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Chapter One

The minute hand of the clock didn’t register emotions like boredom, anticipation, or desperation. If it did, I wouldn’t be sweeping the floor for the second time within the hour. If that clock knew how bad I wanted to be home, it would have skipped ahead and apologized for the inconvenience. But it never did, not once in all the years that I’d been an adult. Granted, that was only three years, but you’d think that once in a blue moon, I’d look up and it would be four o’clock.

But what was so special about going home? Nothing and everything, all at once. The second I left work and got home, I could finally get away from the enjoyment-draining problem called masculinity. I would be able to get out of my work clothes and slip into something much more… taboo. Crossdressing was still seen as fetishistic behavior, and I was okay with that because no one knew that I was crossdressing when I went out.

“Hey, Liam, customers incoming. Would you mind handling that?” Stephanie asked. My boss wasn’t all too fond of taking orders from customers, but she threw herself wholeheartedly into making those orders. It was a win-win for us, considering that I was much more of a people person than Stephanie. I hurried out of the kitchen and back to the front of the small restaurant. My job wasn’t glamorous and I didn’t make a lot of money, but it paid my bills and kept my makeup supplies well-stocked!

After helping the customers, I went back to cleaning and hoping that someone else would come in or Stephanie would show me some mercy and let me leave a little early. Neither of those two things happened, though. Stephanie’s restaurant wasn’t doing all that great recently, but I didn’t know what to do to help her with that problem. I occasionally batted around the idea of trying to get Stephanie to do promotional sales and the like, but she seemed a little apprehensive about people not paying full price for her cooking. I couldn’t really blame her, either. Stephanie’s food was some of the best in town, and considering the size of the town we lived in, that was saying something.

When Stephanie finally let me leave, I left in a hurry and drove home faster than I probably should have. I wasn’t a thrill-seeker, but if there was one thing I’d risk anything to do, it was crossdressing. Flying through the front door of my apartment, I emptied my pockets onto the washing machine by the door before shutting and locking the door. The last thing I wanted anyone to do was catch me in the middle of my transformation.

As soon as I stepped into the bathroom, the urgency pressing down upon me lifted away. Ever since I’d first experienced wearing women’s panties, I had an addiction to dressing up in women’s clothes. First were the panties, as any naughty sissy would, then came stockings, then skirts, then heels, and before I knew it, most of my first few checks from work had gone to building a wardrobe of women’s clothes that overran my men’s clothes. That wasn’t a complaint, the only time I wore men’s clothes was at work.

I stepped into my shower and turned on the water before sitting down on the plastic bench within the walk-in shower. Kicking my leg out and pressing the ball of my foot against the wall, I reached up and grabbed my razor. I didn’t particularly need to shave every day, but I couldn’t stand letting the hair on my legs get prickly, so it had become more of a routine than a real need. It was a routine that I used much like other people used meditation to get them in a good state of mind.

The long, slow pulls of the razor up my slender legs were mesmerizing. Every stroke was followed by a quick swipe of my hand to knock away any hair that might have grown since the day before, and to simply enjoy the feeling of my super soft legs. Even after three years of doing this, I hadn’t grown any less obsessed with the act of getting ready to go out. Between my legs, my cock started throbbing to life but was trapped between my soft thighs. I wouldn’t touch myself though, I knew better. Once upon a time, I was silly enough to believe that I could enjoy teasing my cock while I shaved my legs, just idly playing with myself. Even a little stimulation was way too much when I was in a sissified state of mind.

So instead, I sang. My voice naturally shifted from the somewhat masculine tone that I used at work into the much more angelic voice I spoke in when I went out. Singing was as much practice as it was enjoyable. And sing I did, for nearly thirty minutes as I made sure to remove every trace of body hair. I wasn’t an amateur anymore. A mistake like leaving a small patch of hair on my arm or leg was unacceptable. That was part of the reason I made shaving every day a part of my routine. Even if I missed a spot, I always found it before anyone else could notice it.

Once I finished shaving, I hurried to wash my long black hair and then proceeded to use the peach-scented body wash to finish up. After that, it was directly out of the shower and over to the warmed towel rack where I dried off. From there, I would have loved to let myself walk into my room, pick out the sexiest, sluttiest outfit I could find, and then change before taking off to a club, but I couldn’t. I still had to do my makeup. I learned the hard way that being too turned on while I was trying to expertly use an eyeliner pencil was nothing short of stupid.

I pulled the stool out from underneath my sink and sat down. Crossing my legs femininely, I hid my cock from sight and kept it trapped between my legs so that I could continue pretending to be a good girl. Later, when I got back from dancing with some stranger at the club, I would finally let myself lie back on my bed, slide my hand into my panties, take care of my aching desire, and then clean the mess from my fingers like a naughty slut. But… that was later.

The thoughts helped get me through the makeup portion of my evening, though. Dark, smoky eyeshadow, black eyeliner, soft pink lip gloss, and the basics of foundation and blush to make my appearance look sexy, but still somewhat casual. I hated going anywhere looking like I was desperate for someone to take me home.

That was the last thing I wanted. Sex was on my mind way too often, but that was where it needed to stay. If there was one thing I hated about going out dressed up, it was that I couldn’t tell anyone what I truly had in my panties. Maybe it was wrong to be a trap, to get someone’s hopes up for the night only to find out that I wasn’t really interested in following up with my flirting.

But… I couldn’t not. I craved the attention from the people I danced with, I loved hearing the stories guys would tell me when they were trying to impress me, and I especially appreciated when women said that they wished they looked half as good as I did. Those were things that stroked my ego, and after growing up being bullied for being a girly boy, I really, really appreciated that stroking. It was nice to be seen as sexually desirable instead of as someone to be insulted.

A thin smile tugged at my glossy lips as I looked into the mirror. Even if someone did find out that I was really a guy, I doubted that it would end terribly. It wasn’t like I was trying to get them into the bedroom, and if that’s what they were expecting, then they’d just have to go home and touch themselves like I had to.

I knew where those thoughts were headed, so I got off my stool and stepped out of the bathroom. I knew better than to be upset that I hadn’t been born a woman. If I wanted to change, then I should have gone to the gym, lifted a bit, and hoped to impress someone like all those guys at the bars did with me. But that would be the end of my crossdressing… sex just wasn’t worth that price.

I walked into my bedroom and let the thin smile widen as I walked over to my closet. Opening the door, I reached up to pull down the small box that held my expensive fake breasts. While I wasn’t exactly loaded, I knew what things I should have spent money on and what I could skimp on. A cheap pair of molds, though? That wasn’t something I was going to let ruin the illusion of me being a woman.

I sat them down behind me on my queen-size bed and dove right back into my closet. With tonight being Friday, I didn’t mind the idea of going out and having a few drinks at the club, but that would mean dancing. Dancing meant that I wouldn’t be wearing anything too tight, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t show off a little bit. The flannel blouse hanging in my closet practically called out to me and helped guide my decisions. I pulled the flannel out and put it on the bed behind me next to my fake breasts. My heart thundered in my chest as I started sliding clothes to the other side of my closet. While I enjoyed this part of dressing up, this was only what other people got to see. I grabbed a blue jean skirt and held it to my hips to see how long it was. The skirt’s frayed bottom came to rest just above my mid-thigh, exposing most of my legs.

My cheeks burned as I put the skirt on my bed and hurried over to my dresser. This was the moment I’d been waiting all day for. Pulling open the drawer that contained my lingerie, I checked every single matching set of underwear I had. Black went with everything, but surely I had something else to wear… Pink felt wrong to wear with my more southern-inspired outfit. White looked too innocent and I wasn’t going to be an innocent sissy tonight. In the end, all that really went with what I chose was the black set that I’d initially wanted to put on. With a smile still on my lips, I finally sat down on the bed and took the black lace bikini cut panties and pulled them up my legs. Leaning back onto the bed, I planted my feet on the edge of my bed and lifted my hips away from the soft mattress so that I could slide the panties onto my hips before I lied back on the bed.

My cock tented the panties like it always did. While I wasn’t the most masculine guy around, it wasn’t exactly easy to keep my bulge out of sight when I got turned on. Most guys would have loved having the same blessing I had, but I wasn’t too concerned with what people thought of my size. It wasn’t like I was advertising my cock when I went out. More often than not, I’d rather have someone cup my ass and squeeze me against them while they paid for my drinks and told me how sexy I was… sure, I might be a bit of a slut when I went out, but at least I was harmless.

