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THROUGH SOME KIND OF FLUKE OR SOMETHING, I was the only freshman on my corridor during my first year at Gouverneur College. That was not necessarily a disadvantage; not if you wanted to meet girls with guys who really knew how to do that. I wasn’t really experienced – in fact I wasn’t experienced at all; not if you consider making it to second base with Phyllis Stein during the senior prom in my car experienced. So here I was during the first full week of school. My roommate was a guy named Wes who was a sophomore. Something went south in his off-campus plans, so he ended up here in my dorm.

We were friends with the guys across the hall – Ralph and Stu. They were okay. Naturally our talk turned to girls when we hung out in our rooms after classes. And of course, I was their focus of attention, or more specifically – getting me laid. So it was a Thursday night, and I just got back to my dorm after a night in the library. Wes was across the hall in Ralph and Stu’s room, and they were making plans for Friday and Saturday night, or a combination of both, whatever.

“Hey guys, what’s up?” I asked as they were sitting on Stu’s bed looking at the campus announcements on the website.

“Nothing much Steve. We were thinking about how to get you laid this weekend, that’s all” Ralph said, which made them all laugh.

“Ha hah, very funny Ralph. Okay, I’ll bite. What’d you ‘experts’ come up with?”

“Okay” Wes said. “It looks like Canterfield dorm is having a fall mixer this Saturday. Guys – you remember the one last year, right?

“Oh yeah!” Stu said. It was freakin’ AWESOME! I got laid if I do say so myself – to a hot senior.” The other guys all nodded.

“Yeah” Wes said. “If this mutt could get laid, then I’m sure you could too Steve. And remember - last year Stu was a freshman, and he did it with a senior.”

If the intent of that was to impress me, it did.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll bite. I don’t know many girls anyway, so what could it hurt?”

“That’s the spirit!” Ralph said. “Hey, listen – It’s only November. If Saturday doesn’t pan out, I’m sure there’ll be others. These girls are HOT! There’s always a twist with their parties.”

“What’s that mean? – a twist,” I said, now more curious than ever.

“Oh you’ll find out,” Wes said, placing an arm around my shoulder. “You trust me buddy, right? I’m your roommate after all.”

“Yeah I suppose I do,” I answered, still a bit skeptical. But he was right – what did I have to lose?

“Great! Hey, I’m a bit hungry. How about you guys? Wanna order a pizza from Rimini’s?” Wes asked.

“Good idea Wes. I’ll order the usual – ‘the sloppy special’ – everything on it,” Ralph said.

____________________________

____________

Saturday rolled around and I was excited for the dorm party; my first one since orientation week. But that didn’t count. The semester was well under way – midterms, and people needed to blow off a little steam which usually meant action, or I thought it did. We left our dorm for the ten minute walk to Canterfield Hall.

“So whaddya’ think guys? Does the cherry here look ripe to be picked?” Ralph, the English Lit major asked.

“I’d say so,” Wes said, patting my back. “Don’t worry Steve. I’ll be your wingman tonight, okay?”

“Sure Wes. But hey . . . I don’t need a chaperone.”

“Come on Steve. I only meant that I’ll come and save you from the clutches of a nymphomaniac!”

“Fine. I’ll let you know if I need saving.”

We heard the noise coming from the dorm before we even turned the corner to see it. There were people hanging out in front, drinking beers, smoking – whatever, and sitting on the steps. We walked up between a couple of couples and made our way inside. Stu turned to me and said, “See Steve, I told you – this place ROCKS! They always throws the best parties” I was beginning to believe him, and I thought that maybe after all there was some hope for me.

“Come on, let’s make our way to the bar – I’m thirsty,” Ralph said. He was probably right. He was already beginning to get a beer gut – at nineteen. Just inside the door we were stopped by a blonde girl that Ralph knew from a Lit class.

“Hey Shakespeare!” she called out after Ralph. “Wanna buy a raffle? It’s only five bucks and the proceeds go to our Christmas party.”

