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Chapter 1

I loved sports, especially baseball. Until I grew tits, Dad and I played catch every night. With Dad's help, I became a star pitcher in one league or another until... well, until I became a girl or I started looking more like a girl than a boy. When I wasn't practicing my speedball, I was running.

The first indication I wasn't your typical guy was when my chest became tender and sore. I didn't know what was wrong. Ashamed, I hid what I would later learn were breast buds. A typical thing for girls, but not so usual for guys. Life went on normally, except I avoided taking my shirt off. I figured it was expected, and all guys went through it.

One day my body changed dramatically. I was relatively flat-chested,  then I had tits, just like that. They were easy to hide at first, so I hid them, embarrassed. But they kept growing. Until I developed two beautifully-formed C-cup breasts. Not only did I figure something was wrong, but so did my mother. So did my father. They took me out of school and straight to our family physician.

My father was disappointed when the doctor said I was intersex. Dad called me a fucking shemale. That hurt. I didn't even know what the word meant, but it was the emotion behind it that hurt. He'd lost his son.

Things got rough for me, so Mom and I packed up and moved across the country. Though it wasn't easy, Mom had my birth certificate changed. I was then Charlie Wilde, the female, and I began dressing in girl's clothes.

I felt better and worse. I'd lost Dad; we were close, and my identity. I lost my dream of playing in the majors. But on the other hand, the secret passion for dressing as a woman was released. I liked, no, I loved wearing stylish, revealing clothes. Between my legs, the tiny piece of flesh was easy to hide and, for the most was a useless appendage. ﻿I used it to pee but never experienced any excitement or sexual arousal. Life went on. I hid my cock; it wasn't hard because it was so tiny. 

I graduated high school at the top of my class, so getting into college was easy. When I packed my bags to leave for college, I had firm and honey-soft D-size tits with two rose-colored nipples at the center. I know they were tight and soft because I always played with them.

My figure was curvy, with shapely hips and long-toned legs. I had a beautiful face: wide eyes, full cheeks, a delicate nose, seductive sensual lips, a feminine, elegant jawline, and, most importantly, smooth, hair-free skin. I was not only a girl legally but looked like one too, so being, or passing as a girl, was easy. The only part of me that carried any hint of maleness was my cock. Since I'd never experienced a hard-on, the flesh was useless between my legs. So, I tucked and went about life.

To protect me from public scrutiny, Mom rented a small studio apartment, which helped preserve my secret. I lived as a female. I was a female.

At the university, I was hit on by both guys and girls. Not sure how attracted I was to guys. But they wanted me, but what could I do? What would happen when we got past first base, and they slid their hands up my skirt and touched my tiny penis? My secret would be out. I'd no longer be Charlie Wilde, the girl, but Charlie Wilde, the freak.

Girs wanted me. I liked looking and chatting with girls, not only to get makeup ideas and style tips but - well, because I found them attractive.  Lesbians hit on me all the time. But what was I supposed to do? What explanation could I give when they slid their hands into my panties? Or when we got naked with expectations of sliding their tongue into a warm, wet pussy. No more Charlie Wilde, the girl. Charlie Wilde, the freak.

Mom warned me about dressing provocatively. She hated it. She wanted me to tone things down and not attract attention. I loved the feel of short, tight skirts and revealing blouses that showed off my luscious tits.

So, I became known as a tease because I turned everyone down for a date or casual sex. It didn't bother me because I didn't get horny. My cock didn't act like an ordinary guy's dick getting a hard-on every fifteen minutes.

During my first semester in college, my cock grew but remained flaccid. At first, it was barely noticeable. By the second semester, it was apparent. Tucking became difficult. But up till this point, I'd still never had a hard-on. It continued to grow. And grow, and grow. Longer and thicker. I avoided touching my cock, but that wasn't the case for my tits. I loved playing with them.

Halfway through semester three of my second year, something happened - I got a hard-on. I jogged on the nature trail every night after class. Out in the middle of nowhere, I had to piss. So, after making sure no one was coming in either direction, I stepped off the trail. Not wanting to squat, I dropped my tennis skirt and pulled out my soft cock. 

Off in the distance, I heard panting. I was still relatively naive about anything sexual. After I was done with my business, worried someone might be in trouble, I headed toward the sounds. I recognized the tall, ﻿muscular black guy as the middle linebacker on our football team. The  cheerleader was on her knees, back against a tree, and his cock was pumping in and out of her mouth. Her cheerleader skirt and her panties lay on the ground next to her. Her petite thighs were spread wide, and her hand rubbed her cunt furiously. My attention floated from the pussy, to the cock and back again. Back and forth, my focus went from her nice shaved pussy to his long, thick shaft. Then it happened. My cock swelled.

