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SENIOR YEAR AT HIGH SCHOOL can often be a wild and exciting time, where adolescence gives way to manhood and inhibitions are thrown to the wind, leading to perfections of pursuits like going after girls, partying, and some not so nice things like bullying.

My best friend and schoolmate since kindergarten, Dan Buford was the type of kid that was prone to bullying. He was the studious type, not really good at sports and shy around girls. I was more gregarious, had my rap down with girls pretty good, and was seeing my girlfriend Julie now for two years.

One day during gym class, we were playing a game of flag football. Dan and I were on the same team, and on the other team was a kid named Charlie Sykes, also a senior. Since middle school Charlie was known as a bully. He picked on an assortment of “effeminate,” weak kids, like my friend Dan. Lately, his bullying of Dan increased. At first it was little stuff, like him and his rowdy “toadies” would bump into him in the hallway, or knock his tray over in the lunchroom. Dan took it better than I did. I would never stand for that sort of crap, and I knew that if Charlie ever started anything with me, that I would fight back.

So on the field during the game, our team was on defense, and Dan just happened to be in the right place at the right time and intercepted a pass meant for Charlie. Dan managed to get about two yards before he was viciously tackled by Charlie, who proceeded to punch him on the body and face several times before he was pulled off by the referee, Mr. Tomlinson. I stood and watched in horror with the rest of the gym class.

“Charlie! What the FUCK is wrong with you???” Mr. Tomlinson screamed at his star player on the high school football team. “Go sit out for the rest of the game! I’ve had just about as much of you I can take for the day, and it’s only first period!” Dan was writhing on the ground in pain, and all of us on the “blue team” ran over to help Dan up.

“Hey Danny boy, you okay?” I asked, looking at his bleeding cut lip and bloody nose.

“Yeah Roger, I’ll be fine.”

“Hey man, you need to get to the nurse’s office now. C’mon., lemme help you up and we’ll go.” So a bunch of us helped Dan up, and I was the one to take him to the school nurse. I couldn’t hide my anger from Dan. He’d been taking this shit from Charlie for going on three years now, and I’d had enough.

I held onto Dan as he limped up the hill to the nurse’s office in the main school building.

“Yeah, I know you’ll be fine, and now we’re gonna put a ‘band aid’ on you, but what about the future? That’s my concern buddy.”

“Well, we’re in March now. Just another few months until we graduate, you know. I suppose I can stay out of his way until then.”

“No, no, that’s not good enough. I’m gonna have a talk with that asshole Charlie. Maybe I can do something.” As soon as I said that I regretted it because Charlie always hung with his group of admirers like I said, so getting through to him might not be so easy. I mean he had to save face and all. I could get my ass kicked.

Later that day I was sitting with Dan in the cafeteria and Charlie was “holding court” at his usual table against the opposite wall. I was thinking about my plans of confrontation and looking at Charlie. There was something about him. If he wasn’t such an asshole I might have liked to get to know him better. Now before you start thinking I’m gay – I wasn’t, but he sort of gave off a ‘vibe’ that was interesting. He had a soft mouth, an aquiline nose and very fine features that struck me as unusual. Was I the only one who saw that? Before I knew it I was staring, and the guys were talking, with me “absent” from the conversation. I found myself wondering to myself how I would feel about Charlie if he was a girl.

“ . . . So Mr. Radnor tells me that I’m gonna shine at Emory next year!” Bill said, sticking his chest out proudly. “Hey Roger, didn’t you hear what I was saying? What’s wrong with you dude? You off in dreamland again? Whatsamatta, Julie not giving you any?” All three of them at the table were laughing at me.

“Oh no Bill, I was listening, I got a physics test on Friday I’m worried about, that’s all.”

“Well okay, for a minute there, I thought we were gonna have to do a drug test on you or something,” Bill said.

The whole rest of the day I thought about the lunchtime staring encounter with Charlie across the room. Later in the hallway I saw him standing by his locker and just holding his books cradled in his arm. He was wearing his usual outfit of jeans and a baggy hoody with new running shoes. As a jock, he had a new pair of the latest style practically every week. I noticed the soft skin and agile fingers underneath that probably accounted for part of his prowess on the football field. His long, brown hair fell below the collar of his shirt, with a slight curl at the end. I was just waiting for an opening to talk to him about his abuse of Dan. He was alone, so I took a deep breath and walked over to him. His back was turned to me which made it a bit awkward.

He then spun around and snarled at me. “What do you want Roger? Where’s your buddy – the sissy Dan? Huh?”

“Well that’s what I want to talk to you about. You know you really hurt him bad on the field this morning. I think you’re fucking dangerous man!” Holy shit! He could have kicked my ass right then and there. What was I doing? I was so angry, and my fists were balled up. But something about my anger sort of . . . excited me.

Charlie looked at me surprised. “’Dangerous’ am I? You really think so?” he said as he stood face to face with me, inches from me and half a head taller. He had a smirk cross his face which could have meant an ass kicking coming my way. I backed up a few inches.

“What are you gonna do Charlie? Pound me into the ground too? Cause I tell you something. I won’t go down as easily as Dan!” His smirk turned into a smile. I don’t think he expected this from me. I think he was amused by the whole thing; the challenge. Then he did the unexpected – he laughed.

“What the fuck is so funny Charlie?” I said, my fists still clenched. But I was actually enjoying the confrontation. If I didn’t know any better I’d say I was almost attracted to him. His blue eyes were sparkling. I think he was enjoying this too.

“So you want me to leave your fag friend Dan alone, is that right?”

“Yes, that’s exactly it!” I was being firm or stupid – yet I stood my ground.

“In that case . . . you have to do something for me,” he said poking his index finger into my chest.

“Like what??” I wasn’t trying to make a deal about this. It wasn’t a quid pro quo, but I was interested in what he had to say, and I was there anyway, so I let him talk.

He was sizing me up and said, “I have a nice basketball court at my house. I’ve seen you shoot hoops and you’re pretty good. I want you to come over and play a game of twenty-one. If I win, I get to keep busting on your fag friend. You win, and maybe I’ll stop.”

“But why your house?” I was confused and excited at the same time.

“Because I got a reputation, you know. I don’t want my guys asking me all sorts of questions when they see me hanging with you.”

I figured that he was an asshole, sure. But he was a jock at heart, so maybe this is the way he did things. Besides, what did I have to lose? Charlie was a football player, and I was decent at basketball, so why not?

I shook my head. “Okay, okay Charlie. It’s a deal. When do you want me to come over?”

“How about this Saturday afternoon? I got a big house, and my parents are out of town. We can have a couple of beers and talk about it. You do drink, don’t you?”

“Yeah I do. All right, I’ll see you on Saturday, but I don’t want you bothering Dan until then, okay? That’s my condition.”

Again the wicked smile. “Deal.”

There was a kind of tension underneath all of our talk that I didn’t really understand. I was being drawn into something that would be totally ridiculous to someone else. I didn’t even bother discussing it with Dan. By Friday, he came up to me and said, “Hey Roger, you know Charlie’s been leaving me alone lately, like I don’t exist. Did you say something to him?”

“No Dan, I didn’t. Maybe he found someone else to pick on.”

He thought about it with some relief. “Well whatever it is, I’m glad.”
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ON SATURDAY AFTERNOON, a little after one o’clock, I drove over to Charlie’s house. Like he said, it was a big house on the wealthy side of town. He was an only child and obviously very spoiled. He had his Black BMW parked in the driveway, and I pulled up next to his car. I rang the bell, and he answered. He was wearing his trademark hoodie and gym shorts.

“Well come in. Want a beer?” he offered, holding a can himself.

“Yeah sure,” I said and sat down at his kitchen table.

“I’ll tell you what Roger, he said leaning back in his chair – you got guts coming here. I mean this whole thing. Just a year ago, I might have pounded your ass into a locker for doing what you did.”

“Why? Wouldn’t you stick up for a friend?”

“I suppose I would,” he said shrugging his shoulders. We finished our beer and then we went outside. His basketball court was next to a large swimming pool that was covered for the winter, and next to that was the basketball court with two baskets and a small cabana house for the pool guests.

He picked up a basketball from the side of the pole and threw it at me hard. I caught it and started dribbling and took a jump shot. It missed and he rebounded and went around me and made a layup. We went back and forth working up a sweat until finally he was ahead of me by twenty to fifteen. I knew I would lose, and my friend Dan would continue to suffer abuse.

The outcome of the game was no longer in doubt as he made the winning shot. He stood there with a tight lipped grin and twirled the ball on his finger.

“Looks like I win,” he said, staring at me. “But you played well,” he added.

“So now what? You go back to beating up on Dan?”

“No, not necessarily,” he said. It all depends on you.”

“What do you mean?”

He looked at me like he had something figured out and said, “Wait here.” He pointed to a lounge chair. “Have a seat and dry off,” he said as he threw me a towel.

He went inside the house and when he came out he was wearing a white terry cloth robe. If it was summer I would guess he would be going for a swim. He had combed his hair, so that it fell across his face and he was smiling. It was parted in the center. He walked over to the cabana, his flip flops making a padding sound on the flagstone patio alongside the court. Dare I say it, but there was something seductive about his look. I was on totally unfamiliar territory; completely off guard.

He opened the door to the cabana and gestured with his arm for me to come inside. What was all this, I wondered? Inside I saw a bed, a bathroom and a couple of padded armchairs. It was more like a little cottage up on the grass just off the walkway. I walked inside and I felt as though I was propelled by an unseen force. My heart was beating fast, and his hair seemed to glow in the sunlight. Whatever was happening I was powerless to resist. There was a mixture of curiosity and lust that enveloped me as I just stood there as Charlie walked in. He was smiling at me, eyes radiant, and he undid the tie of his terrycloth robe, just enough.

I couldn’t believe what my eyes were telling me was real. He had breasts; and not just any breasts, but full feminine, soft, pear shaped breasts with nipples that were hard and pointed straight at me in full arousal. I watched as he looked at me, trying to gauge my reaction, and he opened the robe completely, revealing a shaved pubic area, surrounding a large COCK in full arousal. It had to be at least seven inches long and he held it down and then let it go, so it sprung up like a diving board.

“Oh my God . . . is this for real???” I said in a voice just barely above a whisper.

He was smiling at me, like a hunter catching a long sought after prey. “What do you think Roger?” I was speechless. “I decided to transition three years ago. I never felt completely like a man. I prefer to think of myself as a shemale, like they have in Thailand or Vietnam. I hate the term ‘transgender,’ it sounds so fake, you know?”

No I wouldn’t know. I became bold then and I said the first thing that came to mind. “So would I be right in saying the whole bully thing is your way of compensating for your uh , being a shemale?” I think I hit a nerve, because “she” straightened up and looked at me with an intensity that worried me, like maybe I’d gone too far.

“Yeah I guess you could say you nailed it. When I go off to Emory next year, I’m gonna come out fully. They’ll probably make me play men’s football, but I just wanna play, so I guess I’ll have to suck it up. I’m not really sure what I wanna do.”

“You know something Roger, anyone else I would probably have beaten the shit out of. But, I don’t know, I feel something for you, like an attraction,” and she gently touched my face. “You excite me in a way that I’ve never been turned on before.” Her eyes misted over as she looked me over, like she was pleading with me and wondering if I felt the same way as she did. Her gaze was hypnotic. For the first time I noticed the curvature of her hips – just like a hot girl’s.

“I told you before that I wanted something else from you,” she said as she moved in closer to me.

“And what would that be?” as if I didn’t already know, swallowing hard. I felt her hot breath against me. There was a “feminine scent” about her that mixed with her dried sweat that got me hard very quickly. My cock was sticking through my gym shorts like a pole. What the fuck was happening to me? She was telling me what I was thinking all along. All that staring in the cafeteria, the hallways. My instincts were working against my rational thought. I was so confused, but now – I loved hearing from her what I wanted all along.

Then, very uncharacteristically, she said, her voice completely different from the way it usually was in school; it was kind of sweet, feminine. “I’d like to try if you would,” and before I could say a word, the toughest bully in the school was smiling at me and eagerly kissing me and groping for my cock, her hand reaching under my shorts. I quickly got over any lingering inhibitions I had and gave in, pressing my lips tightly against hers and receiving her slippery, strong tongue in my mouth. It was with unbridled lust that she kissed me, came off my lips and planted kisses all over my face and neck.

She pressed her hips against me, her cock touching my tummy through my t-shirt. I stopped and pulled it off, dropping it on the floor. Now we resumed kissing, and her hands went underneath my gym shorts, stroking the underside of my cock gently with her nails, and silky fingertips. I was already leaking pre cum, and I was this close to cumming. She was moving from side to side, rubbing her large cock against my tummy.

Then I was confronted with a proposition I didn’t see coming at all. “I want you to get down on your knees Roger and place my cock in your mouth. Come on, I know you’re dying to,” she said, smiling. She was right. This was a beautiful woman who just happened to have a cock. I dropped down on my knees in front of her as she moved towards me, gently placing her hands on the top of my head. Slowly she moved closer to me, her right hand moving off my head to bend her cock down so it would be the same level as my mouth. Soon my lips were touching the fleshy head of my first cock. I licked my lips and gently placed the tip of her cock against my lips which parted slightly to let my tongue through to lick around her head. I made it nice and wet as she moaned with exuberant pleasure. It turned me on more and made my own cock throb, pulsing with each beat of my heart.

Unrestrained and very eager to please her, I parted my lips more and let her whole cock into my mouth. I sucked and slurped, going up and down her shaft and keeping my lips in a tight seal. She threw her head back and pressed hard on mine, not leaving me any room for escape – I was committed. I went faster and faster and soon I tasted the pre cum on the tip of my tongue, the sweet/salty mix only making me suck harder on her.

Her breaths became more rapid – staccato, and then she let out a loud moan and my mouth was flooded with an enormous tidal wave of warm, sticky cum which was so huge that it dribbled down the corners of my mouth. It made me go faster and faster. “Ohhhhh . . . Roger please don’t stop,” she pleaded. I sucked her cock clean, and then she pulled out of my mouth and pulled me up by  my shoulders, her nails digging into my flesh. She kissed me hard, her tongue sweeping around my mouth, tasting her own cum. There was cum running down the sides of my lips and she licked it all off, passionately, determined.

I felt drawn in; my own cock was aching. She noticed that and said, reaching down holding it with her fingers wrapped around it: “I should be a lady now and return the favor. I’m gonna rock your world, Roger.”
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THERE WAS NO “RIGHT” OR “WRONG,” there was just her and me, both of us completely and unexpectedly smitten. She looked at me and bit her bottom lip and threw her robe off to the floor, shaking her head, her auburn hair falling over her face. I never realized how long it was before, usually worn under a ball cap or a hooded sweatshirt. She was the total picture of loveliness standing there; a smile appearing on her face.

“I know you’re dying to get off Roger, and you will. I want you to fuck me.”

She walked to a wall and placed her hands flat on it, and bent down so her magnificent butt was sticking up in the air. “Okay now, spit on your hands and rub it in well over my ass and stick your finger inside me.”

I did as she asked, and my cock was throbbing with delight at the secret pleasure I was about to enjoy. I wondered if anyone else in school knew her secret. When I placed my finger inside her ass, I moved it around the side of her puckered boy pussy, or “bussy.” This made her stiffen and moan. I was amazed that this could give her, or anyone for that matter pleasure. I wiped some of my spit over my cock.

“Do me now Roger!” she commanded. I placed my cock tip up against her fleshy, puckered asshole, and entered with just my head. Reflexively, I felt it open to me, and she moaned. I had never done anything like this before: I was a virgin, so I had nothing to compare it with. It was smooth, like silk and her skin closing tight around me was delightful. She just sucked me inside her and backed up on me, forcing me to go all in.

Now we were in a good rhythm, her thrusts meeting mine and I could feel myself leaking – the drip before the explosion. It was her moaning that got me off. Her hand was on her own cock, and she let out a yell and stiffened. She was cumming, and I followed right behind her. I shot a full load, three pulses in fact up inside of her, my cock surrounded by the wet warmth of my own cum.

“Don’t . . . stop Roger,” she said drawing a deep breath. “Don’t you dare stop!” So I kept thrusting, the slickness goading me on and soon I came again, my cum running down her ass cheeks which I felt against myself. Soon I felt myself go slightly limp, and I slowly pulled out. As soon as I did she pushed off from the wall, turned around and threw her arms around my shoulders, kissing me deeply, harder than before.

“You’re like a drug Roger,” she said. “I have to have you from now on.”

“Yeah, I wanna be with you too. But how’s that gonna work?” I asked, feeling a little foolish.

“Well, obviously,” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her finger, leaning in close to me, “we can’t be together in school – I gotta protect my reputation you know.”

I laughed. “Yeah I suppose you’re right. Let me ask you something Charlie.”

“Sure honey, what?”

“Do you, I mean, do you dress like a girl? Ever?”

She smiled and looked at me. “Yes as a matter of fact I do. I put makeup on and sometimes a wig – I have several long ones. I’ll go out to a mall and walk around with a tight satin dress and high heels,” she said smiling at me. “You wanna see, right?”

My reaction said “yes,” and she nodded her head, and said, “Okay, I’ll be right back. Go grab a beer from the kitchen and I’ll be there.”

So I followed her back into the house and while she went upstairs to change I grabbed a cold bottle from the refrigerator and took a seat at the kitchen table.

In a few minutes she came down the stairs and I did a double take. I had a tough time wrapping my head around what I was seeing. She wore a long auburn wig, styled on top and falling to the small of her back. She wore heavy mascara on her lashes with blue eye shadow and cherry red lipstick. It gave me a “sense of security,” because now I felt that she was a real girl.

I was giddy; feeling that we were part of a very deceptive game, a very private game. I was even becoming a little jealous. I felt possessive. I wanted to be the only guy to have her. The sight of the tight, green satin clingy, one-piece dress was making me very hard again. She twirled around. “Well what do you think?” she asked me, smiling.

“Wow Charlie, you look . . . totally stunning!” That was the best way I could describe her.

“You really think so?”

“Yeah, God, I mean YES, you are.”

_________________________

___________

“C’mon, let’s go back to the cabana,” she said, grabbing me by the wrist. She was also wearing a jasmine perfume – just a hint that sent me reeling. “Okay, now we’re going to please each other, just a bit different than what you’re used to.”

“I’m not used to anything. This was my first time,” I said, slightly ashamed.

“I knew that.” she said winking at me. “Now take your pants and boxers off Roger.” I did as she said, a bit unsure of what she had in mind. I didn’t have long to find out.

“Okay, now stand agains the wall like I did.”

I didn’t protest because I wanted her in any way that I could get her – I was falling for her. The implications of that didn’t even strike me as being unusual. So I stood against the wall like she did, my ass in the air, and waited. In her hand was a tube of lube gel.

“I’m using this to make things a bit easier because you’re new; and to think, I have the honor of breaking you in.”

I felt her spread the cool gel all over my ass, and then stiffened and cried out as she spread her finger around inside me, widening me for the first time. She took the remainder and rubbed it over her she cock.

I felt her soft cock tip touch me for the first time. Then I groaned as she entered me, slowly with just the head. She gently pulled out and went back in again. “It’s okay Roger, really. I remember my first time. I was scared and the guy wasn’t as gentle with me as I am with you.”

Now she went a little deeper and pulled in and out slowly. It hurt a lot, and my fists were balled up against the wall. I groaned as she went in deeper and faster. Then an amazing thing happened: After much pain, it sort of mixed with pleasure. I was hungry for cock; which was something I never thought would happen. I backed up on her thrusts, and she increased her speed and strength on me. I was rocked into another universe.

“Good boy Roger,” she said, grunting softly between thrusts. Her breathing became staggered and then she let out a yell – “Oh YES ROGER, MY GOD YES!!” Then I felt my ass fill with her warm, thick cum. She kept thrusting and I felt some of it come out and wet the insides of my butt cheeks. This sent a chill through me and without even touching myself, I felt a ball of tension welling up inside of me looking for a way out. Suddenly, I exploded in my hand, and she kept drilling me. I felt like a, like a common slut . . . and you know what? I enjoyed it. It was unlike anything I ever thought could be possible with a girl. That’s what she was to me.

After a while she slowed and finally pulled out of me. “Don’t worry honey,” she said softly facing me and kissing me. “After a few more times, and believe me, there will be more, you’ll be all broken in and dying to get fucked by me. I promise.”

Then we kissed deeply, and I knew she was right.
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IN SCHOOL ON MONDAY, Charlie was the same as she/he? Always was – baggy hoodie and ball cap. Her voice was the same gruff jock voice it always was, and in gym class, she was the same annoying bully as before. Occasionally when our eyes locked and no one was looking, she winked at me. The only difference was that now she left Dan alone completely. In fact, when she came face to face with him she was even nice. This did not go unnoticed.

“Roger,” Dan said to me after gym class. “I don’t get it. Charlie left me alone and even said ‘hi’ to me. What’s up with that? Did you speak to him about me?”

“I don’t know Dan. I did speak to him and said it wasn’t right that he kept picking on you, so maybe it worked. Honestly, when I spoke to him I thought he would punch me flat out, but we talked, and I guess something changed.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said mystified.

I saw Charlie every weekend. Even when his parents came home we went out to the cabana and had complete privacy. She was a big gamer and there was a PlayStation setup inside, and they knew enough not to bother him. Some weekends we took a chance. Charlie’s parents went out and he dressed en femme, we went on regular dates – to movies, a couple of clubs with very convincing fake IDs, and our relationship became really serious.

Then the subject of colleges came up. To my amazement Charlie turned down a football scholarship to a prestigious eastern university and everyone, especially the coach was baffled. So we were talking, and it was just three months before graduation.

“So why did you do it Charlie, really? I mean you’re crazy for football and I thought you wanted to go pro one day?”

“Yeah, I know why everyone is so curious. But I thought hard about it, and the chance that I could get really hurt one day stopped me. Besides, college football is really serious, and I would have to bulk up a lot, which would put a lid on my true self.”

I understood and I was glad, because Charlie was my girlfriend, and I was worried about that too. I didn’t know what I would do when we went our separate ways in the fall. We were serious about each other and avoided the subject. My inner conflicts were gone, and I wouldn’t trade Charlie for a “regular girl” for all the money in the world. I think she knew that too. She had fallen for me.

Then one day something spectacular happened. Charlie left his regular group of admirers at his table and sat next to me in the cafeteria. “Hey Roger, I decided to go to Allendale in the fall. It’s two hours from here and they have a great liberal arts program. Why don’t we go together. We could be roommates you know.”