A soft sigh escaped me as I reached down and pulled my cock back between my legs and waited until I went soft before finally continuing to get dressed. I could feel every throb of my cock as I put my breast molds in place in my bra, I fought the urge to stroke myself when I was standing in front of the mirror in my flannel and panties. After putting my skirt on, I had no excuse to keep staring in the mirror, though. I’d covered up the prize, and with that, I slid on a pair of thin black socks and pulled on a pair of short black boots. While I loved wearing my heels, I wanted to keep pushing the aesthetic that initially inspired me tonight.

After hours and hours of waiting, it was finally time to go out. My heart thundered in my chest as I grabbed my clutch from beside my bed and put my phone and wallet into it. With the guy that pulled up none the wiser that he was taking a trap to her hunting ground, I found myself standing outside of the same club I went to last weekend. I had a little success then, it was a good night, but I still couldn’t remember the name of the woman that kissed me. Hopefully, tonight would be different. Maybe I would find someone that didn’t mind me being a bit of tease…


Chapter Two

Getting carded at the club was always a strange experience, but the bouncers knew me well enough and they seemed content enough to not tell anyone about my true identity. After nearly an hour in the club, I was two drinks into the night and my legs already ached from dancing, but I still hadn’t been approached by anyone for too long. Once the guys that initially flocked to me found out that I wasn’t interested in going back to their place, a lot of them simply left me alone. Usually, I had someone to follow around like a lost puppy by now, but tonight wasn’t going fully in my favor.

There was plenty of night left, which meant that there was more than enough time for someone to fall for me. The smile on my lips faded as I sat at my table and looked down into my cocktail. Bringing the drink to my lips, I took a long sip and then swirled the contents of the glass around. The game I’d been playing since I was out on my own in the real world had been fun, but the nagging thoughts of eventually wanting to settle down bothered me still. Eventually, someone would fall for me. They’d chase me to the ends of the Earth, and unless I changed, I’d just keep pretending to be someone that I wasn’t. If they knew who I really was, then the chase would be over. Their interest in the sexy woman would turn to disgust when they realized I was nothing more than a trap.

I brought the cocktail glass back to my lips and turned it up. Tonight wasn’t supposed to be a depressing night, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was just wasting everyone’s time.

As desperate as I’d been to get out of work and into the club, I was beyond ready to leave when a woman’s voice called out, “Cecily?”

Instinctively, I turned to look at the woman. Cecily was the name I went by when I was dressed up, it wasn’t close enough to my birth name to help people make the connection, and it wasn’t too outlandish that people would guess that it was a fake name.

The frown tugging at my lips turned into a slight smile as a familiar brunette woman stood a few feet away from me. Her hands were clasped in front of her stomach, one hand nervously wringing the other. She was a few inches taller than me if memory served, she was almost seven years older than me, and her dark green eyes were impossible to forget. Her name, though, that was what I’d forgotten. The taste of her lips, however, that was still fresh on my mind from last weekend.

She took a hesitant step towards me and put her hand on my shoulder. Her perfume was light, but noticeable and smelled faintly of vanilla. Her outfit wasn’t much different than the one she wore last weekend, a pair of tight-fitting blue jeans and a black t-shirt that kept her perky breasts mostly hidden from view. “Rough night?” she asked softly.

I nodded my head and reached up to put my hand over hers. “The roughest.”

She smiled weakly and nodded to the chair across from me, “Mind if I sit?”

“Not at all,” I mumbled.

The brunette sat down and kept her eyes on the table as she talked. “Do you want to tell me what is on your mind?”

I shrugged my shoulders dismissively and almost told her no. That would have pushed her away, and in some way, that might have been better than having her around. Last weekend, I led her on just like I led everyone else on. I let her touch almost everything she wanted, even encouraged her to reach into my skirt to see what kind of panties I had on… but I couldn’t bring myself to tell her the truth about what was in my panties, even when she offered to come over to my place to take care of me.

“Do you want the honest answer or the one that’ll make you feel like I’m okay?” I asked.

She looked up at me, her eyes meeting with mine. “They say that the truth will set you free, but I don’t care what you tell me as long as it helps you feel better. You seemed so much happier last time we talked, I’d like to help you get back to that cheerful mood you were in.”

“I doubt you’d really want me in that mood if you had the honest answer,” I grumbled before thinking.

“It might surprise you to know that I’m capable of more than just partying, Cecily. If you don’t want to talk to me, that’s okay, just say so. I’m not looking to ruin your night, so if I’m intruding, say something,” she said.

She sounded a little annoyed with me. Then again, most people did when I got this way. It wasn’t uncommon, if I was honest. The thrill of dressing up was a wonderful one to chase, but the disappointment of knowing that my clothes were the highlight of my life kind of hurt. I wasn’t out here to look for a partner, I was just out here to be someone’s arm candy for the night.

“Well, I’m glad you can do more than party,” I sighed. “I think I’m stuck in the circle of going out and never staying in. Outside of these clubs, I’m just another nobody doing nobody things.”

“You’re somebody, no matter how few people you let know it,” she said.

I bit my lip and traced my finger around the top of my empty cocktail glass. “You know, I feel like a real bitch. You remembered my name and I’m—”

“It’s Riley. Stop worrying about that and tell me what’s going on, don’t change the subject,” she said firmly.

Riley. The second she said her name, a flood of memories came pouring back from last weekend. Most of them were good, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the way I left her at the club, her smile quickly fading when I wouldn’t give her my phone number.

“Change the subject from what? My life? There’s not much to it. I wake up, I go to work, if it’s a weekday, I typically go out and go to stores to window shop. If it’s the weekend, I like to head out to the clubs around town to see what’s going on. There’s really not a lot to talk about,” I mumbled.

“What kind of stores do you go to?” she asked.

I leaned back against my chair and let my arms fall to my lap. “I mostly go shopping for clothes. Sometimes I look at appliances or furniture for my apartment, but that’s only when I start thinking about taking out a mortgage and buying a house.”

Riley nodded her head. “You’re twenty-one, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

She smiled. “Twenty-one is a bit young to feel like you need to start planning your entire future out. Taking out a mortgage is a big deal. Have you given much thought to the kind of home you would need for your needs? One bathroom or two, how many bedrooms, do you want a specific amount of storage? Things like that can be super important, especially when you’re only twenty-one.”

“That doesn’t mean I can’t daydream about the day I have someone,” I said softly. “It’s less about the house and more about who I’d be sharing it with.”

“Well, I can’t say for sure that turning down all your dates is a surefire way of staying single for a while, but I can offer you a drink if you’d like to talk for a little while?” Riley asked.

Her words stung, but I nodded anyway. “I’d be okay with that, but only if you tell me why you want to spend your time with me instead of finding someone else that hasn’t already been a bitch to you.”

Riley stood from her chair and pushed it back underneath the table as she flashed a smile at me. “Because I know your secret.”

My blood ran cold and I quickly stood up. “And what would that be?” I asked, trying to play it cool. Maybe she didn’t really know, but I knew her hands were more than a little curious and she wasn’t exactly afraid of taking the lead.

“Cecily, it doesn’t matter. Well, it does, but it doesn’t,” Riley said as she gestured to the bar. “So, are you going to order yourself something or not?”

I bit my lip and looked her in the eye, desperate to see if she was bluffing. Her eyes locked with mine and she slowly looked down to my hips and ran her tongue across her bottom lip before winking at me. And then, like nothing happened, she turned and made her way over to the bar.


Chapter Three

In all my time of dressing up, I’d been very careful to not let anyone find out. If there was one thing I’d been a little too prideful about, it was my ability to pass as a woman. I couldn’t pretend it was effortless. I had to watch the way I spoke, the way I walked, the way I dressed, fuck, even the way I thought.

But Riley knew.

She walked over to the bar and called out her drink order to the bartender before looking back at me and calling out another drink to the bartender. With the general noise in the club, I couldn’t tell what she ordered me, but I knew better than to think I could let her get too far away from me. She knew my secret and she could tell everyone. That wouldn’t be okay… but what would it really hurt? My parents might be even more disappointed in me. My boss might be a little amused, but I doubted that anything major would really change.

But she knew and she offered to buy me a drink anyway.