I turned and ran. I got four steps, tripped, and fell, and the two lovers heard. I got up. Ran. Behind me, protests. As I ran home, the bulge was noticeable. It was easy to hide on the trail, but it became more complicated when I hit the street with four blocks to get to my apartment. I walked, my hands covering the bulge. Luckily I made it home with no one noticing. When I got home, I stripped. My cock sprang forth out of my tight skirt. It throbbed, and it was big. Or so I thought. I'd never really been interested in anything sexual. So when I heard girls talking about how good a big cock felt inside them, I ignored the conversations.

I wanted to know how big it was. Why? I'm not sure. I got out a tape measure, put one end at the base of my cock, and then stretched it out. I placed my finger at the tip, took the tape measure off, and - holy shit!

I couldn't believe the number I saw. Since I ignored or didn't pay attention when my girlfriends chatted about cock I wasn't sure what was considered a big cock. I suspected, though, that my cock fit into the big category. I measured it again. Then again. Each time I measured and touched it, I got aroused.

The eighth time I measured the flesh between my legs, I accepted that my cock was twelve inches long. I put the tape measure down. I grabbed it, not knowing what I was doing. I poked at my head, and my cock bounced. I'd never watched porn, so I sat at my desk and pulled up a porn site.

There were thousands and thousands of possible selections. Since I'd just experienced a sexual encounter with what my girlfriends would describe as a big black cock. That's what I pulled up. My cock throbbed as I watched a big black cock slide into a girl's nice shaved pussy. I didn't know what to do with my cock until another guy entered the scene, stroking his cock as he watched his friend's swollen flesh thrust into the girl's pussy.

I grabbed my cock just as he had. I followed along with his movements. It was uncomfortable. I decided I needed some lubrication, so I spit on my hand. Stroked. Still requiring more lubrication, I spit and stroked. I spat and stroked until my hand moved freely across my engorged flesh.

I watched. Stroked. Watched. My attention and fantasies shifted from pussy to the cock. One moment I was fantasizing about taking the cock inside me. But, I had no pussy, like the girls. The next moment I fantasized about what it would feel like to have my cock in a woman's pussy.

When the stud grabbed the woman's tits and massaged them, I squeezed my tits. I rubbed them just as the guy in the video was doing. God, it felt good. He pinched her nipples. I followed suit with my own.

As I watched, I realized one thing I didn't want to get fucked by a cock. I wanted to fuck a pussy. When the stud flipped the horny, screaming girl over onto her hands and knees and slid his cock back into her pussy I watched. God, her pussy was gorgeous. I was jealous. I wanted one. But I didn't, so I'd have to make do. I wondered what it would feel like to have my cock in a pussy. To taste one. To have one right before my eyes. To nibble a women's succulent lips.

The other guy shoved his cock into the girl's mouth. I wondered what it would be like to have a girl's lips surround my flesh and swallow my cock. What would it feel like with my monster cock in her mouth? I watched as the guy's shaft disappeared and then reappeared. In and out. But what got my juices flowing was watching the girl rub her pussy back and forth.  

Then something happened I had never experienced or thought could happen. My toned bottom clenched, my legs shuddered, and my cheeks heated up, then a gallon of milky fluid shot out of the opening of my cock. It spilled all over the underside of my desk, onto the hardwood floor, and coated the palm of my hand. I had never experienced any pleasure like this before in my life. 

I grabbed a towel, cleaned up my mess, showered, and then lay down in bed feeling guilty that I had done something very nasty.


Chapter 2

I got horny and jacked off in the morning in the shower, after breakfast, and while dressing. While I dressed, I paid particular attention to tucking my cock, making sure to use extra tape. I couldn't take my mind off wondering what it would be like to fuck a woman. Whenever I thought about it, I felt my cock pressuring the tape. I put it out of my mind until class was over.

But I couldn't. Instead of listening to the professor, I fantasized about one girl or another in class. On my way to my second class, I almost asked Jenna out on a date but chickened out. I'd heard she'd fuck anything with a big cock. I figured I qualified. But who'd want a freak like me?

I did interrogate her, though.

Jenna was a short, brown-skinned girl, maybe five-four, five at the most. Her dainty body was well-used by men. I was curious about what men were like, so I asked her how many she'd had. How did it feel to have a cock inside her, girl stuff? She had to think hard about how many men; the only answer she could give was: not enough. She told me it felt good if his cock was big, thick, and hard. 