She knew I got in, so it was a no-brainer. After a full summer together of the most amazing sex of my life we went off to the same school and were roommates. We lived in a dorm for our first year and decided to move off-campus together the next year. In the meantime, Charlie kept wearing her baggy sweats – her breasts had grown much bigger and her hair longer, which she no longer hid and wore it longer. She drew glances from some of the guys, but for the most part, no one said a word.

She always wore a thong under her jeans, and had some bras hidden away in a bottom dresser with male boxers on top in case someone was curious. One day I found myself alone in our room because Charlie had a late class. Just out of curiosity I opened her bottom drawer and “dug” a little bit, and pulled out an emerald green G-String. Then I did what would have been unthinkable just a year ago. I took my jeans and boxers off and slipped the G-String up my legs. I was amazed how cool and silky it felt going up my legs, and I got as hard as a rock.

I straightened it around my cock and balls, and a chill ran through me. I felt a drop of pre cum come out the tip of my cock. I looked at myself in the mirror and liked what I saw! I decided to wear it under my jeans. In fact I wore them every day. Now wouldn’t Charlie be surprised!


HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

A First time erotic romance with transgender college girls

[image: A person holding a camera  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]


1

My FRIENDS AND I WERE GOOFING AROUND in my room in my college dorm. Kenny, my roommate was throwing a Nerf basketball through the hoop on the back of our door, and Ned and Todd were playing poker with me. It was a Monday afternoon, and we were trying to decide what we were going to do this coming weekend, specifically Saturday night. We never left anything social for the last minute.

“Hey guys,” Ned looked up from his game and said, “you know that next Saturday night Mattison (the girl’s dorm next to ours) is throwing a party. Wanna go?”

“Sure why not,” Todd said. “I heard they can get really crazy over there. Those girls are HOT dude!”

“Well I got some news for you guys,” Kenny continued. “They’re doing some sort of a raffle for charity I heard. A girl I know from my chem class lives there, and they had a flyer which she showed me. The winner of the raffle has to become ‘the property’ of the girls there for one day.”

“Oh really?” I said. “And what is this ‘property’ supposed to do?”

“It should be right up your alley Randy,” Kenny said. “I heard that the winner becomes some kind of a sex slave, or something wild like that.”

“No, that’s impossible!” I said. “Isn’t that like crossing some kind of an ethical line?”

The guys looked at each other and smirked at me. “Oh yeah? And just who do you think the judge will be on that? The whole point of the raffle is to collect money for a charity, right? Who’s gonna say no?” Kenny said, after scoring a Nerf basket.

“Besides Randy, why would you object? I mean it might be good for you if it’s true and you win. You’ve never done it with anyone right?” The guys laughed at the truth.

“Okay, so I’m a virgin - at twenty years old. What does that mean?”

“Well, it might be good for you to finally experience, you know, some heavenly pleasures,” Kenny said laughing.

I was turning a bright red from embarrassment. Unlike my friends, I couldn’t see a cheap hookup just for the sake of doing it. Maybe I’m old fashioned, but to me, sex had to be “special.” Of course I would never say it that way to them. They would just laugh at me.

Soon, we all went for dinner in the cafeteria which just happened to be in the basement of Mattison Hall – the girl’s dorm we were talking about. Kenny motioned with his fork after shoving what tried hard to pass for meat loaf in his mouth. “See that girl over there with the red, low cut blouse? The one with the long brown hair?”

“So what about her?” Ned asked.

“That’s the girl from my chem class who told me about the party next Saturday night.”

“Well, do you know her name?”

“I think it’s Carol, but I’m not really sure.”

I’ve seen her around campus, mostly in the library. I think she was pre-med, like Kenny. She was really cute, with a pretty decent figure, a cheerful expression on her face, and she exuded an air of confidence wherever I’ve seen her. I made up my mind to talk to her someday. It would have to be this week.

That evening I went to the library to study around seven o’clock since I usually did my best work there. I looked around for that girl but there was no sign of her. What would I say if I did see her? I heard there’s a slave raffle in your dorm Saturday night? Crazy! So I just settled in a corral and read my economics notes on my laptop.
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AFTER ABOUT A HALF AN HOUR, I got a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw the girl from the cafeteria! From my seat her cleavage was practically touching my face. I didn’t know what to say, but the surprise on my face must’ve been visible for a mile away. She was looking down at me and smiling – no judgment at all in her expression.

I’m sorry,” she said, a look of concern on her face. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“Oh no, it’s okay. I’m surprised, not startled. There’s a difference.” There I go again, trying to be a philosopher. Way to go Randy.

She laughed. “Well, maybe you’ll have to explain that to me sometime. Look, I saw you in the cafeteria during dinner earlier sitting with Kenny from my chem class.”

I was surprised. “Oh, you know Kenny? Yeah, he mentioned you and him were in chem class together, but he wasn’t sure if your name was Carol or not.” Great, another bonehead comment. “He just happens to be my roommate.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh? We’re not just in the same chem class, he’s also my partner in lab and he sits next to me during recitation. He really said he didn’t know me?” She smiled and shook her head. “Well, if his grades are anything like his memory, I’m not surprised,” and she laughed. “Oh, my name is Carol by the way,” and she stuck out her hand and I shook it.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Randy.”

“Nice to meet you too Randy.”

“He did say that your dorm is having a party this Saturday, and it’s a raffle.”

“That’s right, there is a party. The raffle is for charity.”

“He also told me the prize is that the winner gets to be, umm, the ‘property’ of the girls for one day? Is that true?”

“Kind of, yeah,” she said.

“What does that mean exactly?”

“Nothing crazy. You know, stuff like running errands, this and that. It will be fun. I hope you can come Randy.”

“It sounds like fun. I’ll come, but I doubt I’ll win anything. I don’t have much luck with that stuff.”

“You never know . . . look, I’ve got some studying to do. Why don’t we go to the snack bar when the library closes at ten?”

“Sounds good.”

She took a seat in the corral next to me. The night went fast, and I was going through the motions. I couldn’t study because I couldn’t get over the fact that a hot girl like Carol would find me attractive and want to talk to me. Finally it was about a quarter to ten, and Carol moved her chair back and looking at me she said, “I guess we should be going now.”

“Okay. I couldn’t get much studying done. I hate this economics class anyway.”

She laughed. “Maybe you need a break, so let’s go.”

We got our stuff together and placed everything in our backpacks and left the library. After we were walking away from the library I noticed something.

“Carol the snack bar is back that way, in Warren Hall.” She was leading me over to our dorm area – specifically to Mattison Hall – her dorm.

She looked at me and winked. “Yes I know Randy.”

“Well where are we going exactly?”

“It should be obvious now,” she said as we walked the pathway to Mattison Hall.

“We’re going to your dorm!” I was shocked.

She held my hand, intertwining her soft, silky arm with mine. “Don’t worry about it, my roommate is away. Her grandmother died this week, so I expect she’ll be gone for a while.” She stopped us and looked at me with a grin on her face. “Besides, I don’t bite.” And with that we continued walking.

Now my heart started beating faster. I was, after all a virgin, and this girl was obviously experienced and definitely knew what she was doing. I decided to just go with the flow.

We walked through the main doors and a couple of girls saw us and said, “Hi Carol!” The expression on their faces indicated surprise. She just nodded and smiled.

“My room is on the second floor, come on Randy.” She walked ahead of me, pulling me up the stairs.

We walked a bit down the hallway, and we stopped in front of room 217. “Well, this is me. Come on in, I have some cold beer in the mini fridge.” She took her keys out of her bag, opened the door and just dragged me inside.

She threw her arms around me and feeling her warm breath on my face, she said in a harsh whisper: “Randy, I’m so horny right now – I’m fucking leaking!”

I was shocked, and pleased – I mean she looked so hot, with the low cut red blouse and short leather mini-skirt which showed off incredible legs. When she pressed herself up against me I felt her tits like two nails pressing into my chest – and she wasn’t wearing a bra.

Then she placed her right hand on the back of my neck and pulled me in closer to her and kissed me hard, sending her tongue into my mouth, wrapping it around mine. My cock was hard since she held my hand, and I felt her press herself against my waist and moan.

She broke off and said, “Oh that cock feels sooo delicious against my pussy. I wonder what it tastes like.” Then she went back to kissing me and she placed a hand under my jeans and yanked me closer to her. I felt her feverishly unbuckling my belt and my zipper, and pulled it and my boxers down my waist. I let them fall to the floor around my ankles. I kissed her neck and shoulders and ran my hands through her silky, long brown hair.

She wasted no time and got down on her knees on the carpeted floor. My cock was bent upwards towards the ceiling and with her fingers, she bent it down, level with her mouth. I hissed as she playfully bounced her glossed lips on and  off the tip. I leaked pre cum which she got with her tongue.

“Randy,” she said, smacking her lips. “You taste wonderful. I’m gonna suck you dry!” She went back on my cock, opening her lips and going as far as the head of my cock, and moved her wet tongue around it like a paintbrush. I moaned at the silky, sweet pleasure. Her lips made a tight seal around me and she moved them from side to side. Her hands were stroking my bare thighs and waist, and she dug her long, painted nails into my flesh.

Now she took all of me in, and I could see the impression of my cock against the inside of her cheeks as she moved her wet mouth up and down me. She went faster and faster, and I moved my waist back and forth, keeping pace with her bobbing. I had my hands on the back of her head, pressing firmly but not too hard. I felt her long silky hair brush up against the insides of my thighs and it became too much. I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me as we continued this electric, fast dance.

It was too much for me to hold back and I let out a loud groan and shot a huge wad of cum into her thirsty mouth. I could feel the suction on my cock as she kept going true to her promise of sucking me dry.

I came in one long burst. I was still hard several minutes after I came, and she was still at it. Finally she came off me, and stood up facing me. Her eyes were moist, and half closed; a few drops of cum were dripping down the sides of her mouth. She bent in and kissed me, pulling on the neck of my t-shirt. I licked my cum off of her face, and then we kissed, and I got a good taste of the sweet saltiness of my own cum.

“You are wonderful Randy,” she said sweetly, dreamlike.

“This was my first time, and I can’t describe it Carol.”

She laughed. “I’m not done with you yet by a long shot Randy.” I wondered what else she could have in store for me.

“I want you to fuck me now Randy – do you think you can???”

I swallowed hard, not believing this was really happening. “Sure I can.”

“Here, let’s take a rest and have a beer,” she said as she walked over to the mini fridge and took out two bottles of beer. She handed me one and went over to her bag which she had placed on her bed. She opened it and pulled out a pack of long, all-white 120mm cigarettes.

Now I should mention at this point that I have had a very strong smoking fetish since I was about fourteen years old – beautiful women smoking those long, all white cigarettes. My semi-erect cock went full flagpole as soon as she lit up. Carol noticed it immediately and smiled. I was embarrassed as hell and it must have shown because she said to me, ”Nothing to be ashamed about Randy, many men have smoking fetishes, you’d be surprised.” This put me at ease, and she asked me, “Would you like one?” I smoked occasionally, but I felt it best to not at this time.

“Uh, not now, I’d just like to watch. It turns me on,” I said sheepishly. In addition to my smoking fetish, when I was a teenager I also liked to dress in women’s lingerie and a touch of lipstick while I smoked. I stole those long cigarettes from my mother, and in the privacy of my room when I was home alone, I indulged in my little secret activity. Something inside me told me it was wrong, and so I stopped when I went off to college. I was, therefore, very surprised when I realized I still had it.

“Okay honey, suit yourself. So I guess you’re ready to fuck me then,” she said, her eyes suddenly lit up. She stood in front of me and seductively smoked, moving from side to side.

She finished her cigarette, blowing smoke in my face with the final drag. She stuck her finger underneath the front of her skirt and rubbed her pussy, and then took her hand out and placed her fingers in her mouth, looking at me innocently. Then she turned and faced the wall, stepping away from it and asked me to flip her skirt up over the small of her back.

As I did so I noticed the strap of her G-String between her butt cheeks. “Carol,” I said surprised. “What is this?”

“You’re so silly Randy. I forgot you’re a virgin, so I’ll spell it out for you. I want you to fuck me in the ass – now do you get it?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah, I guess so, I just never expected this that’s all.”

“Okay, now move the string to a side of my butt cheek, whichever side your prefer, and then spit on your hand and rub it good into my asshole. Then I want you to stick your finger inside me and rub it around.”

I did as she asked, and as soon as my finger went inside her asshole she moaned loudly, and hissed between clenched teeth. “Oh Randy, I can’t wait to feel that hard cock of yours inside of me!”

Next I spit on hands again, this time rubbing it into my cock, and after I withdrew my finger I placed the head of it against her opening. I moved it around and it was so silky and smooth. I went in with just the tip at first, and it opened up and swallowed me. She let out a gasp and I went in deeper, meeting hardly any resistance. I assumed, correctly it turned out, that she was no first timer at this play.

It wasn’t long before I was thrusting in and out of her hard, with my hands on her shoulders, rubbing the nape of her neck and kissing it. Both of us were making unintelligible sounds of deep passion, until finally I could take it no longer, and I let out a yell and shot a warm torrent of my cum inside her. At that exact moment she screamed and clawed at the wall with her nails, breathing heavy, her hands slowly sliding down the wall.

I was still thrusting, but slower, enjoying the feeling of my cock being enveloped by that wet warmth. She came off the wall and turned and looked at me, her eyes misted over like before. She threw her arms around me and kissed me deeply, her smoky breath and the faint smell of jasmine perfume exciting me again, my still-hard cock pressing against her leather skirt.

She gave out a little laugh and got down on her knees again and began to suck the cum off of my cock. But after a few minutes when I began to process what was happening, she stopped suddenly. “Carol, why are you stopping?” I said, surprised.

She pressed her index finger on the tip of my nose and said, “There’s plenty more where that came from, don’t worry Randy,” and she kissed me again on the mouth – hard, her tongue going deep inside me.

Then we sat on the bed together and she lit another cigarette, and I was very tempted to ask for one, but I didn’t feel it was the right time again. I think she enjoyed turning me on – she knew exactly what she was doing.

It became late and I got up to leave. The dorm party and “slave raffle” was the next weekend. “I’ll see you again before then Randy, I’m sure,” and she kissed me good night.
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WHEN I GOT BACK TO THE ROOM it was close to midnight and Kenny was asleep, an American Lit novel laying on top of his covers. The next morning when we got up to go to breakfast he asked me, “So where were you last night anyway Randy?”

I tried to be nonchalant and cool. I didn’t sleep the whole night and had to relieve myself later on, thinking about Carol and our budding relationship.

“Well, you know that girl from the cafeteria from Mattison?”

“Yeah . . . what about her?” Kenny asked, very interested; expecting something.

“First of all Kenny. Why didn’t you tell me that she was in your chem class, and her lab partner to boot?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m really bad with names,” he said shyly. I felt he was hiding something from me, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. I decided to pursue the matter a little bit more with him; the thing about him not knowing her name being so close in chem class.

“Her name IS Carol by the way, and she met me in the library, and then right before it closed she took me back to her room . . .”

“AND?!” he asked – very interested now.

“We uh, well, we did it.”

“Wow Randy! Did you fuck her???”

“Of course, or actually she fucked me. I mean we were going to go the snack bar at Warren Hall, but instead she took me to her room in Mattison. Her roommate is away.”

“Oh, and?”

“And what Kenny?”

“Nothing. I mean ‘good for you,’ I mean I’m really happy,” he said, his voice trailing off.

“Yeah, and you know what? I really like her and I’m going to see her again.” No reaction from Kenny, just a smile with a hidden meaning. But what exactly, I couldn’t tell.

Then came a completely new change of attitude on his part. He was really happy for me.

He high fived me. “Wow Randy, that’s great for you. Wait till I tell Todd and Ned!”

“Hey, wait a second. I’m trusting you here with private information. I don’t want my sex life broadcasted all over social media dude.”

“Sure Randy, whatever you say. I’m just really happy for you, that’s all.” I knew he would tell Todd and Ned, but I was confident they wouldn’t go posting anything on INSTAGRAM or FACEBOOK. That would be a grave violation of Carol’s and my privacy. As deviant as my three friends were, I knew there were limits.

Ned and Todd just gave me some good natured ribbing, but that was it. I was surprised. Maybe I was making too much of a big deal about it. Still, I had a nagging feeling that something was fishy.

_____________________

__________

Finally, the Saturday of the Mattison party was here, and the attendance was more than we thought it would be. I guess the thought of a guy being the slave of a dorm full of hot girls was too much to resist for anybody on campus. They had a DJ and streamers, and tables set up with gold glittered tablecloths and a long bar where several girls scantily clad and in heavy makeup tended bar.

I did see Carol more during the previous week and it was like the other times only more intense – she would give me a great blowjob and then I would take her from behind.

When me, Kenny, Todd and Ned arrived, we took in the scene and walked up to the bar to get drinks. Carol saw me and ran over to me. She looked really hot! I had never seen her with that much makeup on before and she wore tight leather pants, a sleeveless blouse, and red high heels to match her top. On top she wore a leather jacket and something new – a small ring though her left nostril. I had to make sure it was really her. Before introductions could be made – she obviously knew Kenny, she hugged me tightly, and kissed me, her arms draping over my shoulders. My friends watched – stunned.

“Oh hi Carol,” Kenny said, a bit embarrassed.

“Hi Kenny,” she said a bit sarcastically. “So how come now you remembered my name now, and why didn’t you tell me you had such a hot looking roommate?” It was the way she was looking at him as her arms were around me that was a bit odd.

“Oh I’m sorry Carol,” I said eager to change the subject. “These are my two corridor buddies – they’re roommates, Ned and Todd.”

“Hey guys! Glad you could make it tonight. Did you buy raffle tickets? The raffle is at midnight. You can buy as many as you want. You know that way your chances of winning goes up.”

“Yes we did,” Todd answered. “We each bought three, all of us.”

People were milling around, guys in groups, a few couples, and the dance floor was packed. Carol came close to me. “I’m gonna stick with you tonight Randy,” she said as she gave my hand a comforting squeeze. “You know Randy, if by some chance you win the drawing later it means you’re mine for the whole day!” I got hard right away thinking about that. But the odds of my winning were slim at best, even though I spent twenty-five dollars for five tickets.

Carol, me and the guys went up to the bar and got drinks. All of us got frosted mugs of beer which was a luxury that none of the other dorm parties offered. When we were mostly finished with our drinks I said to the other guys, “Carol and me are gonna go out to the floor and dance.”

“Okay stud, go ahead,” Todd said winking at me and smiling. Kenny looked at me and nodded in a strange way. I couldn’t figure him out because he was always the one pressuring me to go out and mingle with girls.

“Hey guys,” I said. “Go grab a table somewhere near the dance floor. Put a jacket on top or something.” So Kenny was the one to take off his jacket and lay it over the table. The three of them took seats and just looked around.

Carol grabbed my hand and took me out to the wooden dance floor. There was fast-paced techno music playing, and the colored lights were sweeping the whole place. I never danced with Carol before, and it was really something. It excited me more than being with her in her room. Maybe it was the way she was dressed, or her makeup, or maybe the silver ring through her nose, but whatever it was I was a dog in heat.

Once on the floor, she pressed her waist up against me and she made a small noise of satisfaction when she felt my hard on through her leather pants. She wasn’t shy at all about grabbing my cock through my jeans. I swore I leaked a little bit from her doing that. We were ignoring the music, and she kissed me hard, swaying with me back and forth, and sending her tongue deep down to the back of my mouth. Our arms were locked around each other shoulders and I felt the cool silkiness of her long hair on my forearms. I could swear my cock was pulsating with each beat of my heart.

She whispered softly in my ear. “You can’t even imagine what I’ll do with you if you win the raffle Randy.”

I laughed softly. “But won’t I be everyone’s slave if I win?”

“Umm, kind of,” she said, and left it at that.

I wanted to stop dancing and just take her back to her room, but I was afraid we would miss the drawing at midnight. It was already ten o’clock. I noticed that Todd, Ned and even Kenny were dancing with girls from Mattison. I didn’t recognize them, but I was glad they looked like they were having fun.

On the dance floor I was gently biting Carol’s neck, and she cooed, and I could feel her shiver. I was beaming inside because of the effect I could have on a girl – especially Carol.

About eleven thirty we took our seats at the table along with Kenny, Todd, Ned, and their girls who they danced with. We exchanged pleasantries and the guys introduced their girls to us. “Well the time’s almost here guys,” Kenny said. “You all ready?”

“Yeah, I wonder what the lucky winner will have to do for one day?” Todd asked.

“Probably laundry and washing cars,” Ned said, not really sounding too excited.

“We’ll find out soon enough,” I said, looking at Carol and hoping for a hint. But she said nothing, just looking and me and squeezing my hand under the table.
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AT ABOUT TEN MINUTES TO MIDNIGHT, a blonde-haired girl got up on the small stage in the front of the room, and the lights were shining on her, the house lights going dark. Another girl walked up on the stage placing a small stool next to the speaker, and going back to get a fishbowl with the tickets inside, placing it on the stool.

“Okay, your attention everyone,” she announced. “Come on, QUIET PLEASE!” She waited for the room to settle down, and continued.

“As you know, all the money collected tonight from the male guests goes to charity, and the winner be ‘the slave’ of the dorm for a full Saturday,” she said with a faux ominous tone to her voice and a smile. Some of the guys in the crowd went “Oooh.”

“Okay now, is everybody ready?” she said. The room went so quiet you could hear a pin drop. Some of the guys were poking each other and kidding around. “Now I have a surprise for all of you! There will be TWO WINNERS TONIGHT! That’s right, there will be two lucky guys who will become slaves of Mattison House next Saturday.” A murmur went through the crowd.

“Carol,” did you know about this?” I asked.

She looked just as surprised as the rest of us at the table. “No Randy, honest I didn’t know.”

The room quieted down again as the speaker placed her hand inside the large fishbowl and moved it around inside, looking at the crowd. She picked out one ticket for everyone to see. “Okay now, you all saw me pull out the ticket, and now I will read the number.” She made it very dramatic and took her time looking at it.

“The winning number is ‘981.’”

Some of the guys already had their tickets out and disappointed sounds went up from the crowd. My friends looked at their tickets. Kenny’s was in his jeans pocket, and he stared at it. He said low enough so we all heard it, his eyes going wide. “I won – that’s my number.”

“Wow! Go ahead Kenny, raise your hand!” Ned said.

Kenny stood up. “Here!”

