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One

___________________

ASIDE FROM THE USUAL SHIT that guys take up to college, last year I brought up some “accessories” with me that I really don’t want anyone knowing about. You see, ever since I was about fourteen, I discovered the wonderful world of crossdressing. I’ll admit it, I’m not exactly what you’d call a ladies man or a stud. In fact, I’m the last guy you’d want as a ”wingman” when you went out to a bar or party to help you pick up girls.

Now it’s not like I don’t like girls – I do, but I like them as good friends, as confidants. They liked to “tell me things.” I find myself more interested in guys with hot bodies that are the total opposite of mine. I’ve never acted on it, and I would only under one condition – that I was completely dressed and made up as a total slut. But so far, at nineteen years of age, I’ve never gone that far with my crossdressing, although if I could just find some way to do it I would.

I mentioned the “accessories.” I have an older sister who went to college two years before me and I managed to “borrow” some cute satin G-Strings – two to be exact; a green and a red satin, and I brought them up to school with me. I loved to slip them on over my bare, skinny, hairless legs when I knew that my roommate Chuck had a class and would be out of the room for a class or for a long time. Then I would pull them out from the bottom of my dresser draw and put them on, each time making my cock burst when I felt the smooth satin material go over my junk. It sent tingles through my body, and I would make faces in the mirror, pucker my lips and talk dirty to myself, and get so fucking horny I’d leak pre cum into them. Online websites usually sent me over the edge, and if I was wearing a thong when I watched hot transgender women going at it with each other, I would explode!

I was the type of guy that got bullied excessively in high school because of my effeminate ways and mannerisms. So it came as no surprise that this continued into college – although not from my roommate. Chuck was a good guy, and he felt sorry for me, but I didn’t want any sympathy or special treatment from him or any of the guys on my floor.

Now there’s this one dude Ryan. Ryan is a jock, and one of the stars of the school wrestling team. We were playing intramural flag football. I happened to be good – that was really the only sport where guys actually wanted me on their team. Ryan lives in Colbing Hall, right next door to my dorm and on a Sunday not too long ago we had a game at the campus athletic field.

The weather was great and there was a large turnout. I usually played the receiver position, and I had some really good moves; the last thing you’d expect from a sissy, which I knew I was.

I was a bit on the tall, lanky side, with long legs and long fingers. For this one play I was in the right place in the right time. The QB threw a bullet pass to Ryan, and I crossed in front and intercepted it. My team was cheering, but before I could get my balance from the catch, I was violently thrown to the ground by Ryan, who hated being bested; especially by someone he considered a sissy!

After he tackled me, which was against the rules, he started pummeling my face and calling me a “fucking sissy” which I hated. He was big and powerful, and it took several guys and coach Halloran to pull him off me. I was bleeding – my lip was cut, and I would need stitches.

“You better not get up Lance – YOU FUCKING PUSSY! Bet you think you’re some hot shit, right?” He was screaming as the coach grabbed him from the back, taking him off the field.

“Enough Ryan!” He yelled. “What the fuck is wrong with you!??”

After they got Ryan a good distance away from me, they realized that I was lying on the ground. I was just an afterthought. The coach’s main concern was that his star wrestler wasn’t hurt. After all, there was the state championship to think of. Who cared that he just drilled a sissy?

My roommate Chuck and two friends from my floor, Henry and Steve came running over to me and helped me up. My face was a bloody mess. “Shit Lance, you look like a dump truck just hit you.” I had gained enough of my consciousness back, but I could barely stand. They helped me off the field and took me to the student health office. There was a girl’s intramural soccer game on the next field, and they were all standing by the fence and looking at me as I got my clock punched by the gorilla Ryan. Of course, after Ryan’s brief conversation with the coach he stopped by the fence and chatted up his drooling female admirers.

Even though the guy sent me to the campus doc, I couldn’t help but stare at the sweat making his muscular legs and chest glisten. It stirred something inside me and if I was crossdressed, I’d probably be all over that guy – even though he was an asshole.

It’s like I wanted him to pay attention to, me even if it was to catch a beating or harassment. So I got stitched up and the doc sent me over to the county hospital for a CT Scan of my brain because I had symptoms of a concussion. My friends took me, and afterwards we went out to a burger joint to eat. I had trouble chewing with a numb lip with stitches. Luckily I showed no signs of a concussion.

“Lance man, you lucked out. The way that garbage truck hit you, I thought you were dead for sure!” Henry said.

“Nah, I’ll be okay. But I can’t ever remember being hit like that. I mean all I did was intercept a pass at a stupid intramural game.”