I asked, "How big? I mean, how big is like a good size?"

Jenna's mouth fell open as her eyes roamed over my body. "Anything above eight inches is big. I've always fantasized about having a monster cock, ten inches or more. Or like a twelve incher, I'd beg for. Don't tell me you're a virgin."

"I am. I just... I don't know. What does it feel like?"

Jenna grinned and said, "We have to get you laid."

I smiled and blushed. "I guess. I'm not that kind of girl." What I wanted to say was at the tip of my tongue, but I didn't. "I have a cock, Jenna. A big fucking cock. A cock you'd beg for. I want to take you from behind, lick your pussy, fuck you until you beg me to stop." But I maintained my secret.

Jenna laughed. "What kind of girl are you? You dress in those tight, short skirts and those revealing blouses. You got tits men would beg for. Why don't you date?" She laughed and said. "Why don't you fuck? Nothing like a cock in your pussy."

"I'm waiting for the right guy," was all I could come up with.

Jenna laughed again. "So am I. I'm waiting for a guy with a fucking cock that would split me wide. Then, I'll be his slave. His little cock slave. God, I love cock."

I inched closer to revealing my secret. I wanted to ask her did it matter if the cock was on a girl? Instead, I asked a series of questions in a rapid-fire manner. One after the other. "What does it feel like? What do you look for in a man? What do you want a man to do to you?"

Jenna laughed again. "You're aching for cock, girlfriend, aren't you?"

"I guess," I said. But what I wanted to know was how to please a woman. If I ever got to be with a woman, I wanted to be prepared.

"Okay, okay, honey. It depends on the guy. Sometimes, I want it to end. Some guys are big but don't know what to do with their cock. Other times, my pussy is like seeing fireworks. Everything gets so warm and wet. When my clit gets the attention I need, things get tingly and warm. I love it when a guy eats my pussy. If he knows what to do, that is. It takes more than just running his tongue over my clit twice to get me hot. Lots of times, I don't even cum. Well, most times, I don't. Guys are all out for themselves. But when I do, if the guy lasts long enough, as he's pounding my pussy it's like each time he thrusts his cock into me, a rubber band stretches. Tighter and tighter it gets until... snap. It snaps, and my pussy gushes with explosions of warm, wet pleasure."

"You don't cum? I do all the time." I said it before I knew what I was saying.

"Yeah? What gets you off? Clitoral? Or Vaginal?"

I realized I had no fucking idea what she was talking about. So, I blurted out, "Both."

I was glad our conversation ended when a guy grabbed Jenna's ass, and she disappeared down the hall with him.

As the day went on, I had a burning desire to tell someone. I picked up my phone and called my Mom. But I chickened out. I couldn't tell her I was getting hard-ons like a raging teenager. I just couldn't. Would she leave me as Dad did? I couldn't bare it.

I went home, jacked off to lesbian porn, then some straight porn, and researched female anatomy. I had no idea what a clit was or how to please a woman. Legally I was one, but technically I was a man. I had a cock. And from what I heard from Jenna, I had a cock women would beg to have in them. I'd always been thorough, so I spent my free time researching how to please a woman when I wasn't running.

For the rest of the semester, I watched porn, jacked off, kept things tucked, and, most importantly, didn't tell anyone. I continued to research all things pussy. If I ever got the chance to be with a woman, I wanted to be ready. If I ever got the opportunity to be with Jenna, I wanted to create fireworks for her. I avoided parties and social gatherings, and my reputation as a cock tease grew.

Like happens every once in a while, I'd get invited to a party. Usually, I'd have turned the invitation down, scared someone would uncover my secret. This time when Jenna asked me to come to a little get-together at Betty's house, I accepted.

Maybe I'd tell Jenna about my cock and invite her to my place after the party; she might let me fuck her with my twelve-inch cock, even if it was attached to a female body.

On Friday night, I tucked things up firmly and opted for a loose flared skirt to protect against having anyone discover the monster between my legs. There were three other girls at Betty's house: Laura, Jenna, and Brooke.

Laura had breasts bigger than mine. She was as tall as I was or perhaps a little taller than my five-eleven. Laura was outgoing, flirtatious, and fun to be around.

Brooke, by many, was considered to be the best-looking female in the school. Even though Brooke dated men, the rumors persisted she was a lesbian.

Betty was the social butterfly with a crazy, weird sense of humor.

