Roger’s swooning female admirers, not worth his time. She didn’t seem like Nancy and Carol, his two favorite female companions. They took abuse from Roger like Larry did. He would call them “fag hags,” and other deprecating names.

So Larry concentrated on finding his book for Professor. Gantvoort’s class. He was moving sideways down the aisle and his eyes were focused through his thick black glasses right in front of him when he found the book he was looking for and reached for it. At the same time, his hand was touching the girl’s hand from down the aisle. Evidently when he was moving towards the book, she was too, and neither felt the other’s presence. They both pulled their hands away in surprise.

“Oh I’m sorry!” Larry said. “I didn’t mean to crowd you; I just need that book for a paper I’m doing. I didn’t even see you coming closer.”

She laughed kindly. “Hey that’s okay, no big deal. I guess I was so wrapped up in my own stuff that I didn’t notice you either! My name’s Mindy, what’s yours?”

“I’m Larry. I don’t think I’ve seen you around before. Do you have Professor Gantvoort’s class too?”

“Yes, I have the early session at eight o’clock, and you?”

“I have the eleven o’clock session.” It seemed kind of dumb to split the class up like that, but it was an older college and there wasn’t enough room to combine the sessions, or so he’d heard.

Larry was smitten by her radiant bright green eyes. Her pupils were dilated, and she looked beautiful. Her thin lips curled up in an inviting grin. She appeared to like him.

“I guess I’m working on the same paper as you. Tell you what: Why don’t we work together, and we can share the book?”

“That sounds like a most equitable solution,” Larry said.

Mindy laughed. “Wow, you should go into government or something. You sound like a diplomat!”

Larry turned red. “Uh yeah, well, you know what I mean.”

“Yes I do Larry, no problem. We can meet here after classes and work on this thing together. Whaddya say? Maybe we could even go out for a bite afterwards one day and skip the dining hall food for once. I have a car.”

“Yeah, that sounds great Mindy. I’d like that,” Larry said.

So Larry was the one to take the book out, and he and Mindy met every day for a week to work on the paper together. They were careful to focus on different aspects of Catherine The Great so they couldn’t be accused of plagiarism.

The next Tuesday, after a particularly long session of wrapping it up for both of them Mindy said, “Hey Larry, I’m a little hungry. Why don’t we do that dining thing. We can go out for a pizza. Ever been to Sorrento’s?”

“Oh yeah, the place on First Street?”

“Yep, that’s the one. Some girls from my floor have gotten takeout from there.”

“Okay sure, I’ll just give a head’s up to my roommate and our friend.”

Mindy rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’d better do the same.”

This time, for the first time, Mindy held Larry’s hand as they both walked out of the library to the parking lot and Mindy’s car.

Once inside, Mindy turned to him and noticed the bruise on the side of Larry’s face which was almost yellow now. “Wait a second,” she said, looking at him with concern. “I do remember you. I had an intramural soccer game and you guys were playing flag football and I saw that beast run after you, tackle you and start wailing on you on the ground, right?”

He found holding Mindy’s hand to be magical and very uplifting. He was also letting some “thoughts” enter his mind, and he found that his cock was hard for the first time he was with a girl. She had pressed some sort of a magic button in Larry.

“Oh right, yeah. It was no big deal. Roger Ewell is the star running back on the college football team and a favorite of the coach. He’s just a real macho dipshit and thinks he can get away with anything. It seems like I’m his favorite target,” Larry said, head down in disgrace.

Mindy picked up his chin with her fingers and turned him around to face her. Larry had tears welling up in his eyes. “Hey, are you okay man? You’re crying. Take a deep breath and tell me.”

For the first time in a long time someone actually cared about him. “It’s just that because of who I am I get picked on a lot. I don’t fit into this macho man culture that’s so prevalent on this fucking campus,” he said angrily, clenching his fists.

“Hey, heyyyy! . . . Who gives a shit about the culture on this campus. You are who you are, and from what I can see, you’re a kind and gentle soul. I think people would be very lucky to have you as a friend,” she said. “I know I am.”

“You mean that?” Larry asked, his tear streaked face looking at Mindy with wonder.

“Yes I do Larry,” and she leaned in and kissed him on the lips, their tongues finding each other’s. Larry’s cock became hard as a result which shocked him greatly, since this was the farthest he had ever gone with a woman before, especially such an enchanting creature like Mindy. Then they drove off to dinner in contented silence to the restaurant. Larry was too stunned to say anything. They looked at each other and smiled as Mindy drove. He felt an alien sense of real comfort with this girl; more than just as a friend.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

____________________

THERE WAS SOMETHING MYSTERIOUS ABOUT MINDY. Larry couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but she was very confident for a twenty year old college sophomore. It seemed that she knew her way around men. He felt slightly intimidated by her, but he told himself that it was just butterflies because this was, after all, his first time with a girl, solo.

They were seated in a booth, and they found they had some things in common. Mindy was a loner like Larry. They shared a passion for video games and even chess. Both of them didn’t really follow professional sports, except occasionally basketball. They also had an addiction to NETFLIX horror movies, especially vampire movies and serials.

They were just finishing up and Mindy placed her hands on top of Larry’s. “Let me ask you something Larry. You’re a really nice guy. Are you dating anyone at the moment?”

That question took him totally by surprise, but he answered truthfully, because he sensed that Mindy could see through bullshit.

“Uh, actually no. I mean, I’m friends with a few girls but before they have a chance to really get to know me, they treat me like I’m a girlfriend. They’ll share stories about their dates, guys they like, all that. But that’s as far as it goes. ‘Good ole’ Larry. He’s a good listener. What a sweet guy.’ But nothing is ever romantic.”

“I see. But Larry, have you ever wanted anything romantic to come out of these relationships with these women?”

His head sank. “I don’t know, what’s the use. I mean look at me; the sound of my voice, my appearance, the way I walk. They want someone with muscles, brains are a turn-off.”

“You mustn’t get down on yourself,” she said as she gripped his hands tighter on the table. “I see a lot in you. I think that you just haven’t met ‘Ms. Right’ yet.”