“Looks like we have our first winner,” the girl said loud into the microphone, pointing at Kenny.

“And now for the second and final winner,” she said placing her hand again inside the fishbowl. For this pick she took her time, doing her best to make it really dramatic. She pulled out an empty hand, smiled, and then placed it back in the bowl, finally coming up with a second ticket. She dramatically looked at the ticket and said loudly into the microphone, “Number 237!”

I looked at my ticket with disbelief. That was MY NUMBER! But how could they have known that Kenny and I were roommates, or was it just an eerie coincidence? In any event there was no mistaking it – it was me.

Carol saw it and had an excited look on her face. “Nothing to worry about honey, just raise your hand.” So I did.

“All right ladies and gentlemen, we have our two winners. Would you two winners please take the stage!?”

I stood up, smiling at Kenny as we both walked up to the stage. But Kenny looked as if he was going to an execution instead, which puzzled me. I ignored him and was the first to reach the stage which I hopped up to energetically. The announcer checked both of our tickets. “Congratulations guys,” she said. “Let’s have a round of applause for our two winners.” The crowed hooted and applauded.

“Lucky bastards!” a guy from the back shouted out.

“Okay,” she said. “Now tell us your names and dorms.” I was closest to her, so I stepped forward.

“My name is Randy, and I live in Buford Hall.”

“Thank you very much Randy,” she said.

Then Kenny stepped up to the mic. “My name is Kenny, and I also live in Buford Hall.”

“Great. Okay guys, so these are the rules. You will report next Saturday at seven AM SHARP to the front desk of this dorm upstairs on the first floor, From there, someone will meet you and explain your duties.” She paused and looked around the room. Everyone was quiet.

“Now, every girl in this dorm is your master for the entire day. I don’t know if that was made clear to you, but it’s for the entire day! You must obey every task and duty you are assigned – no exceptions. If you do not comply you will be released and honestly guys, you DO NOT WANT TO KNOW THE CONSEQUENCES OF REFUSAL!”

I supposed that this was the meaning of “slavery.” Kenny looked at me with a very worried expression on his face. I looked at Carol sitting at the table, and she smiled and nodded to me. She mouthed slowly “it’s okay,” and gave me a small thumbs up sign. That was reassuring, at least to me. Kenny looked like a man headed for an execution by firing squad. He was pale white; all the blood having left his face.

“Now, do you guys have any questions?”

I did. “We’re not going to be forced to do anything illegal are we?” Everyone laughed at that, and it did seem silly, but I had to know.

“Of course not! You won’t be asked to murder or kidnap anyone, so don’t worry.” Laughter from the crowd. “Just be here next Saturday morning at seven AM. For all the rest of you guys, we’ll have another party and a raffle in the spring, okay? Now let’s get back to our party! Oh, and congratulations guys! This will be fun, I promise you.”

And with that, she left the stage while Kenny and I went back to our seats. As I took my seat, Carol said congratulations to Kenny and I and then she gave me a big hug and a very wet, tight kiss.”

Later that night, back in our dorm room, I said to Kenny, “Come on Kenny, why so glum? This should be fun. Think of all the beautiful women we’ll meet.”

“You mean that I’ll meet. You have a girlfriend now Randy; I still can’t get over it.”

“Yeah, I suppose I do,” I said more to myself than to Kenny.

I couldn’t sleep Friday night. Maybe because I got back from Carol’s room about two AM, or I was just anxious about later that morning. Whatever the case, Kenny and I got up at around five o’clock and went to the Mattison cafeteria at six for breakfast. Some of the girls there were laughing and pointing at us.
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SO AT ABOUT TEN MINUTES TO SEVEN, we went upstairs to the front desk. The girl at the desk looked up from her laptop screen and immediately recognized us. She smiled as she introduced herself. “Hi guys, I’m Serena. You must be Kenny and Randy. Are your ready to begin your weekend of servitude?” she asked raising an eyebrow and smiling at us.

“That we are,” I answered.

“Good. I have some instructions here. Randy, you are to go up to Carol’s room. I assume you know where that is??” she asked, batting her eyelashes at me, causing me to blush. I just nodded.

“And Kenny, you go to room 315 and meet Julia. Okay guys that’s it. Maybe I’ll see you two later.”

Both of us just nodded and headed over to the stairway. On the second floor landing Kenny looked at me again with that hangman expression and said, “Good luck buddy, see you later.”

“Yeah sure Kenny. Hey, don’t look so glum. Fuck it. I mean, if it’s too much, you can just quit. It’s all in fun remember?”

“You’re saying that now . . . see ya.” And with that he turned away and walked up to the third floor. Now I was positive he was holding back on me. What it was I had no idea. I had faith in Carol, because what we had was special and growing stronger by the day.

No sooner had I knocked on Carol’s door than she opened it quick, smiled and grabbed my wrists and dragged me inside, kissing me like she hadn’t seen me in months. She squealed with delight. “I’m so happy to see my little slave boy!”

“Yeah, I’m happy to see you too! How about we just get out of here and go somewhere for the day. You know, like a road trip. I got a full tank of gas yesterday. I can still be your slave if anyone asks.”

“No, no, no, Randy dear. That wouldn’t be right. The rules say we have to stay in the building.”

“Fine, then we’ll just order food in and stay here and fuck our brains out.”

She was dressed as hot as the night of the party – full of makeup, hair done up on the top, falling down past her breasts. She had on a white cotton long sleeved blouse, with no bra on underneath, short black leather skirt, and her tits showed through like two neat, sharpened pencil points. You could cut the sexual tension in the room with a knife. She seemed content just to stand next to me and kiss me hard, sending her tongue once again deep inside my mouth, with me stiff as a rock.

She pressed herself against me again, and rubbed her waist against my hard on through my jeans as before. Then she suddenly broke off leaving me surprised.

“Now my darling little slave, we’re going to do something different, and remember you have no choice.”

I shrugged, obviously disappointed and curious at the same time. She walked over to her bag and lit a cigarette, staring at me while she seductively dragged on it to life. Then she walked towards me and exhaled into my mouth. I liked it and it turned me on even more, bringing me back to my teen years and my “special proclivities.”

“Wow, look at that cock of yours, just struggling to jump out of your jeans. Let’s have some fun with that,” she said in a deep, sensuous voice. With the cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth she slowly opened the buttons of her blouse, and then the snap of her skirt. She pulled her skirt down and stepped out of it. She was wearing an emerald green G-String. We were going to fuck again – that was obvious, and I was ready to go.

However, instead of coming closer to me, she took a couple of steps back and hooked her thumb underneath the front of her G-String, smiling. She took a drag and did a French inhale, and held her cigarette low down near the lipstick coated filter between her index and middle fingers. Now she slowly pulled down the G-String and nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She had a COCK! – and a very large cock at that. My mouth stood open agape at what I was witnessing. Her smile turned into a grin. “What’s the  matter Randy, haven’t you ever seen a cock before?”

I was confused and strangely excited at the same time. In the back of my mind I was even jealous. Everything I knew or thought I knew flew out the window. I was in shock.

“Well yeah, I mean I never, I never thought that you had a, a cock!”

“I want you to listen closely my sweet. Yes I have a cock. I hate the term ‘transgender,’ okay? I very much prefer the term ‘shemale,’ just like in Thailand. Did you know that over there ‘ladyboys’ are practically worshipped for their beauty?”

“Uh, I heard something about that, but I never had any reason to pay much attention to it-”

“Until now that is,” she interjected quickly. “This doesn’t change how you feel about me, does it Randy?”

“No, of course not. I, I accept you and love you for who you are.” There, I said it; the ‘L’ word.

“You really mean that?”

“Of course I do. you have to understand that I was a little, well, you know, shocked,” that’s all.”

She took another drag and came close to me, pressing her large “she cock” up against my shirt, over my belt. Feeling it against me was strange and arousing at the same time. I was hit by all the sensations; her perfume, the smoky breath, and the excitement of her cock up against me.

With her face inches apart from me she said, “Now it’s time for some real fun, my delicious Randy,” and she kissed me hard.

She placed the half-smoked cigarette in her mouth again, and with her eyes squinting a bit from the smoke curling up to her nostrils, she opened my belt and unzipped my jeans, pulling them down with my boxers, and they fell around  my ankles.

One hand grabbed my cock and began stroking the soft underside of it with her soft fingertips. A drip of pre cum came out and she moved her fingertips up to her mouth and licked them clean. “Hold that thought,” she said softly.

“Okay slave, get up against the wall like I did for you,” she said playfully. If I refused, she’d throw me out and never see me again. But my desire to please her was so great that I decided to go along and do as she asked of me.

While I went over to the wall and placed my palms flat against it, and spread my legs apart, sticking my butt up in the air, she walked over to her night table and took out a tube of what looked like lubricant gel.

“Randy my sweet, get ready for the most intense pleasure of your life. I’m going to lube you up nicely, and place some on my cock too. It will be a bit painful at first, but stick with me honey, I promise it will get easier the more times we do it, and believe me, we’ll be doing this A LOT!”

“Anything you say Carol.”

“Good boy,” she said as she started rubbing the gel between my butt cheeks and over my cherry asshole. She stuck her index finger inside of me, and rubbed it around the rim of my hole, making me grunt in pain as I was stretched for the first time. She went deeper inside of me, until my ass began to relax a little and some of the newness of the activity calmed down a bit. Then she slowly withdrew her finger, and I felt what could only be the tip of her she cock enter me. She went in very gently, just with the head first, and withdrew it and repeated it a few times. It was no longer painful and the newness of it was replaced with pure desire.

I backed myself up against her cock, and greedily took more of her inside me. She pulled out and thrust herself deeper inside me making me clench my fists because of the deep pain I felt. I tried my best to ignore it and she pulled out and went in again and again. Then a strange thing happened, like she promised me – the pain lessened and was replaced by an odd sense of extreme pleasure the deeper she went. So I backed up against her, making her large cock go to its limits. Her thrusting was accompanied by grunts which was making me crazy as I kept pace with her until we were locked in a feverish dance of pure erotic pleasure; thrusting and receiving.

I felt a ball of fire deep inside me welling up and then I shivered and screamed out – an enormous amount of cum shot out from my cock against the wall. At the same time, she let out a large sigh and I felt the inside of my ass swell with her warm, wet cum, filling me up. She kept thrusting and I could feel her cum leaking out of my ass and running down the inside of my butt cheeks.

Now she slowed down, and softly kissed the back of my neck. “You’re beautiful Randy, do you know that?”

“No,” I said, out of breath. “No one’s ever said that to me before, but if it had to be someone, I’d want it to be you Carol.”

She pulled me off the wall and spun me around, kissing me deeply on the mouth. We had just created an unbreakable bond. One that I never wished to end.

“Now I have a surprise for your Randy.”

“Really? What would that be?” I couldn’t imagine. “I thought you were all out of ‘surprises.’”

“You’ll see,” she said as she walked over to her dresser drawers. She opened the bottom draw and pulled out a cherry red G-String and threw it me. I caught it.

“What’s this for?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“I want you to put it on of course silly!”

“But Carol, I, I don’t know what to say?”

“Come on now Randy. Would you swear to me that you’ve never done anything like this before in your life? Humm?”

I thought back to my teenage years alone in my house after school and I had to be honest with her. “Yes Carol, I have – when I was a teenager, maybe fourteen years old.”

She smiled and shrugged. “Okay, so just consider this an extension of your teenage desires.” She paused a bit in thought. “I kind of had a feeling that you did this before. In my experience, a smoking fetish usually comes with some crossdressing.”

I let that sink in as I slowly placed the G-String on the carpet and stepped into it. I slowly pulled it up my legs and savored the silky, smooth feeling as it slid up me. It gave me chills, and I rubbed the soft fabric between my fingers. She watched me intently as I slid it around and centered the pouch over my cock. I rubbed my cock inside it, and I felt a drop of pre cum come out, even after having had such a big ejaculation only moments before.

“I see you seem to enjoy it Randy. I’m glad because now we can go farther than you thought possible. Come on now, haven’t you always wanted to dress like a slut?”

She had a point that required no answer. I smiled back at her as she reached into a different drawer and pulled out a matching cherry red laced bra with a stretch back. I put it over my head slowly and pulled it on. It had the effect of pulling my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“Looks good on you I must say,” Carol said with a hand on her chin, turning her head sideways to look from different angles. “And I like the way your hips look. Now don’t take this as an insult, but they aren’t very masculine. In fact they do look a bit curvy.”

“None taken,” I said truthfully.

“Now we go into the bathroom, and I make you up!” she said excitedly. “But first this,” and she walked over to her closet and took a box down from the top shelf. She placed it on the bed and inside was an auburn wig. It was a shade darker than my own hair, and much longer, falling way down to the small of my back. Then after Carol adjusted it on my head, she took me into the bathroom and sat me down in front of the mirror, taking out a makeup case from the drawer.

She was a pro with the makeup, shaving my face and neck carefully, and giving me deep blue eyeshadow, ruby red lipstick, lots of mascara and black eyeliner. When she was done she stepped back to look at me and smiled.

“My, my Randy, you do clean up nicely if I do say so,” she said approvingly, proud of her work.

I stood up and looked in the mirror for the first time. Immediately my cock was hard again. As I was busy admiring myself, Carol walked to her closet and pulled out a mid-length black leather skirt with a slit up the sides. “Here now, this should do nicely,” she said, and handed it to me. “I’ll zip you up.”

I began to step into it. “Oh wait!” she shouted. “I almost forgot.” She went back to her dresser and pulled out a pair of black, sheer nylon pantyhose with a lace top, straps, and a laced girdle that matched the G-String. She grinned at me as I slipped them on. She helped me fasten the straps. I loved the way the nylon felt on my hairless legs. When I stepped in front of the mirror, I couldn’t believe what I saw looking back at me. It was the culmination of all my fantasies.

Carol saw the smile spread on my face, and it told her all she wanted to know. “Now there’s one thing that’s missing,” she said as she pulled out a cigarette from her pack of all-white, long 120s.

She lit herself up with a quick flick of her lighter. She took another cigarette out of her pack and handed it to me. “Here, don’t you want this now Randy?” she asked with a knowing grin. She was right. I did have a craving for one. I don’t know what it was. Maybe my being dressed as a slut and getting fucked in the ass my first time did it to me. So I took one and placed it in the corner of my mouth, getting the lip gloss on the filter. She lit me up the same way she lit herself up, and I did a perfect French inhale. I didn’t forget how to smoke like when I was a teenager, nor did I choke on the smoke. I was a pro.

“Very nice Randy! You ‘fem up’ pretty well, I must say. Now tonight is when I introduce you to the girls.”
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WE HAD DINNER BROUGHT IN, and we were both famished after a full day of fucking and sucking. She had me spread against the wall and fucked me at least three times more. Now it was time to go downstairs. Carol told me there was a party going on and Kenny and I were to be the guests of honor. The party was in the activity room – the same room the raffle and party were in last week.

As Carol and I walked down the stairs we could hear music and laughter coming from the room downstairs on the first floor. “Just remember Randy,” she said, spinning me around and kissing me; “Tonight whatever happens, you’re still mine, okay?”

“Of course Carol. You’re very special to me.”

“As you are to me, Randy,” she said as she pulled me in close for a tight, wet kiss.

“Now go look for your friend Kenny.”

I looked for Kenny, but I couldn’t find him. Perhaps he hadn’t arrived yet from whatever his slave assignment was today.

I saw a girl walking over to me with a dejected look on her face, but something was very familiar about her. Then I noticed. It was Kenny! He was dressed as I was, and smoking a long cigarette as well.

“Kenny?” I asked, still not one hundred percent sure.

The “girl” just nodded. “Randy? Is that you?” He was equally surprised. We both looked each other over, not quite believing what we were seeing.

“Yeah. Did Julia dress you up?”

“Yes she did. I’m sorry buddy, I should have told you before.”

“Told me what?” I asked.

“The girls in this dorm are all transgender women, or shemales!”

“I had a suspicion they were.”

“Yeah, no shit. Listen Randy. The reason I pretended not to know who Carol was is that I dated her last semester, and after I fucked her, she revealed her true self to me, and I just ran away. I was embarrassed about it. She didn’t tell you?”

“No she didn’t. But I knew something was up from the way you acted.”

“You seem to have taken this rather . . . well. She fucked you and dressed you, right?”

“She did, and I assume Julia did the same to you, right?”

“Yes, and because of the slave thing, I couldn’t refuse. She threatened me with exposure on social media  with pictures she took. What about you?”

“I love it Kenny. The truth is I’ve always wanted this, and Carol has become very special to me. You might say, ‘we’re an item.’”

“Wow, I never would have expected that.”

“Hey Kenny, don’t look so glum. Tell me you didn’t enjoy exploring ‘the other side’ of yourself?” He still looked downcast, or shy rather, embarrassed.

“Yeah, I guess I did, sort of. Anyway, Julia was nice to me.”

“You fem up nicely Kenny. That red haired wig and the green eye shadow looks really good on you, and that short skirt and white blouse looks very sexy on you.”

“I guess so,” he said in a quiet voice. I guess I just need a little time to adjust, that’s all.”

“Well relax. Take as much time as you need. No one else has to know – especially the guys in our dorm. We can tell them they made us run errands or shit like that.”

“Come on Kenny, let’s go up to the bar and get a couple of drinks – the strong stuff. You look like you could use one.”

“Yeah, I could.” So both of us walked up to the bar. The other girls were whistling at us. Each of us ordered a scotch and soda from the same girl who tended bar last week.

The room was getting crowded as guys and girls from the other dorms crowded in. Julia and Carol came up to us at the bar.

“There our two beauties are!” Julia said. “Hey Carol, you worked magic on Randy here. I swear I would never have recognized him!”

“I could say the same for what you did with Kenny. Speaking of which,” Carol said turning to Kenny. “No hard feelings from our date last semester Kenny. I have Randy now and that’s all that matters to me.”

“Well I’m glad for the both of you, I really am,” Kenny said.

“Hey Julia,” Carol said, turning to her friend. “How did you and Kenny get along?” Julia looked at him and smiled.

“I think ‘she’s’ coming around. She was a bit hesitant at first, but I think we’ll be seeing each other – a lot.”

“Good for you,” Carol said. “Okay listen guys, or should I say ‘slaves.’ This is your task for this evening. Those two friends of yours, standing at the other end of the bar – Ned and Todd is it?”

Both Kenny and I looked surprised and saw the guys there standing alone. “They asked about you two,” Carol said. “I told them we had you running around doing shopping errands for us and doing laundry and stuff. I told them you’d join us later. Now this is what you two have to do. You have to seduce them. So both of you pick out which one you want. They have to fuck you by the way. If they don’t, then you haven’t fulfilled the ‘slave contract,’ and you both promised you would.”

We both looked at each other in shock. “Come on guys,” Julia said. “We’re turning the lights down, so they won’t get that good a look at you. You can be really slutty and fuck them in the restrooms. The lighting will be the same in there. Just remember – we’ll be watching.”

Carol pulled me close and gave me a long, wet, smoky kiss. “Just remember sweetheart; I created you and you can do it. I don’t mind at all, I really don’t. So you two choose and go at it!”
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“HEY RANDY? YOU DON’T SUPPOSE they’d really out us on social media, do you?”

“Well, speaking for Carol, I know she wouldn’t. But Julia seemed pretty tough.”

“Yes, she’s serious. I guess we have no choice. So which one do you want?” Kenny said, resigned to his fate.

“I think I’ll take Todd. I kinda’ think he’s cute.”

“Well, I guess that leaves me with Ned,” Kenny said.

“We’ll need female names for ourselves, Kenny. I’ll be Rhonda. I like the ring of it. You can be Kristen.”

“Okay then, let’s go,” ‘Kristen’ said, as we walked over to the end where Todd and Ned were. Kenny had a funny walk, and it wasn’t because of the red pumps he wore. It was because he must’ve gotten a good pounding from Julia.

“Hi guys,” I said to Todd and Ned with my best female voice.

‘Kristen’ was smiling next to me, looking Ned in the eyes.

“Hey girls, what’s up, Todd said.

“We were wondering if you guys would like to dance. The music is good tonight,” I said. “By the way, I’m Rhonda, and this is Kristen.”

“Nice. I’m Todd and this mopey guy here is Ned.”

“Good to meet you too,” Kristen said, sounding even more effeminate than me. “How about we get another round first before we dance?”. It seemed like she needed a lot of liquid courage before we went out on the dance floor.

“Yeah, great idea – my treat,” Todd said. Todd was eyeing me up and down, and I couldn’t get over the fact that he didn’t have the slightest idea I was really his corridor mate and friend Randy.

Ned was eyeing Kenny (Kristen) with interest, and it was making “Kristen” a bit uncomfortable; so much so that I gently elbowed Kenny in the side. We made pleasant conversation, and then I excused us and took Kristen over to the side.

“Kenny!” I said in a loud whisper over the music, close to his ear. “You have to play along, and keep an open mind. If you give up the game and don’t go through with this, I know Julia will definitely out you on social media. Is that what you really want?? This is a one-time thing, so DO IT and be done with it, okay?”

There was a bit of hesitation, and then he said, “Okay Randy, er, ‘Rhonda,’ you’re right. I mean my butt is still sore from Julia’s pounding of it, but in a way it felt kind of . . . pleasant.”

“And one very important thing, Kristen – MY NAME IS RHONDA – okay??? DON’T SLIP UP!!”

“Okay Rhonda, got it.”

“Good, now follow my lead and let’s take them out to the dance floor.”

I looked at Todd as we made our way back to the bar where they were finishing up their drinks. I was already buzzed from my two scotch and sodas. Dressed as I was, and feeling like a complete degenerate slut at this point I noticed Todd’s strong chest and his well-developed biceps, and I could feel a hard on forming underneath my G-String. Just go with the flow Rhonda, I told myself. Last week, I would have thought myself crazy for even entertaining the idea of fucking Todd, but now . . . things were different. Was I gay? Was I transgender/shemale? I wasn’t sure, so I just relied on my feelings.

“Hey guys,” I said to both of them. “Let’s go dance,” and with that said, I took Todd by the forearm and pulled him out to the dance floor. It was a crazy techno tune playing, and the others were moving quickly to it, but I pulled Todd close to me, and shot a glance at Kristen, nodding my head that she should follow my lead with Ned.

