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One

________________

____

If you have a secret desire that you believe strongly would ruin your reputation with your friends if somehow it got out, would you still act out on it, but take all necessary precautions to make sure that those closest to you would never find out?

This was my problem in my third year at the State University where I was a student living away from home. My name is Scott Hancock, and I’m twenty one years old. Since I was a teenager, I’ve been fascinated by girl’s clothing. This is gonna sound really stupid, (I’m very shy, so for me – writing this story takes courage!) but I’ve always wondered why girls had to wear things that seemed to feel so good on their bodies, while men just put on any old things that didn’t excite or open up any feelings. Like, why did girls seem to have all the fun?

So when I was about fifteen I found myself home alone when my parents and my older sister Jane were out of the house. Call it impulse, but I got a wicked thought that sent chills up my spine and a bulge in my jeans. My family was what you would call a right-wing Christian household in the southern part of Georgia. Church and Puritanical beliefs about sex were common. I was ambivalent about religion, and as I reached my middle teens, I lacked the enthusiasm for church that my parents and Jane had. This distressed them greatly, but they didn’t force their beliefs on me.

I was ambivalent about dating women, and the usual male sex drives in me were replaced by more of a “curiosity” in the opposite sex. So there I was, standing by the door to my sister’s room and staring at her dresser drawers, thinking of all the wonderful and new things that awaited me in there.

My heart was beating fast as I approached the dresser. I opened the middle drawer where I was sure the “forbidden stuff” was. I was wearing a track suit because I had just come home from cross country practice.

The first thing that grabbed my eyes was a pair of hot pink G-String panties. I loved the feel of them between my fingers, and what happened next was beyond my conscious control. I took off my track suit bottoms and my boxers, and placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into them. As I pulled them up my legs I felt the incredible satin-smooth feel of them going up my legs, and when they covered my junk, I thought I had died and gone to heaven – it was that good! Oh my God, I thought, what have I been missing? I walked around in them, and the way they rubbed me, was beyond description. I had just discovered the secret to unimaginable pleasure. I never went past the lingerie stage, stopping at pantyhose and trying on bras. Harmless “hobby,” right? I was about to find out much differently.

♦️♦️♦️
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_________________

____

Being away at college I didn’t have many opportunities to indulge my guilty pleasure. I had to wait until vacations from school when I could go home. My sister still lived with my folks taking a local job as a dental hygienist, so I had easy access to all her stuff. I wished that somehow I could buy my own clothes now – not just lingerie, and bring them to school with me, but since I lived in a dorm, that would be too risky. My roommate John would surely find such a stash.

I wasn’t much for the dating scene, because it didn’t really excite me to have “vanilla sex” with a girl. I went onto different websites that showed married couples where the wife indulged her husband’s desire to crossdress, and I thought, Aha! That’s for me! I was just confused, being honest. I wasn’t sure what I really liked, so I tried to keep an open mind.

I had a “girl friend” on campus, who was just that; a friend. There was nothing romantic about our relationship. Her name was Leslie, and she and I confided in each other. I didn’t however tell her about my secret crossdressing desires. But I felt that if I had to eventually “come clean” to someone it would be her. Leslie was an incredibly HOT girl. I mean, if there was one girl I would have asked out it would have been her. She had long, auburn hair, a tall, slender build with a cute ass and nice cleavage. She had what I like to call “truth eyes;” piercing green that sucked you in, “read your thoughts,” and that you couldn’t escape from.

One afternoon, Leslie and I were at the campus STARBUCKS sitting outside having coffee. It was warm weather for early March. She had the campus newspaper in front of her and something caught her eye. Immediately, she grabbed my forearm. “Scott! Look at this,” she said. “There’s going to be a drag show in town at a club on March 20th! It’s open to all males. There is a . . . get this – a FIVE THOUSAND DOLLAR PRIZE to the winner!”

My sense of pride, or maybe defense mechanism kicked in and I said, “Wait a second. What makes you think that I would be interested Les?”

She took her hand off my forearm, realizing that maybe she said something to offend me. “Oh, I didn’t mean you, I just thought it would be fun to go to. Whaddya say, can you go with me?”

“But wouldn’t it be more fun to go with your girlfriends?”

“No, not really. They really aren’t interested in that kind of thing. They’re, well, they’re mostly boring Scott. I mean, can you see Cathy or Sue Ellen – my roommate, going to something like that? I mean they’re all conservative Christians. This campus, with few exceptions is all ‘Jesus this, and Jesus that.’ FOX NEWS practically plays from loudspeakers all over campus. I mean they even have it playing on the TV in the student union for God’s sake. I think if I see one more ‘My Pillow’ ad I’m gonna heave!” We both laughed.

“Yeah I guess you’re right. Okay, okay, sure I’ll go with you.”

Leslie and I were very compatible, but I was afraid that if I tried to make it more than a friendship it would ruin things. Or was that it?? I wonder how she felt. Maybe she knew about my desires and didn’t want to embarrass me. Perhaps she really wanted me to enter the competition.