I arrived last. In getting there, I left my apartment five times, turned around, and went back in. Then when I pulled up to Betty's apartment complex, I waited in the car for twenty minutes. When I entered, all the girls were drinking beer, and on the table was a gang of empty bottles, and on the television was a porn movie with the most enormous cock I'd ever seen, except for mine.

I froze in the doorway, lightness in my chest, imagining the cock on the screen was mine and I was pounding Jenna's pussy.

Betty laughed. "What, you've never seen a cock before? Close the door and come on in." She wasted no time handing me a beer and offered me a seat next to her on the floor.

Jenna said, "Charlie's a virgin."

Laura smacked Jenna and said, "How do you know?"

Jenna said. "She told me."

Brooke said, "How the hell is she getting that monster into her throat? My boyfriend has maybe six inches."

Betty laughed and said, "Maybe you're choking because you want pussy in your mouth and not cock."

Brooke said, "Funny."

We all laughed.

Jenna said, "Billy? He's always bragging to me about how big his cock is? Six inches?"

Brooke said, "I choke every time he pushes it into my throat."

Jenna said, "It's easy. Practice makes perfect."

Betty smacked Jenna, "Yeah, for a slut like you."

Everyone laughed and joked. I was having fun, drinking beer, and listening to the girls talk about their adventures with men. I realized how unsatisfied they were. I wondered why since there was enough material showing what women wanted and what women needed sexually. By now, I was a paper expert, but I wanted to be an expert in practice.

I avoided looking at the porn movie. The women talked about cock, their pussies, and their best sexual experiences. I listened. Then I couldn't help myself; I watched the video. I thought about what it would feel like to have one of the girls in the video sucking my cock. I fantasized about doing to Jenna's tight little pussy the things she so desired. I couldn't take my eyes off Laura's heavy bosoms, half exposed under her V-neck shirt. With each deep breath, they stretched the tight fabric of her blouse.

When I finished my first beer, Betty stood and headed to the kitchen to grab another six-pack, her plump bottom jiggling under her tight yoga pants.

I felt a tingle at first. Then a stirring. Then my cock started to throb and swell. A barely noticeable snap indicated that my tuck tape popped free, releasing the monster.

Jenna said, "What was that?"

"What? I didn't hear anything?"

Sitting cross-legged, I realized too late that my skirt had ridden up my legs, and my cock had slid out of the sides of my panties. Panties are not designed to hold a twelve-inch cock.

Jenna sitting across from me, stood and pointed at my crotch and said, "What the fuck?"

Jenna stood and drifted about the room, pointing at my crotch. "You... you... what's that!"

Betty returned, another six-pack of beer in her hand. "What the hell is going on here?"

I pulled my skirt over my legs, scared to stand.

Jenna said, "Charlie... Charlie's got a cock and not a little thing. It's a monster."

As Jenna pointed at my crotch, everyone laughed. "Sure. Right, Jen. You wish."

Betty laughed. "Too much alcohol and too much porn."

Brooke said, "No, not enough booze and not enough men."

Laura laughed and said. "No, not enough booze, too much porn."

Jenna said, "Tell them. Charlie, tell them you got a cock between your legs. I'm not crazy. Look." She pointed at me. "Look, how's she holding her skirt down."

I couldn't hold back my tears. I wanted to be accepted. I wanted friends. I wanted to be normal. I wanted to stop hiding what I had under my skirt. Who I was.

The party stopped, and everyone comforted me, apologizing for Jenna's outburst. Betty said to Jenna. "Why don't you leave."

Jenna mumbled something and headed for the door.

I stood, my monster of a cock creating a bulge even in my black flared skirt. "Please, Jen, don't leave. You were right. I do have a cock."

Silence. Jaws gaped open. I sat back down and told my life story. Then I stood, my cock soft once again. I apologized for keeping things a secret and asked that everyone keep my secret. I was still trying to wrap my head around who I was.

I started for the door when Jenna asked. "Can I... can we see it?"

Betty laughed and said. "I'm for taking a peek."

Brooke blushed and said. "Me too."

Laura said, "What the hell? If that thing got Jenna that excited, it must be fucking big."

Betty said, "Yeah, that slut doesn't get excited over anything less than eight inches."

Jenna said, "Thanks. I estimate it is quite a bit larger than eight inches. Am I right?"

I blushed. I nodded.

Betty said. "You measured it?"

I nodded.

Jenna said, "How big? Do tell."

I said. "It's not hard anymore. But... yes, I measured it. It's twelve inches hard."