I hesitantly walked over to the bar and joined Riley. She smiled at me and put her hand on my lower back. “I asked the bartender to make you something fruity. I hope that’s not an issue.”

The warmth of her hand on my back felt nice, but I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about it being there. “It’s not, but how did you find out?” With all the noise in the club, we had to stand even closer to one another to keep our conversation private.

“Does it really matter, Cecily?” she asked.

My eyes met with hers again. “Yes, it really does.”

Riley took a step back and then quickly positioned herself behind me. Her hands fell to my waist and she pressed her hips against my ass. My cheeks flushed from being ground against at the bar where quite a few people were looking, but another sensation quickly tore my attention from the other people in the room. Something hard pressed against my ass. Riley pulled me gently back against her and the warm, thick bulge pressing into my ass suddenly made a lot more sense.

She didn’t give me much time to react. She pulled away from me and quickly returned to her spot at the bar and crossed her right foot over her left and leaned forward over the bar a little to let her t-shirt conceal the bulge in her tight jeans. “Let’s just say I know what to look for, Cecily.”

I wasn’t sure how to feel other than ashamed. Everyone around just watched me get mounted by someone that they must have thought was a woman. Granted, it wasn’t all that uncommon for people to grind against one another in the club, if anything, it was one of the more tame acts that people probably saw here.

“S-So you’re like me?” I asked.

“I doubt that. Your boobs are fake,” she giggled. Riley let out a soft hum. “No, I’m transgender. I don’t exactly care if people know that, but it’s not something I generally tell people on the first date. That’s another difference. I usually tell the people I’m interested in the truth about me.”

The bartender hurried over to us with our drinks before zipping off to go serve other customers. I grabbed my drink and drank nearly half of the glass. Riley was throwing me curve balls that I just wasn’t ready for, but she didn’t seem too upset with me.

I put my drink back down and enjoyed the warming effect of the alcohol. Undoubtedly, it was helping loosen me up, but that didn’t make it much easier to talk to Riley. “Is this some kind of lecture, then? I know I’m not trans, and if you want to be mad that I didn’t tell you before, I feel like I should remind you that I didn’t try to lure you into bed with me. I turned you down so that I wouldn’t have to have this conversation with you in the first place.”

“That might be your logic for other people, but I’m afraid it’s not going to work for me, darling,” Riley said as she hooked her arm around my waist and pulled me gently into her side. “I think you’re cute. Knowing what you’ve got, I really don’t care. The only thing it changes is which hole we’d be using if you did come back to my place, but if I went back to yours, I guess I’d be doing a lot less licking than with a woman.”

Her brashness was… unexpected. Last weekend, she seemed much more reserved. She waited until I gave her permission to put her hands on me anywhere that wasn’t ‘safe’ and even then, she was hesitant until I literally asked her to touch me.

But the tables were turned. Back then, I felt like I had the upper hand. In my mind, she didn’t know what she was getting into and I was just enjoying the moment. Now, she knew… I knew that she knew… but I still couldn’t deny that I wanted her hands on me. I wanted to taste her lips again. I wanted to feel her cock pressing against my ass again…

“I-I mean, I’m not sure that I would know which house to go to, then,” I stammered.

“That’s more like the Cecily I met last weekend,” Riley purred as she let her fingers drag back and forth across my hip pleasantly. “Why don’t we take these drinks and head over to a booth where we can talk a bit quieter?”

I picked up my drink and nodded my head, unsure as to what I should even say to her. Riley pulled away from me and took her drink with her over to a booth. The booths were the furthest seating available away from the dance floor. That helped keep the noise levels down, but there was still enough noise to not have to worry about the people around us hearing our conversation unless we got too carried away.

Riley gestured for me to get on the inside of the booth and she joined me on the same side, trapping me in with her. Her smile was infectious as she put her hand on my bare thigh and let her fingertips tease my flesh. The goosebumps forming on my leg underneath her touch were almost shameful, but I loved the sensation. For once, I wasn’t exactly afraid of what would happen if those fingers did continue exploring what was under my skirt.

“You say you’re not trans, so I want to know why you dress up, Cecily,” Riley said quietly.

I tilted my head back and pressed it into the back of the booth as her fingers slid beneath my skirt. Riley was good at teasing my sensitive thighs, and my cock started throbbing to life. I knew that it wouldn’t take very long for my shaft to slip from between my cheeks and start tenting my panties, so I reached down to put my hand on top of hers, stopping her in her tracks. “Because it turns me on, just like you’re doing right now. I think it’s kind of hot to go out and not have anyone know who I really am. But like I was complaining about before, not being able to be authentic can suck at times. It’s not like most people would be okay with finding out my secret.”

Riley let out a soft breath and kept her hand where it was. “First, do you want me to stop what I’m doing?”

I shook my head and slowly pulled my hand away from hers. While I was a little afraid of people seeing Riley playing with my cock underneath the table, I couldn’t pretend that I hadn’t been craving something like this for literal years.

“Good,” Riley purred and slid her hand from my thigh down to my knee. “Now that I know you want it, you’re going to have to earn it. You’re right about a few things. No, most people wouldn’t be okay with you being a trap. You’re too fucking cute for guys to avoid, and you’re too damn sweet for lesbians to not want. No matter which way you go, you’d probably be upsetting someone by making them question their sexuality.”

Riley scooted closer to me, causing me to shuffle closer to the wall. She spread her legs slightly and reached over to pull my hand over to her crotch. The thick bulge in her pants was barely covered by her shirt, and the second my fingers touched her shaft, she let out a soft gasp. “Luckily for you, though, I’m willing to let you earn a little alone time if you’re brave enough to risk it.”

While I was comfortable teasing guys, I’d never once really given thought to touching a cock. I didn’t think that things would ever go that far. The attention guys showered me with was wonderful, but I wasn’t gay. They thought I was a woman, so unless they knew, then it wasn’t gay… at least, that’s what I’d been telling myself.

The warmth of Riley’s shaft through her pants was incredible, but even more appealing was the way she bit her lip as I slowly moved my hand along her shaft. Her eyes snapped shut and she let out a soft groan. Riley’s hips lifted slightly, pressing her cock against my hand.

“I-I’m not sure that I want some alone time, though,” I whimpered.

Riley let out a soft moan. “You’re doing an awful job of proving otherwise.”

Realizing what she meant, I quickly pulled my hand away from her cock. “What kind of game are you playing?” I asked.

“Who said I was playing any kind of game? I’m just a girl that is interested in another girl. Weren’t you interested last weekend? I seem to recall you begging me to grab your ass,” she said before giggling. The joy of her laughter almost brought a smile to my lips, but her mirth was short lived. “But if you’re seriously uncomfortable, I’ll leave you alone.”

I reached for my drink and brought it to my lips, desperate for some kind of pause in our conversation. Everything was moving too fast, she couldn’t expect me to have fully taken in what she was offering.

Riley sighed and put gently patted my knee. “Saying nothing is the same thing as telling me you’re not interested.” She slid out of the booth and stood up. Pulling her shirt down over the impressive bulge in her pants, she looked back at me and mumbled, “I’m going to pay for our drinks. It was nice seeing you, Cecily. Whatever it is you’re hoping to find, I hope you find it.”

I hadn’t even gotten over the rough taste of alcohol before she was trying to leave. I just wanted a second to think, not for her to leave. But the devil was in the details. The tugging on my heartstrings when she said she was going to leave was all the confirmation I needed. Whether she had a cock or not, I did enjoy spending time with her. She was hot, flirtatious, and if her hands were any indication of what I could expect in bed, Riley could rock my world.

Climbing out of the booth, I chased after her and called out, “Wait!”


Chapter Four

Riley didn’t turn back to look at me. She didn’t seem to acknowledge my presence at all as she paid for our drinks. When she turned away from the bar, she looked at me but walked right by me on her way out the door. The bartender was kind enough to hand me my clutch as she saw my frantic expression and once again, I found myself following after her.

Once we were back in the cool night air, I called out, “Riley, please, I wasn’t trying to turn you down.”

“Oh really?” she asked, spinning around to face me. “I’m not sure what else to try with you, Cecily. You seemed to enjoy last weekend, I thought that things were going great until you basically told me to fuck off. Tonight, I tried a different approach and clearly that didn’t work, so what exactly do you want? I’m not interested in playing games with you, Cecily.”