“Great” she said. Then out of the blue it happened. She said, “I wonder Scott, do you think you might want to be a contestant? I’ll dress you up, and you could sign up under a false name, what do you think? Come on, it’ll be fun.” The venue was a country music club in town called the Hayloft. It catered mostly to the LGTBQ community, but curious straight men and women went there too. It had a bit of a seedy reputation because of a room that was rumored to exist there, called “The Glory Room,” because it was a room filled with “Glory Holes;” the perfect place for anonymous sex.

I tried to subdue my excitement. It was the last thing I expected to hear come out of Leslie’s mouth. I feigned annoyance and shifted in my chair. I was also curious to hear her line of thinking.

“And why do you think I’d make a good contestant Leslie?” I may have come off sounding a little annoyed. I think she felt bad.

“Oh come on Scott, I didn’t mean to insult you.” A period of quiet ensued, and she had that I’m sorry look on her face. “Can we be frank here?” she said, folding her hands in front of her.

“Yeah,” I said, making it sound like a question. “I’d appreciate that.”

She took a deep breath and placed her hand on my forearm again. “Please Scott, don’t be insulted. For one thing, you’re not built like a jock. You’re on the tall, skinny side, and your hips, are well . . . rather wide,” she said, her voice trailing off. I think she expected me to go running off after she said that.

I nodded my head, and then I said it, I put it out there. “Is that why we’re not dating?”

She got quiet for a minute, and looked at me, waiting for me to supply the answer.

“I really like you Leslie, I really do, but I have these thoughts.”

“What kinds of thoughts Scott?”

I felt no reason to hide them any longer – not with Leslie. “Uh, dating has always been a problem for me. “I’ve done a lot of thinking, and . . .”

“And what Scott?”

“And I don’t think I could enjoy sex unless I’m dressed like a woman.” I was tempted to look around, thinking that someone else made that voice come out of me. With anyone else, I think I might go and look for a bridge to jump off, but not with Leslie.

“To be honest with you Scott, I got that feeling from you early on in the time that we’ve been friends. I don’t hold it against you. I really feel honored that you could open up like this with me, and I care about you. Have you told anyone else?”

“No, no I haven’t. You are the only person who knows.”

“Have you ever dressed up before? I mean, completely dressed up??”

Now that question gave me the biggest hard-on of my life. It took my closest friend to bring it out of me.

“No I never did.” I went on to tell Leslie about my experiences as a teenager of trying on my sister’s panties, pantyhose, and bra, and how aroused they made me feel. I also told her about how I really wanted to do the same thing here in my dorm room, but that I couldn’t because of my roommate, John.

“Oh I see,” she said after listening to me pour my heart out. The best part was the acceptance I felt from her. She didn’t look at me with any disgust.

Leslie stood up, looking at my cup. “You want a refill? I’m gonna get one.”

“Sure, thanks Leslie, that would be nice,” I said.

As soon as she came back, a hulking guy who looked familiar came over to our table. I knew right away that I wasn’t the reason this big side of beef came over to our table.

“Hi Leslie,” the hulk said. “Oh hi Roger.”

“Say Leslie, I was wondering if you might like to go out this weekend.”

What a set of balls on this guy! He didn’t care that I was sitting next to her, didn’t know a thing about me. Maybe I could have been her boyfriend. He didn’t care. He was blonde, with arms like jackhammers, very tall, and a chest as wide as the Great Wall of China. Then I remembered him from the sports section of the college newspaper. He was Roger Stratton, a star linebacker on the college football team, The PANTHERS.

“Oh hi Roger, this is Scott.”

He looked me over as if I wasn’t there, a look of disgust on his face. He just grunted in my direction; eyes glued on Leslie. Then she turned to me.

“Scott, Roger is my roommate Sue Ellen’s EX – BOYFRIEND.” She meant that as if to say, that he was dumped by her because he was an asshole, which turned out to be true.

Then she answered his question like it was the most unimportant thing in the world. “I don’t think so Roger. I have plans for this weekend.”

“Plans?” he said. “You mean with this beanpole???” he said, jerking his thumb at me. I stirred in my seat. “You got something to say asshole?” he said, in an attempt to dare me to stand up. I had no desire to visit the county hospital, (or the morgue) so I sat quietly, enduring his onslaught.

“Yes, yes I do have plans Roger – With Scott as a matter of fact.”

He snorted like a bull. “I should have known. Sue Ellen never did have much taste in roommates. But I can’t for the life of me figure out what a hot girl like you sees in this guy.” Conversation effectively over, but his huge ego wouldn’t let him go without a parting jab.

“I better not see you around too much asshole. You could be sorry,” he said, knocking my drink over into my lap.

“Hey what the FUCK MAN!!!”

I stood up, my jeans covered with burning hot coffee. He came closer to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Oh see, there he is. Let’s go shit head.” Then he shoved me. Leslie had a look of disgust on her face. Some people from the surrounding tables looked over at the commotion, but I turned and walked away into the STARBUCKS, going to the men’s room to clean myself off.