Larry thought about that, and while she was right, there was something missing. A truth he knew himself, but would never reveal. But Mindy was persistent with her questioning, and it didn’t seem that she would let up anytime soon.

They finished their meal and had some wine afterwards and talked more. Larry tried to steer the discussion back to their papers and they agreed to have each other read their work.

“So what are your plans for the rest of the evening Larry?” Mindy asked.

“Nothing. I thought I’d go back to the dorm and maybe play video games with Walter.”

“Well I was thinking that if you want something ‘a little more,’ you could come back to my room. I have a single you know. My roommate Tess left school after a month and housing never replaced her. What do you say?” It was hard to refuse that gorgeous smile, and piercing eyes that said, “trust me.”

“Okay deal! Let’s go back to your room.”

“Attaboy,” Mindy said. She surprised Larry by treating for dinner. “After all, I couldn’t have written that paper without your help.”

So they drove back to campus and Mindy parked in her dorm’s lot. As they walked into her dorm, she and Larry were holding hands. Some of the girls inside were staring, but no one knew who Larry was. He felt they were staring because Mindy was such a beautiful girl, and it seemed out of place for someone like her to be with a guy like him.

“Well this is it,” Mindy said, twirling around and gesturing. “How do you like it?”

The room was a typical dorm room, but done up really nicely, with a throw rug and even drapes on the window, a refrigerator, and the bathroom was big enough for a vanity table. Before the college was taken over by the state, it was a private school, and all the rooms reflected that history. By comparison, his and Walter’s room was a piece of shit.

“It’s really nice. Guys don’t go in for such nice décor.”

“Yeah, it’s cozy, and you know what? I don’t miss not having a roommate in the slightest.”

“Well I’ve grown used to having Walter around. He’s a good friend and doesn’t judge me like some of the other assholes in my dorm.”

Mindy pressed a button, and the room light dimmed, and music came on from two expensive looking professional Bose speakers. It was Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, the extended version. She was attempting to set a mood and was very good at

it.

There was a picture frame on Mindy’s desk, that looked like it was taken a couple of years ago. Mindy was standing next to a girl, and they were both wearing evening dresses. It peaked Larry’s curiosity.

“Who’s that?” Larry asked pointing to the picture. The girl was about Mindy’s height and was blonde haired with blue eyes.

“Oh that’s from my senior prom in high school. Her name’s Gina, and she was my date.” That blew Larry away. Was Mindy bisexual, lesbian . . . or what?? He had to know, but wanted to go about it delicately.

“She’s pretty. Uh, do you still see her?”

Mindy gave sort of a chuckle.

“No, we lost touch after high school. I guess she’s happy. I don’t really know. I know what you’re thinking,” she said as she held both of Larry’s hands, looking him straight in the eyes. “I’m bisexual. I can be happy with a man or a woman. It’s the person that counts. I find that men and women both get me going.”

“Oh, yeah, I can see that.”

“Can you Larry?”

He felt a bit defensive. “Yes I can. I mean right now, I feel a connection with you that I’ve never felt before.” Now he did it, he thought. Boy I really fucked things up now.

Before he could explain anything further, Mindy placed her index finger on his lips and made a “shushing” sound. She drew close to Larry and kissed him again, but this time deeper and with more feeling than the first time in the car. She took him by his shoulders and pulled him to the bed. They stayed kissing, and their arms wrapped around each other’s shoulders. Mindy’s fingers rubbed Larry’s jeans over his erection which was pulsing now; pre cum dripping out into his boxers.

Without missing a beat, Mindy had Larry’s jeans off and his boxers over his mid thighs. He was leaning back on the bed on both elbows, in disbelief at what was happening. Mindy’s fingers grabbed at Larry’s cock and gently held it up and got between his legs. She softly placed her lips to his flesh, and he could feel her silky, lush hair tickling his thighs and tummy after he pulled his t-shirt up. Now he was lying flat on the bed and Mindy was on her knees over him. Her lips made a tight seal around the head of his cock, and her tongue started moving around and around, driving him crazy. He leaked more pre cum and Mindy made a lip smacking noise as she drank it all in.

Now with a tight seal and a very wet mouth, Mindy went up and down Larry’s whole length, slowly at first and then picking up speed. He lifted his hips off the bed to meet her rhythm and his cock was wet and slimy. He didn’t think he could hold back any longer and he just knew he had Mindy’s permission to cum. That’s just what happened. He let out a gasp and shot three times, big loads each of warm, thick cum into her mouth. She devoured every drop of it. But still, some of it ran down the corners of her mouth. She licked him clean and then picked up her head and slid up to him face to face. Her eyes were half-closed and trancelike as she kissed him deeply, giving Larry a taste of his own cum. He liked it – the sweet-salty nectar.

“I love sucking you off and pleasing you Larry,” she said softly, kissing his face with her wet lips.

“You’re amazing Mindy . . . this was my first time.”

“You mean the first of many.”

It was a vow she made that he trusted and believed in. That this could be happening to him with such a beautiful girl was beyond anything he could ever have thought possible.

“Now I’m very horny Larry, and I want you to please me. I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

“Sure Mindy, anything.”

She was smiling and stood off to the side of the bed and took off her blouse. She was wearing a red-laced bra over her magnificent breasts, the nipples poking out like two pencil points. She bit her bottom lips and slowly stripped off her jeans revealing a red, satin G-String underneath. “Do you like what you see Larry?” she asked as a rhetorical question.

Larry was speechless, wondering what was next; how he could please her. He didn’t have to wait long.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

____________________

SHE TURNED SIDEWAYS FOR LARRY TO GET A BETTER LOOK, and slowly walked across the room to her dresser and took a small box out from the top drawer. She held it in front of him and smiled. “I have a couple of toys here that we can play with. I think you’ll enjoy them Larry,” she said.

One of them was a pink dildo that attached to a belt, and on the end was a curvature that would slide into her pussy when she thrusted. She also had a silicone ring. “This my sweet is a cock ring. It will help you to maintain an erection. Think of this as an initiation. You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to, but I know you want to please me, right Larry?”

“Yes, of course I do,” he said.

“Good.”