I wore just a touch of perfume which mixed nicely with my smoky aroma, and it turned Todd on because he pulled me closer to him. Todd was taller than me by about three inches and I threw my arms around his shoulders and forced the issue by kissing him on the mouth – hard. The strangeness of it quickly wore off, and soon he was pushing back on me, with his arms around my waist. I laughed a little “girlish” laugh, and soon we looked like any other couple. My doubts about Kristen were put to rest as I saw that she was doing the same with Ned.

I was able to feel Todd’s erect cock on my waist, and the gaff that Carol provided me with hid my raging boner from him. He was grinding himself on me and clearly enjoying it; looking me right in the eyes, clearly having no idea it was really me. Perhaps it was the lighting, or the mood. I wasn’t sure and I didn’t care one way or the other. My right arm came off his shoulder and reached down to his zipper where I played with it, moving it up and down. He stirred and pushed in closer, trying to hide what I was doing to him.

“Let’s go somewhere,” I whispered close to his ear and licking it with my tongue.

“Yeah, I was thinking the same thing,” he said salaciously.

I knew the secret of this dorm of transgender girls, so I knew “the bathroom” was only for one gender, and that’s where I led him willingly.

Once inside I locked the door and pulled him close to me, finishing the work on his zipper, pulling it down all the way and unbuttoning his jeans. I was hungry for cock, pure and simple. Todd helped things along by pulling his jeans and his boxers down, where they fell in a heap around his ankles.

I didn’t care that the floor was tiled and that my knees would probably hurt, so I got down on them, facing him. I could see his massive cock, even in the dim lighting, with the veins bulging.

“Hey, how come the lighting is so dim in here?” he asked surprised.

“Why do you need light? What’s wrong? If you had to pee you wouldn’t be able to find it?” I laughed.

“Ummm, guess you’re right.” I didn’t waste a second and I grabbed it, stroking the sensitive underside with my soft fingertips. He moaned, and I enjoyed teasing him, until he finally said the words I wanted to hear. “Come on Rhonda, put my cock in your mouth and suck the hell out of me, I can’t take this much longer. I felt a drop of his pre cum on my fingertips. I looked up at him and placed my wet fingertip inside my mouth, making a show of sucking on it. It only made him crazy, and he placed his big hand on the top of my hair, and pulled my head into him, until my glossed lips were touching his head.

“Oh God, you’re soooo good!” he exclaimed with pure carnal delight. I parted my lips slowly and took just his head in my mouth, moving my lips side to side. He let out a hiss between his clenched teeth. I used my tongue like a paint brush, just like my Carol taught me. I tasted the sweet/saltiness of more pre cum. Now I took all of that massive Todd cock in my mouth, keeping my lips tightly closed around him. I got into a good rhythm of sucking, and he moved his waist into me, keeping in good step.

I sucked faster and faster, my saliva giving a slick coating to his cock and making him throw his head back and moaning. Finally he could take it no longer and he stiffened, filling my mouth with a torrent of warm cum. He pulsed three times, and it was too much to keep in my mouth. Some of it leaked out and ran down the corners of my mouth. I kept on sucking and rubbing my tongue around and around.

Finally I pulled out and stood up next to him, pulling his shirt collar into me, and I kissed him hard, giving him a good taste of himself. He didn’t object and went along with me, licking the corners of my mouth, and then kissing me deeply, his tongue running along inside my mouth, getting all of the cum I didn’t swallow.

“You’re fantastic,” he said just above a whisper, and then kissed me again. “Where have you been these last couple of years Rhonda?” It took every ounce of composure I had not to laugh out loud.

“I could ask the same question for you Todd. Now it’s time for you to please me.” All of my inhibitions were gone. It was time he knew the truth; well at least part of the truth.

“Sure, whatever you want baby, I’m ready for you!”

“Hold that thought,” I said as I backed away from him and undid the snap on my pleated, short black skirt and pulled it down, revealing my panty hose, girdle and G-String. He just stared at my lower half. Slowly, imitating Carol that first night, I hooked my thumb underneath my G-String and pulled it down.

I watched Todd’s eyes grow wide with astonishment as my she cock popped out the laced top of my G-String.

“WHAT THE FUCK RHONDA!!!! You mean you’re a, a guy????”

Parroting Carol I simply said, “Technically maybe, but I prefer the term ‘shemale’ Todd. You know, like they have in Thailand. I feel like a woman in every way. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy what I did to you, what we did to each other.”

“No, I did enjoy it, I mean, well, I don’t know what I mean,” he said as his voice trailed off.

I moved closer into him; my she cock brushing up against his; his pants still around his ankles. “Remember what I said. It’s only the right thing to do to please a lady.”

“Wh-what do you want me to do?” He asked, with a mix of surprise and fright.

“Nothing terrible. I promise you’ll have the time of your life.” Now was the moment when he would either pull up his pants and run out of the room, or do what I asked of him.

“I want to fuck you Todd,” I said as sweetly as I could.

He was silent for a minute, and then he sounded like he was pleading. “I’ve never done this before, and you have to promise me that you won’t tell a soul!”

“Honey, you have my word,” I said, trying my best to reassure him. “Now go lean into the wall and spread your legs for me.” I reached into my handbag and pulled out the gel that Carol had given me earlier.

“This is going to feel wet and cool honey as I rub it into you. Forget any pain you’ll feel because soon it will be all pleasure. Do you trust me?” I said in my best coquettish voice.

“Yes Rhonda, I do,” he said.

I leaned in close to him and whispered in his ear. “I know you want this, otherwise you’d have run out of here. This is our secret, and we can do it again and again.”

He remained still as the coolness of the gel spread over his bare ass and up and down his taint. Then I stuck my slick index finger deep into his asshole and moved it around the sides, making him tense up and squeal with pain.

“Relax honey,” I said. “Don’t tense yourself up,” I said from my own experience. “Trust me,” I kept repeating, sort of hypnotizing him.

Then I placed the lube around my own cock, and it felt good. Now I placed the fleshy tip against his puckered cherry asshole. There’s nothing like the first time I thought to myself.

I pushed inward slowly, and he hissed as my girth dilated him. I went in slowly, just past the head of my cock. He was still tense, but his cries of pain abated as he took me. I went in farther until I could go no more, pulled out completely and then went again. Each time, his muscles contracted around me, and it was the most incredible feeling. Now I went faster and faster, and he really got into it, moving up against me, swallowing me up inside him.

Now I went faster and faster. I saw his upper arm move up and down, and it looked like he was stroking his cock, and moaning.

Soon he cried out and I knew he came. It wasn’t long before – just a couple of good thrusts – and I came inside of him, filling him up. I could feel the wet warmth of my own cum surround my cock, making me thrust faster and faster.

I went slower and slower until I gently pulled out of him, my cock slick with my cum. He stayed pressed against the wall, catching his breath. Gently, I pulled him off the wall and kissed him, holding him tightly.

“Rhonda,” he said softly. “I misjudged you. You are the best woman I have ever had. I don’t ever want you to go.” To tell the truth, I wanted him too, and I wondered how Carol would feel about sharing him. So I told him about all the other girls in the dorm, and about my relationship with Carol.

His eyes lit up. “You mean, I could have them too!?”

“Well let’s take one thing at a time. I’m sure you could have Carol with me.” I was thinking about Kristen, and how that would work with her and Ned. After we left the restroom, we made our way back to the bar, hand in hand. It wasn’t long before Kristen and Ned joined us. One look at Kristen’s face told me all I needed to know.

Kristen and I were talking, and we decided there was no need to break the illusion, and by day we were Kenny and Randy, and by night we were Kristen and Rhonda. Carol, Julia, Ned, me and Todd became a regular thing in the confines of the girl’s dorm. Sometimes Kristen and me double dated with Ned and Todd, and occasionally Julia and Carol joined our merry little band going out.

No one outside of our little group suspected a thing. After college was over, Kristen and I followed Carol and Julia’s lead, and we used HRT and became full-fledged shemales. Todd remarked how big my breasts grew and how my hips rounded out. It was all good, and soon Carol and I moved in together. Todd of course, was a frequent face. The whole “gang” and even some other T-gurls were part of our happy home.


TONGUES HANGING OUT

A Saga of Multiple Transgender Lovers That Leaves College Men with Tongues Hanging Out

[image: A person in a red corset  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Copyright ©Jaclyn Dicey 2025


1

I’VE HAD THIS “THING” GOING ON WITH ME since I was about fourteen or so. I discovered that I enjoyed wearing girl’s clothing – secretly of course. It started one day when I was home after school and my sister was a senior in high school. One day I just happened to find myself in Janet’s bedroom while she had a late day – she was a cheerleader, and they had a practice session. I prided myself on being a little sneak, and I just happened to see a thong of hers lying on her pretty pink bed spread.

My heart started beating fast and I picked it up and held it between my fingers and rubbed it. I was hooked! The cool satin felt so soft and silky that my mind started wandering to thinking how it would feel on other parts of my body – you know what I mean. It aroused my pubescent mind to the point to where I couldn’t help myself. Before I could talk myself out of it, I had my pants and underwear off, and stepped into it on the floor. I slowly picked it up riding over my hairless legs and then settling it around my private area. I felt a chill and a rush of excitement. This is sooo cool! Why didn’t I ever do this before? All sorts of dirty and delicious thoughts raced through my mind.

From that one day things escalated and before you knew it I was trying on more items of clothing from blouses to bras, and even a one-piece party dress. I should mention that even to this day I have a rather serious smoking fetish. My sister picked up the habit at seventeen, and I tried to imitate her. There was just something attractive to me about smoking the long, girly cigarettes, so I tried one when my parents and Janet were out of the house. It was funny that I only smoked when I was alone and could dress in secret.

So consumed I was by my secret little “pursuits,” that I never dated anyone in high school, and now, being a sophomore in college, it’s more of the same, the only difference being that I can’t act out upon my dressing up. My college is a four year state school, and so far I’m just a liberal arts major, not really sure yet what I wanna do with my life.

I had three good friends: Brad my roommate, and Doug and Kenny who lived next door. We went downtown on weekends to the college bar scene and also the weekend dorm parties that popped up all over campus. As usual, the three of them were the ones who usually got dates out of these things, while I just stood on the sidelines, not feeling like I fit in anywhere. Sure, I’d talk to girls, but it never seemed to go anywhere because I didn’t think I had much to offer anyone. I took plenty of good-natured ribbing for it also.

I was more interested in girls from the perspective of what they were wearing and whether or not they smoked. My taste gravitated to beautiful, heavily made up “slutty types,” and even then, it was mostly just to watch.

On a Monday afternoon, early in the year, I was having lunch at the outdoor food court with the guys, and they were talking about what they wanted to do for next weekend already.

“Let’s see, Brad said. The Catbird really sucked on Saturday, so I don’t think we’ll be going back there anytime soon,” referring to one of the popular college bars.

“Yeah, but it used to good, right?” I chimed in.

Kenny and Doug were laughing. “What would you know about it Chris? You never notice the girls anyway. You just hang out at the bar and order vodkas and cranberry juice!” Doug said. This put me on the defensive, for show if not for anything else.

“Hey man, that’s not fair. I danced with that girl Melanie last weekend, remember? She looked really hot.”

“So what happened Chris?” my roommate Brad said, expecting me to give like a full confession of my failings.

He did have a point. “Well, we talked afterwards, but I guess we really had nothing to discuss. You know, nothing in common.”

“That’s just it Chris. You never seem to have anything in common with the girls you talk to. You have to be suave, a little aloof. Girls like that.”

So what was I supposed to do? Save face and put on a show for my friends. How could I tell them ‘Hey guys, you wanna hear something? I like dressing like a girl and smoking long, girly cigarettes, then wanking off to them.’ No, I don’t think that would work out very well. Maybe I’m overthinking this and making a big thing about my relationships or lack of with girls – so I let my friends ribbing just slide.

On the other side of the food court next to the fountain I noticed a girl sitting on the edge of the fountain’s pool. She had long blonde hair, and heavy black eyelashes, and a body that looked like she got poured into her tight jeans. She was casually reading a book and smoking one of those long, all-white cigarettes. Immediately I got a big hard on and wishing that somehow I could meet her – but how? My friend’s chatter became simply background noise that I ignored. I was in a dream state.

“Hey Chris – what’s wrong with you? You’re staring at that hot blonde girl by the fountain.”

I was busted. “Oh no Brad,” I said. I’m just tired. You know I was up late last night studying for the poly sci test Friday.”

Then Kenny chimed in. “You’re right Brad, she is hot. Maybe there’s hope for Chris here. I think he needs our help.” I turned bright red right away.

“Come on guys, it’s nothing. I can meet a girl on my own if I want to,” I said defensively.

“We’re not saying you can’t, but maybe we could help things along is all I’m saying.”

“Thanks, but no thanks,” I said. The conversation then died, and I saw the girl pick up her bag and walk away. After that day, the guys never brought up the subject again, but three days later I went back to the food court myself, and bought myself a sandwich and instead of sitting outside the shop I took a seat on the edge of the fountain, very close to where I saw the girl sitting the other day. I was hoping that maybe she’d sit down next to me, and I could strike up a conversation. But who was I kidding? A hot girl like her would have nothing to do with a guy like me anyway. Why would she? I had nothing to offer anybody.

I ate in silence, and tried to seem aloof, realizing how stupid my idea was. But not two minutes after I had that thought, the impossible happened – I saw her out of the corner of my eye sit down about twenty feet away from me on the side of the pool. Like the other day, she took out a book, began reading, and lit up another one of those cigarettes.

Now my heart really started beating fast and my palms began to sweat. The weather was warm enough in the early fall for her to be wearing a really short leather skirt, and a button down white blouse, open just enough for me to see a very nice cleavage, straining at the material to pop out. Her blonde hair fell nicely in the space between her breasts. I stole quick glances and looked away; she being none the wiser.

I continued eating and then took my laptop out and randomly opened up a web page, my attention fixated upon my fantasies of that girl. She didn’t notice me or make any move to talk to me, even though we were the only two people sitting on the edge of the fountain pool. Then, just like a few days ago when I first noticed her with my friends, she gathered up her things and left.

The next day was the same thing; I was the first one at the food court, bought a sandwich, and sat down at the edge of the fountain, and busied myself with mindless stuff, hoping she’d show up and sit next to me. A few minutes went by and just like yesterday, there she was – taking her seat on the edge, drinking a coffee and reading a book.

But what was my goal? I wanted not just to talk to her, but I wanted to be like her . . . Yes, I know, it sounds crazy, but when you have a fantasy fetish, anything’s possible. Again, I wasn’t noticed, and I couldn’t even begin to know how to strike up a conversation. After thirty minutes or so, she picked up and left.

Just for the sake of appearances, I sat there for another ten minutes and picked up my stuff and went to my afternoon class. Later that evening, Kenny and Doug paid a visit to our room and started a conversation about where we would go on the weekend. A decision was made to visit another college bar; The Black Cat, one of the livelier places in town with a dance floor and decent music.

“Chris,” Brad said. “Saturday night, we’re gonna get you laid,” my roommie said with a smile on his face. Kenny and Doug looked at me skeptically. “You’ve been acting funny ever since that hot blonde showed up at the food court.”

“Leave him alone Brad,” Doug said, rising to my defense. “Let him do his thing. If he wants to hook up with some girl, let him find one himself. He doesn’t need our help.”

Brad sighed. “Okay, but you know Chris, we only want you to be happy, right?”

“Sure, there’s no problem,” I said, thoughts about the mystery girl occupying my mind.

___________________________

_____________

It was Saturday night, and we were getting ready to go out. None of my friends were seeing anyone, so the night was ours (or theirs) for the taking. I was secretly hoping that hot blonde from the fountain would show up. So we piled into my roommate Brad’s car and drove into town to the Black Cat. The lot in the back was almost full and it was only eight o’clock. We could hear the music coming from inside, and around the back door, kids were congregating, talking loudly, and drinking bottles of beer.

Once inside we headed for the bar to get some liquid courage. Couples were dancing; guys with girls, and girls with girls which was typical. We finished our first round of beers and ordered a second. I had a bladder the size of a peanut, so after the second round, feeling a little buzz, I made my way to the men’s room at the back of the dancefloor, down a little hallway.

On my way back, I had just left the hallway when someone grabbed my arm. I turned around quickly, thinking someone had accidentally bumped into me, when I got the shock of my life. It was the blonde from the food court. She spun me around, so I was staring at her face.

“I think you’ve been stalking me,” she said, her voice loud over the music. Her gaze was piercing me; brown eyes, hands on her hips, an expression on her face like she was demanding an explanation for a crime even before the trial. I didn’t know what to say, but I was glad that she made the first move, even under these circumstances.

“No I haven’t,” I stammered, trying to sound convincing.

“Well I think it’s a little odd. For the last few weeks I’ve come to the food court and took my place at the fountain, you’ve always been there. I’ve seen you steal long glances at me.” She had me, and she also had my cock standing at full attention through my jeans.

I don’t know where my next comment came from – maybe from the beer cutting through my inhibitions. “Okay, maybe, but I wasn’t stalking you. I just find you attractive and I didn’t know how I would approach you. Simple as that.” I think if the guys heard that they would be very impressed indeed. I certainly was.

Her expression quickly changed to a sly smile. “Really now. So you find me attractive, huh?”

I swallowed, realizing how stupid I must have sounded. I had no choice but to continue along the lines I started. “Yes I did, er., do.”

“So how come you never approached me? You know I thought about ignoring you tonight when I saw you come in with your friends,” she said, looking over across at the bar where they were still standing. “Did your friends try to make you come over and talk to me that first day at the food court? I saw how all of you were looking at me. I know all about how ‘horny little boys think.’”

“And what would you have done if I did approach you and talk to you?” I said.

“Well, I wouldn’t bite if that’s what you mean.” I couldn’t believe this conversation was even happening. How such a cool, together girl would even find me good enough, up to her standards which I’m sure must have been high, to want to get to know.

I shrugged, feeling like an idiot, and I took things to the next level, which again surprised the hell out of me. “Would you like to dance?” I said, totally expecting a rejection.

“As a matter of fact I would, very much,” she said, smiling. I was shocked, but I decided to just go with the flow. It was a fast number, but she quickly took the lead and placed her arms around my shoulders, getting very close to me. I could smell alcohol, cherry lip gloss and cigarette smoke on her breath which made my cock start to throb. He breath was warm, and I did the only thing I could – I leaned in and kissed her. She slid her tongue between her lips, and it made its way into my mouth and twisted itself around mine. She pressed into me with a rapacious hunger, as if I was the first guy she had been with in a long time. I wondered if she knew the effect she was having on me.

She pulled off me, staying close and smiling, as her hands ran their way up and down my torso. “What’s your name? I’m Evie,” she said.

“I’m known as Chris,” I said with a small attempt at humor.

“Ha ha, that’s funny,” she said. “Well ‘known as Chris,’ let’s continue, I like this,” and she slammed me again with her glossed lips. We continued at this for a while, and I felt her hand go down between us and it started rubbing my cock through my jeans. “Oooh, that feels nice,” she said. “I’m glad I make such a good first impression.”

“Yeah, you do.” We stayed as we were, stuck to each other, oblivious to the change in beat of the music coming from the deejay. I was going with the flow. I knew this was a “fetish attraction,” but it made no difference. I wasn’t trying to make it anything more, knowing that things would just take their course.

Then she stopped, and with her arms still locked around my shoulders she said, “How about we go somewhere?” I wasn’t ready to leave my friends, and I wondered where she had in mind. Over her shoulders I saw my friends standing at the bar and smiling at me. Brad gave me a thumbs up as Kenny and Doug looked on in amazement.

“Where did you have in mind?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and ran her nails up and down my crotch. “Just outside, I have my RV here.”

“Wow, you have an RV?”

“Yes, my parents surprised me with it. It used to belong to my family. We went places during the summer with it, but when I went off to school, they thought it would give me some measure of privacy. I like privacy Chris, you?”

“Yeah, I’m all for privacy, I’m just a bit shocked that’s all.”

“Well don’t be. ‘Don’t analyze, utilize,’ is what I say.”

She grabbed me by the arm, and we made a beeline for the door.
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WE WALKED AROUND TO THE BACK OF THE PLACE, and I noticed the white and brown camper that we all saw earlier. I could never have imagined that it would be hers.

We went up the four steps and she opened the door with her key. “Well this is it,” she said, moving her arms around. It was just like you’d expect – the small kitchen area with the bed and a small TV off to the side. I wondered if she lived in a dorm and this was an extra place, or if she just lived here. There wasn’t time for me to ask that question as she went right to work on me, unbuttoning my jeans and pulling them, along with my boxers down.

She pulled my t-shirt up, bent down, and rubbed her head back and forth on my chest, the feel of silky, smoke-scented hair driving me crazy. I placed my hands on her head, and she got down on her knees and with one hand pulled my cock down from its upward position and placed it against her lips. Her tongue slipped through and started licking around the head of my cock, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. This was, after all, my first time.

“Umm Chris, you taste really nice,” she said and parted her lips more taking my entire cock inside her wet, hungry mouth. “And you’re nice and wide too,” she added with what seemed like a genuine sense of wonder. She began to bob her head up and down my length, and wrap her tongue around me, licking the soft underside of my pulsing cock.

It wasn’t long before I felt myself leak a bit of pre cum out and she stopped and made a big show of licking her lips, chuckling; “Chris, you taste like a salty sucking candy.”

I laughed and kept a light pressure on top of her head. She resumed her bobbing and slurping and I felt a fire rise from inside me, like I was jerking off, but more intense than I ever felt before. Then I let loose a torrent of thick warm cum into her mouth; so much so that a portion dribbled down the corners of her lips. She didn’t stop, and kept sucking on me down my entire length, gulping down all the cum in her mouth, and licking until my cock was clean.

Then she came off me and stood up, kissing me. I got a good taste of my own cum and even licked the cum that dribbled down the sides of her mouth. We parted, and she was a couple of inches from my face, and she said to me, “This was your first time, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was,” I said, feeling no need to lie to her.

“I had a feeling it was.”

“What gave me away?”

She placed her arms around my shoulders and rubbed my neck gently with her fingers. “I’ve been around enough to know,” she said, seeming to look through me. She kissed me hard again. “Don’t worry about it. You don’t have any bad habits I need to break you of.”

She went to her bag on the small camper bed and took out a pack of those long, all-white cigarettes and let one dangle out the corner of her mouth. She lit it up with a quick flick of a thin silver butane lighter. My cock immediately went to full attention, not escaping her notice.