“Well that’s Ryan. His ego couldn’t take being bested by a . . .” I kind of knew what was coming, but Steve quickly corrected himself, “By a non-athletic type like you Lance, no offense; yeah, a non-athletic type,” and he cleared his throat.

“Don’t worry about it Steve – I know I’m not the most macho guy on campus,” I said smiling.

“Ryan’s an asshole Lance – I don’t care how many state championships he’s got. If I were you, I’d stay out of his way.” My roommate Chuck said. “Take that for what it’s worth.”

“That’s good advice Lance,” Steve said. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say he purposely tried to hurt you. Assholes like that always have something to prove.”

And yet I still wanted to cross paths with Ryan. Part of me wanted him to pay attention to me in whatever way I could get him to. Of course my friends had no idea how I really felt about him.

The following weekend I was studying for a calculus test in the library. It was a Saturday, and the library was mostly empty. I had to go to the rest room and so I took my book bag with my laptop in it with me, only leaving my light jacket on my chair.

I froze when I went inside because at one of the stalls was, of all people, Ryan. He finished zipping up and when he saw me his eyes lit up. I quickly made for the door, but he was faster than me and he blocked me in.

“Where you off to, ‘Tinker Bell?’” he said with an evil smirk on his face. My heart was beating fast in full flight or fight mode.

“Hey, hey . . . where do you think you’re going? I thought you had business here,” he laughed. I couldn’t say anything. Words couldn’t come out, and another thing: My cock was hard as a rock.

He pushed me into the door. “Why do I like fucking with you so much Tinker Bell?” he said menacingly. “Maybe because the sight of you disgusts me. Maybe because I hate girls dressing up like men!”

I looked around at the empty room. Ryan stuck a trash can against the doorknob, effectively blocking the door.

“Go ahead, yell for help. I wanna hear how a girl screams,” and he imitated a high pitched “Hellllppp!” and laughed. He looked me over. My bottom lip was still swollen. “You don’t look too bad. Maybe you need another beat down where it won’t show,” he said, and before I could do anything, he punched me really hard in the solar plexus that doubled me over.

“Ha hah hah, look how the fag doubles over! Hey, you wanna get out of here alive? Gotta pee? I want you to sit on the bowl just like a girl and piss! DO IT FAGGOT, or the next punch will be in that disgusting face of yours!”

I obeyed and quickly dropped my pants and sat on the toilet seat. “Oh my GOD! Look at this! The faggot has a boner! Jesus, you really must be gay!” he said with a condescending laugh. I was in pain and being humiliated in the worst way and yet, and yet, part of me enjoyed it. I was really turned on. I wanted this big, disgusting jock’s cock buried deep inside my asshole. Thoughts of me putting on my accessory pair of panties from my sister and making dirty faces in my mirror like a real slut overpowered me. My ass tingled as thoughts of the strap from the G-String in between my ass cheeks aroused me. I said nothing and finally became flaccid enough to pee, as Ryan stood there and laughed.

When I was finished, he was doubled over with laughter, and he shoved me against the wall of the stall after I stood up. He grabbed me by my shirt collar, and said, “If I didn’t have to be somewhere, I’d beat the living shit of you, you little fuck! Today’s your lucky day,” he said, and he let me go. He moved the trash can away from the door and looked at me, coming within inches of my face. “Maybe next time, I should force you to suck my cock. I bet you’d really love that, and I bet I wouldn’t be the first either! You could become my gay slut slave,” he said laughing.

He gave me a final shove against the wall, and he wagged a finger at me, “Next time faggot!” and he left the restroom laughing. I wouldn’t tell anyone about this, most of all my heightened arousal at the bullying. Maybe Ryan knew it turned me on by my lack of protest.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

___________________

LATER THAT NIGHT, MY THREE FRIENDS WENT OUT and they asked me to come, but I said I had a headache. My roommate Chuck was concerned because while I was out of it, the doctor from the ED at the hospital said if I got a sudden headache it could be serious, even though the CT was negative for any damage.

“Hey Lance, I’ll call you later. If you feel yourself getting worse, we’ll take you back to the ED,” he said with concern. Chuck was a good friend and roommate.

So while everyone was leaving the dorm for a typical Saturday night I was in the common room, reading a novel for American Lit, and getting hard thinking about the events of this afternoon with Ryan.

I mentioned that I was friends with girls in my dorm who were comfortable discussing their sex lives with other boys on campus, and other personal things.

I felt a tap on my shoulder, and I looked up. I saw my friend Jasmine standing behind me. “Mind if I sit down Lance?” she said with a sympathetic tone. She was a girlfriend from my dorm, and I saw her at the fence on the athletic field the other day, playing soccer.