Next she took out a tube of lubricating jelly. “Just think of this as an enjoyable experiment Larry. I have a feeling you’re going to like it. You never know until you try. We’ll take it one step at a time.”

“Okay,” Larry said, completely trusting her.

“Now I want you to get on the bed facing the front Larry, on your knees.”

As soon as he did, Mindy jumped on behind him laughing. The dildo was strapped to her. The cock, which was pink, looked very large. It made Larry’s eyes bulge, and his jaw went slack.

Next he felt a wet, slimy sensation going over his asshole up to his balls, which made him hiss and cringe. “Oh sorry Larry! I should have warned you. It’s a lube gel. I’m going to place some inside you. It’s important that you relax, okay?”

“Okay,” he said through gritted teeth. He felt her finger go inside of him and work its way around in a circle. It made him feel full, but it also excited him. “It feels . . . nice.”

“Good Larry. You can grip the bed sheets. This may hurt at first and you’ll feel full, but I promise you it’s worth it.”

He was all slick and ready and Mindy, behind him, spread his butt cheeks apart. Next he felt the soft silicone tip squeezing itself into his back door. The stretching was excruciating at first and he thought it would rip him apart, but he trusted her. The head of the dildo was now completely inside him, and she withdrew it and then went in again, out again, and then back in. He felt a tingling of pleasure mixed in with the pain, and his fists were gripping the sheets.

Now she went in farther, this time not holding back, but increasing her speed. She began to moan as her bucking motion sent the other end of the dildo up inside her pussy. He felt her wetness on his butt cheeks. The cock ring he wore wasn’t even necessary as this act kept him hard. They went faster and faster; the dildo inside of him thrusting deeper and harder. He wanted it inside of him. He had no time to dwell on it, concentrating on the pleasure. He felt a feeling well up inside of him like a sneeze; a fire growing within him. He felt pre cum leak out the tip of his cock and he wasn’t even touching himself. It was amazing.

Now he was moaning – “Faster, harder please Mindy!”

Mindy was too busy working on her own climax to respond. Suddenly a flood of cum came out of Larry – an intense pleasure mixed with the pain of being stretched for the first time. He didn’t even have to touch himself. Mindy’s moans became one long song of exquisite pleasure, and slowly she stopped, the dildo still inside Larry.

Then she withdrew and lay her head across Larry’s back, the luscious feel of her hair so delightful. She began kissing his back, and went farther up and kissed the back of his neck.

“You’re all mine now, my love,” she said tenderly, her hair flowing all around him. She turned him around and kissed him on the mouth deeply, her tongue entwining with his.

“I want you to eat and drink my pussy now,” she said, and Larry placed himself, so his head was underneath her, and she dripped on his face. She was squatting over his face and the tangy sweetness of her filled him up. He stuck out his tongue and felt her swollen clit. He instinctively played with it, licking all around it, and kissing it. She moaned and shuddered, cumming again on top of his face, showering him with her juices.

Then they lie with each other, her head in the crook of his arms, her fingers tracing around circles on his chest. He looked at her and she was smiling at him. “You delicious little boy,” she said playfully. “How did you enjoy that? Was I right?”

“Definitely Mindy. I’ve never felt so good in my life. So good . . . about myself.”

“I’m glad. Just remember Larry, you’re mine.”

“Well, if I’m to be owned by anybody, I’d want it to be you Mindy.”

After cuddling for an hour Larry got dressed and was getting ready to go back to his dorm. He had to be up early the next day. He decided not to tell his friends everything about tonight. They would be shocked to hear he had a date, never mind what happened; how his life was changing so quickly.

“You know Larry, in two weeks my dorm is having a mixer. Why don’t you and your friends Walter and Pete come too?”

“Oh yeah? That would be nice.”

“Well we have some work to do first that I think you’ll enjoy.”

Without thinking, Larry was holding onto Mindy’s G-String and playing with it, rubbing it between his fingers. She noticed what he was doing and smiled at him, when he suddenly realized what he was doing and stopped it.

“I think that you’re a bit curious about my lingerie, aren’t you Larry? It’s okay, be honest with me.”

“Well, I mean it feels good, but hey I have no intentions of doing anything with them!”

“Hey, don’t get upset honey,” she said rubbing his back. “It’s fine. I’ll even let you wear them if you like. It’s no problem, really.”

Larry’s ass was tingling at the thought of the back strap placed securely over his asshole. He liked it. With Mindy there was no shame. She was his mentor and teacher in many ways.

“Here, this is what I want you to do. Let me take your boxers and put this on. Come on, let me see you do it.”

So Larry pulled off his jeans and his boxers. What could it hurt? He thought. Just to try it once. He was very curious to see how it felt around his junk.

He placed it on the rug and stepped into it, as Mindy watched, smiling. Slowly he pulled it up over his bare legs and a shiver went through him as the cool satin rubbed his bare, practically hairless legs. Then Larry fitted the pouch over his cock and settled the strap in the tingling crack in his ass. He loved the silkiness rubbing his cock and the supportive feel of the strap behind. He smiled, and saw Mindy slowly nodding her head up and down. “Oh this we definitely have to explore more Larry.”

“Yes, yes Mindy, we do.”

She came closer to him and kissed him again. He felt no embarrassment at all. Quite the opposite. He felt a sense of growth, like he was coming into his own, for the first time in his life, actually accepting of his suppressed feelings.

“So when do I see you again honey?” Mindy asked.

“Well the weekend is only two days away. We can go out. Wanna see a movie and then come back here?”

She squealed with joy. “OF COURSE! Ooooh yes! I’d love to. I have some friends to introduce you to. You may recognize a couple of them. They were in the soccer field that day . . . that day you got injured.”

“Sure. I can’t wait!” he said, and they kissed good night. He wore the G-string confidently under his jeans on his way back to his dorm.

❤️❤️❤️
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____________________

MINDY, MINDY. HE COULDN’T GET HER OUT OF HIS MIND. Wherever he went and whatever he did, he couldn’t stop thinking about her and what she was doing to him. He was in his room and spoke to Walter who was lying on his bed and studying. “Hey Walter, you know the girls in Mindy’s dorm are having a mixer one week from Saturday, you wanna go?”