“Thought so shit head!” he called after me.

“I think you should go now Roger, you’re not welcome here anymore!”

Roger nodded his head and smirked at Leslie. “Enjoy your date Leslie – that is, if you can find it,” he laughed pointing to his crotch.

“You always were an asshole Roger. I’ll never know what it was that Sue Ellen saw in you.”

“And guess what Leslie,” he said, pointing again to his crotch. “And you never will.” With that last barb thrown in, he left.

♦️♦️♦️
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The drag show. What harm could it do? With Leslie’s help, I could really make myself look HOT. Who knows I might really like it, and finally explore a new side of me that had been lying dormant for all these years. But then I had a thought. A thought I never would have had if Leslie hadn’t suggested the show to me. Some of my corridor mates went to The Hayloft. My roommate John even went, and even asked me to go one time, but I refused. It wasn’t for me. That’s not completely true. What if I were to go there after Leslie dressed me up? I mean, just for fun, you know? I wouldn’t do anything. I would just observe – dressed up as a female; a potential contestant. The thought excited me in a way I did not fully understand.

I called up Leslie and went over to her place on a Saturday night. I would let her dress me up and we’d go out together, like two girlfriends. She laughed at first, but then was into the idea. I suppose if I couldn’t be a boyfriend, then I would be her girlfriend.

Leslie’s roommate Sue Ellen was away at home that weekend, and Leslie was free to make me into “the new me.” It would also be a trial to see how I looked for the show. We were about the same size, and I was amazed when she laid out the clothes for me to wear when we went out. The only question mark were the shoes. Leslie had a pair of high heels that strapped around the ankles. How would I walk in them. We put them on first, and initially I had to hold onto her dresser and a chair to practice walking, until, stumbling a lot at first I finally got the hang of it. Leslie was impressed because I was a “fast learner.”

She was a genius with the makeup. I told her that if I was doing this, the sluttier she could make me, the better. Then she had a surprise for me. “Scott, I got this from AMAZON; it came yesterday.”

It was a long, brunette wig, that went down past my shoulders, had a part in it, and the front was done up in a wave to the right over my forehead. My cock became as hard as a rock just looking at it, and I think that Leslie knew because she gave me a little smirk.

“Humm,” she said, squinting her eyes, “I had a feeling you’d like this.”

My eyes were glued to her bed where everything was laid out, especially the G-String panties, the black, sheer pantyhose, and the elastic stretch bra with molded cups to give me the illusion of cleavage. I was hard as a rock looking at everything, and now that I was stripped down to my boxers, my hard cock became apparent. I looked down at it, and then at Leslie with an embarrassed grin.

“Come on Scott don’t be shy. It’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s privates before.” I was still conflicted. On one hand, this was my greatest fantasy coming true, and on the other hand, I still felt embarrassed in front of Leslie.

“Uh,” she said looking me over closely. “I think I’m going to have to shave your chest and your legs,” she laughed and said, “We’ll save your balls for another time.”

She took me into the bathroom and with a cream and a pink disposable razor she shaved all the hair off my legs and then my chest. I wore my boxers with my visible hard on as she shaved me. Then I stepped into the shower to wash everything off. Now I really felt undressed.

I dried off and came back into her bedroom still wearing my boxers.

I was going to take them off and I looked at Leslie like are you going to watch me put these on?

“What’s wrong Scott? Are you shy?”

“Uh, yeah Les, still just a little bit.”

Leslie let out a sigh and smiled at me. “There’s really no need to be . . . ok, well, how about I go into the bathroom while you put on the G-String and the pantyhose?”

“Thanks Leslie. I’m sure I’ll overcome my shyness,” I said, half-believing myself.

I just needed a little “alone time” while I delighted myself with the clothing. I kicked off my boxers and I placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my newly shaved legs. The feeling was incredible, and it brought me back to my teenage years when I put my sister’s stuff on. The pleasure this time was more than I had then. I fucking loved the way the front felt when it slid over my cock and my balls. I began rubbing myself and then abruptly stopped, feeling guilty because I remembered where I was!

Next were the pantyhose with the ruffled tops that went up to mid-thigh. Again, the sensation was amazing. There was a girdle, also black that I place on and attached the straps. My heart was beating fast as I placed the wig cap on – it was the first time I wore a wig, and I really felt feminine then! The wig attached to the cap, and I adjusted it, moving the black hair out of my eyes. I loved the way it felt on my bare back and shoulders. I think that if Leslie was into it, I would have fucked her like this. Now I knew that I could never have sex with a woman or another man unless I was dressed like this. I called Leslie into the room.

“Leslie, come on in – I’m ready.”

She came in and just stared at me. “Oh my God Scott! Is that really you??”

“Yeah, I guess you could call this the new me.”

“I swear to God Scott, you absolutely DO look like a woman. I must say you transition well!”

I blushed with the compliment.

“I can’t wait to put the makeup on you – come on in the bathroom and have a seat by the mirror, but I don’t want you looking until I’m done, ok?”

