

Escaping Her Shell

A First Time Transgender Sissification Story

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2019 Alice Layne


Chapter One

Daniel Toby Lucius. That name haunted me everywhere I went. Even at a party where I only knew one other person, there was no escape from that name. There shouldn’t have been a reason to escape it. Daniel Toby Lucius was my birth name, the name that everyone knew me by. But it never felt like my name. If I had the chance to change it, I wouldn’t even know what to change it to. It wasn’t an issue of not liking my name, it was an issue of not liking my body.

No matter where I went, what I wore, or how I looked, I never seemed to fit anyone’s standards. “Too short. Too skinny. Too pale.” Everyone always had something to say about my body. I wasn’t what people considered to be handsome. The closest thing I’d gotten to a compliment in years was a guy catcalling me from behind before he realized I was a guy when I turned to look at him.

Truly, that was what it felt like it was all about. Even when I tried to fix how small I was by going to the gym, all that happened was I lost even more fat. The muscle I had was still… feminine. If it wasn’t for the slight bulge between my thighs, I probably could have passed for a woman through and through. Granted, a flat-chested woman, but a woman. Maybe that would have been for the best. At least if I was a woman, I wouldn’t have to worry about having to reach a physically impossible goal.

I could never be the handsome jock that swept someone off their feet. But if I was a woman, at least I could enjoy being swept off my feet. I guess that was part of why I dressed somewhat androgynous and kept my hair long. It didn’t help with the comments about my lack of masculinity, but at least I looked somewhat decent when I looked in the mirror. I just wasn’t what other people were looking for.

“Daniel, are you done staring at your phone or what?” my friend, Jackson, asked and snapped his fingers to draw my attention in the most annoying way possible.

I glanced up from the phone in my hand, as always, I had Facebook open, desperately hoping to get a message from someone that just wanted to talk for the sake of talking. It wasn’t likely. If someone was going to reach out to me, it was to use me for something or the other. Shamefully, I’d probably respond happily just to have someone to hang out with for a little while.

Even if it was completely possible for me to get sucked into watching videos on Facebook for hours, I didn’t even care what was going on at the moment on there. “Sorry, what did I miss?” Tonight wasn’t a great night for my self-esteem. Parties just reminded me that I wasn’t welcome in any group. If I hadn’t been born as such a feminine guy, I’d probably have been able to fit in better. But couple my soft features with a quiet personality and most people just passed over me like I wasn’t there at all.

“Nothing to apologize for, dude. I was trying to tell you that Stephanie just walked in. You want me to talk to her for you? Maybe get you her number so you can finally tell her that you’re her biggest fan?” he asked.

I let out a disgusted sigh and shook my head. “Jackson, she’s out of my league. Besides, rumor has it that she’s not even into guys.” I wasn’t just saying that about her. Stephanie was an angel in my eyes. Her shoulder-length red hair always caught my eye when we passed in the hallways, but it was her sweet smile that really stole my heart. After two years of somewhat knowing her, I couldn’t bring myself to say much more than a quiet hello when I saw her.

“And? You don’t even count as a dude. Your words, not mine,” he said. Admittedly, I did say something along those lines to him, but I didn’t appreciate the way he made it a weapon to use against me.

“Seriously? How do you even call yourself my friend? Just drop it,” I muttered. “But what’s she even doing here? Isn’t this supposed to be some kind of invite-only thing?”

“She had to get invited then, dude.” Jackson clapped a hand on my shoulder and chuckled. “You can be a downer all you want then, man. Try not to get too tempted by the booze, I might need a ride home with you tonight if I can’t find some chick to go home with. You should do the same. I’m sure some guy around here is drunk enough to think you’re a chick if you’re just trying to get laid.”

There wasn’t much to say in return. He wasn’t really wrong about what he said, he was just being a bit blunt. I’d come to accept that from most of my “friends”. People seemed to love hanging out with me when it was convenient for them. But, I couldn’t really complain too much. If not for people like Jackson, I wouldn’t even have anywhere to go on the weekends. Better to be someone’s ride than to be alone in my room with nothing but my thoughts.