“That sounds cool. Say Larry, I meant to ask you. What exactly is going on with you and Mindy anyway?”

Larry laughed softly. “Damn, I wish I knew Walter. She’s not like any girl I’ve ever known before. She brings my self-esteem up, you know. It’s always been hard for me to relate to girls romantically, but with her it’s somehow different.

“Oh . . . I get it. ‘The girl who understands,’ huh. Well, that’s good for you Lar, I hope things work out. So when are you seeing her again?”

“This weekend. We’ll probably go to a movie or something.”

“Cool. You know I’ve had like maybe three, yeah . . . three dates with Sharon from my poly sci class. We could double some time if you’d like.”

“Sure, that would be okay. Why don’t you bring her to Mindy’s dorm mixer?”

“I will, sure.”

Of course, Walter had no idea that Larry was wearing Mindy’s G-String right now, or that Larry was on a journey which he himself didn’t even understand fully.

Saturday night with Mindy was wonderful. Larry couldn’t remember the last time he laughed so much or related to a girl so well. The movie was an espionage thriller, and they went through three large popcorns and Mindy even gave Larry a hand job during the coming attractions. What could be better than a slippery hand with popcorn butter on your cock?

Now back at her dorm, Mindy sat Larry down on her bed. “Larry, I have some things here you might like. Oh! Before I forget, how was the G-String?” Her voice became subdued, and she looked at him closely. “You liked it didn’t you?”

“Yes I did Mindy,” Larry said, very comfortable in being completely honest.

“Good honey, now just stay there,” Mindy said as she went to her large walk-in closet. She came back to the bed carrying a bunch of clothes she got from a separate section.

“I think you’re going to enjoy these. I have to admit they turn me on very much too. I went shopping for you!”

“Wow! For me?? You didn’t have to!”

“Stop it! It’s my pleasure. Besides, I get something out of it too you know.”

Mindy laid out a new satin G-String on the bed, a laced bra with a molded cup, a short denim skirt, and a yellow camisole top. To match Larry’s brown hair, she had a wig box with a Styrofoam head inside. On top sat a perfectly styled long brown haired wig, which was long enough to go down to the middle of Larry’s back.

His smile told Mindy everything she had to know. Mindy’s “specialty” and greatest pleasure came from feminizing men who were willing to cross dress or better yet even, to transition. Which of the two Larry was, she wasn’t sure. But right now that part didn’t matter. He already took a dildo up his ass and loved it.

Larry got undressed, taking a break every so often for a deep, sensual tongue kiss from Mindy. He started with the bright red satin G-String, the matching colored laced bra, the denim skirt and the camisole. The last touch was the wig. Larry’s boner was jumping up and down for attention, and Mindy saw it grinning.

“I bet your ass is tingling too Larry,” Mindy said with a grin.

Larry’s smile confirmed that. “Now come into the bathroom honey and have a seat at the vanity. It’s time to do the makeup.”

Larry eagerly took a seat and Mindy pulled out a bag from the drawers underneath the vanity and opened it up. Everything needed to make him into a really stunning young lady was in there. She started with the facial foundation, deep blue eye shadow, heavy black mascara, eyebrow pencil (after a bit of tweezing), eyeliner, lip liner and then deep, ruby red lip gloss.

Standing back from Larry, Mindy said “Wow, Larry . . . I don’t know what to say – you look stunning!” Larry had yet to see himself in the mirror. “Go ahead, stand up and take a look princess,” Mindy said – proud of her creation.

Larry’s cock was doing summersaults when he saw himself for the first time. All the pieces now came together. The whole thing about not being comfortable in his own skin, the thrill of trying on Mindy’s G-String form the first time, and lastly getting rammed hard by her dildo. This was the new Larry – or whatever. But something was still missing. Mindy, perceptive as ever had the answer.

“You know what we’re missing Larry?”

“What’s that Mindy? Say, you know, I gotta tell you, you’re an absolute genius! Something tells me that you’ve done this before, am I right?”

Mindy looked at Larry and smiled. “Yeah Larry, I have. I love feminizing boys, or should I say boys that have a predilection for this sort of thing – and that would be you. Now, getting back to what I mentioned – we’re missing something – a girl’s name for you. I was thinking ‘Mirabelle.’ Now how do you like that?”

“But first,” Mindy said, coming face to face with “Mirabelle” and picking his chin up with her hand, “I have to tell you that none of this was forced on you. If at any time you didn’t want to go through with any of it, I would have stopped. You know, I love you Larry,” and she brought his face closer, and they kissed deeply.

“I love the name because it reminds me a little bit of Mindy, the girl I love just as much; and I love what you’ve done with me here.”

“Oh MIRABELLE!!! We’re going to have so much fucking fun together! I can’t wait to show you off in public. But no one will know it’s really ‘Larry.’ I mean you look and act so convincing, no one will know the truth.”

“So now what?” Larry, aka ‘Mirabelle’ asked.

“Now what? Now we go out to a nice college bar, and you get to practice your skills with actual guys! Does that excite you?? Because I’ll tell you what – you’re making my pussy drip right now!”
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ON MONDAY LARRY HAD MORE FOOTBALL CLASS, the same one with Roger where he got pounded. Mindy also had soccer practice in the field next to them and she looked with genuine concern over to Larry. Larry made eye contact with her, and he saw her ball up her fist like she wanted to jump the fence and protect her lover. He thought that if Roger had made a move towards him then that’s exactly what she would do. However, today Larry was to be left alone.

He wasn’t the only target of Roger. There was a scrimmage now and Larry sat this one out. Instead, today it was his roommate Walter who was to be the victim. Roger was the QB and Walter was on the opposing side as a lineman. It was flag football and not supposed to be violent in any way, but at the snap, Roger moved back looking for his receiver, but instead of throwing to him even though he was in the clear, Roger drilled the ball purposely into Walter’s face from twenty feet. You could hear his nose break clear across the campus. Walter fell to the ground in a bloody mess. Coach Warren blew the whistle and all of Walter’s teammates ran over to him lying on the ground, writhing in agony.