“Well, well, look what we have here,” she said. “Some little boy has a smoking fetish I see,” she said chuckling. I was embarrassed. “Humm, I wonder what other fetishes you have that I don’t know about. But then again, I only just met you Chris. I’m sure I’ll figure you out,” she said, purposely taking a long, seductive drag and blowing the smoke into my face. I sat down on her bed and stared at her. She made an impressive sight in those tight-fitting, faded blue jeans and red cotton, button down blouse. She was tall. I don’t think I mentioned that. In fact she was taller than me by a few inches. Her voice was a bit throaty and very seductive. If I could have one woman with all my fetishes rolled up into one, it would be Evie.

“Would you like a cigarette, Chris?” I didn’t answer right away. “Come on, I know you’ve smoked before and you’re probably dying for one, right? I mean, how could you not. I’m probably the closest anyone’s come to fulfilling all of your fetishes. It’s okay, really. I don’t mind helping you figure yourself out.”

If I said she was perceptive as fuck, I wouldn’t be overstating it. She was right. I was dying for one. “Okay Evie, sure. I’ll take one, thanks.” She lit me up with the same quick flick of the lighter she used for herself. The last time I smoked was when I was home for vacation and my parents were out of the house. Of course, the last few years I was missing my sister’s lingerie, and I always regretted not keeping a pair for myself.

As I took my first few drags, Evie began to laugh. “What’s so funny Evie?”

“Well, for one thing, I bet you don’t smoke in front of your friends. Am I right?”

“Yeah, but so what? It’s an occasional thing.”

She squinted her eyes. “But that’s not all there is, is it? I see the way you hold that cigarette – just like a woman, a slutty woman.”

I turned bright red, she was right.

“You see Chris, I was once like you,” she said, coming closer to me and putting the tip of her index finger on my nose. My mouth was open at her perceptiveness.

“Don’t worry about it honey. I kind of like you,” she said. “I’m gonna rock your world.” The night was still young. Her promise resonated with me.
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SHE STOOD UP IN FRONT OF ME and unbuttoned her blouse and let her jeans down and stepped out of them. She was wearing a violet thong underneath. Her breasts were large. Oh, I forgot to mention – she wasn’t even wearing a bra. The red kind of hid them, but when we got into the camper earlier, I saw the nipples poking through the cotton. She saw me taking her in and I could tell she enjoyed being ogled.

“Now Chris, I want you to fuck me, okay? Do you think you can?”

I cleared my throat; this was all so unexpected. “Sure, I mean I can try.”

“Just relax,” she said as she took a drag and did a French inhale. “Now here’s what I want you to do. You’re going to fuck me in the ass, okay?”

I didn’t respond and she went over to her bag and took out a tube of lubricating jelly and tossed it to me. “I’m gonna hop on the bed, and I want you to rub this all around my asshole and place some on your cock, okay sweetie?”

“Uh, okay.” God I felt so stupid.

She got on the narrow bed on her knees and moved the center piece of the thong over to the side of her left butt cheek. I hopped on and spread the gel on her asshole and down to the border of the thong. “Okay Chris, stick your finger in my tight little hole, and rub it around, okay?” I did just as she asked.

She groaned and let out a long sigh. “Yeah, that’s it Chris. Now FUCK ME!”

I think I was hard enough and placed the tip of my cock against her puckered asshole. I went in and was amazed at how her sides just grabbed hold of my cock and sucked it in. I withdrew and began pounding her. My eyes were closed, and I was locked in an erotic fantasy. For a split second I wondered how this would feel if I was the one getting hammered. But that kind of thinking was crazy, right?

I went faster and faster and she backed up on me and matched me thrust for thrust. Soon she let out a scream that I thought could be heard inside the bar. Then I came too, so soon after that incredible blow job. I kept thrusting, the warm feeling of my own cum surrounding my cock making me go faster. I let out a stifled scream, and she said in a throaty voice, “That’s it Chris, just let yourself go!”

That’s exactly what I did. There was nothing left inside of me. She pulled off my cock and spun around on the bed and grabbed my length, then kissed me deeply.

“I see lots of potential in you Chris – more than you realize.” What did she mean by that? I wondered. “Come on Chris, let’s go back inside,” she said.

____________________

________

When we walked back into the bar, about two hours had gone by and my friends were at the bar. They all stared at Evie and me walking hand in hand. Brad gave me a thumbs up sign, and the expressions on the faces of Kenny and Doug were blank. Clearly, they were amazed.

On the side of the dance floor Evie placed her arms around my shoulders again and kissed me deeply. She told me, “Give me your phone number, I have a surprise for you.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“You’ll see. I told you I wasn’t finished with you yet.”

I watched Evie as she rejoined her friends. They were all hot like her. But there was something else – they seemed more mature than the other girls in school I was used to. I couldn’t put my finger on it.

When I got back to the bar, Brad raised his hand like high five. I slapped him back, and Kenny patted my back. “Way to go stud! You were gone for a long time. So, did you get some – for the first time in your life?”

“Yes I did.” Of course I didn’t give them all the details about her peculiar tastes in sex.

“Where did you go?” Kenny asked.

“She uh, she has a camper parked out in the back.”

“Whoa guys, did you hear that? A fucking camper!”

“Well this calls for a celebration, right guys?” Kenny said.

“Sure, let’s by our boy – or should I say, ‘our man here’ a drink.”

We left soon after that. I enjoyed my new status with my friends. I was no longer a virgin. Of course there was much more to it than that, but it was my business.

Two days later I got a phone call from Evie. “Hi Chris, are you recovered from Saturday night?” and she was laughing.

“Yes, I think so. Why wouldn’t I be. I had a wonderful, amazing time.”

“Did you now?” she said teasingly.

“Of course.”

“Well, there’s more. Listen, my sorority is having a little get together Saturday night. You can meet me there. I’ll text you the address.”

“Sounds great! What time?”

“You can come over at eight o’clock. The house will have my camper in front of it. You’ll recognize it, right?” and she laughed – that throaty, playful laugh of hers that turned me on so much.

“How could I miss it?”

So when I told my friends that I had a date for Saturday night they were very happy for me, but not shocked for a change. I enjoyed my new status. I mean out of all of us, the fact that I would be the only one who was actively dating was absurd, and yet, here I was.
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I TOOK THE CAMPUS SHUTTLE SATURDAY NIGHT downtown, and it was a just a few blocks until I came upon her camper parked in front of a green painted clapboard house.

Sure enough, a wooden sign over the porch told the story – Alpha Gamma Tau, a girl’s sorority on campus. I vaguely remembered “stories” about some kind of strange sorority on campus, but I wasn’t sure which one it was. Anyway, I wasn’t about to leave – Evie was there.

There were cars parked all up and down the street, and I could hear music and laughter coming from the house. I walked up to the house and went up the stairs to the wooden porch. The door was an old door with a brass knocker, and I felt a bit embarrassed as I banged it. A tall, long-haired brunette with sparkling blue eyes opened the door. “Ohhh hi! You must be Chris. Evie’s told us all about you. Come in, go up to the bar and get a drink. Evie will be with you shortly,” she said, and led the way inside.

There were lots of girls inside, and they outnumbered the guys about four to one, if I had to guess. The music was loud, and some couples were dancing in the middle of the big room which served as a party room of sorts. I spotted Evie across the room, and she spotted me right away and came over to me.

“Well hello stranger,” she said with a side glance, looking me over. Then she pulled me in for a long kiss.

“Stranger? It’s only been a week.”

“That’s what I mean. A week is too long; so ‘stranger.’”

“Okay,” I said.

“Here, let’s go up to the bar and have a drink,” she said, pulling me along by the arm. Some of the girls interrupted their conversations and gave Evie a nod.

“So you live here I assume.”

“You assume correctly. I don’t just live here. I’m the president of this little sorority.”

“Well, I don’t know much about Greek life on campus, but I’m assuming that’s a big deal.”

“Yeah, it has its perks I suppose. They like my strength and my leadership.”

“Well then, I’m honored to be your guest.”

“You say that now. Let’s see what you say by the end of the evening.”

We went over to the bar, and I had about two beers and Evie did the same. She lit up a cigarette and offered me one, but I refused.

“Humm, strange. I guess you only like to smoke when you’re alone with me,” she said.

I didn’t answer and I let her think what she would. “Just a minute Chris. Wait here, and I’ll be right back,” she said. She walked over to a group of about four girls, and they were laughing while Evie was talking to them. Could it have been about me, I wondered.

“Okay Chris, you ready? Let’s go up to my room,” she said happily. That was the first time I really saw her laugh. There were three floors and Evie lived on the second. From the looks of the room, she lived alone. I suppose that was one of the perks of being a sorority president.

“This is me,” she said.

“Wow, a camper and a single room. You really are a celebrity,” I said.

“Yeah, you could say that. Oh just so you know Chris, I’m really fucking horny tonight. I hope you’re ready for me.”

My cock was pounding in my jeans when I heard that. She walked over to me and threw her arms around my shoulders, hugging me strongly and kissed me deeply. It was even more delicious than the last times. I pushed back on her and our tongues intertwined and rubbed with strong passion. She backed off and unfastened my jeans, pulling them, along with my boxers down. She got on her knees and started to suck my cock again, and then stopped after a few seconds.

“Evie,” I said surprised. “Why are you stopping?”

“Because Chris, it’s time to stop pretending my sweet.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

She gave me that look again. “You’ll see.”

I watched as she went to her bag and took out her cell phone. She was speaking to one of her girlfriends and I could hear laughter from the other end, and then she hung up.

“We’re getting some company tonight Chris.”

“Oh? Should I be pleased?”

“I think so. You can tell me afterwards.”

Just then there was a knock on the door and three girls walked into Evie’s room – the brunette that let me in the house, and two more girls. They were all to die for. They stood there and looked at me like I was some kind of a science experiment. “Come on now girls,” Evie said. “Don’t make him nervous.”

“Okay Chris, I assume you’ve met Colleen,” she said, pointing to the long haired brunette with blue eyes. “This angel here is Stacy,” introducing a girl with a short bob of auburn hair. “And this beautiful picture of loveliness is Darlene,” pointing out a magnificent red head with nice, rounded hips and large tits. None of them were wearing bras underneath their skimpy tight clinging cloth dresses and their tits were sticking out like nails from their blouses. All of them wore either black or red high heels.

“Sorry if we’ve embarrassed you Chris,” Darlene said laughing. “You might say we’re Evie’s backup.”

“Backup for what?” I said and the girls started laughing.

You have to remember that the whole time I was standing there with my pants and my boxers pulled down around my ankles, and my glorious cock on display for all of them to see.

“Wow, what a lovely dick he has Evie! You never told us about that,” Colleen said. She squealed with delight, pushed me down on the bed and jumped on top of my lap facing away from me, grinding her large, tight butt against my cock. I saw a small dark stain appear on the fabric as a drop of pre cum leaked out of me onto her. I had to clench my teeth to avoid gushing a tsunami of cum.

“Say Evie, do you think he’s ready?” Colleen asked.

That got my attention right away and I asked, “Ready . . . for WHAT!?”

“You’ll see,” Evie said with a sly grin on her face. This was the first time I’ve ever seen her in this mood. She looked at me straight in the eyes and as I was sitting on the bed after Colleen’s lap dance, she took center stage in the middle of the room while the girls giggled.

She pulled the skimpy dress she was wearing over her head and threw it on the floor revealing her voluptuous curves and big tits, wearing just a bright red, laced-top, G-String.

She took a cigarette out of her black bag and let it dangle from the corner of her mouth as she lit it with a quick flick of her lighter. She did a snap French inhale which made my cock start to throb. Then she hooked a thumb in the front waistband of her thong, and moved it slowly from side to side. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She slowly pulled the thong down, and out popped a large COCK!

I was speechless to say the least; but there was a ‘feeling’ I had that perhaps I was sort of expecting this from the very beginning, and had to admit to myself that I was indeed turned on by transgender women. 

I played along.

“Evie, what the fuck is going on here?”

She made a “tfft” sound and said, “It should be obvious now Chris my love. I’m what some would call a transgender female, or as I like to call myself, a shemale.”

Then I started to put two and two together. All the times we’ve fucked, it’s always been in her ass. Even though I was a virgin before meeting Evie, I knew there was something strange about her sexual proclivities. I think that my roommate Brad, or Doug or Kenny would run out of the room if they were in my situation, but I had no such thoughts. I was rather turned on by it. I was even jealous of her. To elaborate on what I said earlier, she was everything that my little fetishes desired, and that I wasn’t – a gorgeous, smoking slut – with a cock.

“It seems to me Chris, that you’re, how shall I say it – ‘into me,’ and who I really am.”

“It sure seems like it Evie,” Darlene, the redhead said, laughing.

Evie’s cock was very hard, and sticking up from the top lace border of the thong, tucked underneath her shaved balls. Very nonchalantly, with her black high heels clacking on the tile floor of her room, she sashayed over to her dresser, and pulled out a royal blue set of a satin G-String like hers, and a stretch bra with hard cups. The cigarette was dangling out of her mouth and smoke was curling out of her nose as she threw them at me. She smiled as I picked them off the bed and held them in front of me, staring at them.

“You see girls,” Evie said, “Chris here has a couple of little fetishes. Isn’t that right Chris, or should I call you ‘Chrissy?’”

“Well?” she said to me softly in a non-threatening way.

I swallowed hard and made my admission in front of the four of them.

“Uh, she’s right. I might as well come clean here. “I have a bit of a smoking fetish, and I’ve dressed up in . . . in girl’s lingerie before – and maybe a dress or two from my older sister . . .” I said in a voice just above a whisper.

“I just knew it Evie!” Darlene said. “From everything you’ve told us, I knew he did!” All of them were laughing except Evie who was looking at me and smiling, both sympathetic and encouraging.

“Go ahead Chris, try them on. Time to stop pretending,” Evie said. So I stepped out of my jeans and boxers, and pulled my t-shirt up over my head and threw it on the floor. Now I was buck naked. I picked up the G-String and felt the soft, cool satin between my fingertips, and moved them from side to said. My heart was beating fast. Then I placed it on the floor and stepped into it. As I pulled it up my legs I relished the tickling, smooth feel of the thong against my hairless legs. It brought me right back to my fourteen year old self when all of this was just an impossible fantasy. Now it was coming true at last. I pulled it up around my junk and a shiver went through me. As I centered it, the feeling was indescribable – beyond the physical. I took a deep breath and stood up straight. I picked the bra off the bed and placed it over my head and put my arms through the straps. It was a bit tight, and it pulled the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. I stepped towards the mirror on the back of the room door and admired myself.

As if she could read my mind, Evie handed me a cigarette and lit me up. Darlene, Stacy and Colleen lit up too. The sight of the four of them smoking and wearing those silky panties was enough to make me jizz without even touching myself – unreal!

“And now for the main event of the evening,” Evie said, smiling at me. “I don’t know about you other girls, but I’m as horny as FUCK!”

“Come on now ‘Chrissy,” hop onto the bed. I promise I’ll be gentle,” Evie said softly. I knew what was coming, and truth be told, I was looking forward to it.

Evie walked over to her nightstand and pulled out the familiar tube of lube gel, only now, it was for me. “I’ll go easy on you Crissy, I promise. The first time is always a bit strained, but not to worry. You’re going to love this, and I know it’s what you’ve been dreaming about all your life.”

She was right, and I hopped on the bed and got on my knees, sticking my butt high in the air. Evie didn’t waste any time and moved the satin strap over my right butt cheek. Then she rubbed the cool gel up and down my taint, and stuck her index finger in my ass and moved it around from side to side. I felt a fullness with her finger inside me, but I tried hard to ignore it. Then she placed another squirt of gel up and down the length of her cock. She groaned with pleasure.

Before I could process anything, I felt the soft tip of her cock touch my puckered cherry asshole. “This is your boy pussy honey, or as we call it, your ‘bussy.’ Get used to it.”

Slowly she entered me with just the tip of her cock and pulled out. It stung, but it wasn’t so horrible. Then she went inside me deeper and faster. I clenched my fists and gnashed my teeth against the pain, but I trusted Evie. Soon the pain gave way to a strange, exquisite pleasure. I moved my ass back on her stiff, thrusting cock, keeping in time with her. She was breathing hard and pounding me good – harder than I ever pounded her. Finally I heard her gasp and felt an explosion of her warm, thick cum filling up my bussy. It was an incredible feeling, because at the same time, I felt a ball of fire awaken inside of me. Then, without even touching my cock, I spilled a full load into the pouch of my G-String, crying out in unearthly pleasure. She kept going, and I felt some of her cum spill out alongside the inside of my butt cheeks.

She pulled out and picked up my shoulders and spun me around kissing me hard on the mouth. Gently she whispered, “You’ve got potential Chrissy, and now it’s time to really break you in. Ready girls?” she said to her friends. What was this about I wondered. It didn’t take too long for me to find out what she meant.

They were all smiling and laughing. “It looks like she was incredible Evie,” Darlene the redhead said.

“Wait a second,” Colleen said. “I’m next,” and without an explanation, Colleen took her skimpy dress off – the one with my jizz stain on it from the lap dance, and she too pulled down her thong, revealing a rather large and wide cock. I was too exhausted from being ridden hard by Evie to really process what was happening. All I saw were what I knew to be three horny shemales with their cocks and their tongues hanging out.

“Don’t go anywhere honey,” Colleen said, laughing. Before I knew what was happening, Colleen was behind me, and I felt the familiar sensation of a cock hitting me from the rear. It wasn’t so painful as Colleen began her own thrusting, entering me and going back and forth hard and fast. This time there was hardly any discomfort, and I was actually enjoying myself.

Colleen was giddy with excitement as she went through her motions and the other girls, especially Evie were off on the side and smiling. Maybe because Evie had cum inside me just before, Colleen had an easier time of it, and she was fast and furious as my silky bussy closed tightly around her. I heard her gasp and again I felt the warm, familiar sensation of cum filling up my insides. Then I had a wave of intense pleasure wash through me like before, and I shot another load into the G-String.

Before she came off me, Colleen slapped my ass with the palm of her hand – and it really hurt.

“Ouch!” I yelled. “What was that for?” I asked.

“It’s just our way of showing that we own you Chrissy,” she said laughing. She came off me and then Evie said, “Now for the really good part Chrissy. I think you’ll like this.”

“What’s that I said?”

“Makeup time sweetie,” she said, sounding excited. Makeup. That was something I had no experience with. All I had done was lipstick. But I knew they would take care of me.

Evie was already dragging me into the bathroom and had the makeup kit laid out on the vanity table. It was exciting to say the least – an incredible turn on in what was a wild night of many firsts.

Evie was a maestro at it. I had brown hair and blue eyes. She put deep blue eyeshadow on me along with cherry red lip gloss and black eyeliner, lip liner, and since my eyebrows were thin, an eyebrow pencil filled it in. When she was done with me, Evie said, “Okay Chrissy, take a look yourself, but there’s one more thing!”

I got up and looked at my reflection in the mirror – the new me. Evie walked over to her closet and pulled a large box down from the top shelf, and inside of it was a very long, auburn wig. As she placed it on me, I saw the transformation complete. She offered me a cigarette and as I took my first drag, holding it effeminately between my two fingers, I became giddy with a large hard on as if I had never cum tonight.

I was stunned. I had never dreamed that I could actually look like a woman. Of course I didn’t have tits like they did, but I told myself that would come with time.
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“OKAY GIRLS,” EVIE SAID. “LET’S GO DOWNSTAIRS.”

“Hey, what about me?” asked Stacy, the short girl with auburn hair.

“Oh sure honey, I’m sorry. When Stacy took her dress off and pulled her G-String down, she had a cock too. I wasn’t surprised.

“Thank you Evie,” she said. “Now Chrissy, I want you to give me a blowjob. Evie tells us that you have lots of talent.”

I was looking forward to it. I had become by this point a real, smoky slut cock whore, and loving it. All the girls lit up and stood off to the side as Stacy stood in the  middle of the room. “Come on Chrissy don’t make me wait all night,” Stacy said in mocking good jest.

I threw a pillow on the floor (for my own comfort) and got down on my knees facing Stacy. I licked my glossed lips and took a large drag off the cigarette and exhaled all over Stacy’s cock before placing my closed lips against it.

As soon as my lips touched her cock she moaned, and I could taste the sweet/salty mix of her pre cum. Now I parted my lips slightly as I was about to throat my first cock. I was a natural, copying what Evie had taught me. I slipped my tongue out from between my glossed lips and slid it around the head of Stacy’s cock like a paint brush. She placed her hands on her thighs and moaned softly.

This encouraged me to go more and so I opened my lips and started to take her whole cock in my mouth. I made a tight seal with my lips and slowly went up and down her length. Immediately, Stacy placed her hands on the top of my head, keeping a firm, steady pressure. They moved along with my bobbing on her which was going faster and faster. The tip of her cock pressed against the inside of my mouth making an impression with my movement. The other three girls were looking on with envy.

My mouth was wet enough that I slid easily up and down her. She hissed between her teeth and clenched the hair of my wig in her fists. Then she gasped and there was an explosion of cum – but not completely inside my mouth. Purposely she let the mother lode shoot right onto the front of my face. She grabbed her slippery cock and covered my eyes and lips with rivulets of cum. She was smiling as I looked up at her through my cum-covered eyes.

“Hey Chrissy, you were terrific. How does it feel to be an authentic cum-covered slut, humm?”

I smiled as my mascara started to run. “God I feel like such a whore!” I said to nobody in particular.

“Enoy it babe, cause that’s what you are from now on,” Evie called out to me.

I looked at myself in the mirror and I was getting off on myself – I had finally become the object of all  my fantasies.

“You know what honey?” Evie said.

“No what?”

“This entire sorority is all shemales, and now officially you have passed your pledge period. Consider tonight as your initiation.”

“You know, my friends told me there was something ‘special’ about this sorority. Now I guess I know what that was.”

Evie Laughed. “Come on, let’s find you some slutty outfit and take you downstairs to meet the others.”

________________________

__________

And that’s what happened. I joined the sorority, and the following year I moved into the sorority house, and Evie gave up her single to have me move in with her. Of course, there was also her camper which we used to go on some amazing road trips. The next year I followed the other girls and started HRT so I could look the part too. As far as my friends were concerned I lived a double life until the following fall. Of course they were all shocked, but they all surmised as much about me. I knew they did.

Isn’t it wonderful when fantasies come true?


CAUGHT WITH HIS PANTS DOWN!