“Sure, let’s go,” I said. This part excited me the most.

She was a genius with it all: The foundation, the blush, the lipstick pencil, and the eyebrow pencil. I was reluctant at first, but she had to trim my eyebrows a little bit. She chose a deep blue eyeshadow to match my bright blue eyes. My eyelashes were on the short side, and instead of applying a lot of mascara, she had a set of false eyelashes.

“Okay Scott, now you can look.”

I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I couldn’t believe how beautiful I looked! I wanted to fuck myself! Something else that was unexpected. I wanted to suck a cock! Holy hell, where did that come from? It took the step of dressing up to bring that slutty though to my mind. I even mentioned it to Leslie, and she laughed, but not in a bad way.

“Oh wow, I think I created a monster!” She placed the black bra over my head, and it pulled my chest in tight, so it gave me the illusion of having real cleavage. Last to go on were the clothes. She bought a white cotton blouse for me with long sleeves and a collar that was turned up. She stepped behind me and placed my hair over the back collar, and brushed the wig out a little. Next was a satin midi-length skirt. I had long legs, so it looked perfect.

“Look at you Scott! I don’t even recognize you. I don’t think anyone will. There is one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“We need a female name for you. I was thinking of ‘Shantay.’ What do you think?”

“Shantay” – it has a nice ring to it. I suppose that’s the name I’ll register under for the drag show.”

“Okay then, I guess you’re ready. Now for the real test. Are you ready to go out, Shantay?”

“Absolutely. I thought we’d go to the place where the contest is – ‘The Hayloft.’”

“That sounds perfect. It’ll give us the chance to check the place out.”

“Okay then, let’s go!” I said, anxious to make my debut.

♦️♦️♦️
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The parking lot was crowded, it being a Saturday night and all. We made our way to the front door. I was careful walking in my heels. I was a bit slow, afraid my ankles would wobble, and I would fall. That would not look good at all.

“Well here we are Shantay,” Leslie said smiling. “What do you want to do?”

“Uhhhh, I’m not sure,” I said; wondering if I could go through with something if some guy, or transgender woman came up to us, or me.

“Look,” Leslie said. “Let’s ease on up to the bar and we could get a couple of drinks.” She looked straight ahead as we made our entrance. “Oh look! There’s the stage and the spotlights. I think this contest will be fun, and you don’t have to win, although judging by the guys checking you out already, I think you just might. To be honest, you look like a woman!”

Leslie was right. A group of guys at a corner table were checking us out, and two of them came up to us. As they got a bit closer, making their way across the dance floor, I recognized none other but the asshole from the STARBUCKS incident! It was Roger.

“Look Shantay, it’s Roger and a buddy of his. I know him, but I can’t remember his name.”

“Well, if it isn’t Leslie,” Roger said. “Look, I’m really sorry about the other day. I acted like a jackass.”

Leslie was unmoved. “Well you were an asshole, especially when you knocked the coffee over and shoved my friend!”

He ran his hand down over the back of head. “Yeah, that’s what I meant. I wanted to apologize. Oh this here is my friend from the football team, our quarterback in fact; Dalton.”

“Hey, who’s your sexy friend? I’ve never seen her on campus before,” Roger said.

Something came over me. Roger looked attractive. His muscular arms and that big chest made me excited to see what might be down his pants. I remember a saying, “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

“Oh, this is my friend Shantay.”

Roger was eyeballing me up and down. He was making me hard.

“How are you tonight, Shantay?”

In my best female voice, I said, “I’m doing just fine.”

“That’s good, you wanna dance?” he said.

I did. I was just wondering what a guy like that was doing in a place that catered to the LGBTQ scene.

“Sure,” I heard my alternate self say. “I’d love to, let’s go.”

I was really a horny bitch. I grabbed his arm, and we went out to the dance floor. Leslie and Dalton followed us.

Roger placed his arm around my waist, and I hung my arms around his beefy shoulders. He tried to grind his waist into me, and I felt an extremely large boner, exciting me greatly, but I was careful, lest my secret get out.

It was a slow song and I found myself putting my head on his chest, and his arms drew me in tighter. I wondered what it would be like to suck his cock – this guy out of everyone. I looked over at Leslie, and she didn’t seem too interested in Dalton, but we made eye contact, and she rolled her eyes at me, as if to say, that asshole?

I couldn’t resist, and I said, “You know Roger, this place has a room we could go to, that’s sort of anonymous, and . . .” he cut me off.

“I know what room you’re talking about. Tell you what,” he said grinning. “I’ll go on the outside, and I’ll knock on the plywood, and you’ll know it’s me.”

I smiled up at him, and made my way to the “Glory Room” without saying a word.

When I walked in I was shocked. There were ten spots, with all transgender women down on their knees and sucking cocks. Two holes were open, and I saw a new cock come through. I was pretty sure it was Roger’s. It was huge, so I thought pretty sure of myself that t was attached to Roger.

I walked over to the cock in the wall and gave it a tug. Immediately, I heard a frantic knocking on the other side of the wall. So I got down on my knees and did what strangely felt natural to me.