“ROGER!! YOU STUPID SHIT! I SHOULD SUSPEND YOUR ASS FROM THE COLLEGE TEAM!! WHAT GIVES!!??”

“Sorry coach, the ball must’ve slipped in my hand – it was an accident,” Roger said smirking.

“Accident my ass,” Guv muttered under his breath. Everyone was horrified at the sight of Walter, rolling around on the field, blood pouring out of his nose and mouth. It looked like two front teeth were missing as well. “I wanna see your entitled ass in my office after the class. You’re lucky if his parents don’t sue your homophobic self or whatever the fuck you are!” Roger was a little taken aback because this was the first time coach actually got angry, but with a state title hanging in the balance, Roger didn’t worry too much.

Roger ran over to him feigning concern. “That’s what FEMBOY’S roommate gets, just for fun!” and he laughed softly.

Poor Walter had to be taken to the hospital by ambulance. Mindy and Larry and Peter were by his bed in the ED after the doctors gave him painkillers and were assessing the extent of his injuries. Both the ENT and Dental Residents were looking at the x-rays on the wall nearby. Walter was coherent, but in la la land, with a big pack of ice over the bandages.

“That big dumb sonofabitch,” Mindy said after swearing like a sailor. “He should pay for that!”

“But how?” Peter said. “Roger is like a treasure of the athletic department in this shit school. No one can get near him. What can we do?”

Mindy’s eyes closed like slits and Larry marveled at how vengeful and protecting his girlfriend and mentor could really be. The transformation from the sweet, loving, understanding girl she was to a stealth spec ops operator was frightening to Larry to behold. “I’m working on a plan guys,” she said softly to Larry and Peter.

“Leave it to me,” she said, as the three of them stood over Walter’s bed.

Suddenly a surgical resident came into the room. “We have to take your friend into surgery now. There’s a spicule of bone that’s dangerously close to the frontal lobe of his brain. He’ll be okay, but we gotta do this now guys. Why don’t you have a seat in the surgical waiting room, and I’ll come out and get you when we’re done. Oh, I’m the chief surgical resident; Dr. Hunter McGuire.” He nodded and left.

“What a shit show,” I said. “I think I should call his parents and let them know what’s going on. They’re very nice people – they don’t deserve this. Walter is their only child.”

“Good idea honey.” Mindy said, holding Larry’s arm supportively. “I’ll come with you when you make the call.”

Larry looked at her, smiled and they kissed.

“What do you know about this Roger asshole’s sex life?” Mindy asked, sending a chill through Larry and Peter.
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MINDY AND LARRY LEFT THE HOSPITAL and went to a local restaurant nearby to discuss exactly what it was that Mindy was thinking. “So what is that devious little mind of yours cooking up?” Larry asked.

“It involves Mirabelle, of course,” Mindy said. “In fact, Larry won’t be coming to the mixer at my dorm. He’ll have an excuse to go home to his parents the weekend after next,” she said referring to him in the third person.

“Go on, this sounds interesting.” Larry said

“Oh, I think that Mirabelle will enjoy it very much,” she said, her hands on top of Larry’s at the table.

She continued. “I saw several girls fawning over Roger at the game before he threw the ball at Walter. I’m gonna get some names from my friends, and we’ll invite them to the mixer along with Roger. The plan will be for Mirabelle to introduce herself and get “chummy” with Roger. Are you with me so far? Doesn’t Mirabelle wanna get pounded in her sweet little ‘bussy’ by a big, dumb jock cock?” Mindy said, grinning.

Larry thought about it, and that alone made his asshole tingle. “Yeah, yeah! I think Mirabelle, being the cum-slut she is would love that very much!”

“Of course, while Roger is happily pounding away at Mirabelle, she will naturally have to return the favor, and ‘by coincidence’ the whole thing will be filmed by a strategically placed iPhone camera.”

“Okay Mindy. I see a couple of problems. First of all, how do we know that Roger is into trans girls? And secondly, how do we know that such a prideful, macho jock will even want to take a big cock up his ass?”

“Well, begging and pleading, plus I’m hoping that perhaps a little chemical assistance will be there to help things along.”

“Ohhh . . . you mean like ‘Molly?’”

“Bingo! My sweet,” Mindy said to me. “You know how touchy-feely it makes people, right?”

“Oh yeah! Roger thinks with his cock, so it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Mindy grabbed Larry’s cheeks with her hands. “You are going to look so beautiful my love that Roger won’t be able to resist you!”

“You’re not gonna be jealous Mindy?”

“Heck no! It turns me on to create and help men like you live up to their potential and then watch them ‘develop.’ Remember what I told you Larry – you will always be mine,” and she leaned him and kissed him hard.

Mindy’s friends got the info on who Roger’s girl pals were, and they had a little “chat” with them. By now, many people heard about the incident on the football field, and not all of Roger’s “harem” of groupie girls liked what he did to Walter, or Larry, for that matter. Mindy even arranged a little “planning session” with several girls and Mirabelle, fully dressed. Two of the girls Mindy was able to confide in, and they were aware of Mirabelle’s transgender status and thought the plan of humiliating Roger was genius.

No one was able to tell that Mirabelle was transgender. Larry had all the mannerisms down pat of a biological girl, and he seemed much more comfortable as Mirabelle than as Larry.

The stage was set. Walter unfortunately, was still in the hospital, the surgery having gone successfully. Unfortunately, he would not be able to attend the mixer. Neither he, nor Peter had any idea of Mindy’s plan.

On the Saturday of the mixer, Larry went over to Mindy’s dorm early and parked his car in the back in the unpaved dirt lot. Of course Peter was disappointed that Larry couldn’t go, but he was happy that he was seeing Mindy. Larry brought her around to the dorm to meet Peter and Walter, and they really liked her. She promised to introduce them to some of her friends. Walter didn’t remember Mindy being at the hospital when he was brought in.

“Okay Mirabelle my love, how do you like your wardrobe. I got all this stuff for you. Hot, right?” she said with a sweeping gesture over her bed.