A COLLEGE BOY’S SUMMER JOB UNEXPECTEDLY FLIPS HIS LIFE UPSIDE DOWN!
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I WAS HOME FROM COLLEGE FOR THE SUMMER, and I was searching high and low for a job – any job to help with my dismal cash flow situation. So one day my mother and I were having breakfast, and she said, “David, you know that my friend Marion just opened a bridal boutique on Barnes Street in town and I think she could use some help for the summer, so why don’t you go there and pay her a visit and ask? I’ll even call her before you go down.”

I thought she was kidding with me. “Thanks mom, but a ‘bridal boutique?’ I mean, what do I know about that sort of thing? Isn’t that more of a girl’s job?” I was serious. I could sell computer equipment, or break my back in a chain supermarket outlet, but a bridal boutique??

“Well David, when I told her you were looking for work, she absolutely insisted. She thinks you would be perfect for the job.”

Nevertheless, at least I would know what I would be paid - that was the most important thing. For some good money, I could swallow my pride. Besides, Marion was one of mom’s best friends, so I’m sure she’d be generous to me. So I reconsidered.

“Okay mom sure. Tell me when you speak to her and then I’ll go down. In two and a half months, I could make some decent cash.”

“Good David. I’ll call her this evening. I owe her one anyway.” So I went to my friend Hal’s house to play video games.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me Dave; a bridal boutique?” He was laughing very hard. “I suppose she’ll want you to model some dresses for her too!”

“Very funny.” I was getting angry. “Well, I don’t have the luxury of sitting home all summer and doing nothing if I wanted to. Your parents have money.”

“Hey man, I didn’t mean it like that. Look, the bottom line is money after all, and if you think you can make decent money, then why not? But you gotta admit it does sound a little strange – a BRIDAL boutique?”

“She’ll probably have me running the cash register or inventory or something. Plenty of men own these places too you know.”

“Well okay then. You’re right, I was wrong for judging you Dave.”

When I came home my mom was smiling. “Good news David. Marion is thrilled at the idea. She’d like you to come to the store on Saturday to talk to you about the job.”

“Sounds great mom – thanks.”

It was settled then. This Saturday I would go down there and see what it was all about. I could always say “no” if I wanted to, and I’m sure she would understand.

So I went downtown to Marion’s store. There were the usual dresses in the window, and a bunch of mothers and daughters were inside looking at and trying on dresses. The place was done up in pink furnishings and full of mirrors.

“David, how nice to see you,” Marion said, as she strutted across the floor in her stiletto heels. It had been a few years since I’d last seen her, and she was HOT, I mean dizzyingly hot! Her figure was incredible, and her black dress was so tight it clung to her and perfectly accented her curves. She had short, black hair that was done up in a bob style, and tons of makeup. Her mouth was small, and there was something very lush and sensual about it. She looked me up and down.

“My how you’ve changed David,” she purred. “The last time I saw you was what, maybe three years ago. You were still in high school. But look at you now! You’ve matured nicely – a real man.”

I was blushing and I think it was obvious to her that she was turning me on. I was erect and pulsating through my jeans, and I’m positive she caught that, because after stealing a quick glance downward, she smiled at me with the corner of her mouth raised; like a smirk.

“Let’s get down to business shall we? I’m thinking what I can have you do. Why don’t we start with inventory and putting away some of the dresses that were tried on.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sounds okay with me Marion.”

“Good, then let me give you a tour of my shop. As a matter of fact you can start today!”

“Sounds wonderful Marion.”

“Good. We’ll fill out the paperwork later.”

I followed her and my eyes were stuck on her ass – what a view! The way the dress just clinged to her, riding high up on her waist, and her cleavage showed through the low cut. She showed me the stock room, and my first job was to gather the dresses left on the chairs and tables and place them on hangers where the tags told me where to put them.

How ‘girly’ is this? I said to myself. It’s just a job I reasoned, and I went about gathering up wedding dresses and gowns. As I handled my first gown – a “mother of the bride” dress, a navy blue silky thing, I lingered a bit, holding it between my fingers, enjoying the silky texture. I looked over my shoulder. The last thing I wanted was for Marion to see me “enjoying myself.” The strangest thing too was that I was still hard, and I didn’t know if it was because I was fantasizing about Marion, or the silky dress I was holding.

Marion was in the front helping out a customer, and I was in still in the back room with about five other dresses I had to put away. Suddenly, a very dirty thought struck me – suppose I tried to see how the smooth silk of this dress felt against my naked cock? But that was insane, right? I mean, what self-respecting young man would ever do something so sick, so repulsive; but the thought of doing it here in this back room, on the sly, was too much to resist. Besides it would only be a little harmless fun . . .

I put the dress back down on the chair on top of the others, and I saw through the open doorway that Marion was up front talking with a customer. I stuck my head back inside and I closed the doorway just enough to give myself some privacy and to hear if Marion or one of the three sales girls or Nadia the tailor was coming.

I picked up the dress again and walked over to the section of where it belonged on the rack. Then quickly I opened the zipper of my jeans and placed my large, engorged cock innocently just before the top of the silky hem. The feeling I got when my cock touched the fabric was indescribable. I felt giddy as the sensitive nerves on the underside of my cock rubbed against it. It was electrifying and sent shivers up and down my body. Then I began to rub it just a tad faster and faster until a tiny drop of pre cum came out and left a small dark circle on top of the nine hundred dollar garment. Horrified, I quickly pulled my cock off it and tried blowing on it to dry it off, but even though it was dry the stain was still left on the fabric.

Shit! What am I gonna do now? I asked myself with horror. Quickly, with my heart pounding in my chest, I placed the dress underneath the pile on the table that I gathered from the fitting rooms.

I saw that Marion was still outside talking to customers, but something changed in me; I was hooked on doing it again. So I placed about four dresses on the racks just as Marion told me to do. My cock was still hard because I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I flushed with giddy excitement that now that I was working here I could keep up with my little game. All I needed to do was to make sure that I wouldn’t be caught. Perhaps working here would be okay after all. I finished my first day with my cock hard and thinking about dresses.
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WHEN I CAME HOME MY MOTHER was sitting at the kitchen table. “So how was your first day David?”

“Not bad mom. Marion is very nice. She had me putting away clothes in the stockroom. You know the way I see it; men could own businesses like this.”

“That’s right David; no need to feel ashamed. I think I’ll call Marion and thank her.”

“Okay mom.”

Then we had dinner and instead of playing video games until late at night I went to sleep early to get up for my next day of work. I should also mention that I had to jerk off after the “activities” of the day. I couldn’t wait to see what the next day would bring.

I got into work for my ten to five shift, an hour after the store opened. Marion greeted me and she was beaming. “David, I’m really pleased with how you’ve taken to this job. I think things will work out just fine!”

“Good Marion, I’m so glad!” I said.

She gently wiped the back of her fingers across my cheeks making me blush in addition to my cock which was dying to jump out of my jeans saying as she studied my face, “You know David, there are some very pleasing things about your appearance.”

I was taken aback, and I answered her. “Like what Marion?”

She stepped back and her eyes looked me over up and down. “Well for one thing David, the way your lips are very compact and fleshy. They highlight your face, and your eyes are a beautiful, radiant blue. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but your figure is kind of, well, feminine.” She saw the look of surprise on my face and rushed to stand very close to me.

Sensing my discomfort, she said: “Oh come now David, you should embrace who you are! Let me rephase what I said. You are handsome, in a feminine sort of way . . . It’s a compliment David!”

I wasn’t sure how to react, but then my recollection of yesterday came back to me. Maybe she was onto something. Then she took both of my hands and held them in front of her. “I want to ask you something. I’m having kind of a show here in the shop next Thursday night. The girls are going to be modelling some of the bridesmaid dresses and a few wedding dresses for my guests. I want to show off my new lines. In fact, the local paper will be here to take pictures, plus it will go on the store’s INSTAGRAM page. How does that sound?”

“Well, that sounds fine Marion. But what does that have to do with me? You want me to be here to take pictures? I can do that.”

She smiled at me, but in a way that suggested something a bit more devious. “Yes, I want you to be here David, but I want you to actually be a model for a few of the dresses.”

My jaw dropped and I couldn’t believe what I was hearing; I was stunned. “You must be kidding Marion, right?”

“No David, I’m completely serious. In fact I discussed it with the girls. Nadia the tailor thinks you’ll be perfect! Look, it’s not a reflection on you as a person, I mean, you’re not gay are you?”

“No Marion, I’m not!”

“Then if you’re secure in your masculinity, I don’t see a problem – it’s just a job.”

She had a point, but I was just a tad confused. There was no way she could have known about my dirty little activity yesterday. So why did she want me? I happened to catch a glance of myself in a mirror, and I saw what she was getting at. I wasn’t overly, or even slightly muscular; I was just on the thin side, and I had smooth skin. Besides, there was a little voice inside me that said, Come on David, this is the chance of a lifetime – you know you want to try those sexy, soft dresses on, don’t you?

“Okay Marion, I’ll do it.”

She squealed and placed her arms around my shoulders, kissing me on both cheeks. “I’m so happy David! You have no idea. Oh, there is one other little thing.”

I had a feeling I knew what was coming. The thought titillated me, but I didn’t want to seem too excited about it.

“We’re going to have to put some makeup and a wig on you. There’s a nice selection in the back. We can go look through them later. I need the ‘full effect’ from you.”

I was committed and really had no choice at this point. “Okay Marion, that’s fine.”

“Wonderful David, you’ve made me so happy I can’t tell you! Okay, I have to go out front and see to some customers, so in the meantime, why don’t you collect some dresses in the fitting rooms and put them back in the store room okay? Then you can go for lunch.”

“Okay Marion.”

I could barely conceal my joy and collected the dresses rather quickly, my heart skipping beats. About an hour before I was to go and have lunch a purple ball gown struck my fancy and I picked it up and it majestically unfolded before me.

My cock started to throb, and I started to do what I did yesterday after making sure the coast was clear. I loved the feel of the cool satin brushing up against my fingertips as I gently caressed the dress. As soon as I pulled down my zipper and moved my boxers out of the way, my cock sprang to life, jumping out from the top of my boxers, and out through my open fly.

I wasted no time and “made love” to the dress, touching it gently to the tip of my hard cock, like a sort of foreplay. Then I began rubbing the dress down the whole shaft of my cock, and it gave me chills – just like yesterday, but more familiar; like a second date. I went faster and faster and felt the pre cum leak out of me, but instead of stopping I kept going, telling myself that I could get it off with a sponge afterwards. I had my eyes closed and my head tilted backwards.

Suddenly my reverie was broken by a loud voice: “DAVID! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?”

It was Marion, and she was standing in the doorway, looking at me, her hands on her hips. I let the dress drop to the floor. What could I say? I could think of nothing because I was in a state of panic – my erect cock was sticking up in the air. I stared back at her like a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen-wheeler.

“I, uh . . . I was . . .”

“I know exactly what you were doing David. You probably ruined this dress, and I saw the one from yesterday too by the way. You see, I’ve dealt with despicable, horny young men like yourself for a long time, so I know a thing or two about twisted sexual fantasies. I just never expected it from you, that’s all. Oh! Nice cock by the way!” and she smiled.

“Marion, I’m really sorry,” I said. I mean, what else could I say. I quickly pulled my now flaccid cock back into my pants and pulled the zipper of my jeans back up.

“Well, let me ask you something. First, I don’t think your mother would approve, now would she David,” she asked as she deliberately walked towards me, her shapely hips bouncing in the tight, black skirt she wore.

“Uh, no, she wouldn’t. You’re not gonna tell her are you Marion?”

“Well, that depends,” she said as she was standing just two inches from me; the aromas of jasmine perfume and fresh cigarette smoke coming from her body.

“Depends on what?” I asked in a shaky whisper.

She let out a small laugh and ran her finger down the bridge of my nose. “It depends on if you do what I tell you.” She paused. “You’re not that smart David. Did you think I wouldn’t see that little stain you left on the dress yesterday? You see I know my inventory, and the dress you ‘played with’ was put in the wrong place. I was actually happy when I saw what your dirty little cock did to it.”

I swallowed hard. “You were??”

“Yes, because I had my feelings about you, but when I saw this morning what you did, I knew that I had you! The show on Thursday is only the beginning. I’m going to see to it that you play the part perfectly.”

I wondered what she meant when she walked to the door of the stockroom, shutting and locking it. She sauntered back to me and threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard, her tongue sliding out from between her lips and entering my mouth, where it rubbed itself around mine. Her waist pressed into mine and she “cooed” when she felt my hard-on.

“If you go along with me David and do as I say, this is just a taste of what is in store for you.”

I had never had a woman like Marion before, or any woman for that matter. I pulled her closer to me and we stayed locked together for what seemed like minutes, when I felt her hand stroking my cock through my jeans. I had pre cum leaking out into my boxers when her hand reached up and undid my belt and the snap on my jeans. With a quick motion she pulled my jeans and boxers down, so they fell in a heap around my ankles.

I asked, shocked and pleased, “Marion what are you doing?”

“Shut up and enjoy it David.”

Before I could answer, she was on her knees in front of me and I felt her red glossed lips touch the tip of my cock, bouncing on and off it – teasing me. “Umm David, you taste so good,” she said, as she licked the pre cum off my cock tip.

Then I felt her lips embrace the tip of my cock and make a tight seal as they slid up and down me. At first she was just playing around with my head, and after a few minutes she was sliding all the way up down my shaft.

I had a thing for older women and Marion was at least forty-two. She also smoked those long, all-white cigarettes which was a secret fetish of mine. My eyes were closed as I was fantasizing – I couldn’t believe my luck! Was this truly happening to me? My hands pressed down upon her head gently, but firmly.

Her sliding up and down me became more intense, her tongue wrapping itself around my cock like a snake. Shit! I couldn’t take it anymore and I stifled a scream, so as not to let the others in the front of the store hear.

“Fuck Marion, you’re incredible,” I said in a harsh whisper. Then I exploded, and a huge wad of thick cum shot out of me all inside of her mouth. She sucked hard and didn’t miss a drop like a hungry, thirsty bitch.

She licked me clean until there was no more cum in her mouth or around my cock. Then she came off me slowly and looked at me, her half-closed eyes riveted on me, and a small smile appeared across her face. She slowly stood up and kissed me hard again, giving me a good taste of my own cum. I licked all around the inside of her mouth and her tongue, cleansing it of any remaining residue, and guess what? I fucking loved it. What was happening to me?

“How did you like that David?” She asked me in a soft voice.

“I loved it . . . I mean, you’re amazing Marion.”

“Pretty good for your first time, huh?” How did she know that? I looked at her with surprise.

“See, I knew I was right. You’re a very dirty, horny little boy David. Now get back to work,” she said, smiling at me as she left. “Just do me a favor David, and try not to mess up any more dresses, okay?”

“Sure Marion,” I said, slightly embarrassed, as she left the room.
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THE WEEK CAME AND WENT, and on Monday morning as I came into work, I could swear the girls were looking at me and smiling, whispering to each other. Marion must have told them her plan.

“David, come with me into the stock room, and you too Nadia,” Marion said, motioning to the tailor.

“David meet Nadia, our tailor. Nadia, David is going to be part of our client show on Thursday evening. He’s going to model a dress for us.”

“Hi David,” Nadia said. “That’s really nice of you to do for us,” she said. “Marion, he’s got the perfect build. I think he’ll be a very lovely lady, don’t you think?”

I tried hard to hide my excitement. My secret was out, and so far my experience here was rather pleasant. Nadia went to the hangars and picked out a few evening dresses. She walked away holding three.

“Now these should look lovely on him. They all match his auburn hair,” she said beaming at me.

“Yes indeed,” Marion said. “Now David, tell your mother you’re going to be late today. After the shop closes we’re going to try them on and have sort of a ‘dress rehearsal’ for Thursday evening.”

“Sure Marion,” I said. There was no way I could back out – I was trapped now, but the thought was not an unpleasant one as my stiff cock told me.

After the store closed the girls ordered in food and we all ate some takeout. They were looking at me – more like looking me over.

Some of them were laughing a bit, as Marion picked out a green, satin evening gown and laid it on a chair. “Now David I want you to come into the bathroom with me. I need to put some makeup on you.”

My mind was spinning, and my secret desire quickly overpowered any reservations I had. Still, I was reluctant to let my excitement show through. “Marion, is this really necessary?”

“Come on David,” she said in a seductive cat-like voice. “You don’t really think I’d let you model a dress for the show without makeup, now do you?”

It kind of made sense to me. “Uh, I guess not.”

“Well then, what are you waiting for? Follow me,” she said as she led the way to the bathroom, looking over her shoulder and smiling at me.

One of the salesgirls, a tall, shapely blonde, Tiffanie said, “I’ll bet he turns out beautiful Marion. Good enough to fuck!”

“Stop Tiffanie! We don’t want to scare David.”

Far from it. I wasn’t scared, I was more curious to see how I would turn out. Now, even if she told my mother, which I knew deep inside she wouldn’t – it wouldn’t bother me.

The bathroom was in back of the stockroom, and I could see immediately that it was used for dressing up the models for the shows Marion put on. “Come on David, take a seat.”

I sat on a plush velvet chair in front of the lighted mirror. On the table was an open makeup case with everything in it – even false eyelashes. Marion worked methodically and quickly, starting with the facial makeup and then the blue eyeshadow and finally the lip liner and lip gloss. I was facing sideways, and she wouldn’t allow me to see what she was doing until she told me I could look. She was humming as she worked and gave me a shoulder massage and gently kissed my neck which sent chills up and down my spine.

“Okay David, take all your clothes off. I’ve only seen your delicious cock, and now I want to see all of you.”

I silently did what she told me, and I kept telling myself it’s just a job . . . but I knew better. I was standing now with just my boxers on.

“David, I said to take everything off, did I not?”

“Uh, sorry Marion, you’re right.”

“Humm, well okay, so DO IT!”

As soon as my boxers were on the floor next to my jeans and t-shirt, Marion walked over to me and stroked my cock which was fully erect. She was smiling, and said “I’ll be right back David, don’t go anywhere.” When she left she closed the door, and I could hear the girls laughing outside.

In a minute Marion returned carrying several items in her arms. There was a satin green evening gown, a satin red thong with a laced top, and a stretch bra that was small, but when I put it on it pulled the skin of my chest together, so it appeared as though I had cleavage.

She carried a box, and inside of it was a long, auburn wig with a part on the side, and bangs that would fall across my forehead. When I slipped the thong on I loved the way the cool satin felt going up my leg, and then against my raging cock when it settled over my junk. Marion watched with a happy curiosity as I stroked the front of the G-String, and settled the strap between my butt cheeks.

“You love that shit David, don’t you?”

“Uh, it’s nice, yeah. I mean I suppose I could do a good job for the show.”

Marion laughed. “Well we’ll see. Tonight’s the audition. I’m gonna let my girls be the judge.”

She placed the latex cap and wig on top of me and brushed it out, stepped back to look at me and her eyes opened wide. “Okay David now put this on,” she said, handing me the emerald green dress. “I’ll zip you up in the back.”

Much more intense than the silky panties was the feeling I got when I put the dress over my head and slipped it on me. It was a sleeveless affair, and it came down my bare legs mid-length.

“You’re ready to go look at yourself now David,” Marion said, with an air of true accomplishment.

I couldn’t believe who was looking back at me in the mirror – was it truly me? By now my cock was leaking pre cum, and all doubts I had about letting Marion do this to me were gone.

A couple of the store employees entered the stockroom; Gloria and Francine, two of the twenty-something salesgirls. They stared at me with wonder and something else – lust.

“Isn’t he beautiful girls?” Marion said with pride.

“You do beautiful work Marion,” Gloria, a tall, shapely redhead said.

I was enthralled strutting in front of the mirror and turning from side to side admiring myself. Marion had a smirk on her face, as if she knew what my reaction would be. I had never considered myself to be a “femboy” before, but now, seeing myself, I embraced the term.

“There’s just one more thing to complete the picture David,” Marion said.

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, unable to take my eyes off the mirror.

She pulled out an all-white, 120mm cigarette from her bag. “Here David. I know that watching girls smoke turn you on.” She was right. Watching Marion smoke, or any beautiful girls smoking always gave me a raging hard-on. I don’t know why. I knew about fetishes, but never thought that I had one. Eagerly, I took the cigarette and Marion lit me up. I did a practiced French inhale. When my older sister started smoking it turned me on and I had to “become her,” at least in respect to that.

Marion looked pleased as she watched me taking deep drags. Gloria and Francine each lit up as well. They were both smiling at me.

“He’s going to be a real hit on Thursday Marion,” Francine said.

“Fuck Thursday night Marion!” Francine exclaimed; her eyes riveted on me. “I want to do him NOW!”

“That’s fine Francine, but I don’t think ‘our girl here’ is broken in yet.”

What did she mean by that? I wondered. My eyes drifted to the old plush velvet sofa against the far wall of the stock room.

“We can’t let him go home just yet. We have to take advantage of his beauty now!” Marion exclaimed. My cock was throbbing at what was coming. Marion walked into a changing room that was in the room. “I’ll be right back,” she said to all of us.

Marion came out of the room, butt naked except for a black, silicone strap on cock that went around her waist. It bobbed up and down as she walked towards me.
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SHE EMBRACED ME, KISSING ME as the “cock” pushed up against my crotch. Our tongues wrapped around each other’s, and my own real cock was pulsating.

“Marion, we need a girl’s name for David, if he’s going to be a hit at the show,” Francine said.

Marion broke off me slowly and said, “Yes, you’re right Francine. I have the perfect name! How about ‘Danielle?’”

“Yes that’s perfect. I love it! – Danielle.”

“Come back here Danielle. I’m not finished with you. Not by a longshot!” Marion said.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and resumed kissing me. Then her right hand made its way down to my cock, and she was stroking me through the satin dress. I was leaking pre cum into the panties.

“We’ll have to take care of that Danielle,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Now get on the sofa with your butt up in the air.”

I was frightened and excited at the same time. All my inhibitions were thrown to the wind. Marion hopped up on the couch behind me, the silicone cock pushing up against my butt.

Francine and Gloria were watching with eager anticipation and began groping at each other. What kind of a place is this? I asked myself.

“Now let’s have some fun Danielle!”

She flipped the satin dress up over my backside. “Francine dear, I need some ‘help’ over here please.”

“Coming right up Marion,” she said.

Francine produced a tube of lube gel from a drawer and tossed it to Marion, who grabbed it with a one-handed catch.

“Now Danielle,” Marion said softly. “Since this is your first time, I’ll go easy on you. You’ll feel some discomfort at first, but I promise you, you’re going to love it and beg for more.”