I placed my fingers around it, grasping it tightly, some pre cum dripping out of the tip and I went to work. I stuck my tongue out and played around at the slit. I heard a moan come from the other side, clearly distinguishable from the other moans. It was Roger’s deep voice.

Now I placed my lips, painted with cherry lip gloss around the tip, and made a tight seal. I went up and down on it, licking my tongue around it, teasing him, making it come farther through the hole. It was big enough for his balls to come through there. I took all of him in my mouth, getting it nice and wet. I was full of saliva, and it made his cock nice and slippery.

Now I went full thrusting on him, and he went back and forth from his side, shaking the plywood walls. His was a big cock, at least seven inches, though I didn’t have a ruler to measure it. I heard a load moan come from him, and next thing I knew he shot a big, thick creamy load of cum right into my mouth.

I was a total slut. This was my initiation. He squirted out three times, each load a s big as the last, but I was careful not to let any drip out of me. But then I couldn’t help it and his cum was dripping out the sides of my mouth and onto my chin. I licked and sucked him clean.

It was a nice mix of sweet and salty. I took to it like a fish in water. I said through the hole after he pulled out. “Think you can take care of me?” I said.

“Like, how.” God this guy was dumb as he was big.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass.”

“Oooh, now you’re talking babe!” he said , very excited.

So I did what most of the other transgender girls were doing. I pulled my skirt down, and placed the G-String strap over my butt cheek, leaned against the hole, and spread my ass wide. I spit on my hand and rubbed it over my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

As soon as I did, I felt a nice, fleshy Roger cock against my virgin boy pussy. He was still hard as a pole, and I girded myself up for what was to come next. He wasted no time and stuck himself deep into me. Fuck! I clenched my fists and stifled a scream. It really fucking hurt. This was my first time – my initiation. He went faster and faster, and gradually the pain mixed with an incredible pleasure I never thought was possible.

He kept going, thrusting faster and faster, and I moved my hips up against the wall taking all of him in me. He hit my p-spot just right, and I moved against it to try and make him hit it with each thrust. Then, without even touching myself, I had my first “sissygasm,” and it was huge. I think it was even more than Rogers because I was so fucking horny.

Then I heard him scream and I felt a wet warmth go all the way up inside of me. It made me cum even more, and my insides were so slippery I didn’t want to stop and neither did he. When I pulled off him, I felt his cum dripping down my butt cheeks. I was breathing hard from all the excitement, and his touch. I wanted more; glad my secret was still safe.

I pulled myself together and went back to the bar where I saw Leslie and Dalton. Then Roger came along with a big goofy grin on his face, which I was beginning to love. When he got to the bar he placed his hand on my ass and rubbed it over my satin skirt, giving me goosebumps.

“Hey Leslie, your friend is one wild girl, you know that?”

“Oh yeah, she’s absolutely insatiable.” It didn’t look like she really hit it off with Dalton. Too bad. She didn’t know what she was missing in that room.

Roger grabbed me, stepping away from the bar and kissed me, our tongues grinding against each other.

“Hey, so when can I see you again, in a more intimate setting?” he asked.

“I’ll give you my number, and you can call me.”

“Oh now you’re talking,” he said, still grinning. I would have to change my voice mail, that’s for sure.

So Leslie and I left, and I was had my official christening as Shantay.

♦️♦️♦️
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“So how does it feel slut?” Leslie asked me after we got into the car.

“It feels better than I could have imagined.”

“Just think Scott, er . . . I mean Shantay, you got fucked and sucked off by the same asshole who shoved your male alter ego, and now you’re crushing on him. I can tell kiddo; even in the light of this car.”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “It’s funny how that shit goes, right?”

Then Leslie had a mischievous look across that beautiful face of hers. “Hey, so now, why don’t we prank Roger and teach him a good lesson.”

“Yeah, I was thinking of that,” I said, “before he fucked me, but now . . .”

“Oh come on Scott! (she did it again. But I forgive the little minx, old habits die hard), we’re not gonna kill him for Christ’s sake, just have a little fun, that’s all.”

The first thought that popped into my head was the drag show. I mean, some part of me wanted him to see me dressed up and on stage.

“Why don’t we ask him to come to the drag show?” I said.

“I don’t know Shantay. How would we pull that off?”

“Leave a flyer under the door of his dorm room? Put up a copy of the ad in the ‘State Times’ at the entrance to the football locker room? Fuck, Leslie, I don’t know.”

*****

Nothing was resolved that day about how to get Roger to come to the show, but one thing was sure: I was hooked on the bastard. Yup, the same bully asshole who shoved me at the STARBUCKS. Funny how shit like that goes. Hell, I was dreaming about getting that big cock inside me, drilling me again and again. After that Saturday night, I didn’t hear anything for a week or ten days, I don’t remember – coulda’ been longer. Then my iPhone goes off, and lo and behold, its Roger!

“Hey Shantay, how’s it going babe. You wanna meet up this weekend??”