“Hey, I saw that ogre Ryan knock you down on Wednesday at the game. Are you okay? I saw Chuck and Steve carry you off the field.”

“Yeah, I guess so. They took me to the hospital in town because the health center NP thought I might have a concussion, but I’m okay. Stitches (I pointed to my lip) come out Tuesday.”

“Oh good, as long as you’re okay,” Jasmine said, rubbing her hand on my back. Jasmine was a knockout. She had long, black hair, green eyes, and waist-length black hair and a terrific figure. She was pretty popular with the guys and never had trouble getting dates. I was the number one “go to person” whenever she had any kind of relationship trouble. She respected my “neutral” view on things.

“You know something Lance. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but how would you like to take out some revenge on that asshole?” she said with an evil grin on her face. I knew she was very clever and had a “mean streak” that she used on people she didn’t like.

She peaked my curiosity, and I wanted to know what she thought. “Okay, I sense those wheels turning. What did you have in mind?”

“Look Lance, we’ve been best friends for almost two years now, so I think you’ll like what I have to say.”

“Okay Jas, sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Well, maybe I’m going out on a limb here. I’ve seen the way you look at Ryan and I, well I think you have the hots for him.”

“Wait a second! . . .” There I was, trying to deny what all the girls suspected all along (and maybe some guys).

“Come on Lance, it’s okay. I would never say or do anything that would hurt you. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, okay, go on.”

She looked me right in the eyes and was very perceptive. “Suppose that I was to make you up to dress like a very hot, and I mean VERY HOT girl.” She stood up and looked me over closely. “I think your body type and your face would be perfect; I mean really perfect.”

“So where are we going with this?”

“You could have your way with the prick, and we could blackmail him; make him our slave. That would mean you would put the moves on him at a party after we get him drunk enough. I could dress you up like I said, and you could have some fun!” I started to raise my hand in a faux protest. “We could videotape the whole thing and threaten to ruin his reputation and put it on social media.”

“Come on Lance, you don’t have to pretend, it’s okay. You might even, no I KNOW you would enjoy it. Your friends don’t even have to know. We could throw a dorm party, and I could invite the asshole and his jock friends. Whaddya’ say?”

The idea did have some appeal. It was no use pretending with Jasmine – she had me. This was something I wanted all along. I’ve seen enough and got turned on by online videos of transgender women, or shemales as I liked to call them having their way with themselves and different guys.

“Okay, okay. I’ll do it.”

“Great! We’re about the same size Lance, so let’s go upstairs to my room!” I’ll even go into town with Cindy and buy you some clothes for the party. But let’s just see what I have.”

So we went upstairs to Jasmine and her roommate Cindy’s room, and I already had a huge boner seeing what awaited me. Her roommate Cindy was out. “Okay Lance, just stay here and I’ll be right back.”

Where was she going? I sat on her bed, and it wasn’t long until I found out. Jasmine came back with Cindy, her roommate and best friend. Cindy I knew had somewhat of a “dirty streak,” and I knew that she would be in on this somehow.

Cindy and Jasmine were carrying some clothes with them. “We’re so excited you’re doing this Lance! We’re going to have lots of fun tonight femming you out!” Cindy said. “Jasmine filled me in, and think it’s a great idea.”

Jasmine went to her dresser and pulled out a green Satin thong and waved it around. Cindy was carrying a pink plastic box with her.

“Okay Lance, get undressed. Don’t be shy, It’s not like we haven’t seen a guy without his clothes on before!” Jasmine said, and the both of them laughed.

As soon as I had my jeans off, Cindy said, “Oh no, this will not do at all. We have to shave his legs! Come on Lance, let me take you to the bathroom.”

So I followed her, and Jasmine was looking on with great curiosity as Cindy put me in the shower and shaved my legs and then my chest and face. Both of them couldn’t stop staring at my cock. “Umm, what a delicious cock! Right Jas?”

“Yes, I think that Lance here will make an excellent sissy!”

As I stepped outside to dry myself, Jasmine was ready with her makeup box and lingerie laid out on the bed – A green satin G-String and a matching green-laced bra with cups so it would give me illusion of breasts. I was hard the whole time and the girls took turns stroking my very hard and thick cock. Some pre cum leaked out the tip and Jasmine said, “Not so fast Cindy, he has to save it for Ryan.

“But that’s not till the dorm party Jas – can’t we have some fun now?”

Jasmine had a wicked grin cross her face. “Sure why not.”