Still, if there was one thing he said that made my heart skip a beat, it was that I might be able to pass as a woman to someone. I reached back and pulled the ponytail out of my hair and shook it to let the golden locks fall around my shoulders.

I carefully made my way through the crowded house towards the kitchen, apologizing endlessly for accidentally bumping into people. At one point, I felt a large hand grope my ass, but when I turned around to see who did it, no one seemed particularly guilty. I’d act surprised, but it wasn’t really out of the ordinary. The only thing that I hated following me more than my name was the comments about my ass. Even the straight guys at school had a tendency to stare when I walked by. None of them would admit to it, but I’d caught them more times than I cared to admit.

If one of them asked me out, or fuck, if one of them at least asked if they could touch me, I’d probably have said yes. It wasn’t a secret that I was a virgin, but not everyone knew I was bisexual. Then again, not many people would want to be caught dead with Daniel Toby Lucius, son of Detective Lucius. Having a cop for a dad wasn’t the worst thing in the world, but everyone insisted on painting me as a snitch. Without having even done anything, no one really wanted much to do with me if I couldn’t do them some kind of favor. But that was going to change. If I kept going to parties and socializing, it was only a matter of time before I made a friend. All I needed was one person to truly care about me, then I could drop a few of the other assholes in my life that only wanted me for my things.

After making it to the kitchen, I got a cup of soda. I wasn’t going to be able to drink tonight, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t at least pretend that I was participating. On my way out of the kitchen, before I could even take a drink of my soda, a tall, muscular guy shoulder checked me as they came through the door. I wasn’t even half of his size and the impact nearly knocked me down. While I managed to catch myself, I couldn’t say the same for the drink I was carrying.

The mostly white t-shirt I had on didn’t stand a chance against the black liquid in my cup. Dark brown splotches littered my shirt with a large wet spot running from my chest all the way down to my blue jeans. All around me, people started laughing. Some people quietly snickered, others burst out in full-on boisterous laughter.

My cheeks burned from embarrassment and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. It was one thing to feel like someone was always talking about me, but this time, there was no doubt that everyone saw what happened. Like every other time I was the center of attention, tears started rushing down my cheeks as I tried to hurry outside.

“Dude, not cool, now the chicks aren’t going to want to have a wet t-shirt contest,” a voice called out.

“Watch out, Daniel might call his dad on us for being mean to his little brat,” another person bellowed.

There were far more comments that were muttered between people, but I knew they were about me. I couldn’t make it to the door fast enough, but even when I stepped outside there were more people. There was no escape from the ceaseless taunting comments. Tonight wasn’t supposed to end like this. The other couple of parties I went to, I managed to be a fly on the wall for the most part. People either ignored me or made the occasional comment about me looking out of place. Why couldn’t that just keep happening? I took being overlooked for granted, because if this was what people would remember about me, then I’d rather not have any contact with them at all outside of school.

“Daniel, wait!” a softer voice called out.

I wasn’t sure who said it, but I didn’t intend to stick around to find out. My night was ruined, and I wasn’t even sure if I could leave. I did tell Jackson that I’d give him a ride home, but if tonight turned out like it usually did for him, he wouldn’t need me. No one ever seemed to need me.

“Daniel, please, slow down,” came that voice again.

Now that I was a little further away from the crowd, her voice was much easier to recognize. It was a voice that made my heart skip a beat. I looked behind me and sure enough, there was Stephanie. I tried to speak, but I couldn’t get any words to squeeze past the lump in my throat.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

I quickly brushed my hands across my face to wipe away the tears and nodded.

She let out a soft sigh and whispered, “Bullshit. Let’s get you another shirt, okay?”

“I’m fine. You should get back to the party, your friends are going to miss you,” I muttered.