This weekend was the weekend of the drag show. How could I possibly be in two places at the same time? My mind was working overtime on this one. Then suddenly inspiration struck me like a bolt of lightning.

“Sure Roger, I’d love that. How about Saturday night, but I wanna talk to you about it first. Can you meet me at the STARBUCKS on campus??” I asked as innocently as I could.

“Uh, sure. Why don’t we meet there at say, ten o’clock tonight?” he said.

For once in the short time I’ve known him, and after what Leslie told me about him, he sounded civilized for a change.

“Alright, see you there.”

I got there at nine-thirty, took a cinnamon latte outside, and I think I came up with a great scheme. Roger was early too, coming about ten minutes before the hour. He had a regular coffee in his hand; and I found myself staring at that beefy, muscular arm, with the skull-crushing linebacker’s fist attached pulling away the chair.

“Hey babe,” he said, putting his cup down and staring at my gorgeous Shantay face. “So what did you want to talk about? It sounded urgent. “ My dick was so hard because he put his hand on my forearm and a sexy look of concern came over his face.

“You’re okay right? Is someone bothering you,” he said using every ounce of his caveman mentality.

“Oh no honey, nothing like that,” I said, using my sexiest voice possible. “How’d you like the chance to make some money this weekend?”

With that, his ears perked up. “Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“Well this is kind of sneaky. Do you know about the drag queen show at the place we met the other night?” The thought that I might even be transgender never entered into his thoughts.

“Uh, yeah, I saw the signs when I went in. Why? Do you wanna go with me?” he asked.

“Yes! Okay, check this out,” I said. “There is a five thousand dollar prize for the winner of the drag show. I could wear, like a bulge, in my panties and pretend that I’m a male drag queen. I bet I could WIN! The best part of it is Roger, that if I win I’ll split the money with you. How does that sound? Then we could fuck somewhere afterwards, and you’ll be two thousand five hundred dollars richer!”

“Oooh, I love how you think babe! That’s so fucking devious – it’s genius!”

“I just knew you’d think so honey. So why don’t you meet me there at eight thirty?”

With a big smirk across his face, Roger said, “Sure! Sounds fucking great!”

♦️♦️♦️


Six

_________________

_____

Iwas at Leslie’s room about four thirty Saturday afternoon. “Now, I picked up some really slutty clothes on AMAZON just for you Shantay,” she said, giving an exaggerated accent to my female moniker.

She opened the boxes and put everything out on her bed. She pulled out a very slutty emerald green one piece nylon – sleeveless stretch dress, with a high mini-skirt. I saw it would make my butt so tight and harden every cock in the audience. She also had some costume jewelry: a gold bracelet, a gold teardrop necklace, hoop earrings, and stiletto black high heels. I was looking like a total assassin when I put it on.

“Shit, Shantay,” she said after putting on my makeup, making it extra slutty. This time, my wig was auburn – she spared no expense. It was real human hair, and went down past my bust line, and was wavy, bangs down my forehead and at the bottom. It had lighter highlights on the right side, “you’re a fucking bombshell!”

I looked at myself in the mirror, turning from side to side. I was used to walking in high heels, so three inches was no big deal for me. Being skinny worked better for me as Shantay than it did for Scott.

“Come on sexy, let’s go!” Leslie said excitedly. “I can’t believe you got caveman boy to go with you. It gives a testament to the almighty dollar, doesn’t it?”

“I think it’s the hope of fucking me after the show whether or not I win.”

Leslie laughed and said, “God, you are such a slut,” she said. “Remember, all you have to do is walk sexy across the stage and do some ‘sexy shit’ in front of the judges, ok? Think you can handle it Shantay???”

“Oh I got this Leslie, thanks to you!” and I leaned in and kissed her. But it wasn’t just a peck on the cheek, it was a full-blown lips on lips, deep tongue kiss. This made me harder than I ever was as Scott with Leslie. Pretty soon things got out of hand, and before I knew it, her arms were around my shoulders, and I had her sit on top of her desk, throwing everything off the desk with one swipe of my arm.

Before I knew it, I had Leslie’s legs spread wide apart, and to my surprise she wasn’t wearing any panties and was sopping wet. I hiked up my dress and pulled my G-String all the way down, stepping out of it. I pulled her towards me, and I put the tip of my cock against her clit, using my hand to rub the knob and the surrounding folds. She was moaning, and I pulled my cock away for a second and used my index finger and my thumb to play with her clit, snapping it like a rubber band. I felt a shower of her pungent pussy juices running down my hand and she whipped her head back, her long auburn hair hanging down between her shoulder blades. She hooked her legs around my waist.

Leslie was ripe for the picking and my cock was throbbing. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening to me – Leslie, the one girl I wanted; out of reach for three years – now mine. I didn’t wait and I entered her slippery pussy, rubbing my cock around in a circle, pressing against her flesh. She dug her nails into my back, above the neckline of my sleeveless dress. We got into a fast rhythm, my balls slapping her pussy like a steady drumbeat. She screamed out, cumming a second or third time – I lost count.