Cindy was very slutty, and she reached into her leather bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. She lit up and did a very seductive drag staring at me. I also had a smoking fetish and very often while watching transgender web sites I would jerk myself off watching the shemales smoke. I found myself dying for a cig. So I asked Cindy, and she very knowingly said, “No Lance dear, you can’t have one until we dress you and you have your makeup on.” The girls were into it.

“We’re going to turn you into the nineteen year old slut of your dreams Lance!” Jasmine said excitedly.

So I slipped on the green G-String slowly, savoring the feel of it going up my dry and newly shorn legs.

“We have to place some padding inside to hide his boner,” Cindy thoughtfully said.

“Absolutely girls!” So Jasmine went into draw and took out a maxi pad. “Humm, this will have to do until we can get ‘her’ one with a gaff built into it. But that can wait until he seduces Ryan. Around us it doesn’t matter. Right Cindy?”

“Of course,” Cindy said, as she drew me into her and gave me a smoky kiss. It only made me crave the ciggy even more. So Jasmine put the pad away.

Cindy and Jasmine were both kissing my neck and running their hands over my bare chests. I wore the bra and then a one-piece bright red dress that Cindy had. It fit me perfectly. Then Jasmine took me into her suite bathroom and applied my makeup.

“Look at these Cindy!” she said excitedly as she pulled out a pair of false eyelashes. “Ryan will explode when he sees her!”

After my facial makeup was put on which included the blue eyeshadow, cherry red lip gloss, and black eyeliner, I was perfect. Jasmine had a wig which was her hair’s length and was a nice deep auburn color.

“Okay, now she can have a cigarette,” Cindy said. Both of them were smoking and Jasmine lit me up. I hungrily dragged it to life and looked at myself in the mirror, cherry lip gloss and all.

So I stood in front of the mirror, squinting my eyes as the smoke curled up into my eyes. My cock was throbbing begging for relief.

“Now let’s have some fun with our new creation. We don’t want to give Ryan a virgin, now do we?” Jasmine said.

“Certainly not!” Cindy said. So I held my dress up and stood in front of Jasmine’s bed. The both of them took turns licking my cock. Jasmine was first, and she pulled my G-String down around my balls and stuck her long tongue out and licked around my head, tasting my pre cum.

Cindy was next and she wasted no time, stuffing my entire giant cock in her mouth, sliding it up and down inside it. “Wow, look at her go!” Jasmine said. “Come on Cindy, give your mouth a rest and let me have a go. She was my idea.”

Reluctantly, Cindy pouted her face and moved off and Jasmine took over, using her tongue to wrap around my shaft. At the same time, Cindy was kissing my neck and rubbing my chest underneath my bra. This was beyond my wildest dreams. I could take no more until I erupted and blew a big load of white, sticky cum into Jasmine’s mouth. I let out a loud man and shot two or three times. The third time, Jasmine pulled off me and held my cock in her fist, continuing to pump. The cum went all over her face, and she relished it. Jasmine was a favorite with the guys – a real cum slut; at least until I would arrive on the scene.

“Come on Lance, lick my face clean,” she commanded. So we kissed deeply, and Cindy stood behind me, rubbing my chest and pressing her pussy against my thigh. I could feel her wetness. I loved the taste of my own cum and licking it off of Jasmine’s face. Now both of them were standing wearing only their G-Strings and blouses, their long, luscious hair flowing. Cindy was a redhead which really turned me on.

After I was done licking Jasmine, Cindy went to her pink box and pulled out two large pink silicone double headed vibrating dildos and placed them both on straps. She handed one to Jasmine and both of them placed them on, after lubing them up good with coconut oil. When Jasmine turned on the vibrating switch she gasped and closed her pussy around it, in complete ecstasy. Cindy did the same with hers as the result was electrifying.

“Okay Lance, hop on the bed on your knees and face front,” Jasmine said.

I had my dress flipped over the small of my back and threw my G-String on the floor next to Jasmine’s bed.

Jasmine took a nice amount of the coconut oil and rubbed it good up and down my taint. She stuck her finger inside of my “boy pussy” or “bussy” as I was to later learn the terminology and eagerly awaited what came next.

She lined up the tip of the dildo with my cherry asshole and Cindy got behind Jasmine, placing the tip of her dildo against Jasmine’s ass, spreading her butt cheeks apart. Jasmine spread my cheeks apart too. Jasmine was getting the best of both ends. Cindy at the back would have to be satisfied getting her pussy rocked by the end of her dildo.