Every jaw gaped open like they were ready to suck my she-cock. Then every one of them said in perfect unison. "Get it hard, please."

Betty hit start on the porn video. We all watched, sat, and chatted for twenty minutes. It wasn't working. I was too nervous.

I said. "I'm sorry. Maybe, I should go."

"Wait," Laura said. She rummaged through her purse, pulled out a mint box, then handed me a blue pill. "Here, take this. I give it to guys, uh, sometimes."

I had no idea what it was. "What is it?"

Jenna said, "Viagra. Fuck, Laura, you need to pick better dates. Nothing worse than a guy who can't get it up. Sorry, Charlie. I guess, though, you're not really a guy. Sorry, I... I want it, Charlie. I want you. Fuck maybe we can all have her."

I swallowed the pill. I wanted to show my cock off. I wanted to fuck these girls or at least one of them. As we waited, the girls asked me if I liked boys or girls.

I said, "I get a little excited looking at cock. But it's more of a comparison thing. I love staring at pussy, fantasizing about licking a pussy, putting my cock into one, feeling the warmth and tightness."

That did it. My cock swelled. I stood, lifted my skirt, and pulled my cock free from my panties.

The expressions were extreme: wide grins, sparkling eyes, flushed complexions, and babbling.

"That's a monster," Jenna said.

"It's crazy big. I've been with my share of men and never seen one that big, even in porn videos." Laura said.

Brooke remained silent and stared, mouth open.

Betty laughed. "My... my... this is turning out to be a party I'll never forget."

Laura said. "Why don't we all strip."


Chapter 3

Everyone stared at my cock. The last person I expected to make the first move was Brooke. She grabbed it with her tiny, soft, and delicate hand. Jacking off was fun and pleasurable, but feeling someone else's hands on my cock was too much. My cock swelled even more, and Brooke yanked her hand back.

She glanced at her hand, still held in the same position it had been when it was wrapped around my cock. "Fuck, it's thick. Look at how thick it is." She held up her hand. Everyone looked at her hand, my cock, back at her hand.

Jenna made the next move. She stood and kneeled in front of me. She glanced up at me, parted her lips, reached out, and grasped my cock. She had a wide grin on her face. She said. "Oh, my great queen. You are my Goddess. May I worship your cock." She laughed.

I glanced down at her, a flushed appearance on her brown skin, her eyes bright and glossy, staring at my cock. She kept moistening her lips. I could tell she wanted nothing more than to slide it past her lips and into her mouth. I wanted nothing more than to let her.

Something happened then that put me on a different path in life. Before this moment, I'd always been ashamed of my cock and tried to hide who I was. Now, staring down at Jenna so eager for my cock, I felt a surge of confidence and desire. I was no longer ashamed of the flesh between my legs but felt proud of my cock and wanted to ram it into Jenna's mouth. I stepped out of my panties, then my skirt, and glanced into each of my friend's eyes. Their expressions were all the same: parted lips, eyes focused on my throbbing cock, and legs slightly parted. There was a savage lust in them, a desire to take my cock.

"Well? Can I?" Jenna begged.

"Only if I can fuck you all," I said loud and clear, then I wanted to take it back. I waited. Silence filled the room. No one spoke for at least a minute.

Betty stood and slid out of her blouse. Then unhooked her bra, letting her tits fall free. "I'm in. I can guarantee I'll never have a cock like yours, Charlie, unless I become a porn star."

Brooke said, "I don't know. I... I... want to watch, though."

Laura said, "Oh yeah. I'm in."

I was slightly uncomfortable by the raw power my cock had over these women. Desire and passion throbbed in the veins of my cock. Laura stripped, stepped behind me, wrapped her hands around my waist, and unbuttoned my blouse. Jenna stripped as Laura tempted me by rubbing her swollen nipples into my back.

Betty, naked now, stood with hands at her side, submissive, waiting for my command.

Brooke watched. Her eyes told a story. She couldn't believe how quickly things went from a gathering of girls talking about cock, and guys. To this. What was about to be a wild, sexual adventure.  

Laura had my blouse undone. Her hands tightened on my nipples as Jenna's warm, passionate breath blew air over the tip of my cock. It swelled even more.

Jenna said as her breath grew ragged. "Fuck, how big does this thing get?"

Laura's hands tightened around my breasts. She pulled me into her tits. Her hard nipples throbbed with desire against my skin. Jenna palmed my ass and pulled me forward. A little fluid leaked from my cock as her tongue flicked across my head. Her plump lips moved toward my erection. Jenna parted her lips as I gently slid my cock into her mouth.