Mirabelle’s eyes popped open as she looked at the clothes arrayed on the bed. There was a leather bustier that tied up the front, fingerless leather gloves, and a short leather skirt with a chain belt. It was a “hot goth girl” look that gave Mirabelle a large boner right away. Mindy saw it and couldn’t resist coming close to Mirabelle and squeezing it.

The lingerie excited “Larry” the most. It was the same red, satin G-String that he had taken to wearing in place of underwear the last couple of weeks plus the red-laced bra, under the underbust. The wig was new – a jet black, purple highlighted affair that was long down to the middle of Larry’s waist.

He wasted no time in getting dressed and then Mindy walked him into her bathroom where she applied the makeup – planning extra heavy around the eyes this time.

“Now this time my sweet and slutty girl, we’re going to add to your tough, slutty, goth girl exterior.” She pulled out a pack of long, all-white cigarettes and a thin, silver butane lighter. Mindy took one and gave one to Mirabelle from the pack and Mirabelle’s cock was throbbing through the pouch of the G-String.

“Oh my, it seems we’ve found something that really excites you, didn’t we?”

“I didn’t know you smoked Mindy?”

“Well, I don’t normally, but I had a feeling it would turn you on. I’m very observant and I’ve seen the way you look at female smokers. You know smoking fetishes are pretty common. It gives off a ‘bad girl’ vibe, now don’t you think so?”

“Yeah, yeah, it does,” Mirabelle said happily and lit up with Mindy.”

“Okay, now let’s do your makeup and I’ll explain how the rest of tonight is gonna go, okay?”

Mindy did her best work by far, as they happily puffed away. The eyeshadow was purple this time with heavy black mascara and eyeliner. The lipstick was black lip gloss. Mirabelle was indeed an imposing figure for this evening’s activities.

“You’re spending the night with me honey. Walter doesn’t expect you to appear as Larry until Sunday anyway.”

“Oh right! Well, I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Three girls knocked on Mindy’s door, all part of Mindy’s football intramural team. The first girl, a shapely blonde named Jane took in Mirabelle with amazement. “Holy shit Mindy! I would never guess this beauty was trans! You’re a genius.” The other two girls, Mindy’s friends from next door were roommates – Cathy and Denise. They were equally impressed. They graciously volunteered the use of their room for tonight’s subterfuge. They were equally impressed by Mindy’s work.

“You know something Mindy. I think there’s definitely a career in stagecraft for you if poly sci doesn’t work out,” Denise said, laughing.

“Very good Denise,” Mindy said, “That’s funny.”

“Thanks for letting us use the room.”

“Of course. We all saw what that asshole Roger did to that boy! Anything you could do to get his ass back is worth it!” Denise said.

“Mirabelle here is a natural flirt. She’ll get Roger hooked around her little finger – no problem.” Mindy did a double take at Mirabelle. “She is really a horny little slut if I do say so myself.” The girls giggled.

“Now whose iPhone do we use?”

“You can use mine,” Mirabelle/Larry said.

“I think we need another one too for a second angle. Any volunteers?” Mindy said.

“Sure, you can use mine!” Cathy said. “If Roger pulls anything, he’ll be going viral in 30 minutes – tops!”

“Beautiful! Thanks Cath,” Mindy said. Mirabelle and Cathy went next door to Cathy and Denise’s room and planted one iPhone between books on a book shelf across from Cathy’s bed and a second one near the bathroom. Cathy’s laptop would set the both of them to record when Mirabelle brought Roger to the room.

The basement of Mindy’s dorm was a large common room and there were four large kegs of beer set up and a DJ was playing music and people were dancing. It was a co-ed dorm and one of the largest on campus. Everyone came with the expectation of getting wasted and getting laid – but not exactly in that order.

“Okay honey,” Mindy said as they walked down the steps from the first floor. “Cathy has your iPhone, and as soon as I see you disappear with Roger, I’ll signal her to start recording, giving you time to get up there.”

“Sounds good,” Mirabelle said as she scanned the room. Suddenly there was a lot of laughter and a big commotion coming from a corner of the room where one of the kegs was pumping furiously. Roger was holding court with several girls and his flunkies from the football team.

“Say Mindy, how are you at breaking up a group?” Mirabelle asked.

“Oh I’m a pro at that, and also distraction. Look, Jane is operating the pump on the keg. I already gave her some Mollies to put in big boy’s beer. He should need at least three given his size.”

She was right. I just hoped she wouldn’t kill him. That would put a damper on the festive atmosphere for sure.

“Remember honey,” Mindy said. “We’re doing this for you and for poor Walter.” Walter would need at least two more surgeries on his nose before he was back to normal. Poor guy. Mirabelle nodded her head in sympathy. His plans of coming tonight with his girlfriend Sharon were off.

Both Mindy and Mirabelle walked over to Roger and his cronies. Asshole or not, Mirabelle’s new found persona was already getting aroused. Her mouth was watering at the prospect of getting rammed by that big cock of Roger’s, and hopefully of ramming him too. After all, reciprocity was very ladylike.

Mindy pushed her way between Roger and two girls over to Jane at the bar. “Two please,” she said at Jane, giving her a wink.

“Yes,” Jane said. “Two done already,” and she nodded at Roger, who was getting a bit unsteady on his feet. Then she poured two red cups of tap beer for Mindy and Mirabelle.

“Oh look who it is Mindy! Mirabelle exclaimed. “This hot guy is Roger Fleming, the star quarterback of the football team. I heard he’s going pro!”

Of course, the big dufus’s ego couldn’t resist and he shoved the two other girls he was talking to away and gave all his attention to Mirabelle. “Yeah, that’s me all right. You follow sports?” he said, his mouth watering at the sight of Mirabelle.

“I sure do honey, and you are really good! I’ve seen you play that game against Ohio State, and I read that Sports Illustrated article, ‘The Man Who Made The Buckeyes Cry.’”

Now all of Roger’s attention was on Mirabelle. He was looking her over from top to bottom with his tongue hanging out.

“Would you care to give a lady a dance? I can brag about it to all my girlfriends.”

“Why sure little lady, I’d be pleased to.”

Mirabelle grabbed Roger’s beefy arm and led him to the dance floor. She wished his cock was as big as his arm. Who knows, she thought. Maybe it was even bigger than Mindy’s dildo. Now wouldn’t that be something? A girl could only hope.