Jasmine was not waiting around, and she stuck the silicone cock right into my bussy. I gasped with pain at being dilated, and gripped the sheets of the bed with my fists. “Easy Lance, this will feel really great after a little while – just hang with it,” Jasmine said reassuringly. I was so fucking horny I didn’t mind the pain.

As Jasmine thrusted, the pain disappeared, and it felt wonderful. So this must be what a woman feels when she gets fucked! I love it, I thought to myself with a measure of satisfaction. It just made me hungry to get my ass pounded by Lance.

Cindy meanwhile was pounding Jasmine making her moan. After about maybe five minutes I felt I was close to coming when Cindy cried out “Please Jasmine, SWITCH!” So Jasmine pulled out of me, and she and Cindy switched places. Cindy went all the way inside me – Jasmine paved the way for her. The three of us were moaning as my p-spot was hit by Cindy. I felt a hot ball of pleasure welling up inside of me and without even touching my cock, I unloaded a ball of warm, thick cum onto the bed sheets.

I felt Cindy’s pussy dripping against the insides of my thighs. They kept up the pounding and it wasn’t long before I came again. Both girls were in orbit and showed no signs of slowing.

Cindy finally broke the reverie. “I think Lance here is ready to take on Ryan’s cock – what do you think Jas?

“Absolutely,” Jasmine said. They were very proud of me, their new creation.

This was my introduction, and I finally found all my fantasies acted out – I was a real slut, and I had two approving girlfriends. Now I was onto hooking the big fish – Ryan, and the plans were set in motion.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

___________________

THE PARTY WAS SET FOR THE NEXT WEEKEND, and Jasmine went to Ryan’s dorm and asked him and some of his jock friends to come. They were all excited because Jasmine’s dorm had “hot girls” according to Ryan. I wanted to look my best for Ryan and the way that Cindy and Jasmine made me up for that night left me no doubt that Ryan would fall for me and have no idea who I really was. My cock was throbbing inside the short leather skirt I was wearing, thinking of Ryan’s cock buried deep inside of me. Jasmine and Cindy would let me use their room. The skirt hugged my ass, and my figure was more than convincing. I wore a yellow camisole top, and my laced bra showed with my skin pulled tight enough to show “cleavage.”

“Wow,” Jasmine said. “Lance you look so good, I want to fuck you right now!”

“Maybe I’ll spend the night,” I said grinning at both of them.

“Wait a second Jasmine,” Cindy said. “Lance here needs a girl’s name.”

“You’re right Cindy, he certainly does.” Both girls were thinking of what to name their new creation.

“How about “Judy,” I said out of nowhere.

Jasmine shrugged, smiling. “Okay, Judy it is then. I’ll make the introduction.”

Our dorm was well know all over campus for the parties they threw, and this was shaping up to be one for the history books. Of course Ryan and his admirers, male and female all took up Jasmine on her invitation. I was now “Judy” and I told Chuck that I wasn’t going and would be going home for Saturday through early Sunday. They weren’t too surprised, and not annoyed because they had come to expect me to turn down opportunities to socialize. I lived about a thirty-minute drive from campus.

I parked my car behind the dorm next to ours and was in her room at six o’clock getting dressed and made up for the party. The plan was for Jasmine to plant an iphone camera in her room and set it to start recording remotely when Ryan and I were in the room together.

Jasmine brought out the short, tight leather skirt and camisole that was part of the ensemble she purchased with Cindy just for me. I got hard just looking at the clothes and my cock was throbbing a beat to the music coming from downstairs. First they did my makeup and wig, and then I tossed my clothes in Jasmine’s closet so Ryan wouldn’t see if his eyes happened to wander in that direction.

I was dying for a cigarette when I saw myself in the mirror for the first time in the new clothes. “Here Judy, lemme give you a light,” Cindy said. I took a long cigarette from her pack and let it dangle between my red-glossed lips as I squinted my eyes and thought about Ryan’s cock inside me pounding away. I could feel my bussy tingle at the thought.

Cindy lit me up and said as I took a cheek-hollowing drag, “You know Lance, Jas and I thought you might prefer men, but we didn’t expect you to take to becoming a cross-dressing slut with such gusto!”

“Yeah Judy. I think you’ll go all the way – transitioning I mean,” Jasmine said.

“I think you’re right guys. I fantasized about this for a long time, and you know what? I don’t really hate Ryan that much. I sort of enjoy the way he treats me. But I really hope I can pull this off. I think I’ll enjoy having him in the palm of my hand – really.” They laughed at the inside joke.