I felt it welling up inside me, a huge wad of thick, creamy Shantay cum entering her insides. I shot at least four big loads, high and deep; so much so that it ran down the insides of her thighs. I still kept thrusting, ready to cum a second time, and to my surprise I did . . . but it was nothing like the first time; all feeling, little jizz.

I pulled out, and we just kissed, her butt still planted firmly on her desk, papers, a lamp, and even her laptop on the carpeted floor. It looked like a tornado had hit her room.

We were both panting, and she said, “Oh my God Shantay, that was sooo good. Now we gotta go. You have a drag show to get to and five thousand dollars to win. Remember what I taught you okay?” she said, my chin cupped in her fingers. Then she kissed me again, and we were off.

******

The show started at nine o’clock and we got there a bit early, arriving in Leslie’s car at eight. We had to park in the back, farthest away from the main entrance. The place had bunting up and there was a poster board on an easel at the entrance, announcing the show. The stage was lit up, colored spotlights on the stage, and an announcer’s podium on the left of the stage. Techno music was playing from the speakers, and the audience was a mix of trannies and guys, (probably gay) with a few bio girls. The place was packed, coming close to the fire department limits I’m sure. Leslie walked me up to the announcer’s booth to register.

“Evening ladies,” the announcer, a bald, muscular guy with tatts on his arms said as he greeted us. “both of you entering tonight?” Leslie looked at me, and looked pissed.

“No, just my friend here, she’s the drag queen!” Leslie answered, her anger apparent.

The big idiot smiled, quickly realizing the insult, and said, “Oh, of course, of course,” he was laughing. “It must be the lighting.”

“Yeah, it must be,” Leslie answered.

“Okay,” he said. “Name please?”

“Shantay.”

He looked down at a clipboard and wrote my name in. “Okay, you’re number five. Wait on the side with the others and we’ll call your name.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving him a look.

Altogether, there were only ten who entered. Sometimes these contests had late entries. Out of the corner of my eye as we stepped away from the podium I spotted Roger. I gave him a wave and a wink. He smiled and got a seat at a table. Not surprising, he was seated alone. He was probably embarrassed to let his jock friends know hee was coming.

Some stagehands moved a stripper’s pole into the middle of the stage, and I looked at Leslie. “Don’t worry honey, just glide up and down the pole. They’ll be looking at your butt – trust me.”

“Okay, let’s go,” I said, pointing off stage to where the other contestants were seated. There were actually twelve “girls,” some of them looked like they were just doing this as a gag, with five o’clock shadow on their chins and “Arsenio Hall” lips painted in the gaudiest colors. Then there were me and about four other contestants who were serious. Leslie leaned into me and told me that I was a sure thing. Who knows? Maybe I’d win and try for something like “Ru Paul’s Drag Race.” Imagine – me on national TV. Well, a girl can dream right?

The first two got some laughs – they were two of the unserious ones. One of them actually slipped off the poll, breaking an ankle! I took that as a lesson because although I could walk in heels, I was still a “rookie” at the whole thing. Leslie surprised me by pulling out a flask from her bag. “Here, have some of this,” she said. “It will calm your nerves.”

“But really Les, I’m not nervous.”

“Oh yeah? Wait till they call your name!”

So I took a slug, and I felt a five-alarm fire go down my throat.

“Leslie!” I said in a loud whisper. “What the fuck is in here?” I said, trying hard not to choke.

“Never mind,” she said, her eyes on the contestant gyrating around the poll.

My name was finally called, and the anxiety, which I had done a good job of suppressing, came out. The booze did just the right job in helping suppress it, but not enough to make me wobble on the stage.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Leslie grabbed my arm and said, “You got this Shantay!” and I walked out into the glare of the spotlights. I didn’t really prepare a routine beforehand, so I just did my thing, total ad-lib. I strutted across the stage, like I was on a fashion runway, looking at the audience and blowing them a kiss, my costume jewelry shimmering in the light. I made sure to wiggle my tight butt, which generated applause.

They were playing some techno music and I moved accordingly towards the pole. I hung on with one hand and spun around without losing my grip. I made sure to stick my ass out far enough. Then I did some stuff where I stretched and stuck my long leg out, and whipped my head back and forth, the auburn hair flowing through the air, the highlights reflecting back in the light. I was on for five minutes which seemed like forever; interrupted by applause. Finally I finished, walking off the stage like I had come on, blowing a final kiss to the audience.

We sat through the remaining seven, two of the other girls getting applause. I considered those two my only serious competition. Finally the judge made his announcement.

“And there we have it! All the contestants in this year’s ‘Haystack’s Drag Queen Show.’ Let’s have a big hand for all our contestants.” Again, applause.

“Now ladies and gents, we come to the judges’ decision.” There were three judges, two men and one woman. “First we will announce the three runner’s up, and then the winner. Will the following four ladies come up on the stage?”

The serious two I had chosen confidently walked up on stage, then one more was called that I was on the fence about. The announcer walked over to the judges’ table and conferred briefly with the three, taking an envelope in his hand.