Betty and Brooke watched.

I said. "Why don't we go into the bedroom, ladies? I want your pussy Laura, while Jenna sucks my cock."

I grabbed Jenna's hand. I held Laura's hand on my left and Jenna's on my right and led them into the bedroom. I laid down on the mattress, my shaft standing tall, hard, and hungry to fulfill a need I'd never experienced before.  A delicious shudder shot through my body when Jenna fell into the bed, her head between my legs. I wanted to split her in two.

Laura straddled my face, eager for me to explore her pussy. Her thighs clenched around my head. I parted the wet folds of her pussy lips and dove in with my tongue. Laura writhed against my tongue, lost in desire.

Jenna wrapped one hand around my shaft. My cock got even harder. She pumped my hard flesh, sliding her hand up and down the length. I couldn't believe that I'd never done this before.

My tongue circled Laura's now-drenched bud. Laura's back arched. Her hand found her pussy lips and parted them, assisting my tongue in pleasing her soaked clit.

Jenna flicked her tongue across the underside of my head.

Laura moaned and said. "You fucking liar. Virgin, right? You're no fucking virgin. Oh... fuck, your tongue is... God Damn, girl, where did you learn that? Liar, don't tell me... Oh, holy shit, that feels good. I can't believe you haven't done this before."

I sank my thumb into her wetness. Gripped her pussy. This drove Laura wild. Then I slid a single finger inside, then another. Her thighs clenched tighter around my head. I was drowning in her wonderful scent. I put three fingers inside her when Jenna took me in her mouth.

I loved her mouth on my cock. I craved her to go deeper, swallow it. I drove my hips up. Jenna gagged. But didn't pull back. I pulled back, then pushed my hips up, forcing my shaft deeper into her mouth.

Laura grabbed my nipples and pinched them. "Harder. Harder. " I begged. A compliant lover, she did as I requested.

Jenna sucked my cock, bobbing up and down in rhythm with my thrusts. Taking more and more each time. The ends of my nipples tingled and had never been harder. Then Jenna stopped. I wanted her mouth around my cock, more than anything. She straddled my cock, reached around, grabbed it, and positioned it against her pussy. She wiggled, wormed, and twisted her hips back and forth.

Jenna said, "God, this lovely thing will split me in two. But I'll take it all if it takes me all night."

I laughed. "Suits me just fine."

Laura said, "Hey, get back to work."

My tongue and fingers returned to pleasing Laura. As I nibbled, licked, and penetrated Laura's pussy, her moans became screams. The walls of her vagina widened, then tightened, trembled, as her whole body seared with the fire of pleasure. Then she screamed like a madwoman. Like she had never experienced an orgasm before.

Laura rose, looking exhausted. Jenna's pussy relaxed, allowing my cock entry into her vagina. The walls of her vagina throbbed for my cock. She rotated her hips in slow circles around my cock. She pulled up and eased back down as my cock slid deeper and more easily into her.

Jenna said, "Oh fuck! Oh fuck Charlie, this feels so good!."

She was getting warmer and wetter as her bouncing went from slow, gentle motions to more fast-paced driving. I grabbed her tits, rubbed them, and pinched her nipples as Jenna rode my monster. 

Betty said, "Holy crap, Jenna, you've taken every inch of that fucking monster. Look."

Jenna grabbed my tits as I played with hers. My nipples were so hard, so tender, so hot with passion. I was on edge. But I wanted Jenna to cum first. I let her ride me as she started to scream wildly. Faster and faster, she rode my cock. The walls of her vagina tightened like a vice around my cock. She shivered and pinched my nipples as I felt a warm, fluid stream down my thigh.

She fell onto me, exhausted and happy. I still hadn't cum. As we lay together, embraced in desire, Jenna whispered in my ear. "Will you be my boyfriend? Or girlfriend? I'm sorry."

"No problem, I will."

Jenna stood, her legs wobbled, and as she walked to the bathroom, she looked like she'd been out on the range riding a horse all day. I guess maybe she had.

Laura said, "I'm next. God, I want it. I don't know if I can take it." Laura turned toward Jenna. "Did it hurt?"

Jenna stopped and turned. "Oh yeah, but in a good way, and let me tell you, I've never had an orgasm like that before, so intense and so satisfying. My pussy aches, and it might be a week before I can take another cock. But... I don't need to. That was the best orgasm of my life."