I took another drag and spoke into the mirror, oblivious of Jasmine and Cindy. “You are such a cock-hungry slut Judy. Tonight belongs to you,” I said and did a slow, sexy turn, just like a woman, and I didn’t need lessons or coaching. It all came so naturally to me. 

“Whoa! Listen to her,” Jasmine said, and they both broke out laughing.

The three of us went downstairs, and Jasmine gave me a black leather bag so I could keep my cigarettes and makeup case inside. The story line that I would feed people was that I was a guest of Jasmine’s for the weekend from home. I was a high school classmate of hers.

The music was going, and couples were dancing in the common room. The bar was crowded, everyone waiting their turn for the tap. I quickly spotted Chuck, Henry and Steve. Steve was chatting up a girl I recognized from the dorm down the hill from ours, and Chuck and Henry were nursing their beers along.

“Come on Judy,” Jasmine said. “Now let’s try the new you out on your roommate – ready?”

I was a little worried, but Jasmine gave me a reassuring squeeze on my skinny arm. “You’re perfect Judy. Just keep your eye on the prize.” Speaking of which, I didn’t see Ryan or any of his entourage. I was just making my way over to the bar when I saw the brute himself, surrounded by his friends, making their way into the room. I walked toward the bar and the keg with Jasmine on my right and Cindy on my left. My roommate would have to wait.

Ryan recognized Jasmine and was his usual crude self. “Hey, there she is – the reason we’re all here!” he said in a cocky way, looking back at his guy friends who were all smiling. I thought to myself that I could probably fuck all of them. In time, maybe I would? “Who’s your hot friend Jasmine?” He said looking right at me without a hint of recognition.

“Oh this girl?” Jasmine said, exaggerating. “Well this happens to be my best friend from high school, Judy.” Then, turning to me she said, “And Judy, this is Ryan. He’s an All-Conference wrestler.”

I looked at Ryan’s big muscular arms sticking out from his simple t-shirt with the college logo on it. I thought I would melt. I wanted those big arms to smother me. Looking at the bulge coming from his jeans, I wanted that to smother me also, and grind me good inside.

“Nice to meet you Ryan,” I said in my practiced femme voice. “Jasmine, why didn’t you tell me you had such a hot friend. You’ve been keeping secrets from me.”

Jasmine laughed. “Ryan is on every girl’s wish list Judy.”

I smacked my lips and rolled my tongue over my bottom lip. “Yeah, I can see why.”

Ryan was turning red, and he was surprised at how forward I was, and he said, “Can I get you a beer.”

“Sure, that would be great. I hope you don’t mind if I smoke,” I said. It was more rhetorical. At least at parties here they let you smoke inside. Dirty habit, I know. But it makes me feel like such a cheap slut, I love it. I could tell Ryan did too. He didn’t take his eyes off me as I lit up and did a nice French inhale. The boy had possibilities I had to admit.

“No not at all – feel free babe,” he said with an I want to fuck you grin. Just then, Jasmine and Cindy lit up too and got beers for themselves. Chuck and Henry each found a girl for themselves who they were talking to at the end of the bar. I caught Chuck checking me out for a minute. It pleased me.

“So what do you do?” Ryan asked.

“I’m a professional escort,” I said nonchalantly.

“Yeah I’ll bet! You certainly could be,” then explained himself further. “I meant that as a compliment,” he said, checking out my curves under my tight leather skirt.

“No offense taken,” I said. “I work as a hairdresser. I didn’t think college was for me.” I placed my free hand on his and said “You wanna go dance?”

“Sure, YEAH! Let’s go,” he said, taking my hand in his and leading me onto the dance floor. It was a fast techno number, but I purposely went slow and grinded my waist into his. This time I wore the gaff that Cindy supplied. Now was not the time for “discoveries.”

I had three-inch heels on that I wore with no trouble. I had time to practice in my room during the week when Chuck was out. I hung my arms around his massive shoulders, and he put his hands tightly around my waist. My face came up to his neck and I placed my silky hair on his shoulder, and stuck my tongue out licking his neck. I could feel his cock moving around through his jeans. I was so fucking horny. Jasmine and Cindy were watching from the bar, and they did a quick high-five.

After a few minutes Ryan said, “I wish there was someplace I could take you babe, you’re making me crazy.”

“I know just the place. We could go up to Jasmine’s room and take a little break from here.”

“Perfect babe, let’s go!”