“Sure Steph, why not?” Then turning to us, Ralph said, “Come on guys – buck up. Don’t cheap out on this.”

“What’s the prize?” I asked.

Steph looked at me and smiled. “It’s an auction. Some lucky individual gets to be a slave of the dorm! The only catch is they have to do anything they’re told to do.”

“You hear that Steveo? If you win you’re a SLAVE . . . Oooh . . . you’ll have to do anything these beautiful girls tell you to do. This is exciting, right?” Ralph said.

The mischievous side of me was intrigued. Why not? So I dug through the lint in my wallet and pulled out a fiver, and placed it in the box. Steph pulled off a ticket from the roll and gave it to me. The other guys got theirs too. Then we walked over to the bar. Next to the bar was a dance floor and a deejay playing techno music; not my style but whatever.

The second beer started to hit me. Ralph and Stu had guts – they just walked out to the dance floor and got girls to dance with them right away. Wes looked at me as if to say c’mon let’s try and get lucky like those boys did. I admit, maybe they were doing this thing right.

Just then, a girl with dark blonde long hair and a very hot figure made sweeter by the short sleeveless dress she wore came over to me. She ordered a beer and looked at me and smiled.

“Hi, you must be a new guy. I’ve never seen you before. You a freshman?”

“Yeah, how could you tell. Was I that obvious?”

She laughed. “No silly – not at all. I think you’re kind of cute.”

“Well, I am a freshman. This is my first time here. It’s a great party.”

Then she leaned closer into me and her hot breath was on my cheek. Her bare thighs were rubbing up against my jeans. Wes respectfully turned his head away and focused on the dance floor. I could only imagine what he was thinking.

Softly she purred in my ear, “What’s you name? Mine’s Anna.”

“Oh, I’m Steve.”

“Okay Steve. Listen carefully now. I’m a very horny slut and I’ll suck your cock like no one’s ever done before, okay?”

I was in the middle of a sip from my red cup, and I came very close to spitting out the beer on the bar. Anna laughed. I almost wanted her to repeat what she told me because it was so incredible. So I swallowed hard, and I asked her, playing her game, “Okay Anna, so where do we go for this . . . cock sucking like no one’s ever done before?”

She laughed. “I like you Steve, you’re funny.” Yeah, I was real funny. The hard boner stretching my jeans would have said I was serious if it could talk. The words of Wes from this morning came back to me: Wouldn’t you just love to feel the hot moist kiss of a beautiful college girl on your face? . . .

“My room is on the first floor – just a half flight up from the common room here.”

“Okay then, let’s go.” Now I would see how serious she was, when she did something to prove it. She kissed the side of my neck and my ear lobe, then bit it, which made me almost fall – it was that erotic. Now, realizing that she was serious, I placed my arm inside hers and let her lead me away from the bar. I turned around to Wes and shrugged. He smiled and gave me a thumb’s up.

She reached into her little black bag and pulled out her room key and opened her door, turning on the light. “Well this is me,” she said, spinning, smiling and moving her arms around to show me. I was not that impressed – it was a normal girl’s college dorm room, except there was just one bed. Now that impressed the fuck out of me.

My curiosity got the better of me. “Say Anna, how is it that you don’t have a roommate?”

“I’m a junior and I actually prefer the choice. I’m very independent. I pick my roommates and I pick my guys,” she said, raising an eyebrow at me.

Then she threw her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. The moist succulent feel of recently glossed lips, and the heady female scent drove me wild. From my pure animalistic desire you would never know that I was a virgin.

She broke off me suddenly, but still kept her arms wrapped around my waist. Then she whispered harshly and full of desire into my ear: “Steve, I want you to bite my tits – HARD.”

What could I do? I had to please the lady. She quickly undid her shoulder straps and two luscious, pear shaped tits tumbled out of their confinement just like they had my name imprinted on them. With a little side shuffle, a mouthwatering nipple found its way into my mouth. I parted my lips and she shoved herself further into me, pressing it against my teeth. My tongue slipped out between my teeth and began licking around and around just like a paint brush. She moaned and grabbed my waist tighter. She moved up and down, scraping her flesh against my teeth. Gently I bit down on the tit, moving my teeth from side to side.