As frustrated as she sounded, she wasn’t the only one that had a few complaints. “You make it sound like I was trying to be a bitch. Look, I get it, you’re comfortable with yourself and I wish I could say that I was as confident as you. I’m sorry that I’ve never had to deal with this kind of situation before, but how the hell do you expect me to know what to say?”

Riley shrugged her shoulders as she turned around and walked away.

I ran to catch up to her and matched her pace. “Now look who’s being difficult,” I grumbled. “I said I’m sorry.”

Riley glared at me but never slowed her gait. “Seriously, what the fuck do you want? I tried taking things slow before. I tried offering you what I thought you wanted, but you find out I’ve got a dick and suddenly that changes everything. It’s okay for you to play everyone else, but the second someone doesn’t meet your expectations, that’s just it? It’s over? You weren’t even willing to tell me what was on your mind until I gave up?”

“Can we please stop walking if we’re going to talk?” I asked.

Riley stopped and crossed her arms. “That depends on if you’d even be willing to talk.”

Thankful to not have to practically jog to keep up with her, I stopped alongside her. “Look, I am seriously sorry that I reacted the way I did. You’re the first person to ever confront me about my, uh, situation. That being said, it’s not that I’m uncomfortable with you being different, it’s just that… I don’t know, I don’t think I’m gay.”

She clenched her fists and tensed up, but took a deep breath and let her fingers uncurl. “Cecily, that was probably the dumbest thing you could have said, but I’m going to assume that you didn’t mean it that way. While I have a cock, that doesn’t mean I don’t identify as a woman. If you’re scared of your sexuality being questioned, then how the fuck do you explain your crossdressing? Is that something straight guys do? That’s a rhetorical question, because yes, some do. You clearly didn’t seem to mind touching my dick, so is it a question of taking it up the ass?”

Her harsh words were unexpected, but I was thankful she wasn’t walking away again. “It’s just… I mean, Riley, I’m a virgin. Let’s get that out of the way right now. I’ve never given a blowjob, eaten someone out, been fucked, fucked someone. I’ve made a habit of not taking advantage of people’s willingness when I’m dressed up, but that doesn’t mean I’m not interested. If I’m not allowed to be unsure of what I like and don’t like, then I’ll apologize for that too.”

Riley sighed and brushed her long brown hair over her shoulder and looked down at me. “I feel like we’re both on the same page, but we’re coming at it from different angles. Cecily, I’m fine with you needing time to learn, but damn it, girl, stop playing with my emotions. I was down to fool around last weekend and I’m not going to pretend that I’m not still a bit turned on. Just tell me what you want to do and we’ll see where things go from there.”

“C-Could we just watch a movie or something together?” I asked.

“Like, theaters or at home?” she asked in response.

I bit my lip as I thought about it. “Home?”

She smiled weakly and nodded. “Yeah, I don’t live too damn far away. Don’t get the wrong idea, I don’t usually bring people back to my place. Cecily, I’m willing to see where things go, but damn, it would have been much easier if it was just sex.”

I couldn’t bring myself to disagree with her about that. “So what is it now?” I asked.

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out, chick,” she grumbled as she continued walking at a much more reasonable pace.

It was strange to be treated like a woman when Riley knew that I was a male. “Why do you keep calling me Cecily?”

“Because that’s how I met you. I had a pretty good idea that you weren’t a woman last weekend. Still, I think it’s kind of hot that you’re into dressing up and acting like a woman anyway. The awkward part has been trying to figure out what it is that you seem to want,” she said. “But if you want me to call you something else, I’m not sure that I’d want to.”

“I’m not sure what all I want. I’m scared of letting myself fantasize too much, because be honest, if you’re only interested in me when I’m dressed up, then what happens when I can’t be in an outfit you like? What happens if I want to have a family someday that doesn’t need to know about what I do to get off?” I asked.

She laughed quietly. “That’s where I think your mental block is. You’re so worried about having to be one thing or the other. Labels aren’t going to help you, Cecily. Think about it like this. I already know that you’re not a woman. You told me that you’re not even trans, so clearly, I’m comfortable with you being whatever. You’re cute, Cecily. Whether you’re dressed up or not, I know I’m attracted to you. If you’re going to keep making it all about what that makes you, then you’re never just going to shut up and enjoy the time you’re spending with me. So, if you want a family, how the hell do you expect to have one without letting someone into your life?”

“And how do you expect me to let someone in without some kind of sign that they’re not just going to abandon me when they’re tired of the sex?” I asked.

Riley stopped walking and turned to face me. Her hand slid behind my head and she pulled me into her and kissed me on the lips. As quickly as the kiss came, she pulled back and whispered hungrily, “Why not find out if the sex is good enough to keep me around to begin with, then?”

I hesitated for a second before I got on my tiptoes so that I could kiss her. The taste of her lips was every bit as intoxicating as it had been last weekend, but unlike last weekend, I didn’t have to worry about her finding out my secret. I didn’t have to pull away when she pressed her tongue to my lips.

Her free hand slid down to my lower back and she pulled me tight against her. Riley’s cock pressed against my hip and I could feel it thickening as she kissed me deeper. Cars continued streaming down the road next to us, but I couldn’t care less who saw us.

After a few moments of our tongues dancing together, Riley broke the kiss and smiled. “Or did that feel too gay for you, Cecily?”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes at her. “I only agreed to a movie, but if you’re lucky, I might let you take my skirt off.”

“If I’m lucky, you’re probably thinking about how good my cock would feel in your tight ass,” she teased. “But you know what? I’m cool with waiting as long as it takes for you to be comfortable. Just promise to actually talk to me instead of getting all silent.”

I smirked at her and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t like making promises to strangers.”

“There’s no winning with you,” she sighed, but the smile on her lips told me that she was enjoying the banter.

The rest of the walk took much longer than I hoped, but when we finally arrived at her two-bedroom modular house, I was more than excited to get inside and take my boots off. My other clothes would stay on… for now.


Chapter Five

Once we were off the street, Riley seemed to relax quite a bit. She glanced back at me as she reached down to grab the bottom of her shirt, “I never said I was going to stay fully dressed.”

She pulled her shirt off and let out a soft groan as she tossed it aside. “But, I’ll be nice enough to leave my bra on for now. I’d hate to make you too horny too fast,” she teased.

I rolled my eyes and took off my boots. “Oh, like you can talk. You realize I can see your cock through your jeans, don’t you?”

“Keep talking like that and I’ll make sure you have the best view in the house from on your knees, Cecily,” Riley purred.

She led me into the living room. While her house wasn’t massive, it was still nicer than my apartment. Riley had a dark blue wraparound couch set that took up the majority of the living space. She walked over to the corner piece and picked up her remote from the sofa and sat down. Reaching behind herself, she grabbed a thin cover and put it down beside her. “You said you wanted to watch a movie. I’m not trying to force you into something you don’t want, but if you want to snuggle, I’d be down.”

I didn’t hesitate to join her on the couch. Sitting down beside her, I happily lied on my side on the couch and let Riley lie down behind me. Her arm draped over my stomach and she pulled me back against her. Even though I could feel her cock pressing against my ass, I didn’t let myself focus on that pleasant warmth as she covered us up and picked a movie for us to watch.

“Ah, damn it. I should have asked you if you wanted a drink before I got comfortable,” she grumbled as the movie started.

My cheeks burned as I fought to find the words I wanted to say. In the end, I did what I hoped Riley would want. I spoke my mind… “I wouldn’t want to get up right now even if I was dying of thirst.”

She let out a soft laugh. “I can’t say I blame you, I really don’t want to move either.”

“Then don’t,” I said.

For a little while, we got quiet. The movie was interesting, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the bulge pressing against my ass. It did feel nice, but I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do to let her know that. I pressed my ass back against her hips and mumbled, “This is nice, you know?”

Riley moaned softly from the pressure against her cock. “I’m glad you think so, but I’m going to be honest, I’d really love to slide my hand into your panties, Cecily.”

I put my hand on top of Riley’s underneath the cover and guided it down to my skirt. “Um, if you want to?”

She slid her hand lower to grab the bottom of my skirt so that she could scrunch it up around my waist. With the cover helping block out the sight of what was happening, I tried not to think too hard about what was happening, but there was no way I couldn’t think about it. While Riley was one of the many, many people I’d teased, she was the first to get this far with me.

Riley caressed my cock through my panties and kissed my neck, “If you make a mess in these, I’m sure I could let you borrow a pair, baby.”