I took his hand and led him across the room to the door. I gave a side glance to Jasmine and Cindy and a wink. They smiled and laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

___________________

WE WERE BOTH LAUGHING AS WE MADE OUR WAY UP THE STAIRS to Jasmine and Cindy’s room on the second floor. I had a key and let us in. All traces of my “transformation” were gone and on the floor of her closet. I turned to Ryan and couldn’t help myself. I pressed against his chest and stuck my tongue inside his mouth, moving it all around his. He hitched his breath and reciprocated. I moaned – partly for effect but mostly because I was very turned on by him.

His hands were grabbing my ass through the tight black leather skirt. “God babe, your ass is so firm. You must  work out a lot.”

“Shut up and kiss me!” I said in a loud, commanding voice.

He mumbled something through his closed lips. I reached down between us and grabbed his massive cock which by now was fully hard. I began stroking it gently and he moved his waist from side to side. He moaned, really into it. Then I reached for his zipper and pulled it down, reaching inside for his cock. He had a huge one, and I could feel some pre cum leaking out of the tip. I rubbed my long, silky auburn hair on his shoulder and kissed his neck. He took his t-shirt off, and I ran my other hand over those big, firm muscles, glistening with sweat, and smelling of that musky male odor, driving me nuts.

My fingers deftly unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them and his boxers down until they fell on top of his ankles. Now his cock sprang up, pointing at the ceiling. All the time we were still locked in the kiss, and he was breathing heavily. I could barely wrap my long fingers around his massive girth, and I began stroking his shaft with my soft fingertips.

He broke off from me for air and to moan wordlessly. Now I got down on my knees on Jasmine and Cindy’s area rug. I placed the tip of his cock against my gloss lips, making a show of licking his pre cum. “Oh my God, what the fuckkkkk . . . .” he trailed off. I circled his tip and wrapped my tongue around his head, making him completely numb. The big dufus was totally under my control. His hands were pressing down on my head as I got serious. I placed him inside my mouth, making a tight, slippery seal. I made a show of tasting his pre cum and licking my lips.

“You like that, huh babe?”

“Ummm, you taste so good Ryan. Almost makes me wish I went to school here,” I said looking up at him.

“Yeah I’ll bet!” the conceited asshole said. There was something boyish and charming about him in some way. But I wanted to be manhandled and treated like a slut. So I came off him for a second and stepped out of my leather skirt, revealing my thong.

“Oh now we’re talking babe!” he said excitedly.

“I’m a cheap cock-loving slut. I want you to slap my ass as punishment!” I yelled out, standing up and turning around, bending over.

“With pleasure babe!” He then smacked my right butt cheek really hard, almost sending me flying across the room.

“HEY!” I yelled out, laughing. “I said slap my ass, not commit homicide!”

“Oh, sorry, here, how’s this –“ and he slapped my left side – hard, but not knocking me off my feet.

“Great, a few more times!” and he did it again about three more times. All it did was make me want his cock even more. So I turned around facing him again and got back on my knees, and took all of his cock in my mouth, and went to full on slurping and sucking. This was my first real cock, and I loved it.

I went faster and faster all the way down that massive rod. It was so thick; my mouth was almost totally stretched wide open. I circled his girth with my tongue, paying attention to the soft, sensitive tuft of skin on the base of his cock. His hips were bucking against my mouth, and I tasted the sweet/salty thin pre cum leaking out. Then he let out a long, sharp hiss from between his closed lips, and I felt a gusher of warm, thick cum enter my mouth. I pulled his cock out of my mouth and let him defile my face, just like the cum sluts in the videos I loved to watch. The cum went over my eye makeup and dripped down my chin. He shot out three times, coating me even more. I was hard as a rod myself, awaiting my turn. I didn’t let one drop hit the floor. It all went in my mouth and my face. I was living the dream.

I looked up at him with my eyes open like a slit, and moving my tongue from side to side. He surprised me by pulling me up to meet him and he kissed me deeply, his tongue lapping all of his cum. Then when my mouth had no more he licked my face and eyes clean. It was a complete surprise.

“You like that don’t you?” I said, somewhat surprised.

“Yeah babe, dirty little sluts like you turn me on so much, you know?”

“I guess so,” I said. “Now it’s my turn to get off. I want you to fuck the hell out of me Ryan!”

“Now we’re talking!”

He grabbed at the front of my thong. “Oh no, not there,” I said. “I want you to fuck me in my ass, and ram me HARD!”

His eyes lit up and a lascivious grin spread across his face.

“Oh yeah, I love ass! It’s so good. I bet yours is really fucking tight – let’s go girl!”

I smirked at him, and I hopped up on Jasmine’s bed and stuck my butt high in the air. Ryan spit on his hands and I pulled the strap of my G-String over my butt cheek. My balls and my cock were tucked in and hidden from view.