“Oh FUCK Steve, you’re driving me fucking crazy, do you know that?” she said harshly.

“Yeah, I do now,” I said, coming off from tit heaven to speak. I went right back to work, and did some other things to make her moan even more. I licked the whole pear-shaped appendage, and then switched to its twin, giving it the same treatment.

She pulled away from me and grabbed at my crotch, hooking her hand underneath my belt line, moving it from side to side, only making my hard cock start to throb. Jackpot I said to myself. She placed her forehead against mine and pulled my zipper down and undid my belt buckle and jean’s snap. Her tongue came out and licked my face. Where the hell do these girls come from I wondered.

Then with one quick motion she yanked my jeans and my boxers down around my ankles, and grabbed my junk with a soft, moist hand, all the while locking onto me with an intense kiss. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of me onto her finger. She backed off, and looking me straight in the eyes, placed her hand up to her mouth and licked it clean.

She placed both hands onto the top of my shoulders and pressed me down on her bed, getting down on her knees in front of me. Before I even had time to process what was happening, I felt her luscious lips wrap tightly around my cock. I took a deep breath and threw my head back and moaned, as she went about her serious business. Her mouth was as wet and warm as a tropical rain forest.

She started out like a train leaving a station and got faster and faster, using her tongue like a paintbrush, stroking my sensitive underside tuft. Then my reflexes kicked in and I thrust my hips forward to meet her going up and down me. She was sucking and slurping, and her lips made a nice tight seal around my engorged cock. This was my first blowjob. I was relieved to find out that pretty much this was a passive sport. I felt her silky hair touch my tummy and my upper thighs.

Next, I exploded. I mean, it was the most incredible expulsion of cum from my body that I’ve ever had. Like an experienced cum slut, she took all of it and not a drop leaked out from her lips. After she licked me clean, she came off me and stood up, misty eyed, and kissed me hard on the lips; the taste of my own cum in my mouth. I would have thought that would repulse me, but strangely, I liked it – the sweet-salty taste.

“I could suck on you all day and night Steve, and believe me when I tell you that there’s plenty more where that came from.”

I believed her.
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WE WALKED OUT OF HER ROOM HAND IN HAND, and both of us were smiling about our filthy little secret. I saw the guys at the bar, and they were all with girls. I had left Wes alone, but I saw that he found someone. I was glad for him; he looked happy.

Ralph turned to me and smiling said, “Well look who it is guys. It seems that Steveo here has found himself a pretty lady! Will wonders never cease.” Anna just smiled, and Ralph’s date gave a shy smile. She greeted Anna. They were obviously dorm friends.

“Hey Anna,” Ralph’s girl said.

“Hey Donna. Did we miss the raffle drawing?”

“Oh no, look – there’s Steph now walking up to the front.” Steph took her place in front of the DJ and took the microphone in her hand.

The music stopped and Steph spoke. “Attention everyone. I hope you’re all having a great time.” She paused and cupped a hand to her ear. “Come on guys, I can’t hear you. IS EVERYONE HAVING A GREAT TIME????”

The room responded with a resounding “YES!”

Pleased, Steph continued. “Okay guys, here it is,” and she nodded to the DJ who flipped a switch on a makeshift drumroll. She placed her hand inside the slotted cardboard box and pulled out one ticket. She read it into the microphone. “And the winning number is 1077. Once again 1  0  7  7”

Wes looked at his ticket. “Aww shit! I have 1078!”

Stu said, “Too bad buddy, maybe next year,” and we all laughed.

I’ve never won anything and I didn’t bother looking until Wes said, “Come on Steveo, look at your ticket.” Reluctantly, I pulled my ticket out from my cobweb infested wallet. My eyes stopped and grew wide. Holy shit! I friggin’ WON!