“I-I can be a dirty girl if you want,” I moaned. It wouldn’t be the first time I came in my own panties and wore it like the sissy slut I wanted to be for someone else…

“You better not be a dirty girl if you ever want me to suck your cock, pumpkin,” she purred as she let her fingertips glide over the head of my cock.

A moan slipped out of my lips before I could stop it, but then it was too late. My toes curled as Riley pulled my cock through the left leg hole of my panties and started slowly stroking it as she pressed her hips tighter against my ass. With my skirt mostly out of the way, I could feel her cock throb occasionally as she stroked mine.

“Oh fuck, it feels so much better when you do it,” I whimpered.

She giggled and tightened her grip and pumped her fist faster. The change of pace made me cry out in pleasure as I arched my back and pressed my ass even harder against her cock, though, this time it wasn’t to tease her.

“You keep teasing me with that little ass of yours and I’m going to have to take care of myself,” she groaned.

Turned on and more than a little desperate to cum, I stammered, “I-I’ll do it for you.”

Riley’s hand let go of my cock. “I’ll let you play with it later, Cecily. For now, why don’t you take off that skirt, baby?”

I slid onto my back and looked over at her. “You don’t have to do this for me.”

“Do what?”

“Y-You know,” I mumbled.

She chuckled and threw the cover off us. My cock throbbed in the air, a bead of precum oozing from my tip. “Trust me, I’m not doing anything solely for you. If I wasn’t enjoying myself, I wouldn’t be doing this. Now, shut up and watch the movie, baby. I’ll give you a reason to want to come back.”

I didn’t need any more of a reason, but I also wasn’t going to stop Riley as she scooted further down the couch. She curled two fingers around the base of my cock and held it straight up in the air as she locked eyes with me. Then, she took my crown into her soft, puffy lips.

Her hand felt wonderful, but her mouth was so much more than I could have ever expected. Too much more…

Riley’s tongue teased the underside of my crown and I let out a high-pitched yelp as the intense pleasure ripped through me. “F-Fuck!”

She simply giggled. The vibration danced through my sensitive shaft and I clenched my fists as she swallowed my cock effortlessly. While I wasn’t experienced in the slightest, it was clear that Riley knew exactly what she was doing. Of all things that could have gone through my mind, the thought of her fucking me dominated my thoughts. She didn’t brag about her blowjobs, but she did tease me about fucking me… if she was half as good with her cock as she was with her mouth, then my panties would definitely be ruined before I left her house.

Riley cupped my balls through my panties and gently massaged them as she continued bobbing up and down on my cock. Her tongue never stopped licking and darting from one sensitive spot to another. When she pulled away from me, that magnificent tongue danced around my crown and then flicked along the underside of my head before she pressed it to the thick vein and took me all the way to my base. Considering that I was a fair bit above average, I wasn’t sure how Riley could keep my cock fully in her throat without gagging.

Riley’s fingers slid from my balls down to the thin strip of cloth that covered my asshole. A single fingertip made its way under my panties and pressed against my pucker. She looked up at me, my cock buried in her throat, and pushed that finger into my tight hole slowly.

It was too much.

A whimpering cry tore through her house as my balls tightened. My cock throbbed within her throat and she quickly started bobbing up and down on my cock again, fully aware that I was coming. The finger in my ass slowly pumped in and out of me as strands of my cum shot into her mouth, yet Riley didn’t swallow.

When she finally finished milking my cock, Riley pulled away from my cock, pulled her finger out of my ass, and sat up. Her tongue was pressed down against the floor of her mouth. Undoubtedly, Riley saved my cum, but I wasn’t quite sure why. Riley unbuttoned her pants and snatched them off before tossing them across the room.

The cute light green panties she had on couldn’t contain her massive cock. While I wasn’t exactly small, Riley’s cock made me feel like I really did have the kind of cock that deserved to be in a cage. Still, taking off her pants was only the first step in Riley’s plan, as it seemed. She swung her leg over my stomach and sat on my lap as she leaned over me. Her mouth was a few inches away from mine when her other hand cupped my chin and she gently tugged at my lower jaw, silently encouraging me to open my mouth.

I wasn’t stupid. I’d watched enough sissy porn to know what was expected of me… but I hesitated. It was one thing to kiss her after she sucked my cock, but having my own cum spit into my mouth?

I swallowed heavily before letting Riley open my mouth. The least I could do for her was swallow my cum after she gave me my first blowjob.

Riley didn’t spit my cum out, though. She leaned down to press her lips to mine. Then came the hot, salty-sweet taste of my fresh cum as she pushed her tongue into my mouth…


Chapter Six

Riley’s tongue flicked at mine for a second as she ground her ass against my still-hard cock. It took me a few seconds to recover my wits enough to kiss her back. While I knew exactly what I was getting into when I opened my mouth for her, I couldn’t deny that I was still a little shocked that I did it.

After years of rolling the dice on someone calling me on my bluff, someone finally beat me at my own game. But if this was what being beat was going to be like, I would happily play this game with Riley any time she wanted.

I put my hands on Riley’s waist as she continued grinding herself against me. It didn’t take long for us to swallow every last bit of my cum, but Riley wasn’t finished. She reached down between us. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and I let out a whimpering moan into our kiss. Riley giggled into our kiss as she lifted her hips slightly, then I found out what she was wanting.

With my cock slick with Riley’s spit, she pulled her panties aside and pressed my crown against her asshole. My eyes snapped open and I turned my head to the side to break the kiss. “R-Riley!”

She froze. “Wait, are you not cool with this? Shit, I’m so sorry, I thought you were into it.”

I wasn’t upset that she seemed ready to ride me, but I wasn’t sure what was going on. “I-I thought you wanted to f-fuck me?”

Riley looked down between us, all the while holding my cock against her pucker. “Uh, isn’t that what I’m doing?”

“I just thought you meant like, being on top?” I asked as much as said.

She smiled warmly at me. Her hips lowered and the sudden warmth and tightness around my already sensitive cock made me gasp. “Baby, I’m on top and I’m going to fuck you. If you want to take my cock later, that’s fine, but this is what I’m craving right now. Remember what I said about over-thinking the labels?”

I tried to speak, but I couldn’t find my breath. Every time a syllable made its way out of my lips, it was interrupted by another loud moan. I gave up trying to say anything and just let the moans flow freely.

Riley’s tight hole felt so much better than I could have ever imagined. If I’d have known how good it could feel to fuck someone, I should have just let everyone know I had a cock from the get-go. Riley wasn’t like the rest of them, though. She knew what she wanted, she knew what I had, and she apparently knew exactly what to do with a cock. Maybe because she had one of her own… maybe I’d learn to make her feel as good as she was making me feel someday.

Her cock bounced up and down as she rode me. She started somewhat slowly, but the more accustomed her ass got to my cock, the faster she bounced. Riley’s toned legs flexed and relaxed as she sat up and took my cock as deep into her ass as she could. “Oh my fucking god,” she purred. “You’re so fucking hot when you’re on your back, you know that?”

“T-Thanks,” I forced out. While it was the lamest thing I could have said, at least I managed a word. Riley smiled down at me and leaned back to put her hands on my legs, just below my knees. As fast as she was bouncing on my cock, I knew I couldn’t last much longer. My hands couldn’t reach her waist anymore and I was left to simply rub her legs like an idiot as she took my virginity.

Riley’s own moans sang out into her house. Her soft pleasured sighs came just as often as her moans as she sank fully onto my cock before grinding her ass against my hips. When she pulled away, she let my cock slide most of the way out of her hot, tight ass before she let gravity pull her back down onto my shaft.

Even though I’d just came, I was close to finishing again. Riley was doing so fucking much to make sure I felt amazing and yet, I wasn’t doing anything for her. My eyes locked on her cock as she kept bouncing. While I couldn’t hold her hips like I wanted to, there was something I could do for her…

I reached between her legs and wrapped my hand around her thick cock. While I wasn’t sure what to do to help make her feel better with my cock, I absolutely knew way too much about masturbating. I pumped my fist up and down her cock as she kept riding me. Her moans grew louder and she sat up straight again, sitting on my lap, my cock buried fully in her ass as I kept jerking her massive cock.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she moaned. Instead of riding me, she started shifting her hips back and forth. The sensation was entirely different, but it felt so damn good. “That’s it, baby. Oh fuck, I’m about to ruin your shirt!”