They found an empty spot in the middle of the floor, Roger clearing the way with his bulk.

The music was fast, but Mirabelle wasn’t keeping time. She kept the mood slow, and she slipped an arm around Roger’s waist, pulling him in close. She could feel his cock bulging already. Roger bent his head down to Mirabelle. He was at least a head taller than her.

Mirabelle kissed him right away, hard and intense, her tongue snaking its way through Roger’s mouth and snaking around his. Then she placed her gloveless fingers on top of his cock and began stroking it right there on the dance floor.

“Whoa! Someone’s eager,” Roger said.

“Yeah, I just want to see if that cock of yours is as strong as your throwing arm.”

Before he could respond, Mirabelle was kissing him again, and they were gyrating to the music. “I want you to take me somewhere and fuck the living shit out of me, Roger.”

“Fine with me babe. But where? How about my truck?”

Mirabelle got a sudden chill. “Uh, I have a better idea. I have a room upstairs. The bed is more comfortable than the truck I’m sure.”

“Then let’s go baby!” The now drugged and very agreeable Roger said.

Mirabelle looked over at Mindy and Denise and winked, as she grabbed Roger’s throwing arm and walked him up the stairs, leaving his disappointed and very jealous groupies behind.

Mirabelle had a key to Denise’s room, and she opened the door and let Roger in. She made sure the iPhone cameras were charged and ready to go before she and Mindy planted them.
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“NICE ROOM,” ROGER SAID. Mirabelle was not in the mood to give Roger a tour, and, ignoring him, reached for the buckle and the zipper on his jeans and began to pull it down while she held him close and kissed him on the lips again, hard. She pushed his ass on the bed and got on the carpet on her knees in front of him. She decided to have a “take charge” attitude with the asshole.

“Shut up tough guy and do as I say!”

“Ooooh, I’m guessing you like it a bit rough, huh? I can play!” he said.

Mirabelle spread his legs apart and got between them, and his jeans and boxers were on the ground covering his cross trainers. She grabbed his balls with a gloved hand and gave a small squeeze in case he still had any doubts about who was really in charge. He was just about to object to the rough handling when Mirabelle gently began stroking the soft underside of his cock with her fingertips.

“Ohhh, now that’s nice – keep it going girl!”

Now Mirabelle squeezed his nuts harder, thinking about poor Walter, and her male alter ego Larry taking abuse from the asshole whose nuts she now held in her hand.

“Owww! WHAT THE FUCK!!?” he yelled out. With her other hand, Mirabelle placed her index finger over his lips, made a “shushing” sound, and moved her head down to his already throbbing cock, with a drop of pre cum sitting on the tip.

Mirabelle stuck her tongue out and tasted Roger’s sweet/salty mix of cum. “Umm, you taste so good for a sweaty jock,” she laughed. She made a show of smacking her lips. Then her lips parted, and she moved her head, so her lips took the head of his cock inside them, keeping a tight seal. She used her wet tongue as a paint brush and moved it around, causing Roger to moan. Now it was easy for her to slide the rest of his cock deep into her mouth, and slowly go up and down its length.

Roger reflexively moved his ass in-sync with Mirabelle’s sucking motion. Now they were in a fast dance of pure carnal pleasure. Both of them went faster and faster, Roger showing great control, trying desperately to prolong the pleasure. He placed his hands on top of Mirabelle’s head, pressing it down on top of his cock. She felt so incredibly good and tight. The way she moved her head around and used her tongue was amazing. He’d never experienced a girl like her before.

Without warning he stiffened, threw his head back and let out a long sigh and shot three copious pulses of jizz hitting the back of Mirabelle’s throat and the inside of her cheeks. Mirabelle increased her speed, and tried to get all of it, but it was no use – some of it was leaking down the sides of her lips and onto her chin. She found that she really enjoyed being a slut, and wanted to show herself off to Roger. Her own cock was throbbing and had to be satisfied.

Mirabelle came off him and picked her head up, eyes slightly closed and misted over. Her purple-highlighted, silky hair brushing softly against Roger’s bare thighs.

“Lick your cum off my face,” she ordered, but in a gentle voice. To her surprise, Roger eagerly licked the corners of her mouth and chin – any place there was sticky, white goo was wiped clean. Then she pulled him close to her, picking him up by his shoulders and they kissed – long and hard.

“You are fucking amazing Mirabelle!” he said. “How come I’ve never seen you on campus before?”

Mirabelle shrugged. “I guess it’s a big campus.”

They both laughed. Now was a moment of truth. “I need you to please me Roger.” He looked at her with dumb, uncomprehending eyes.

She raised her eyes, sighed and said forcefully “I want you to FUCK ME Roger!”

“Oh yeah baby, can do!”

Mirabelle reached into her bag and pulled out a cock ring she got from Mindy. “Here, use this. It will help with any ‘altitude problems.’” He looked at her again without comprehending. “Just slip it on your cock Roger, okay?”

“Sure thing.”

Mirabelle took off her leather skirt and left her top on. She stood facing him with her G-String. “I want you to fuck me in MY ASS, Roger.”

“Holy shit babe! You are WILD!!! YEAH, let’s go!”

Mirabelle took out a tube of lube gel from her bag, and then she lit a long cigarette; staring at Roger and puffing seductively. She watched hm get hard right away. Well, what do you know, she thought. It seems jock boy here has a bit of a smoking fetish. Nice. A big grin crossed Mirabelle’s face. Her cock and her bussy were aching for action now, so she hopped on the bed and stuck her butt up in the air.

Mirabelle took the G-String strap from between the crack in her butt and moved it over to the side. “I want you to spread the gel all over my butt and stick your finger inside me first,” she said.

Roger spread the gel all over her taint and then stuck his finger inside making Mirabelle moan. Then he lined his ringed cock right up against her bussy. She didn’t wait for him to enter her; she backed up on him. It was incredible. Roger had a massive cock – It was both long and wide.

He slid in nicely and she backed up on him and withdrew until they got into a fast rhythm. “That’s it Roger, keep going! Faster honey, faster,” she said, using a term of endearment for the first time.