“HERE! I have the ticket!” Steph and everybody else looked at me. The guys and their dates were just as shocked as me and seemed happy at my good fortune.

“Okay, we have a winner!” Steph announced. “Come right on up here.”

So I walked up to the front, and Wes nodded encouragement and clapped me on the back. But before I could make my way there, Anna grabbed me, spun me around, and kissed me – hard, which made all their heads spin.

Steph noticed the delay and said, “Okay, time for that later, let’s get the winner up here.”

I turned red, and mercifully Anna let me go up front. Steph, smiling, extended me a hand up to the stage. “Congratulations! I think you’re going to enjoy the prize.”

“Can’t wait.”

“Okay, so the ticket checks out – you’re the winner. Now why don’t you tell us your name?”

“Steve McCloud.”

“Okay Steve. Now let me tell you what you’ve won. This was a slave auction Steve. From tomorrow morning until next week, you are the slave of this dorm. You will be assigned a primary mistress to who you will show complete obedience. The proceeds from this raffle will go to Neeland’s Animal Rescue in town.”

I was at a loss for what the duties of a slave were, and just then Steph cleared things up for me. “Now we have to assign you a primary mistress. All the girls of this dorm who wanted to participate, placed their names in this bowl.” Steph placed a red box with a padlock up on the table, and unlocked it with a key. She reached inside and pulled out a number. “Okay, the winning mistress is 30468. That’s 3  0  4  6  8”

“Eeeeeee!!!!” A familiar voice sounded from the floor. I looked up and saw, as luck would have it, Anna running up to the front, her heels clacking on the wooden stage.

She wasted no time, but grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, tongue, and all in front of everyone. When she came off me, she turned smiling to the crowd.

“Okay Anna!” Steph called out. “What are you gonna’ do with this handsome young man?”

Anna, beaming, and her hand cupping my ass said, “Oh I have some good plans for this little slave!”

Everyone clapped and cheered, and Ralph gave a big whistle with a hand in his mouth.
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LIKE A GOOD SOLDIER I REPORTED FOR “DUTY” at nine o’clock sharp on Sunday morning. Anna was beaming when I stopped by her room. Right where we left off last night, she grabbed me, closed the door and kissed me. “Say, I haven’t had breakfast yet, have you?” she asked.

“No, no I didn’t.”

“Great! Then your first official act as my slave is to go out and bring me breakfast.” She placed my chin in her hand and looked at me. “You’re going to need your strength, so I’ll allow you to bring food in for yourself too. Now go!”

So I left and went to the local fast food breakfast place and got two specials to go, and brought them back.

We were both hungrier than we thought, and then piled on the coffee, which was like rocket fuel, this early on a Sunday morning, when most of the campus was nursing hangovers.

Anna sat next to me on her bed and moved close to me, feigning deep concentration. “Well now, you’re the first slave I’ve had. Matter of fact, I’ve never won a raffle before. You?”

“Nope. This makes the first time for me too.”

“Good. I know now what I want you to do. I want you to please me.”

Now that sparked my interest. Who said slavery couldn’t be fun? “Okay, so how do I do that?” I asked with both genuine interest and pure lust.

I should have known something was “off” by the way she looked at me. I was like a piece of clay to her as a sculptor, and she was deciding how best to mold me. Her smile was intoxicating and had me very aroused. She was wearing a black halter top and a denim skirt. She smelled like lilacs and pushed me down on her bed, laughing. Leaning in she kissed me and whispered into my ear, “I’m going to devour you Steve.” Everything was like picking up where we left off last night.

Anna stood up in front of me on the bed and walked slowly to the middle of the room. She unsnapped her denim skirt and pulled it down quickly. I was treated to looking at the front of a beautiful laced emerald green G-String. The skirt fell down around her ankles, and she deftly stepped out of it. I was mesmerized. For sure she will take it off and have me eat her pussy out – there was a first time for everything I suppose.