Chapter 4

Laura said, "No, wait. I want to taste it first. I've never done this before. Guys are all talk and shit. They watch all this porn, with all these nasty, wild, fun-looking positions, but when they get me in bed, they hop on top and hump me. I want to try something, Charlie. Is that okay?"

Laura explored her lips with her long wet serpentine tongue. I wanted to feel it on my cock. From her head to her toes, I examined her body. Her long red hair cascaded over her smooth white shoulders. Her heavy tits jiggled with each labored breath. My imagination drifted. I wanted to pound Laura. Pound her so hard her plump tits bounced, wiggled, and swung.

Laura crossed her arms under her breasts, maybe uncomfortable with my gaze that was mad with lust and my power with these women.  Laura's nipples stood at attention. She liked this.

Even though I was confused with my newfound power, still, I said. "Turn around. Turn around. I want to see your ass Laura."

Laura turned around. Her ass was round and full. She laughed, thrusting her ass back, daring me to take her. I stepped forward and smacked her ass. I grabbed her hips and slid my cock in between her thighs.

I whispered, "Tell me how bad you want my cock."

I could feel the goosebumps run up and down her spine. I pressed my hips into her backside. She gasped as I thrust my cock between her thighs.

Struggling to breathe, she said.  "I want you, Charlie. Like I've never wanted anyone before. Please, let me try something. I want to take all of you..." She grabbed my cock with her hand. "Or as much of you as I can in my mouth."

We parted. Laura lay down on the bed, her head hanging over the edge. I'd seen the same video or one of the many thousand videos like this.

Betty said, "This is so dirty. So nasty. But it looks so fun. Charlie... will you - uh, please me with your tongue as you did to Laura. I've... never had an orgasm."

I straddled Laura. The bed seemed to be the perfect height for this. Laura opened her mouth and surrounded her lips with my cock.

Brooke said, "I've never had one either."

Laura licked my cock with her tongue and said. "That was my first—the one you gave me, Charlie. I can't believe I'm doing this. Take it slow, please, Charlie. I want to please you as you pleased me. But..."

I slid my cock into her mouth. Slowly, gently and with respect. I let her settle into having an inch in her mouth. Her tongue played with my cock as her fingers closed around my throbbing cock. She licked, stroked, and charmed several drops of precum out of my cock before she said, "More."

I slid another inch passed her lips. She gagged. Recovered and said, "More."

I got six inches in when I felt the tip of my cock at the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, but I saw a raging need in them. A need for me to face fuck her. A need to be used. I wanted to be sure. I pulled my cock out, held it teasingly in front of her lips, and asked, "You want me to face fuck you? Use your mouth?"

Laura readjusted her position and said, "Fuck my face."

I slid my cock back in. Pulled it out. Slowly, gently at first. Allowing her to settle into having my cock in her mouth. I pulled it out, and she said, "Harder. Harder. Use me with your she-cock."

When Dad called me a shemale, it made me feel bad. When I heard shemale in the news or in passing, I was embarrassed, but now it inspired me to fuck the crap out of Laura's mouth.

My thrusts became faster, more intense. Brooke surprised me and everyone else when she spread Laura's legs on the other side of the bed. Brooke didn't waste any time. Her hands parted Laura's pussy lips as she drank deeply from Laura's well of sweetness.

Jenna said, "I knew it. I knew it. You like pussy don't you, Brooke. Damn, you're a lipstick lesbian. Aren't you?"

Brooke lifted her head, her lips wet with Laura's passion. She smiled, licked Laura's juices off her lips, and said, "Mmmmm." Then she dove back in.

Laura's hips rose. I fucked Laura's mouth. Brooke ate her pussy, and Betty watched. My pace increased with Brooke's pace. In and out, I fucked Laura's mouth as Brooke tantalized, stroked, and licked her pussy. Laura's toes curled, her hands clutched the bedsheet, her back arched, and her hips lifted. I pulled my cock out to let her scream. She screamed and teetered on the brink of her second earth-shattering orgasm of the night. Then an explosive wave of sheer pleasure rippled through her before she relaxed.

Laura said, "Oh fuck!"

Brooke lifted her head, licked her lips, and said, "Damn, Laura, you taste good."

Brooke laid back on the bed, spread her legs, and said, "Charlie, can you... uh, please." 

I smiled. "Sure. I'd love to." I couldn't think of anything I wanted more than to slip my tongue into her pussy until I brought her to a toe-curling orgasm, leaving her body limp and shattered on the sheets.

Jenna was back, sitting in a chair, drinking a beer, and watching. Jenna laughed. "Brooke, her tongue is as long as her cock."