“Oh yeah! Fuck! You are one wild bitch!” he yelled out. “You are so fucking tight!”

Roger was really into it now, thrusting and grunting like a bull. Mirabelle was in ecstasy; a small ball of fire welling up from deep inside of her. Then she exploded suddenly inside her thong, the largest “sissygasm” she ever had – thick, ropy cum enveloping her cock.

Then she felt Roger stiffen and felt a warm rush inside her bussy, filling it up completely. This boy was loaded, she thought, as warm, thick cum filled her up, the excess dribbling down her butt cheeks. Roger kept on pumping, loud moans escaping his mouth.

Finally he pulled out. Mirabelle spun him around and kissed his lips hard. her smoky breath exciting him more. “Did you enjoy that honey?”

“Oh fuck girl! You’re incredible.”

Mirabelle smiled. “Good, I thought so.”

They kissed some more, and Mirabelle lit another cigarette. Both of them were dazed by the most incredible sex. Roger was really quite good, Mirabelle thought. It might be good to keep him around for a while, she thought. Mindy wouldn’t mind. Plus Jane, the bartender from downstairs was also a transgender woman. She would enjoy taking Roger for a spin also. After tonight, Mirabelle would own Roger. Now just one more thing was left.

Mirabelle got off the bed and stood in front of Roger who was hanging back, resting on his elbows and smiling at her. “What’s up?” he asked.

“Just watch. I’m putting on a little show for you honey.”

Mirabelle had her cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips, and was staring Roger right in the eyes as she hooked a thumb inside the front of her thong.

Roger watched, confused and excited at the same time as Mirabelle slowly brought down the G-String past her waist and onto her thigh. It was then that Roger’s eyes popped open, not believing what his eyes were telling him was the truth. But strangely he didn’t feel like screaming or running out of the room – the effect of the Molly fully taking hold; or maybe it was something else. He sat there with his eyes glazed over and his tongue out.

“You, you . . . have a COCK!? A FUCKING COCK!?” Mirabelle waited for an explosion as if with those words Roger might jump up and strangle her at any minute. But he didn’t – he was fascinated. The dumb jerk liked it! Mirabelle didn’t plan for this.

“Yes that’s right Roger. I’m a trans woman, or as I like to describe myself – a ‘shemale,’ you know; like they have in Thailand.” When his face didn’t register understanding, maybe because of the Molly, or just plain ignorance, she tried to make it easier on what passed for brains in his head. “You know, like in  the movie ‘Hangover II?’”

Then Roger’s eyes blinked as he recalled the scene. “Oh yeah, yeah. Wow. The Thai shemale - I really dig that!”

“How much?” Mirabelle asked.

“THIS MUCH!”! Roger growled and then jumped on the bed, his ass bare, and he began spreading the lube gel all over his ass, the cock ring still in place.

“Now, how about YOU FUCK ME!?” Roger commanded. Mirabelle was excited and disappointed at the same time. This was supposed to be a revenge kind of thing, but Roger was really into it. Will wonders never cease, she thought.

“Sure honey! My pleasure.”

Roger got up on the bed and stuck his butt up high in the air. Mirabelle had a feeling that maybe he had done this before. She took the tube of gel and spread it all over Roger’s asshole and up and down. Then for good measure she stuck her finger inside him and pressed on his sides. He moaned and moved his butt in pleasure. The boy was more accommodating than she thought – and yup, he definitely did this before.

Now Mirabelle was lined up square on him and ready to go. A glance at the book shelf told her the iphone was going. She entered him easily, his tightness gripping her cock. It felt like silk – so good. She went inside Roger all the way and he just moaned in delight. Thrusting faster and faster, Roger met her motion with his own, eagerly pumping back on her.

Then Mirabelle felt herself cumming – filling up Roger while at the same time he shot a huge load onto the bed sheets, moaning loudly: “Oh FUCK! OH FUCCCCCK!”

She kept pumping him and felt her cum running down the inside of his butt cheeks. Slowly they stopped, and Roger was overcome with emotion. He turned around, grabbing and kissing Mirabelle, in a vicelike grip.

“I’m not letting you go girl, but you have to promise me – you can’t let this get out. You know; that I’m into this kind of thing.”

“Oh don’t worry Roger, it can stay our secret as long as you adhere to a few rules.”

“Sure, whatever you want.”

Now was the moment of truth. Mirabelle spoke like Larry.

“Remember the football field Roger? The way you tackled me and threw the ball at me? Remember poor Walter, my roommate who you put in the hospital?”

Roger’s eyes now really bugged out of his head, the effect of the Molly seeming to be worn off. “You!?? You mean, I mean I just let – whatthefuck????? LARRY???”

“That’s right honey. I’m Larry. But actually I like Mirabelle much better. You have to change your ways, and do exactly as I say because you see this?” and she walked over to the book shelf and took the iPhone down. “Everything that happened here is being uploaded to the cloud as we speak. If you keep bullying me or Walter, or anyone else for that matter, you’ll be going viral as ‘The big jock who loves cock’, understood??” She thought about what she just said. “It has a nice ring to it.” She spread her arm out as if she was pointing at a screen in front of them. Then she repeated: “The jock who loves cock,” and she laughed.

Roger was stunned, but he reacted matter-of-factly. “And if I leave you alone, which of course I will because I’m really into you girl, you won’t post that?” he said, pointing to the phone. It was that simple. Mirabelle enjoyed herself. There was something endearing about the big dummy. Of course, that wouldn’t change her relationship with Mindy who she loved so much. Landing Roger with very little effort was an unexpected bonus.

“I won’t post it honey. As long as I can have you whenever I want. I’m still transitioning, and I’m still a sophomore. I’m gonna keep my cock – I like having one, and I’ll chemically transition. I’ll have really nice tits, and a gorgeous curve. I think we have a future. What do you say?”

“It’s a deal. And I’ll apologize to Walter. I’ll make it up to him too – I promise.”

“Good boy,” Mirabelle said, fully confident and comfortable in her own skin for the first time.

❤️❤️❤️
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