I was not to be disappointed – sort of. She walked over to her Alexa, and it started playing Chopin Nocturnes. The sound came out of really nice speakers and filled the room with a perfect ambience. Then she turned around and looked at me and hooked her thumb into the front of the thong and pulled down slowly. Nothing could have prepared my college freshman virgin eyes for what I saw next – a LARGE COCK sticking out from the top of the G-String. She continued pulling it down and then stepped out of it, and it fell on top of her denim skirt. Slowly, she walked towards me. All the hair around it was shaved. She shook her head, and her silky, dirty blonde hair fell over the front of her shoulders, into the cleavage of her two breasts.

My mouth hung open and my eyes grew wide; my mind not processing what my eyes surely told me I was looking at. Then what started as a whisper of wonderment grew to a shaky, disbelieving low rumble of horror. Was this some kind of a joke? Did that girl Stephanie plan for this to happen to me? Was that Raffle rigged?? My emotions took over my body from all logical thought.

“OH NOOOOOOO! ANNA! WHAT THE FUCK!!!???” I made my way for the door, but Anna blocked my way with her body, and her massive cock was bouncing up and down on my t-shirt and waist. She had a look of fear and desperation on her face and she started to cry – her lower lip trembling, and a plaintive wail coming from her angelic face. In that brief moment I felt like a horrible, insensitive ogre; but could you blame me?

She choked back massive sobs. “Steve, I’m so sorry! Maybe I was too fast, but listen to me,” she said in urgent desperation, and took a deep breath. “I’m as much a girl as anyone in this dorm, or on this campus, but I just happen to have a – have a COCK, okay?” Her hand grabbed my t-shirt in a delicate but firm fist. “Pleeeeeze Steve! DON’T GOOO!!” and then the wailing started. I was stunned and my immediate response was to soothe her. She really was the most beautiful girl I have ever been with.

She hugged me tight and sat me down on the bed next to her. She placed her head on my shoulder and continued crying. “Please don’t leave me Steve,” she huffed out quickly, her eyes puffy and red.

“I just want to be with you, that’s all. I can’t deny what I feel for you Steve.” I felt like the biggest shithead in the world. How could I be so cruel, but at the same time, how could I be with a woman like this??

“It’s okay Anna. Calm down please. I’m not going anywhere. I’m just not used to . . . to this, that’s all.”

“Was it the slave thing that frightened you Steve? Did you feel forced??? Because really Steve, I don’t ever want you to go, but if you feel you must . . .”

Then came my breakthrough. I did the unthinkable. I remembered a wise man saying, Love is love. Anna really was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. Before I could say anything else, she said “Eat me out Steve.”

She moved in front of me sitting on the bed and pushed her large gurl cock into my face. It smelled nice, like lilacs, and it was soft and smooth. I held it with my hand like a flute and placed it up against my lips. What would the guys think? I can’t ever tell them.

I let her gurl cock enter my lips. I would do anything to not see her cry anymore – it killed me, and so I did what just yesterday would have been unthinkable. My mouth was nice and wet, and I licked around the crown of it with my tongue like a paint brush. She began to hiss and moan, and pressed my head down onto her more. I took as much of her inside of me as I could. She went faster and faster inside my mouth, and I pushed my head forward in time to her pelvic thrusts. Soon her cock was pressing against the insides of my cheeks. I used my teeth like she did to gently bite her.

Suddenly her back stiffened and she hissed between clenched teeth, and a tsunami of cum shot out of her cock filling my mouth. However I was not prepared for that much cum, or any cum for that matter! Part of it dripped down from the corners of my mouth. Slowly, she withdrew from my mouth, grabbing me by the shoulders and lifting me up.

She placed her face next to mine, smiling and kissed me, licking all the cum from the sides of my lips and my cheeks. When my face was clean she kissed me deeply on the mouth, and drank up all her own cum.

“You are fantastic Steve. I’m not letting you go.”

We were locked in a tight embrace, and I realized that I was still alive after that, and my feelings for Anna only deepened. I didn’t change into a monster after that. In fact, my feelings for Anna only grew much deeper. She pulled off me ever so slightly and I asked her, “So did I please you like you wanted me too?”