I didn’t care. I couldn’t have cared. Riley was barely one step above being a complete stranger to me, but I loved her in that moment. My cock throbbed deep within her ass as a second powerful explosion of cum flooded into her.

Riley’s ass clenched around my cock as her pleasured scream filled the living room. Her cock pulsed within my hand and I raked my teeth over my bottom lip. I wasn’t sure at what point I’d turned into such a fucking cock slut, but I couldn’t wait for her cum to shower over me.

And shower it did. Thick ropes of cum shot out of Riley’s cock, the first of which splashed against my chin and throat. The second stretched from my fake breasts down to my stomach, and the rest pumped out onto my flannel shirt. The same shirt that set this night in motion… it was definitely my new favorite shirt, and I could only hope that Riley would love it as much as I did as the night progressed.

My cock slowly softened within Riley’s ass. Now that our moans had slowly faded away, I could hear the TV in the background again, but I couldn’t care less what was happening on the screen.

Looking up at Riley, all I wanted was to tell her that I loved her, but I knew that what I currently felt wasn’t love. I could imagine a world in which I did love her, but that would have to wait until she proved that I wasn’t just a one-night stand. That still wouldn’t make me appreciate her any less. Even though I wasn’t sure I minded anymore, I never thought I would lose my virginity to a woman with a cock bigger than mine… but I hadn’t even taken it yet… there was still another half of my virginity to lose, and after what Riley did for me, I wanted to do the same for her.

“I-Is it my turn to be on top, then?” I asked weakly.

She laughed quietly and ran her hand through my hair. “Fuck, I wish. I was surprised that you stayed hard after you came the first time, but sadly, I’m going to need a little bit.”

“Uhm, then we could take a shower?” I asked. “Maybe that would be enough time?”

Riley shrugged her shoulders. “We could, but I’d rather not. Don’t take this the wrong way, but baby, you’re probably not thinking clearly. I’m not going to pretend I don’t want you, oh god, I’d love to fuck your sissy pussy until you can’t walk, but I don’t want to do it right now.”

I wasn’t sure if I liked the term she used, but I wasn’t going to complain about her choice of words. She wasn’t wrong, though. I felt somewhat guilty that she gave me a blowjob, then rode me, and all she wanted was for me to wait until later to make up my mind about letting her fuck me. There was a debt that needed to be repaid, but if she wasn’t going to let me pay her back physically, then I’d have to figure something else out. “But if not now, then when? I don’t know when I’ll see you again, I don’t want tonight to be over. You did so much for me, but I—”

“You’re way too caught up in your feelings, Cecily,” she let out a soft groan as she lifted away from my hips. My cock slid out of her ass and she got off the couch. “Sweetie, I’ll give you my number and we can do this again, but give it some time. Make sure that this is what you really want instead of just rushing into it. Sucking your cock was easy for me. Letting you fuck my ass was nothing short of amazing, but darling, I’m not the kind of girl that is going to take advantage of you when you’re all loopy from having two wonderful orgasms.”

“But I don’t want to go,” I whimpered.

Riley smiled warmly at me and shook her head. “I never said you had to leave. If you want to say, then stay the night, you can even sleep in my bed, but you’re going to have to shower and change, and no more sex. Not tonight, baby.”

I nodded my head slowly, ashamed of how badly I wanted to beg for her cock. That didn’t mean I was going to, though, I’d begged enough. Riley wasn’t even being cruel, if anything, she was being so damn perfect.

Riley fetched me a fresh outfit that consisted of pink lace boyshorts, a pair of plain black pajama pants, and a large gray t-shirt. “Don’t bother putting your bra back on. I want to see what you look like naturally, baby. No makeup, no breast molds, no specific outfit. I just want to see you. Okay?”

I hesitated, but nodded again. “If that’s what you want. Uhm, where’s the shower?”

Riley led me to the bathroom and gave my ass a rough squeeze as I stepped inside. “Clean up good, baby. Leave your clothes outside the door and I’ll come get them to wash them.”

“Oh, I can just hand them to you,” I said as I started taking off my messy flannel.

“That would ruin the rest of my surprise, wouldn’t it?” she asked as she shut the door and left me alone in the bathroom with my thoughts.


Chapter Seven

Warm water streamed down my back as I stood in the shower with my hand on the wall, staring down at the floor. While my eyes were open, I wasn’t paying any attention to the water circling the drain. My thoughts were on Riley and the things we did.

Last weekend was fun, we danced, we kissed, we talked for hours and hours, and I fucked it up for her by turning her down at the end of the night. It was so easy to write off the fact that she might have truly felt a connection to Cecily. The other side of me felt completely unrelated to the person I was as I stood in the shower.

Cecily was flirtatious, outgoing, and confident. As Liam, though… things changed. I tried to be outgoing, but my attempts often were met with either laughter or were ignored altogether. Self-confidence wasn’t something in my dictionary when I went out as a guy. And flirting? That was a complete joke when I wasn’t wearing something sexy.

But Riley seemed okay with that. Whether she knew the entire time we were enjoying each other’s company last weekend or not, I couldn’t say. I could say without any fear of being wrong was that she truly didn’t care what was between my legs.

I didn’t deserve her sweetness tonight. She had every right to be pissed at me when we were at the club together. There was no real reason for her to suck my cock other than that she might have some kind of oral fetish, but I doubted that. Maybe it was the fact that she was transgender. Maybe she struggled with some of the same things I did once upon a time in her life.

Either way, that didn’t mean I wasn’t appreciative of the ‘compassion’ she showed me. Whether she let me have sex with her because she was horny or because she felt bad for me, I would never truly know, but I got the feeling that she wanted me. If not, well, then why did she ride me and why else would she have covered me in her cum?

Clearly, she thought I was attractive as Cecily, but… she wanted to see me. It was the strangest thing in the world for me to step out of someone else’s shower. I didn’t have my makeup kit waiting for me. I didn’t have an outfit I could go change into. I wasn’t even able to have a pre-warmed towel. None of my usual comforts were here to help me. The closest thing to comfort that I had was the cute pair of panties Riley let me borrow. They fit well enough, considering that both of us had a little extra to account for in our panties.

Looking at myself in the mirror with just her panties on, I really didn’t look all that bad. My hair was still a bit damp, but it looked cute draped over my shoulders. My chest was flat, but if she took me from behind, she probably wouldn’t have been able to tell that I was a guy. Well, other than the fact that she had first-hand experience with my cock…

I took a deep breath before putting on the pajama pants and t-shirt. And just like that, I looked… normal. The outfit wasn’t cute, it wasn’t revealing, and it didn’t give anyone’s imagination something to work with. But it was what Riley wanted me to wear.

I walked out of the bathroom and towards the sound of another TV playing in one of the two bedrooms. Sure enough, Riley sat on the edge of the bed, idly watching the show until I approached. She smiled warmly at me and stood up.

“Feel free to change the channel, but I’ve got to take a shower as well,” she said softly.

If she was going to take a shower right after I got out, she could have just taken one with me, but I could somewhat understand her reasoning. “I guess I’ll wait for you.”

“Yeah, if you hear the washing machine stop, could you put the clothes in the dryer for me?” she asked.

I nodded and that was the end of that. There was no kiss, no groping, not even a fleeting glance towards my cock. She just… walked to the bathroom. For such a normal event, it felt so uncomfortably awkward. I felt like she should have invited me to follow her into the bathroom. Maybe she could have asked me to suck her cock while she was toweling off… I wasn’t sure what I really expected, but it wasn’t that.

Riley took a fair bit longer than I did in the shower. Long enough that I did indeed have to move the laundry to the dryer, long enough that I was more than a little sleepy. By the time the water finally stopped running, I was fully entranced in a police procedural on TV.

It didn’t take her long to finish up in the bathroom after she got out of the shower, and a short time later, she walked back into her bedroom to join me on the bed. Instead of a full set of pajamas like she offered me, Riley was only wearing a long t-shirt. When she leaned back, I could see her soft cock peeking out from underneath her shirt for just a second before she wiggled her way up the bed and got underneath the covers.

She smiled warmly at me and patted the spot beside her. “You didn’t have to sit on the edge of the bed while you waited. I offered to let you sleep with me, darling, I promise, it’s much more comfortable to lie down.”

I scooted back on the bed and got underneath the covers with her. Riley wasted no time. She pulled me against her, her hips pressing against my ass, her cock tantalizingly close to my ‘sissy pussy’.