I trusted her and instinctively crunched my butt cheeks together.

“Relax Danielle, you’re too tight,” Marion said, with Francine and Gloria watching with interest. They were both buzzing around like two horny little bees.

Marion pulled the back strap of my G-String out from between my butt cheeks and moved it to the side. I gasped as the cool gel Marion was applying wet my virgin asshole, or boy pussy. Her finger was pushed inside me, and I hissed through clenched teeth as it circled my hole, dilating me a bit as I tried to relax. Marion squeezed out some more gel and rubbed it up and down the shaft of the dildo.

Then I felt the pliable rubber head of the fake cock go around the inside rim of my boy pussy. It was too late to back out now, and in my desire to cum, and the promised pleasure, I went along willingly.

I cried out softly as the dildo penetrated me for the first time, going in and out slowly, deeper and deeper. Marion stopped thrusting for a second, giving me time to catch my breath. Her hands caressed my butt cheeks, her nails digging in causing chills to go up and down my body.

Now she resumed her thrusting, going faster and deeper each time. The pain mixed with a pleasure I had never felt before. Sensations of euphoria and lust gripped me as I reflexively backed up upon the dildo with each thrust. She quickened her pace. I lifted a hand off the sofa and began stroking my cock underneath the thong.

“Stop it Danielle – take your hand OFF your cock – trust me,” she said, lost in her own pleasure. There was a back end of the dildo which went into her pussy with each stroke, causing her to moan and leak with pleasure.

She increased her speed, and I felt a ball of fire welling up inside me. I was close to cumming, but it was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Then all hell broke loose. My cock shot out the largest flow of cum in all my life. It was also the most pleasurable too; and I hadn’t even touched myself to bring it on!

Marion was sweating and breathing in hard gasps – she had cum too. Francine and Gloria were transfixed at the sight. Marion slowly pulled out of me.

“There now, my sweet Danielle. How did that feel? Be honest.”

I laughed and said, “Do you even have to ask?”

Marion gave a satisfied smile and looked over to Francine and Gloria with their tongues hanging out.

“Okay, I can see that you ladies are dying. Why don’t you have a go at our newest creation, Francine?”

“I thought you’d never ask Marion!” Francine exclaimed.

“Come on Danielle,” Marion said. “Get ready for some ‘unique’ pleasure honey.”

“Oh! First, let me light you up. You must be dying for a cigarette. This will make you into the best slut!” And that’s exactly what I wanted to be.

I stood there and I smoked. My entire body was tingling with a guilty pleasure I hadn’t thought possible before. Then Francine turned to me and said, “Danielle, wait until you have me! You’ll be hooked for life, and you’ll never want to be David again.” The thought thrilled me and made me curious. What exactly did Francine mean? I was just going to perform in a show. This was just their strange way of getting me ready. I assumed that every normal guy had this experience.

“Come on now Danielle, hop onto the sofa again after you finish your cigarette. Francine lit up too. She stood in front of me, with her dirty blonde hair falling down into the cleavage between her two large breasts. Her button down cotton blouse was open halfway, and I could see the red laced bra covering them. Watching her standing there and smoking made me hard as a stone again. Francine saw my cock poking out from my emerald dress.

“Marion, we’ll need a gaff for Danielle’s cock over here. We want him to be perfect, now don’t we?”

“Yes Francine, you’re right. For Thursday he’ll be perfect. Perhaps he should wear a cock cage,” Marion said thoughtfully. What was that, I wondered.

Then Francine began to unbutton her black work dress slacks and undo her belt. They dropped to the floor, and she stepped out of them. She was wearing a red G-String that matched her bra. She had the cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth, and took a cheek-hollowing drag, exhaling the smoke through her nose.

Her eyes were fastened on mine as she hooked her thumb under the front of the G-String. Slowly, she began to pull it down. Before it was even over her thighs, I saw the largest thick cock in existence pop out! I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

She was laughing at me. “What’s the matter with you Danielle?” she asked. “Haven’t you ever seen a lady with a cock before?”

My eyes were wide open, and I didn’t know what to say. “Uh, I . . . I guess not,” I said, my voice trailing off.

“Well, I don’t like to call myself ‘transgender,’ or a ‘shemale.’ I transitioned in Thailand and spent several years there in fact, learning all about the culture. ‘Ladyboys’ as I like to say are very much appreciated in their culture.” She laughed. “I started out as a consumer, and then I became curious and with some encouragement by friends, I actually became one. Of course, I like the feeling of having a cock as you can see.”

She let the G-String fall to the floor, and she stepped out of it. Her hips were smooth and curved, and she looked like a beautiful woman – except of course for the cock. Her eyes were misted over, and she made a show of finishing her cigarette and she stubbed it out, not taking her eyes off me. She walked towards me and put her arms around my shoulders, kissing me hard, with a ravenous hunger that turned me on even more. Her tongue slid all around mine.

“Get on your knees Danielle,” she commanded in a soft, yet adamant voice. I looked over at Marion who was smiling, and nodded at me. I knew what was coming and it excited me. Damn! Who would have thought? I got down on the carpet on my knees as Francine came closer and pressed her upturned cock against my glossed lips. My heart was racing as I felt the smooth fleshy knob touch my lips for the first time. My lips parted slightly and she slid in easily, not going farther than her cock’s tip. I stuck my tongue out and went around and around it. She threw her head back, hair flying over her shoulders, and moaned with delight.

I made a tight seal with my lips, and the gloss painted her cock red, and I slid all the way down her shaft as far as I could go. She was almost too wide for me, and my lips were stretched to the maximum. As I thrusted, her cock hit the insides of my cheeks, bulging them out. I could taste the sweet/salty pre cum as it leaked out of her. It was delightful and I wanted more. My own cock was raging, and I needed relief so soon after cumming with Marion’s strap on.

Faster and faster I went until Francine let out a gasp, and a tsunami of cum entered my mouth, filling it, as rivulets of thick, warm cum leaked out the corners of my mouth. I kept thrusting and sucking, and swallowing, and still more cum leaked from my mouth as she shot not once, not twice, but three times into me.

I licked her clean until finally she came out of my mouth. She grabbed me by the shoulders, pulling me up and kissed me hard, her tongue moving around the inside of my mouth, getting all of what was left of her cum.

She broke off me and said, “We’re not done by a long shot Danielle.”

I knew what was coming next and I was ready for it – no, I needed it. I wanted that huge fleshy cock to violate me, to tear me apart.

“Let’s go then.” She pulled out a ring from inside of her bag and placed lube on her cock and slipped the ring on it. I watched as it grew from semi-flaccid to a full hard on.

“Now hop on the bed with that delicious butt of yours up in the air Danielle.”

I eagerly hopped on the bed, and she threw my dress up over my lower backside. She moved the strap of my G-String up over the side of a butt cheek and I felt cold lube jelly going up and down my taint. She stuck an index finger in my ass and moved it around in a circle making me gasp. She laughed.

I felt the tip of her cock against my boy pussy. It was really fucking hard as the head of her cock slipped inside me. There was hardly any pain this time, only lust. I wanted all of that massive cock until it came out through my mouth. It stretched me to then maximum. Then it hurt more, and my fists were balled up on the sofa.

She thrusted gently, going slowly at first and the pain lessened, replaced with pure pleasure as chills ran up and down my body. Her hands were caressing my buttocks, adding to the pleasant sensation.

“More, faster!” I yelled.

Francine obliged me wordlessly. I felt the familiar ball of fire welling up inside of me as before, but this time it was different as Francine exploded inside of me. She let out an ear-piercing scream, as my butt filled with the warm sensation of Francine’s cum. It was so much that I felt it run down the inside of my butt cheeks. She went faster until finally I could take it no longer and shot out my own stream inside my G-String, adding to the load from Marion’s riding me earlier. I screamed and was thrown into another plane of existence. I never imagined anything could be this pleasurable. Francine threw her head back and laughed as she slowed down her thrusting.

She slid out of me easily and pulled up my shoulders and I spun around and was facing her on the sofa, both of us on our knees.

“I think the worm has definitely turned for you my dear,” she said with an air of triumph and wonder. I was breathless. Marion offered me a cigarette and all four of us lit up.

“Now Danielle, tell me the truth – didn’t we make all of your secret little fantasies come true now?”

I was a bit embarrassed to admit it, but she was right. “Yeah you really did. I like this new side of me.”

Marion put her hands together, ran over to me and kissed me hard. “I’m so excited because you’re the first ‘femboy’ we’ve had here in the shop!”

“You’re not gonna tell my mom?” I asked Marion with a lot of apprehension.

“Of course not dear. You can come here and dress up anytime you want. Besides, you’ll be a hit Thursday night and for many more shows to come. I think having a trans, or ladyboy here will be an attraction.”

My mother didn’t have to know anything about this – at least not now. But I was sure that I loved being Danielle, and would probably transition like Francine.

Who would have thought that a small summer job would lead to a new life? And to think it all started because Marion caught me with my pants down.


COUGAR MEAT

HER FANTASIES BECAME MY COMMANDS - AND I WAS HELPLESS TO RESIST!
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WHEN I CAME HOME FROM COLLEGE for my summer break my mother surprised me by telling me that we had a new neighbor. The Daltons, an elderly couple had moved out and made the pilgrimage to “The Promised Land” – Florida. I kinda’ knew something was up because there was a shiny new black BMW convertible in the driveway.

“So who moved in mom?” I asked. I assumed it was a young family because it was a big house, and that seemed to be the trend in our neighborhood – young people.

“Well, I only met her once – it’s a woman named Barbara, and she’s single, in her mid-forties. She just told me she’s ‘alone,’ and I didn’t pry.”

“Looks like she’s got money; I mean the house and the car and all, right?” What I really wanted to know was what did she look like. Being a twenty-year old kid with no experience, I had a “thing” for older women, MILFs or “sugar mommas.” It was like a major fantasy of mine – that, and a few other things.

Then my mother had an idea. “Brian, you’ll probably want some kind of a job to get for the summer to make some extra money, right? Well, why don’t you ring Barbara’s bell and ask her if she needs her grass cut, or if she has any odd jobs around the house that need doing?”

“Sounds like a good idea mom. I’ll go over later in the week and do that.”

“What’s wrong with today?” my mom asked.

“Today? Mom I just got home last night. Let me get settled in first.” I said that because I was a shy guy. Even in school I had to be dragged to parties or any kind of social events. I should also add here that I wasn’t any kind of a big muscled god, or a sexual gift to women. I was, “average,” or maybe just below.

I was thankful that my mom didn’t pursue the matter, and I went upstairs to my room where I had a good view of her house and backyard, which included a built-in swimming pool and a patio. The Daltons left all of their patio furniture there. My room on the second floor had a completely unobstructed view of the master bedroom of Barbara’s house. I decided to take advantage of that before I went over there. It just so happened that I had an astronomy telescope in my closet that I had no room for in college, and now I had some good use for it.

After dinner I went upstairs and saw that her bedroom light was off, so I went downstairs to watch some tv with my mom and dad. After a couple of hours I went back upstairs again, and lo and behold, the light in Barbara’s room was on and her shades were pulled up. Jackpot! I had the lights in my room turned off and I took the old refracting telescope on its tripod out of the closet and set it up, so it was a little back from my window and pointing at hers.

I wasn’t prepared for what I saw next – a gorgeous forty-something redhead with an incredible body standing facing her mirror, with her back turned to me. I watched through the scope as she took off her red, button down blouse, turning to the side to look at herself, revealing a nice, shapely waist with smooth, creamy white skin, and a tight, black short skirt. She dropped the blouse down on the bed and I saw a red-laced bra cupping very large breasts. Her hair fell down her front, nestling comfortably inside of her cleavage. I was hard as a rock, and without even thinking about it, my right hand was stroking my cock through my jeans. She was also tall. I was a bit on the short side, standing at five feet, eight inches, whereas she was about six feet or six foot one; I really couldn’t tell.

So my cock was hard, and I was fantasizing about doing all sorts of jobs at her house, and hoping she would tease me and naturally, I would have to give in. She stood looking into her mirror, back again facing me, and she slipped out of her black skirt, and I was treated to a red-laced G-String with the back strap sitting tightly between her very firm butt cheeks. I wondered how a gorgeous woman like that was single. Maybe she had a boyfriend. I wondered how I would feel if she did have a partner. Would it turn me on more watching them in the act, or would I become insanely jealous?

Then, she suddenly turned around and it seemed like she was looking right at me, but there was no change in her demeanor. She now took off the laced bra and her hands began stroking her breasts. She was pinching her nipples for Christ’s sake, and she threw her head back, hair flowing, and it looked like she was moaning with pleasure. I felt a drop of pre cum enter my boxers. Then her hand slowly circled her belly, tickling it with her nails as her fingers slowly dipped underneath the front of the G-String and moved in a circle. She was rubbing her clit and putting on a private show just for me! Of course I remained completely anonymous; a young man just out of adolescence getting his rocks off.

By now my cock was in my hand and I was stroking up and down its full length at a feverish pitch. I grabbed at a Kleenex from my desk next to the window and I shot a full load of white, thick warm cum into the tissue. At the same time, her mouth was open, her eyes closed, and it looked like she was cumming too. I would give anything to replace her hand with my tongue – or my cock. I was rocked into another dimension just watching her. It was far superior to any video I had ever watched online. I was imagining all sorts of impure thoughts, but who was I kidding? What would a HOT woman like that ever want with the likes of me?

What did she do for a living? Who was she? Now, more than ever I just had to find out. I decided that I would go over there tomorrow and get the answers to these questions.
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THE NEXT DAY WAS A SATURDAY, and my parents were out shopping and running errands. They would also probably eat dinner out of the house and be home late. It was the perfect time to head next door and meet the buxom Barbara. I saw her car in her driveway, and I hurried through a late breakfast, and by the time I was ready to go next door, it was around noon.

I suddenly went into a panic! Did my mom tell Barbara that I might be coming over to speak with her about a job? Did she “grease the wheels” so to speak. So I called her. “Mom, I need to ask you if you told Barbara that I might come over and introduce myself and ask about some kind of work.”

My mother laughed. “Of course I did Brian. I didn’t say when, but I told her to expect you sometime soon.”

“That’s good mom, because I’m going over there today.”

“Great Brian, well, good luck honey.”

“Thanks mom.”

In spite of my little ‘telescope adventures’ last night, I was still the same shy, introverted kid I had been all my life. I suppose I was looking for an out. If my mom hadn’t yet spoken to Barbara, I doubted if I would be going over there today. So, I took a deep breath, and went out my front door after first combing my long, brown hair, and shaving. I put just enough cologne on – but maybe it was too much. Oh God, I was a mess inside. My stomach was turning over.

I went down my driveway and then across her walkway to her front porch. Taking a deep breath, I noticed my hands were shaking. I was angry with myself, but somehow I managed to ring her doorbell. I heard high heels clacking on the floor as she came to her door. The storm door was locked, and the big oak front door opened. I wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted me. She was wearing a pink silk robe that was loosely tied in the front, and she wasn’t even wearing a bra underneath. Her solid tits stuck out like two pencil points, and my eyes were drawn to them.

“Yes? Can I help you?” she asked, right hand clutching her robe together.

“Uh hi, I’m Brian from next door . . .” She cut me off.

“Oh yes, Sophie’s son. Come on in Brian,” she said with a deep, throaty, sensual voice. “Your mother said you might be coming over. I understand you’re home from school for the summer and you were looking for some work, right?” I was as hard as a rock, and I had a noticeable bulge in my jeans, that I think she saw but gave no indication of that.

“Yeah, I mean I could do some odd jobs,” I said gesturing around the house. “You probably have lots to do.”

She looked around. “Yes I do have things that need doing. I was thinking of having the kitchen remodeled. It feels like ‘old people,’ don’t you think?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. I’m no expert.” She laughed.

“I wouldn’t expect you to. However, I was thinking of hiring a landscaper in the fall, but for the summer I suppose I could use you. Of course, you’d have to supply your own equipment – mower, edger, stuff like that.”

“No problem, we have that. My dad does it, and I do it when I’m home.”

“Good, so gardening is one thing. Then I’d like to have my bedroom painted. You can go to the hardware store and bring back some samples and I’ll pick one. I was thinking of a robin’s egg blue. You do paint, don’t you?”

“Sure. I’ve helped my dad lots of times.”

Of course I didn’t tell her I saw her bedroom last night and that it was painted a nauseating green.

“That’s great Brian. Why don’t we have you start by mowing my lawn tomorrow?”

“Sounds good.”

“Oh! Where are my manners? I’m sorry. Please, come into the kitchen. I have some iced coffee if you’d like, and we can talk. I hardly know anything about you, and you must have some questions too I would imagine,” she said, with an eyebrow raised and the hint of a smile playing across her lips. So I followed her into the kitchen, and I couldn’t help noticing the way the robe hugged her hips and made each butt cheek stand out as they alternately rode up and down. She had to know I was checking her out.

“Here, make yourself comfortable. Have a seat.” I sat at the kitchen table as she walked over to the counter and pulled out two glasses and added instant coffee, and boiled water.

“Do you like cream Brian?”

“Yeah sure, that’s fine.”

“So, you must have some questions about me. But first, I know you’re a college student. So what are you studying? What’s your major?”

“Well, I’m a sophomore, and I’m still not sure – ”

She cut me off in mid-sentence and before I knew what was happening she was sitting on my lap, across my legs and facing me, kissing me hard, with one arm around my shoulders. Her tongue slipped out from between her closed lips and made its way into my mouth, curling around my tongue. One hand was rubbing my chest and playing with my nipples through my t-shirt.

With a husky smoker’s voice she said, “I love seducing young men Brian, and getting them to please me. Do you think that’s a job you can handle? Who knows. It may last past the summer.”

Talk about being blunt. “But first I want to ask you something, and I don’t want you getting offended.”

“Uh, sure, ask me anything.”

She laughed. “Do you have a girlfriend? Are you a virgin?”

“No to the first, yes to the second.” I was just being honest.

“I LOVE IT! I’m going to have so much fun molding you Brian . . . do you know that I’m leaking just thinking about it – my panties are soooo wet now!”

I swallowed hard. She resumed kissing me and this time her hand went down to my cock, and she was rubbing it up and down through my jeans. I was leaking pre cum into my shorts.

“Oh fuck Brian! I want you to take me right now – your first time – right here in my kitchen, from the rear. I can’t stand it - I’m so fucking horny!”

She abruptly got off me and pulled me up out of the chair. She shut the boiling water off. I guess the coffee would have to wait. She went over to her black leather bag on the kitchen counter and pulled out a pack of long, all-white 120mm cigarettes. She placed one in the corner of her mouth, getting lipstick on the end of the filter. It turned me on watching her as I had a bit of a fetish for smoking women, especially her brand.

“Would you like one Brian?”

“Uh, no thanks Barbara.”

“You will. Just give it some time,” she said with a grin. Very seductively she lit up with a thin, silver butane lighter, and took a cheek hollowing drag followed by a French inhale.

“I’m so fucking wet Brian, I doubt you’ll have much trouble. I’m going to rock your world!” With that she moved over to the counter and flipped her robe up and over her backside, bending over so her butt was high in the air. Of course, wearing stiletto heels helped it along.

I hurried and loosened my belt and let my jeans fall to the floor around my ankles. My cock was tearing a hole in my boxers, and they quickly followed down my legs coming to rest on top of my jeans. She reached behind and let her wet-stained G-String fall around her ankles, and I could see her pussy lips glistening in the sunlight pouring through the kitchen window.

With my hand guiding it, my cock entered the slick, silky wet Cougar pussy that was given to me. It grabbed hold of my cock tip and it was unlike anything I could ever have done to myself. I slid slowly back in and out, dripping out more pre cum and she hissed as I filled her woman slowly with the whole shaft of my cock, up to my balls. She let out a loud moan, as I went in and out, faster and faster. She bucked her hips and met me thrust for thrust.

I could stand this torture no longer and I felt a ball of fire well up inside me and I shot a huge load of white, warm sticky jizz all the way into her pussy. It was so much that some leaked out and dribbled down the inside of her thighs. I kept going because I was still hard and her wordless screams were turning me on something fierce. I wondered if my friends at school ever had any sex like this. I seriously doubted that a twenty-year old girl could match the fire of an older woman like Barbara.

Then I slowly pulled out and Barbara quickly spun around and dropped to her knees. She took my hard cock in her mouth and began licking all the cum off of it, sucking and slurping loudly.

She came off me misty eyed and looked up at me. “You really gave me a good ride Brian. It was pretty good for your first time. Now how did you like it?”

“Unreal Barbara, thank you.”

She laughed. “Such a little boy,” she said, laughing and smiling. Then she went back to sucking on me and her lips moved quickly up and down my wet shaft. I bucked my hips back and forth to match her. She was sucking on me hard, and I felt her teeth close on me lightly and move side to side. A chill ran through my body as pain mixed with pleasure.

I came again – hard this time, almost as intense as the first time. I didn’t think it was possible that I could have so much jizz stored up inside of me.

She didn’t let a drop go to waste as she licked me clean. She pulled out and said, “Now I want you to eat me out with your tongue Brian.”

She spread her legs apart and pushed my head between her legs and my tongue played around with her folds. She kept her hand on top of my head and pushed me more towards her. Now my whole mouth was on top of her pussy, and my tongue went inside her. It was sweet and tangy, and her juices flowed out like a river, covering my cheeks and dripping down onto the floor. She was gasping for breath and convulsing with each movement of my tongue.

Finally we were done, and my legs were like rubber. She closed up her robe and her hair fell wildly across her face. Just as if nothing had happened, she made us two iced coffees, and brought them to the table.

“I never told you what I did for a living Brian,” she said. I imagined it was something good considering the size of the house and the fancy BMW in her driveway.

“Okay,” I said. “What is it you do Barbara?”

“I’m in the ‘pleasure business’ Brian.” Now what the hell did that mean I wondered.

She stared into my eyes, sensing my confusion, or rather, my astonishment. “You mean call girls? Oh wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to put it like that Barbara.”

She laughed. “It’s okay. Not too many people know about it. I keep it a bit low key. I have all sorts of male customers actually, and they all want different ‘things.’”

There was a moment of silence as she let it sink in to me.

“I think you can help me if you want to of course. The pay is beyond any sort of summer job you could imagine – or any full time job for that matter.”

Now I was very curious.
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“What would I have to do?”

“I realize that you just met me Brian, and we uh, we kind of have a thing going, wouldn’t you say?” she said, looking at me innocently, as though she didn’t want to appear to be “rushing” anything along.