“The last of the four runner’s up is . . . SHANTAY!” I got the loudest applause, the audience on their feet. I could see Roger standing in the back, a big smile on his face. Even on stage I was hard. I hoped it wouldn’t show to maintain the illusion which was the whole idea of the show anyway.

The announcer called two names who sullenly walked off the stage, obviously disappointed. One of them was actually crying for God’s sake.

“And now we’re down to our final two. The first runner up is . . .” I was holding my breath. “The first runner up is ‘EBONY!’” That meant I fucking WON! I FUCKING WON!” Ebony, a slim black girl looked disappointed but still brought me in for a hug. “Call me,” she whispered.

I was alone on the stage soaking up the applause and the announcer handed me the envelope, and inside, as promised, was a check for five thousand dollars. The audience stood up, cheering and hooting!

When I went off to the side, Leslie grabbed me and gave me a big hug and a lingering kiss on the lips. “Congratulations girl, you did it!” She stepped back and applauded me. “Hey,” she said. “Do you think you could enter more prize shows and I’ll be your agent? Ten percent, whaddya say baby?”

I laughed. “Sure Les, no problem. Listen, I have a fan in the back who wants to see me.”

She looked at me and said. “Go ahead, do what you have to do.”

I made my way to the back towards Roger which took about ten minutes to get through my adoring fans. I had my check in my hands, waving it in front of Roger’s nose. He gave me a big hug and a large kiss on my mouth, immediately sending his tongue to work on me.

I broke off briefly and said, “So, do you think I fooled them?”

“Absolutely, Shantay! My God, you were terrific. I’m surprised they didn’t check you for a cock when they gave you that check!”

“Well they didn’t.” I was as horny as fuck. I was sizzling inside for a taste of Roger’s cock, so much so that my arms were trembling.

“Hey. I have an idea, Shantay,” he said.

“Oh yeah, and what might that be Roger?”

He looked towards the Glory Room. “Oh, I get it, you dirty man you! Okay, so what are we waiting for?”

He placed his beefy arm around my waist and led me to the plywood room in the back. I was sure it would get very crowded soon, with all the trans drag queens wanting some “consolation.”

Both of us walked in. Roger looked me with an unnatural gleam in his eyes and flipped up my dress before I could stop him.

“Hey Roger! What do you think you’re doing?”

“Oh, I’m just checking to see if you’re a drag queen.”

The next thing I knew, he had pulled my G-String down and was gripping my hard cock in his hands and grinning at me.

“How did you . . . did you know . . . all along?” I said shocked.

He just let out a large laugh. “I’ll let you in on a secret,” he said.

“What???” I said, still in shock.

“I knew from the first moment I met you,” he said. “And it made me want you even more. You see, girls like you are my favorite,” and he leaned in and kissed me. “But you have to promise me that you’ll keep my secret, and I’ll keep yours, Scott!”

“Holy shit Roger! How did you know it was me?”

“Oh, I’m just good at facial recognition, so I just played along with you. I have to admit, he said with his hand on my cheek, you’re a much better looking trans woman than a male.”

My hand went up to my mouth. My head was spinning, but Roger looked at me with genuine feeling, and affection. What do you know, the asshole wasn’t such a brute after all. He held me close, and we rocked back and forth, holding each other tight, my G-String down around my knees and my skirt up. Roger kissed me and undid his belt and jeans, dropping them down to his ankles. He got down on all fours in the middle of the carpeted Glory Room. Another couple came in and copied us.

I reached into my black purse and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly I had kept there for “special occasions.” I squeezed out a nice amount and placed it all over Roger’s ass, up to his balls. Slowly I stuck my index finger up his asshole, and he moaned, clenching his butt cheeks together. I was on my knees behind him and put a nice amount on my cock as well, spreading his butt cheeks apart with my hands.

Now my cock which was still hard after the surprise fuck of Leslie, touched Roger’s cherry very gently, just playing, making him moan and push back on me. It was obvious that he was no beginner at this game. He was already fully dilated, but still tight around my cock. I started thrusting and met him push for push until we were in a solid rhythm. He was breathing hard and moaning through clenched teeth.

I could contain myself no longer and let out a scream of pleasure filling his bussy full of my hot, thick, creamy cum. Right after that he let out a howl I thought would bring the wood panels of the room down, shooting a huge wad of cum, at least four pumps onto the carpet of the room. I hit his p-spot perfectly which set off a chain reaction, because now two couples following our example, let loose as well.

I kept thrusting until there was no more, and Roger begged me not to stop, so I kept going, until he let out another scream, but it was a relatively dry cum, just a bit leaking out this time.

I pulled out of him slowly and he turned around to face me.

“You know,” he said. “You’ve got me hooked. I don’t want to let you go. I want you again and again. What do you say?”

“Yes, I’m in – totally!”

I was speechless, but also the happiest I’ve ever been. Now, because of a silly contest – a drag “race,” I had two lovers.

♦️♦️♦️
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