He rubbed his spit all the way up and down my taint, and then over his cock, getting it nice and slippery. I was aching for cock. That was all I could think about, especially from Ryan. He didn’t disappoint. He stuck the tip of his cock against my already deflowered bussy, thanks to Jasmine and Cindy, and I was ready to take him on. I loved the feel of his nail hard tip against me, and I wasted no time and I backed up on him as he held my butt cheeks apart.

He slid right in – causing me a moderate amount of pain, but my desire was great, and I took it – my first real cock in my ass – just like a good little horny cum slut.

“Oh yeah baby, you’re so fucking tight, yeah!” He pounded away; gone were any niceties. This was pure desire. I backed up on him and I felt him hit my p-spot as he went in and out of me. I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me beyond anything I had even felt with the dido. There was nothing like the real thing. He went faster and faster, grunting and snorting. It was a real punishing sissy fuck.

Then I felt him stiffen and he moaned, letting loose another warm, wet load inside my bussy. It just made him go faster and faster. I finally gave in and shot a big load into my gaff – another sissygasm. My fists were gripping the bedsheets.

Then he slowly pulled out, still breathing hard. He spun me around and we kissed. He came off me to say, “Wow, you are amazing girl! I have to have you again and again. When are you coming up again?” I was conscious of the iphone camera going.

“I’ll be here again Ryan, no worries, just one more thing.”

He looked puzzled. “What is it? Pussy?” He was licking his lips.

I said nothing and got off the bed and stood and faced him, hooking my thumb into the front pouch of my G-String. He had a puzzled look on his face. I stared at him, biting my lower lip.

“I hope this doesn’t change anything,” I said, slowly pulling down my thong. Out popped my cock, glistening with my own cum on it. His eyes were wide opened, and his mouth dropped.

“You’re a . . . you’re a . . .”

“A shemale Ryan. Or perhaps you prefer a transgender woman?”

He stared at me long and hard. “Holy shit! No, no, it can’t be. You . . . you’re LANCE????”

“Yes Ryan, I’m Lance, but I prefer Judy. Before you say anything. I always wondered why you always bullied me Ryan, especially in the bathroom like you did that day. I know it turned me on, and I feel very strongly about you.”

He looked on stupefied. “Okay, I get it. It’s weird as fuck, but I get it. I mean you’re fucking HOT!”

“Well if you must know, should you turn and run away or try to hurt me, I have everything being recorded now on an iphone. It will be posted all over social media.”

“NO! WAIT A SECOND! The truth is Lance, er, I mean ‘Judy,’ I want you babe. You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever had. Trans or not – I have to have you.”

“You really mean that?”

“Yes, I swear I do! Come closer!”

I walked slowly towards him, my cock sticking up in the air. “I fucking love trans girls. I always have. I sort of had a feeling about you, but I wasn’t sure. You’re like a dream come true.” Then he pulled me close and pulled my G-String down around my ankles and I stepped out of it.

Before I knew what was happening, my gurl-cock was in his mouth, and he gently swept it with his tongue and in another second he was full on sucking it with his lips closed tightly around my shaft. I was in total ecstasy. I pressed his head down on me and rubbed my fingertips through his brown, curly hair.

He went faster and faster and I bucked my hips in rhythm to him. It was so nice and tight and wet. Soon I came, flooding his mouth with my cum and he greedily swallowed all of it, licking the rest around the inside of his mouth, savoring every drop.

“You love my cum, don’t you Ryan?”

“Babe, it’s the sweetest.”

“So I guess we’ll see each other again?”

“Yes, but please erase that recording. I want you and I feel very strongly about you JUDY. Maybe next year we can even move in together. I mean, you’re planning to transition, right?” Then as an afterthought he said, “But you’ll keep your cock, right?”

“Of course Ryan. I love having a cock, and with HRT, I’ll have even smoother and more defined curves. A girl has to exercise and take care of herself, right?”

He smiled and took my hands, staring into me. “Damn straight she, I mean you do!”

We kissed passionately. “You can come dressed to my room anytime. My roommate is moving out. I think I’m going to like having a single.”

And that was that. My bully had become my lover. I wouldn’t say I was totally surprised. I had a pretty good idea that this was the way it would go.

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s get back to the party. We wouldn’t want anyone getting any ideas, now would we?” We both laughed.

“No we wouldn’t,” and I kissed him deeply before we left.

❤️❤️❤️


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD

OEBPS/image_rsrcCE.jpg
e " & 4 i
First time sissy f |Z;¥ﬁ|, lrang)geﬂﬂer - gﬁv lowt

B






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