“Yes you did, but there’s more. We could keep our relationship like this, or go farther. I’d prefer the latter.”

“You would huh? And what would that be?”

“I want you to become ‘adventurous.’”

Of course I was curious and I said, “How? What would you have me do?”

She was beaming. “You’re going to love this! This has always been a fantasy of mine – to make love to a man crossdressed as a woman or another transgender woman.”

“You’re not serious Anna, are you?” I just caught myself in time because I didn’t want to precipitate another crying spell. “I mean sure! Let’s see what you have in mind! Sounds great!”

A split second of doubt on her face quickly became joy when I told her what she needed to hear.

“Okay Anna, let’s try it!”

“Don’t go away,” she said, a huge smile beaming on her face, her crystal blue eyes glowing; leaving me sitting on the bed while she walked over to her large walk-in closet. What the hell, I figured. I’m sure that plenty of transgender couples play these kinds of games.

She turned to me and said, “You know Steve, just in case you have second thoughts about this, I should remind you that I had our little session before recorded!” I looked at her stunned. “That’s right! You don’t want to go down as the first slave in our dorm’s history NOT to please his mistress, now do you??” Part of me thought she was kidding because of the way she felt about me, and part of me knew that I had to go through with this!

“No Anna! Come on – didn’t I just say let’s try it? I’m game. You don’t have to play hard ball with me.”

“There’s no fun in not forcing. Besides, it’s not that I don’t trust you – I just need some security. Come on, can’t you see the excitement building here?”

“Okay, you’re right.” After all I did agree to be her slave. How bad could it be after all? “Okay Anna, consider me your slave.”
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I SAW SOMETHING PINK WITH LACE flying across the bedroom to me and I caught it with my right hand. “Ooooh,” I said with as much enthusiasm as I could to keep Anna from crying and reasonably happy. I wanted to believe that all that was done with. I would try my hardest to be receptive. “This feels nice Anna.” I wasn’t lying – my reaction shocked me. The smooth, cool feel of the satin awakened something deep within me and as I rubbed the G-String between my fingers, I became as aroused as much as I ever was.

Anna saw it on my face and beamed at me. She was so happy that she ran over to me and kissed me hard on the mouth. “Now try it on Steve!” she said excitedly.

I placed it on the carpet and slipped it on over my hairless legs. As I moved it up, I got chills, and then, well, when I settled it around my junk the feel was fantastic. She placed a stretch bra on me with semi-hard cups that pulled the flesh of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. It was wonderful. Something was happening to me - a delight, a pleasure I had never thought possible.

“Okay Steve,” she said, and pulled me into her bathroom and shower. “We can skip the shaving because you don’t have much hair on you anyway. Now I can place the makeup on you!”

So she sat me at the vanity table, facing away from the mirror and went to work. She chose green eyeshadow for me because it went very well with my brown hair. After the makeup was done she left the bathroom and came back with a hatbox. Inside of it was a deep black wig – long hair with curls at the ends. It still looked great with the eyeshadow. She carefully placed it on my head and stood back to look. Then she turned my chair around, so I was facing the mirror.

“Now wait here, there’s one more thing to complete you as a total slut Steve – I want your whole new persona to scream DO ME!!”

Meantime my cock was aching for release, and it was throbbing inside the pouch of the thong. She left the room and came back with her black leather bag. She pulled out a pack of her 120, all white girly sissy cigarettes. She gave one to me and took one for herself. Then she lit us both up with a slim, silver butane lighter. I enjoyed it, and truth be told, I had a fetish for beautiful slutty girls who smoked.

“There now, that’s better! You look just like a reeky little cum slut. No wait – my cum slut!” I looked at myself puffing away in the mirror and realized she was right.