“Yes we do,” I said, unsure of where this was headed.

“I understand your unease Brian, so for right now,” she said, standing up from her seat and walking behind me, rubbing my chest with her hands, and kissing my neck as she spoke. “we’ll just take things as they come. Tomorrow you’ll come over and cut the grass just like we agreed, okay?”

“Okay Barbara, sure.”

“We’ll also explore some new things you may find pleasurable.”

I wondered what she meant but could only imagine. My smile said it all as I left her house. That evening my parents were home and my mother asked me how things went with my meeting with Barbara. I told her that I had a job doing landscaping around her property and that I started tomorrow. Of course, there was no mention of our little tryst or what she did for a living. My mother being the curious sort, asked me. “So Brian, tell me,” she said excitedly, “What does Barbara do for a living.” I held back a choke as I thought of an answer.

“Oh, she has her own business in advertising. She does a lot of work out of her house and sometimes entertains clients in her house” – that part was true.

“How nice. Well, I’m happy I made the connection for you Brian.”

“Sure, thanks again mom.” My dad was watching NETFLIX and could care less.

Later that evening I went upstairs to my room, which I started to call “The Observatory,” and hauled out my telescope again after they all went to bed. I slept with an eye open because when Barbara’s bedroom light was on, I could see it reflected on the wall, and I would spring into action.

I drifted off around eleven o’clock. Earlier in the evening Barbara’s car was gone from the driveway. Probably on a date I thought. I smiled inside at the knowledge that I could actually be jealous. I didn’t know what to make of our relationship at this point – it was too new.

I awoke around one o’clock at the sound of a car door slamming and I rushed to the window. I saw Barbara getting out of her car, but now she was with someone – another woman! I got a chair and sat by the window with my telescope. I didn’t have to wait long. The other woman was a tall, shapely blonde wearing a short, one piece shiny vinyl skirt with no sleeves and a metal chain around her waist. Her makeup was a thick riot of colors, and her hair was done up on top and fell over her breasts. She had on stiletto heels and black fishnet stockings. She sashayed over to the side of Barbara’s bed and they talking animatedly.

Both of them lit the long, all white cigarettes and the blonde was striking a pose in the mirror with her back to me. Barbara got in back of her and was kissing her neck! What the fuck! The blonde reached down her front and then turned around to face Barbara. I couldn’t have even thought of what I saw next – not in my wildest dreams – the blonde had a giant COCK protruding from underneath the vinyl skirt!

Barbara smiled and played with it; stroking it in her hand. I zoomed in on it. It looked like she shaved all her pubic hair off, and I could see the veins popping out of it. Barbara got down on her knees and placed the tip of the massive appendage in her mouth, using her tongue to circle it, and I could see it glistening in the light from the room. It was so thick Barbara had trouble fitting the entire thing in her mouth. Yet she sucked and slurped on it like she did mine, but without the girth that this “girl” had. Even with the whole cock in her mouth, she still needed her fingers to hold it like a flute. The blonde threw her head back and pressed her hands on the top of Barbara’s red head.

Finally I watched as the blonde came, but she quickly withdrew from Barbara’s mouth and shot her wad all over Barbara’s face, getting it full of white, sticky cum. Barbara seemed to enjoy it, and used her tongue to lick it off from the sides of her mouth. Then she placed her mouth back on the cock and sucked and slurped some more. My own cock was raging inside my pants, and I felt a bit of pre cum leak out into my boxers.

Barbara slowed her bobbing motion and then the blonde picked her up by her shoulders and kissed her tightly, their arms intertwined. I watched for about fifteen minutes, and the blonde undid the chain from her dress, while Barbara went to the light switch next to her door and turned the ceiling light off. I saw the shades come down and that was that. I went to bed and jerked myself off to the scene I had just witnessed.
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The next day was Sunday, and I got up at about ten o’clock and didn’t see Barbara’s car in her driveway. I assumed that the blonde had spent the night and now Barbara took her home. I promised to mow her lawn today, so after breakfast I went into my garage and took the riding lawn mower and edger over to her place from my shed. I started in the back and went around the pool and the patio, and then I started doing the front. I was thinking about last night and wondering why I was so turned on by the blonde last night. Could I see myself in a sexual tryst with her – a transgender woman? It bothered me a little. Did that make me a gay because I was turned on by that? Even thinking about her now gave me a hard on. One thing it did was give me an idea about Barbara’s “escort service” and the clientele she serviced. I was confused. There was a lot apparently about myself that I didn’t know. I tried not to let it bother me. It was kind of exciting actually, and she promised me a lot of money for doing what, I didn’t know. What I was thinking was crazy.

I was almost finished by about twelve-thirty when Barbara’s BMW pulled into the driveway. She wore a nice summery short red skirt and white blouse with her cleavage showing nicely through open buttons. Her eyes were covered by wide aviator sunglasses. I was riding around the sloping front lawn when she waved to me as she closed the car door. She was carrying a few shopping bags.

“Brian! Hi,” she called out. I shut the mower off and hopped down.

“I just got back from some grocery shopping and then I thought I’d go for a swim. Wanna join me after you finish doing the front?” I did because it was very hot, and I had grass trimmings all over the bottom of my legs and on my arms. Not to mention I was thinking about all the nice treats that awaited me in the pool with her.

“Sure Barbara sounds nice. Do you need any help with your bags?”

“No,” she said, nodding to the two bags in each hand. “It’s just these two. I’ll put them away and make us some ice cold lemonade. How’s that sound?”

“Terrific!”

“Okay, so finish up, and get changed and come over.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I started up the mower and wanted to finish the lawn quickly, but I couldn’t get the images of the blonde creature from last night out of my mind.

I finished up and rode the mower back to my garage and jumped into the shower. My parents were out. I just put on a t-shirt and a bathing suit and went over to Barbara’s. I didn’t even have to ring the bell. She just opened the door and was wearing a skimpy bikini and flip flops, with her aviator sunglasses.

“My my Brian, you do clean up nicely,” she said with a grin and a grab at my cock through my bathing suit. “Come out back to the patio. I have a pitcher of ice cold lemonade I just made especially for you.”

“All right!” I said, looking up at the sky. “Perfect afternoon.”

So we sat at the large patio table, and for the first time I could really see the expanse of her property. Our land was undeveloped, but Barbara also had a cabana house, a large Koi pond, and a tennis court. I wasn’t much of a player, and even if I was, I doubted we would be playing today. There was a large white, acrylic fence that gave us all the privacy we needed except for my bedroom window next door.

Speaking of which. “Brian, whose bedroom window is that just over my fence?” she asked as if she knew the answer. My heart started racing.

“Oh that window?” I said meekly.

“It wouldn’t happen to be yours, now would it?”

“Yes it is, but why are you asking Barbara?”

“I don’t know – maybe it’s because of the telescope pointed right at my bedroom window!” she said with an evil, playful smirk. OH FUCK!!! HOW COULD I HAVE JUST LEFT THE TELESCOPE THERE??? I thought with horror.

“Well, no need to worry about it, my sweet little pervert! I find it cute to be honest. Did you happen to catch anything good lately??”

My lack of response told her everything she needed to know.

She raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t happen to see anything last night now did you?”

“Uh what do you mean?” I asked, trying to play the fool, but rather unconvincingly.

She took a deep breath and stared at me as I sipped my

lemonade. “I had a guest over late last night, and after I turned my light off, I happened to glance at your window and I saw your telescope, plus someone moving from behind it, who I’m guessing was . . . you dear.”

I sighed, no use hiding it. “Yes, that was me. But please Barabara you have to understand – I didn’t mean anything” – she cut me off short, holding up a hand.

“Well what did you think? Did my guest Simone happen to turn you on?” She got right to the point.

“As a matter of fact she did,” I answered with my head down.

“Oh that’s good Brian, very good.”

“What do you mean? You’re happy?”

“Yes I am indeed, but never mind for now. Let’s go for a swim.”

I finished my lemonade and took off my t-shirt and threw it over a chair. Barbara took the top of her bikini off. In the sunlight, her breasts looked even better – they had a soft glow and her nipples, which were very erect, looked even more succulent. Her bikini thong was skinny, and her rich, red pubic hair peeked invitingly out the sides.

I jumped in the water first, diving into the deep end, making a big splash. Barbara followed behind me, and we swam to a shallower section. “Ever fucked in a pool Brian? OH! I forgot – sorry. You’re a virgin. We’ll just have to fix that,” she said winking at me.

She placed her arms around my shoulders and began hungrily kissing me all over my face and neck, stopping briefly to kiss me on the lips hard. My hands moved across her firm belly and my fingers went underneath her thong and rubbed her pubic hair. I teased her by placing my index finger inside of her vagina. She pressed against my fingers and moved side to side and up and down, moaning as she did so. Through the water I could feel the thick slickness of her juices which clung to the walls of her “cave of love.” I was the luckiest man on earth – having such a beautiful older woman into me like she was, even though I had invaded (probably criminally) her privacy in such a way.

Then she stopped kissing my neck, after giving me a nice bite on my neck which made me cry out. She placed an index finger over my lips, then pulled me in closer to her and kissed me deeply; her tongue entwining itself around mine. She pressed her cunt right against my hard on, and I was sure I was leaking pre cum, though I couldn’t tell for sure.

“Come on, let’s have some fun Brian,” she said in her deep, throaty voice, and pulled me over to where the stone steps were that led into the shallowest section. She sat on the top step and spread her kegs apart and pulled my trunks down with both hands and I stepped out of them and watched them float away on the water. She grabbed onto my already hard cock and started stroking it and grabbing it hard. She then took a deep breath and sucked it under water, driving me totally crazy. After she came up, she kissed me again.

She pulled me in close to her, and with my hands pressed flat against the concrete, and my knees bent I entered her for the first time. Her legs were now wrapped around my waist, pulling me in closer to her.

I thrusted hard, deep inside of her, her pussy closing around me like a bear trap. She bucked her hips up to meet me, and we were locked in an erotic dance of pleasure. She threw her head back and moaned loudly – I hoped the fence was soundproofed.

I could take no more of this torture and I exploded inside of her, letting out a scream of my own, my nails digging into her back. Her butt was off the stone steps, and her legs were wrapped around my thighs, so I was carrying her, the water holding her up. I carried her away from the steps and we waded into the deeper section, locked together as one. I knew then that I loved Barbara. I was feeling a strange, drowsy sort of ecstasy, which I attributed to pure joy. I also felt very open to suggestion, and I would do anything she wanted of me.

Softly she said, “Come on Brian, let’s get out of the pool.”

“Where are we going?”

“First we dry off and then we go up to my bedroom. You know something Brian? You’re absolutely wonderful.”

“You are too Barbara,” I said with sincerity, although I was feeling a little “disconnect” from my body. It was strange. So we both got out of the pool and dried off with two large bath towels she had stacked up on a bench. I had to go back in and grab my bathing trunks which I slipped into.

She laughed. “You didn’t have to do that Brian, no one’s home, remember?”

“Oh! Let me go into the kitchen and bring out some more lemonade.” With the sun beating down hard now in midday, I couldn’t argue with that.

“Great, thanks.”

As I sat waiting, all sorts of things were running through my head. I thought I remembered something about her saying that I would play some kind of role in her business. She came out with two glasses on a tray, and she handed me mine. “Let’s drink a toast,” she said.

“To what?”

“Why to us and to new beginnings,” she said smiling at me, as we clinked our glasses. I finished mine quickly, and poured another glass. “My, look how thirsty you are,” she said. “But don’t worry, I have some more juices that will quench you,” and she winked at me. I had developed a taste for that as well.

Just as I put my glass down the side gate opened and I had to blink twice, making sure that what I was seeing wasn’t an optical illusion. It was the blonde from last night! The woman with the large cock! She stood tall, wearing the same black fishnet stockings, hair done up like last night, and a short, tight vinyl skirt. Only this time it was red. Her sleeveless top was red also. I remembered her name – Simone.

“Hello Simone dear,” Barbara said, running over to her and kissing her tightly on the lips and lingering. I felt a pang of jealousy, but strangely I was open to suggestion.

“Simone, this is Brian, the young man from next door who is home from school, and lives next door,” she said, pointing to my house, and is doing some summer chores around the house.”

“Hi Brian,” she said. If you listened carefully, you could hear telltale signs of a man’s voice.

“Hi Simone,” I said, with no emotion.

“Oh Simone,” Barbara said playfully. “See that telescope in the window up there,” she said, pointing to my telescope. “It seems young Brian here was spying on us last night. But don’t worry, he’s a very loving young man, . . . and likes to play!”

Simone, at first surprised, quickly caught on. “Really now,” she said seriously. “I suppose you could have him arrested Barbara. Have you thought about that?”

“Well, maybe if he didn’t want to play with us I would,” she said looking at me seriously. Yet I could feel no emotion, which if I could, it would be one of extreme concern.

“So what are we going to do with him Barbara?”

“Why we’re all going upstairs to my room to play!”

Simone was practically jumping up and down. “That sounds absolutely WONDERFUL Barbara!”

“Well then, what are we waiting for? Come along now Brian. Now is the time for a real adventure!”

I couldn’t resist. Barbara took me by the hand and whispered in my ear. “Don’t worry sweetie, I would never hurt you. I think we’re going to have lots of fun.”

“Simone, Brian here was a virgin until just this afternoon – a few minutes ago as a matter of fact. He’s a real pro now.”

Simone had her eyes riveted on me with lust. “I’ll just have to try him out now if he’s as good as you say he is.”

“Believe me, he is – only better.”

Simone laughed as Barbara took me by the arm and led us through the kitchen, into the hallway and upstairs to her bedroom. Just like I saw last night, it was painted a disgusting green. That, I knew I would paint sometime this summer. But not today.

Barbara and Simone both lit up the long, all white cigarettes and stood there in the middle of the room seductively smoking. “Does he smoke yet Babara?” Simone asked.

“Not yet, but he will – soon.”

I said nothing. I felt like the room was spinning a bit which I attributed to my excitement at being in a room with two beautiful women. The fact that Simone had a cock didn’t even bother me.

Barbara walked over to her walk-in closet and there was a dresser inside of it. She rummaged around through the bottom drawer and picked out a pair of lace topped emerald green panties – a G-String, which she stretched out in front of her looking at me and smiling.
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SHE TOSSED THE PANTIES HIGH AND FAST, so they covered my face. I liked the soft, silky feel of them against my cheeks. They had just a hint of perfume and fresh pussy. I loved it, and was rubbing it around my face. Simone was laughing. I think that she and Barbara were part of some inside joke.

“He loves it Barbara, look at him!”

“Yes, he does. Don’t you love it Brian? I bet you want to keep them on your face, don’t you?” she said as she stroked my cock through my damp bathing suit.

A voice that felt like it wasn’t my own said, “Yes. Whatever you say Barbara.”

“I’d like you to try them on Brian,” she said.

“Of course. Do you have a bra for me?”

“Look how eager he is Simone,” she said, winking at her friend. Simone smiled back.

“You’re such a sneaky bee-atch, Barbara.”

“I know, isn’t it fun?” Barbara said laughing.

I would do anything Barbara told me to do and I didn’t even think it was strange at all. She went back to the dresser and tossed me a bra, and also a one-piece matching emerald dress that was hanging in the closet.

“Now put these on Brian. I’ll help zip up your back and then we’ll put some nice makeup on you.”

I put the stretch bra on, and it pulled the flesh of my chest in tight to give me the illusion of cleavage. Barbara pulled the dress over my head and quickly zipped up the back. She adjusted it from the front, so it fit nicely on me.

“Barbara, is it okay if Brian here sucks my girl cock? I mean, he’s seen it before, right Brian honey?” All I could do was nod my head. Speech had escaped me.

“We’re going to turn you into a real cock whore right before your eyes Brian! What do you think of that?”

“Yesssss . . .” I said, feeling like I was floating above everything, observing in stunned silence. Then Simone got in front of me with a determined look in her eyes. She reached underneath her vinyl skirt, and out popped her giant, veiny cock. It was different seeing it up close as opposed to looking at it through a telescope. It seemed

larger.

I was on my knees in front of her and she gently placed the tip of her massive girl cock on my lips. She backed up and pushed in again, so it was just bouncing off of my lips. Then something inside of me made me open my lips, just enough for the head of her cock to enter between them. Even the head of that massive cock stretched open my mouth to its limit. My mouth began watering immediately as the cock slid farther and farther inside my mouth. I was like a spectator watching something that just two days ago would have been unbelievable.

My tongue went around and around the entire shaft of her cock, or rather the part of her shaft that I could let into my mouth without choking on it. She was moaning, and I was hard as a rock looking at her sleek vinyl skirt and fishnet stockings, as her cock stood out from beneath the skirt and played inside of my mouth.

Faster and faster she went, and her hands pressed the top of my head and kept me in place, moving along with the bobbing motion. She threw her head back and let out a loud scream, shooting a tsunami of warm, thick jizz into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat, almost to the point of gagging. I drank as much of the sweet/salty cum as I could, but it was too much to keep inside my mouth, and some dribbled down the corners of my mouth. I kept bobbing, now faster because of the coating of thick cum around her cum. I sucked and slurped like a hungry fiend until there was no more cum on her cock.

Simone slowly pulled out of my mouth and was breathing hard. “Brian, for your first time you are fucking amazing!” she said with delight. Both she and Barbara were smiling at me.

“All right Brian, now it’s time for the finishing touches. Stand up and follow me into the bathroom and have a seat by the vanity,” Barbara said.

I didn’t say a word as Barbara, with Simone looking on, her wet cock glistening in the light of the room, took out a makeup case and began expertly applying makeup to my face, eyes, and lips. She chose green eyeshadow to match my dress, and it went well with my long, brown, tousled hair. When the lip gloss went on me it felt natural, and the feel of the smooth gloss on me made my cock throb. I needed to get off badly. Both women were in their early forties, and it made me really excited.

After the makeup was on, Barbra left the room and went into her closet and came out carrying a long, auburn wig with a cap. She placed them on my head and made some adjustments, combed it a bit, stepping back to study my face. She made little adjustments with lipstick pencil and an eyebrow pencil to fill in my narrow eyebrows.

“Okay Brian,” she said, “stand up and have a look at the new you in the mirror.”

When I did so I could not believe the “woman” who was staring back at me.

‘Someone’ was speaking out of my mouth, and I had lost control over what I was saying. “Barbara,” I said, “could I please have a cigarette?” I was actually dying for a smoke, and my cock was throbbing.

Simone was laughing, and Barbara said to me, “I told you that you would want one to complete your ‘transformation.’” Barbara pulled out three cigarettes, handing me and Simone one as she took one for herself. She lit up the three of us. I dragged it to life and smoked it like a pro, actually doing a French inhale for my first time.

“Look at her Barbara – she’s the complete cock whore now!”

“Yes, I can see that,” Barabara said, proud of her newest creation.

“Now Brian, there’s just one last thing to make you complete.”

“What’s that?” I asked innocently.

“Party time!” Simone answered. “Okay SLUT – up against the wall!”

I did as she asked. “No, bend over a little more,” she said. “That’s it – good. Now get ready for some real pleasure Brianna.”

“Simone, that’s a great name for our sissy creation – Brianna,” Barbara said slowly, savoring the word. I said nothing, still in my dream state.

Simone, her massive cock throbbing and pointing upwards, flipped my dress over my backside, and slapped my butt cheeks – hard.”

“Owww!! That hurts!” I yelped.

“Tough shit sissy,” Simone said, with not a hint of an apology.

Barbara tossed her a tube of what looked like lubricant. “This is for you Brianna. Normally I would just spit on your sissy ass, but I have compassion. I remember my first time.”

Simone moved the back strap of the thong to the side of my butt cheek, and slowly applied the gel to my cherry asshole, or boy pussy, and then stuck her index finger inside of me, causing a sensation of fullness, and dilating me a bit. Then she spread another squeeze of the tube on her cock and rubbed it in, moaning as she did so. Barbara looked on eagerly as her “creation” came to life.

I felt the soft, firm cock tip that only an hour or so before was in my mouth enter my boy pussy. She went slow at first, only going in as far as the head of her cock, and pulling out. It stretched me and it hurt. My fists were balled up against the wall. The she went in farther and farther, causing me even more pain, but slowly I adjusted, and a strange thing happened – I began to crave it. I wanted her cock to tear me apart. I wanted to be ravaged, to be beaten by it to a pulp. I wanted to limp away from the wall once this was over.

The thrusting was deeper and harder, and soon I felt a pleasure like I had never felt before. My own cock was throbbing inside of my G-String, and I could feel a drop of pre cum leak out into my pouch. Simone was going faster and faster, moaning as she did so and her long, painted fingernails were digging into my flesh.

Soon I felt a tornado brewing deep inside me and before I knew it I had the greatest orgasm of my life, spilling a tidal wave of cum inside my pouch. It lasted for over a full minute, and I shot out at least three huge pulses screaming out with a strange female sounding voice.

Simone kept thrusting and cried out. I felt wet warmth envelope the inside of my boy pussy, which only made her go faster and faster. I could feel her cum dripping out down the insides of my thighs. Then she pulled out and turned me around. I was weak-kneed and she held me steady. She pushed me down on my knees and said , “Okay SLUT, suck me off clean!”

I gladly took her slippery, cum-covered cock between my lips and into my mouth, my tongue going around and around cleaning every last drop of cum off her. “That’s it slut . . . clean me good . . .” she said in a soft, but firm voice.

After I came off her mouth, my face was full of cum. “Now look at yourself in the mirror Brianna,” Barbara said, placing a cigarette between my glossed, cum covered lips. She lit me up and gave one to Simone, and too one for herself.

“Well it’s time to tell you something Brianna,” Barbara said, in a confessional tone.

“Oh? And what might that be?”

“The lemonade I served you was drugged. You see I placed something similar to truth serum in it. Otherwise I doubt if you would have gone along with our little soiree today.”

“I see,” I said – numb, but not sad one bit. “I guess I had it inside of me all the time. You just brought it out of me.”

“That’s right Brianna. What’s more dear, I love you and I’m not letting you go. You see, Simone and I are going to keep you around.”:

“Oh, that’s nice. I love you too Barbara,” I said as I walked towards her and kissed her deeply.

“Do you remember how I promised you a lot of money?”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“Well, my company has a lot of male clients who would love to have a sissy boy like you to fuck and suck. How do you feel about that?”

I answered honestly as I dragged on my cigarette. I laughed and said, “Well when do we start?”
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After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!
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