“Are you still feeling a bit uncomfortable, baby?” she asked softly as she put her arm over my waist and rested her hand on my stomach.

I reached down to interlace my fingers with hers over my belly and shrugged my shoulder. “The only thing that’s uncomfortable is how,” I paused for a moment, unsure of what word I wanted to use before settling on, “casual this all seems to be.”

Riley’s minty breath washed over my neck as she asked, “Is there something wrong with casual?”

“Honestly, yeah,” I mumbled. “I mean, what was normal about how we met? What is normal about fighting and then coming back to your place and having sex?”

Her thumb danced back and forth over my stomach, slowly pulling my t-shirt up with each stroke. “I don’t know if I would say we fought, necessarily, but I get what you’re saying. Cecily, you’re expecting this to be so much more theatrical than it should be. If you expect every moment of every day to be different just because we had sex, then you’re going to be disappointed when you find any sort of long-term relationship.”

“But sex is supposed to mean something, isn’t it?” I asked.

“That depends on who you’re having sex with. I’d like to think that what we did earlier said something about how I feel about you. Obviously, there are the surface level things like sexual attraction and being turned on, but that’s not all. I could have done a lot of things differently. I could have lied on my back and let you fuck me, that would have made you uncomfortable seeing as how you’ve never done something like that before. I didn’t have to ask you before I put my hand in your panties, but I knew that would probably make you feel uncomfortable as well. There are so many things that go into trying to find a sexual partner that you can be comfortable with,” Riley said.

I rolled onto my back but kept holding her hand. “You might be able to guess what I was worrying about, but I don’t know what you’re getting at with all of this.”

“I’m getting at the fact that maybe I’m a little tired of the club scene. I think I’ve found someone I do want to be able to be casual with. I’m not going to be theatrical about it, Cecily. I like the idea of having a girlfriend, but I’m not looking for someone that only wants to be put on display all the time. I want to be able to know that things could still be fun if I wanted to stay inside and just be with you for a while,” she said.

“You don’t even know my real name. I get that you wanted me to wait before we did anything else that was sexual, but maybe you need to give what you’re saying some time as well,” I mumbled. “You barely even know me.”

Riley squeezed my hand gently and brought it up to her lips to kiss my fingers before putting my hand over her heart. “Then tell me your real name. Tell me about your life, tell me about what interests you, tell me anything you want to tell me, Cecily. I’ve already made up my mind that I’d be willing to give dating a shot, but if you’re not interested, then you’re just not interested. On that same note, I’m not interested in a fuck buddy. If that’s all I wanted, I could have found someone else. I feel like I’ve been in your shoes before, and I know from experience that you probably feel a hell of a lot better hanging out with me now that you don’t have to hide your gender from me. So why can’t we take that one step further? Why can’t I take you out as my girlfriend in public, and when we’re home, well, how you dress and act is completely up to what you want, baby? I’m sick of being alone, Cecily. I’m tired of going out and finding out that people aren’t okay with who I am because I’m a little bit different. I don’t know if you feel the same way, but if you don’t, please tell me that I’m barking up the wrong tree.”

There was so much to take in. She barely knew me, but I could say the same about what I knew about her. Riley and I could be total opposites, but it didn’t feel that way when we had sex. I felt a spark between us, even if that spark might burn out soon. After years of refusing to let anyone in, I didn’t want to be alone either.

My decision was made a lot simpler when I looked in Riley’s eyes. Her words from earlier echoed in my mind. If I didn’t let someone in, then how would I ever get to know them in the first place?

“It’s Liam, but I like it when you call me Cecily. I like casual, but you know, sometimes I would like to be taken out just for you to show me off, if you like that kind of thing. If it’s up to me, then I’d like to dress up when we’re alone. There’s so much I could say right now, but,” I cut my thought short as I sat up just enough to lean over and kiss her.

Riley kissed me back and she moaned sweetly into the kiss. For all of her confidence a second ago, she seemed surprised. Her hand pulled away from mine and she reached underneath my shoulders and tugged until I rolled over on top of her. She parted her lips slightly, and once again, I took the hint.

It was my turn to kiss her, and as desperately as I tried to focus on that moment, I couldn’t ignore the hardening cock pressing against my pajama pants. My cock was aching within the panties Riley let me borrow. I needed some sort of relief, but after everything we did earlier and what she said about waiting, all I could do was moan into the kiss as I ground my ass against her cock.

Riley’s hands moved to my ass and she thrust up from the bed, grinding her cock against my ass as hard as she could from her position. Her muffled groan poured into our kiss and she pulled away from my lips to break our embrace. “Fuck, I need to stop before I can’t, baby.”

“Why can’t you just spoil your girlfriend just this once?” I pleaded.

She stared up at me as a smile tugged at her lips. “Promise not to throw this in my face the next time you get angsty?”

I couldn’t help but smile back. “Only if you promise to make sure to fuck that angst out of me.”


Chapter Eight

Riley hooked her thumbs into my pants and pulled them down until they reached my mid-thigh. “That’s a promise I want to make, but you’re getting ahead of yourself, Cecily. Are you sure you want to do this, seriously?”

I rolled off of her and threw the cover aside as I did so. From my position on my back, I quickly raised my legs and shoved the pajama pants the rest of the way off and looked over at Riley, “I’m sure. J-Just go slow, okay?”

“At first, baby. I’m sure you’ll want it hard and fast once your tight ass is good and stretched,” she purred.

I couldn’t argue that logic. I sure as hell loved it when she was riding me like her life depended on it, and if she had to pound my ass into oblivion to feel the same way, I could handle a little bit of an ache.

Riley sat up and took her shirt off. Her hard nipples looked so damn cute at first, but the sight of her large cock sent a wave of fear through me. I did want to try to take her, but as thick as she was, as deep as that cock would be inside me… I wasn’t sure I could handle her. I’d never know if I never tried, though.

She reached over and pulled the drawer to her nightstand open. After fishing through the drawer for a minute, she grabbed a small clear bottle and grumbled, “I really hope this is enough lube, babe. If not, we might have to run to the store before I can give you what you want.”

“You didn’t need lube, I’ll be fine,” I whispered.

Riley laughed. Not a quiet chuckle, no, a full-on deep laugh. She glanced down at her cock, back to me, then to the lube and shook her head as the last few giggles fell from her lips. “Baby, you wouldn’t be fine. I’ve got toys that I use pretty often, and I had enough spit on your cock to make it easier for me. From your own words, you’re a virgin and I doubt you’ve seen much anal action. So, trust me, you’re going to want lube. Maybe you should bring some with you the next time you go out?”

While she was talking, she stroked her cock with one hand while drizzling lube onto it with the other. Her size was terrifying, but that didn’t make her cock any less… cute? Sure, it was probably closer to ten inches than not, but the vibrant color of her purple crown looked so damn tasty. The thick veins running along her cock would undoubtedly feel amazing inside me, but I was getting ahead of myself.

“I-I could do that. Uh, what should I be doing?” I asked.

“Lie flat on your stomach. Leave the panties and t-shirt on, I think you like cute like that,” she said sweetly.

I rolled onto my stomach and waited. And waited. And waited. The slick sound of her hand running up and down her cock continued for a little while longer, until she finally shifted on the bed and two cold, wet fingers slid into my panties and found my asshole. Without a word of warning, she slowly pushed both of them into my tight pucker and let out a soft moan. “Fuck, you’re so damn tight, baby.”

The sudden insertion made me gasp and clench, but I let out a deep breath and did my best to not think about the thought of what she was doing and instead focused on how it felt. Her fingers plunged as far into my ass as they could before she curled them within me that drew a shuddering moan out of me.

“Mm, found your spot,” she purred as she kept fingering my ass.

“Y-Yeah,” I whimpered. My words were failing me again, but the feeling of her fingers pumping in and out of me was all I could think about. My cock throbbed painfully underneath me. With the weight of my hips pressing down on my cock, every time Riley’s fingers stroked my prostate, my cock twitched and I was painfully aware of the lace panties that were pinning my cock to my hips. That wasn’t a complaint. The mixture of sensations felt so much better than jerking off, but I would still prefer the feeling of Riley’s tight ass around my cock…

And then, her fingers were gone. Riley’s knees pressed against the outside of my legs, forcing me to close them even tighter. She reached down and put her hands on my hips and lifted them away from the bed slightly as she whispered, “Keep your back arched, trust me, you’ll enjoy it.”