For dressing, she had a one-piece short black skirt with a sleeveless lace top attached. I had to admit; I looked like all of my fantasies – that was certain. Anna took me by the hand and pulled me out of the bathroom, and we sat down on her bed next to each other. Then she swung her legs around, so they were sitting across my thighs. I placed my hands firmly on her waist and her hands were on my shoulders, moving around to my neck. She leaned into me and passionately kissed me hard on the lips, her tongue passing through into my mouth. There was no question that she was into me – big time. And I, much to my surprise was falling for her – this woman who lovingly was taking me on an adventure. We stayed kissing like that for a while – her moist, succulent lips grinding on my moist, succulent lips.

“There’s one more thing Steve. We can’t have you as a Steve. I was thinking ‘Susan.’ What do you think? How do you like that?”

I said it in my mind a few times. Susan . . . Susan. “Yeah, yeah Anna. I like it.” No sooner had I said that, but Anna jumped off me and pulled me off the bed and had my butt face away from the bed. She rubbed it with her hands and loved the firmness and shape of my ass in the tight dress. I looked back and saw her smiling at me. I knew what was coming next and I looked forward to it . . .

She reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of gel lube and pulled her G-String down and pulled her skirt up over her hard gurl cock. She squeezed out the gel and placed it over her cock. Next she flipped my skirt up over my buttocks and pulled my thong down to my knees. I felt the cool sensation of the gel going up and down my taint, and just for good measure, she placed her finger inside my cherry boy pussy and rubbed it around, stretching me out. It was painful, I won’t lie and I screamed out, and Anna stopped. Softly she said “Relax Sue, this will only hurt while your body gets used to it. But I promise you, the pain is worth the pleasure that will come.”

I trusted her. What choice did I have after all? Then I felt the soft, hard fleshy feel of her gurl cock pressing right up against my cherry “bussy.” She pushed herself in maybe a quarter of the way through and I cried out softly and gripped the sheets of the bed. I remembered what she said to me. She pulled out slowly and went in slowly to the same depth. She repeated that motion again and again and was moaning with pleasure.

Then an amazing thing happened: I felt no more pain. It was all an exquisite pleasure. She went in deeper and deeper, faster and faster. I was being ridden like a bronco. “That’s it you dirty little slut – DO ME!! Ughhhh, God you’re so good Susan!”

Now I moved back on her and met her thrusts with my own. I was really hungry for her cock! I was seized by a demonic glee – the evil pleasure of a shared dirty secret. Then I felt a pressure well up deep inside of me like a ball of fire. Without even touching myself I shot out a gynormous amount of cum right onto the bedsheet. I pushed out two, maybe three times.

Next Anna stiffened and screamed. I felt my insides fill up with her cum – warm and wet. It was soooo satisfying. There was so much that it leaked out and ran down the insides of my thighs. But she didn’t stop – she kept thrusting on me until I was sore – and she screamed again. I felt another wave of warm, thick cum enter me.

Anna slowed down and then pulled out of me. She flipped me over on the bed and immediately went to work on my cock with her mouth. She was indeed a benevolent mistress, and I was a most willing slave.

I came in her mouth, and it didn’t take long at all. Then she turned around and kissed me deeply – both of us were on her carpet, on our knees, facing each other and holding hands.

“Wow,” I said. “What just happened here Anna?”

“I think I fell in love with you Susan.”

“Yeah,” I said, tears running down my cheeks, making my mascara run – “I think I fell in love with you too.”

“So what do we do about it – my reeky little cum-slut?” she said.

“Well according to the rules I’m yours for the week.”

“Yes I know. Then what comes after that?”

“I’ll just have to keep being Susan for you.”

“Yes you will – and you will move in here with me.”

“But what will I tell Wes and my friends?”

“I guess you’ll have to tell them the truth,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

_______________________________

_______________

I suppose you like happy endings, so I’ll give you one. It took a couple of months for me to figure out how to explain myself to my friends. Susan made it easier for me because she found off-campus housing that we could live in. To all outsiders we looked like boyfriend and girlfriend. But behind closed doors we were transgender lovers. After about a year I decided I wanted more and I began to chemically transition – Anna found me a doctor in town that helped her.

I knew one thing - I never wanted to be parted from her again – and she never from me.
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