I nuzzled the inside of her thigh with tender kisses. Brooke's hands grabbed me behind the head. I licked from the base of her pussy, up till I felt my tongue pass over her wet bud. I returned my tongue to its starting point and licked. Then again, each time, more moisture dripped from between her legs. Each time my tongue found her clit, it seemed to cry out for me. Cry out for release. I spread her wide with my fingers, and she squirmed and shook as her hips thirsted for my tongue. My tongue circled, teased, and suckled her drenched, throbbing bud.

I was glad I'd done my homework on pussy eating. Her hips arched into my finger as I slid a finger inside her. As my finger probed deeper, my tongue continued to suck on her clit.

I inserted two. Then three fingers. I curved them to stroke her deep and slow. She clenched her hand in my hair, pulling me closer. Then she came in quivering waves. First, her toes curled. With one hand, she pulled my head into her. With the other, she clenched the bedsheets. Then her body went tight. I could feel the muscles of her ass tighten as she screamed my name. "Charlie! Oh, fuck, Charlie."

Wetness flooded my lips with, oh, such a sweet-tasting juice. I cleaned up every drop of it. Brooke spread her arms wide and relaxed as I stood. My cock was still hard, standing straight out in front of me, needing more.

Betty lay down on her stomach. She lifted her ass slightly off the bed, turned, and said, "Fuck me, Charlie. Fuck me, please."

Jenna laughed. "How the fuck long can you fuck? Fuck Charlie, you're a better man than most guys."

I laughed. "I'm not a guy. I just have a cock."

Brooke said, "That's why I like you. No, I think I love you! We have to do this more often."

Betty was waiting, ready, wet, and begging for it. At first, I didn't enter her but rubbed my thickness around her entrance. The heat and wetness between her legs coated my cock. I pushed forward, teasing her lips apart. I parted her thighs and teased my shaft into her wet, slippery hole.  Betty's hips rotated in slow, desperate circles begging for my cock to enter. I pushed forward, slowly yet insistently, filling her with the only male part of me.

She was tight. I pushed forward slowly as her vagina stretched and melted around my cock. Then it happened. My cock slid in. I was balls deep.

I pulled out and wiggled my way back in. I did this gently three times. Then my strokes became harder and rougher. Betty screamed. "Harder! Faster!"

That was my green light. I pleased all these women, and by now, my cock was hungry. So I rode her like a stallion. Driving my cock into her with animal fierceness. I no longer cared if she was pleased; it was all about me. I couldn't believe my cock fit inside her and that she was not only taking it, but she was matching my fierce thrust stroke for stroke.

My need to explode built. Betty screamed with desire. "Cum for me, Charlie, Fill me with your seed."

I gripped her hips, pulled her hard into my last thrust, and my sperm shot from my cock like a volcano erupting. Betty spasmed, the walls of her vagina tightened around my tender cock, and she came.

Naked, we all cuddled on the bed. Kissed, stroked, laughed, drank, and joked. One by one, everyone fell asleep.

◆◆◆

The sun peeked through the curtains when I felt a very nice sensation on my morning wood. Jenna was between my legs, sucking the end of my cock. Laura woke and straddled my cock. Her pussy was already warm and wet.  She wiggled her hips. Jenna licked my shaft and balls. Laura paused as my hips drove up. She grabbed a handful of the sheets, grimaced, and said, "Wait, give me a minute. It's so fucking big."

I waited. Laura's gasped as she wiggled down onto my cock as it filled her slowly, inch by inch. Jenna licked my balls. Laura made a hiss of half-pleasure and half-pain as my cock slipped deeper into her vagina. After twenty minutes, I shot another load. Then Brooke woke, so needy for my tongue. So, I pleased her while Laura and Jenna showered, dressed, and made breakfast. With Brooke pleased, Betty demanded another pounding. Betty liked it rough, so I obliged.

The breakfast was grand. They all fought to wait on me, to please me. Betty got my plate of bacon and eggs, Jenna poured my orange juice, and Laura got me a cup of coffee. Just the way I liked it, lots of cream and sugar. After breakfast, Brooke escorted me to my car, opened the door, and winked.

They were all my friends before, but now they were more than friends. When in class, I still tucked things up pretty well, and when I went out to dinner or anywhere in public. Though I hid the monster, I no longer worried about being outed. Rumors spread, and I found I had more women and men than I could handle.

I have had more adventures, more sex, and more fun with men and women than I ever thought possible. Perhaps, I will tell you about them in future stories.




The End
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