I did as she asked and kept my back arched. Lying down all stretched out, I felt strangely exposed. From this position, I couldn’t really move all that much, but that might have been what Riley wanted. Her hands returned to my ass and she pulled my cheeks apart slightly and asked, “Are you sure you want to do this, babe? Last chance to say no before we start.”

“I really, really appreciate the concern, but could you please just fuck me already? I’m going to have a fucking panic attack if you keep teasing me!” I whined.

One of her hands moved away from my ass while the other pulled my panties to the side. A cold glob of lube trickled down the seam of my ass and then, a hot, thick crown came to rest at the top of my crack. Riley slowly slid her cock down my divide, spreading the lube along my ass while ensuring her crown was nice and freshly lubed up.

When she reached my hole, I almost hoped she would keep teasing me, but she didn’t. Much like when she pushed her fingers into my ass, Riley pressed against my tight hole and held her cock steady as she waited for my pucker to stop resisting her massive cock. After a few seconds of her gentle approach, Riley whispered, “Sorry.” I felt a fingertip press just above my asshole as she pushed herself into me, forcing her thick crown into my tight ass.

Even with all the lube that she used, her cock still felt way too large to take. My hole burned from the sudden stretching, but Riley quickly grabbed the bottle of lube and started trickling the last of it onto my ass. “I said sorry, but I had to get it in, baby, I only have two hands!”

I reached back and slid my hands into my panties so that I could grab my cheeks and spread them for her. Immediately, a lot of the stinging stopped. “I-It’s okay, you should have told me to help,” I whimpered.

“Well, the good news is that it’s in. The bad news is that I’m going to want to stay inside you until the day I die, fuck, you just feel so damn good, baby,” Riley purred. “How do you feel, though? Should I stop?”

I took a few steadying breaths. How did it feel? Like the world was finally trying to make up for the years of shitty treatment it had given me. It felt like Riley was the one person in my life that I didn’t care if she knew all of my dark, dirty secrets. Her cock also felt pretty nice in my ass, but it was a little too early to decide if I enjoyed it or not.

“Don’t stop,” I groaned. “Just go slow.”

Riley rolled her hips forward, causing her cock to sink deeper into my ass. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would. After being stretched until I thought I would be ripped in half, taking more of her length was surprisingly easy.

Riley’s hands slid up my back and she gently rubbed up and down as she kept shuffling ever so slightly forward to force more and more of her massive cock into my ass. Every inch that pushed deeper into me felt even better than the last. It wasn’t long until her thick shaft was constantly grinding against my prostate, but she still hadn’t fully buried herself within me. By the time her hands reached my shoulders, I could feel the warmth of her hips next to mine, and then, I felt her balls press against my ass as she drove herself into me. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Cecily, you’re so god damn sexy, you know that, don’t you?”

I couldn’t help but tease her a little. “I-I think you’re just saying that so I don’t make you stop.”

She giggled softly as she eased her cock just a few inches out of me before pushing back into my ass. “You’re just going to have to trust me when I say that I’m not.”

A soft, feminine moan slipped out of my lips. I was on the fence about anal earlier, but with her cock finally inside me, I knew for sure that I loved it. If that made me gay or bi, whatever, it didn’t matter. What mattered was how fucking good Riley’s cock felt when it twitched inside me after she bottomed out inside me.

I pulled my hands out of my panties and put them back on the bed near my shoulders. Pushing up slightly to further arch my back, I looked over my shoulder and puckered my lips for Riley.

She leaned further over me, her weight shifted and forced her cock just a little deeper inside me as she pressed her lips to mine for a quick kiss. Riley quickly pulled back. She put her hands on top of mine and whispered into my ear, “Remember what I said about ruining your sissy pussy, though?”

“That’s the silliest name for—”

Riley drew back and thrust back into me, causing a gasp to interrupt me. The second her balls came to rest against my ass, she pulled out and slammed into me again, and again. The short, hard strokes were more than I was expecting, but it didn’t hurt. Riley knew what she was doing, and while I was as green as they came, she didn’t seem to care.

“What were you saying, baby?” Riley asked between her quiet puffing as she tried to keep her breathing steady.

“N-Nothi—”

She viciously hammered into me again, interrupting me again. “That’s exactly what I thought, baby. Something, something, moan like a little slut for me,” she teased.

My face burned with embarrassment, but I wasn’t ashamed. She was every bit as playful as I could have hoped for, and maybe one day, this would be normal for us… today wasn’t that day, though. Every stroke of her cock into my ass felt better than the last. Her long, thick shaft kept my prostate constantly stimulated, and even though I couldn’t touch myself if I wanted to, I could feel a very familiar tension building within my balls. Was I really going to cum while being fucked in my ass?

Probably.

As ‘gay’ as it was, as much teasing as some of the people in my life would give me if they knew what I was up to, I couldn’t bring myself to care about any of that. All I wanted was to feel Riley’s soft hips slam against my ass, her cock to fill me like the sissy bottom I seemed to be, and for her to shoot her cum deep inside me, just like I did to her earlier.

Riley’s thrusts came faster and harder. Her breathing became much more ragged as she rutted against me. Her cock barely made it halfway out of my ass before she was desperately driving herself back into me. “Oh god, I’m so close, baby,” she huffed.

“F-Fucking do it, Riley. Cum in my ass, baby. Make me yours!” I screamed.

Riley’s high-pitched cry sang out into the night and echoed through her house as she bucked wildly behind me. Her cock kept pumping into my ass, but I could feel her throbbing deep within me. She was about to cum inside me. My first girlfriend had her massive cock buried in my ass and she was about to unleash her hot load in my ass! Maybe that’s not what I had in mind when I used to think about dating women, but then again, I was a silly sissy back then…

And then I felt it. The first thick, heavy rope of Riley’s cream shot deep into my ass. That hot spurt of cum was quickly joined by another, and another. That didn’t stop Riley from continuing to pound my ass while she creampied my sissy pussy. My cock pulsed within my panties and I let out a pathetic whimper as the first shot of cum oozed out of my cock and into her panties. After cumming twice earlier, my load wasn’t nearly as large as the one Riley was still pumping into my ass, but that didn’t make me feel any less guilty for creaming in my girlfriend’s panties.

Riley collapsed on top of me and started showering my neck with kisses as she gently ground her cock into my ass. I could feel her softening inside me, but as long as her cock was, I doubted it would slip out of me.

“Oh my god, baby… fuck, that was nice,” she whispered.

“Nice?” I asked weakly. “I thought it was amazing, perfect, ten out of ten, or whatever else is better than nice.”

She giggled and kissed my cheek before slowly pulling out of me. “Well… if you still want to stay the night, I’m sure I wouldn’t mind starting your morning off right.”

I turned onto my side and did my best to not grimace as my sticky cum seeped through my panties and made a mess of her sheets. Looking back at her, I could feel her hot cum running out of my ass, but I didn’t care about anything other than her right then. “Baby, you’re going to have to drag me out of your house. That or Monday is going to roll around and I’ll have to go to work, but until then, I think I can still walk… so what are you going to do about that?”

Riley flashed me a smile that melted my heart. “I’m going to get the clothes out of the dryer, put these sheets in the washer, and then I’ll see if I can try to fix that little problem, baby.”

The End


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might like another of my novellas:

It’s Just a Game

Skylar didn't know what to expect when he and his game development team got the offer to test out the latest VR tech. It wasn't even out yet, and it was supposed to be able to recreate physical sensations. In 2023, that was unheard of.

His excitement turned into festering uncertainty when he found out that the creators, Howard and Jessica, thought he was a woman and programmed his console accordingly. Fixing that mistake would have cost him another week and that was too long to wait.

If only he knew what would happen once he experienced being in a woman's body for the first time...

Escaping Her Shell

When I went to a party with my "friend" Jackson, I thought that I could start making people see me for who I was. Just because I looked feminine didn't mean that I wasn't good enough to hang out with the other guys. But... that's exactly what it seemed to mean. After someone ruined my white shirt with soda, I'd given up on trying to fit in. It just wouldn't happen. That was when Stephanie stepped in and made me an offer I couldn't refuse.

Put on a dress and have the best night of my life. The choice sounded so simple, but everything could go so very wrong... or so very right...

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.
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