Stephanie stepped closer to me and her soft blue eyes locked with mine. “I’m not going to let you have a shitty night because of some asshole. If you don’t want my help, that’s okay, but I don’t want you to feel like no one cares.” She extended a hand towards me. “So let’s get you a shirt. The first thing you’re going to have to learn about these kinds of parties is that the guys get carried away and you’re more likely to wear your drink than actually drink it. Always bring a spare outfit.”

I nervously took her hand and mumbled, “I didn’t bring anything extra.”

Her lips spread into a grin that melted my heart. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re probably small enough to borrow a top from me.”

There was no arguing with her. For this to be our first real conversation, I didn’t know what the hell to say. All of the times that I thought about how I’d introduce myself to her in a way that would make her see me as something more than my peers made me out to be, they meant nothing now. There were no smooth lines I could say that would change what happened. She came after me because she felt bad for me, and yet, I was too awestruck to complain about that.

I couldn’t even get myself to tear my eyes away from her perfect body as she led me further down the driveway to her car. With each step, the noise of the party faded further into the distance. Before long, we were near the last of the cars that arrived at the party. One positive thing about going to a party in the middle of nowhere was that even though we were on an open road, there were no headlights coming from either direction as far as the eye could see.

Stephanie let go of my hand and pulled her keys out of the pocket of her shorts. She unlocked her trunk and unzipped the backpack that was inside. Reaching into the bag, she dug around for a moment before she let out a frustrated groan and pulled her hand out of the bag. “There’s a slight problem,” she mumbled. “These are the clothes I packed for last week’s party.”

“What’s the problem with that?” I asked.

A thin smile took her lips before it faded away. “As cute as I’m sure you’d look in a dress, I don’t think you’d want to change into that. Would you?”

A chill ran down my spine at the thought of going back into that party at all. If I was to put on a dress and go back to the party, there was no way in hell that I’d ever live that down. Even if I would have been willing to put on a dress at all, which I wasn’t sure that I would have done even on a bet, the last person I wanted to see me in a dress was Stephanie. “N-No, I don’t think that would be the best idea.”

She let out a defeated sigh. “Well, that’s all I have on hand. To be fair, with a little makeup and a dress, I bet you could go back in there and no one would even know who you were.”

I shrugged my shoulders, dismissing the comment as a joke. “I doubt that. I might not be the biggest guy out there, but I’m sure someone would be able to tell that I was a dude.”

“And if they couldn’t? Would you put on a dress?” she asked, her tone getting slightly more curious.

I bit my lip. She was oddly insistent about me wearing her dress. If it was anyone but Stephanie, I would have just told them to fuck off and leave me alone. I was already having a bad enough night. But it was Stephanie. She wasn’t some stranger that I’d never met before, she was the woman that I’d been desperate to talk to for two years. If she was trying to mess with me and see if she could get me in a dress, that could make my night so much worse. But that might not have been what she wanted. “Why do you want to see me in a dress so bad?” I asked.

Her tongue danced across her lips before she glanced down at my hips for a moment. Stephanie’s eyes drifted back up my body and she made eye contact with me. “I think you would look like a goddess in a dress. You’ve always been so conservative with how you dress, Daniel. If you put on something a little tighter or a little more revealing, I bet that you’d start getting a lot more attention.”

“From who? Guys that just want me for an hour and then never again?” I asked and then let out a frustrated sigh. “Besides, I haven’t even shaved my legs or anything, I would look disgusting in a dress right now.”

“I can’t speak for everyone, but I won’t pretend that seeing you in a dress wouldn’t be hot as fuck,” she muttered.

The words caught me off guard. “Have you been drinking?” That was the only reason I could think of that she would say something so outlandish. I didn’t smell alcohol on her breath, but I could have just overlooked that. It wasn’t hard to lose my mind when she was around.

“Not a single drop tonight. I just think you could be such a cute girl,” she purred.

“W-Why would I take a risk doing something like that if you might just tell everyone? I’d lose whatever credibility I have at school,” I said, but I couldn’t bring myself to dismiss her words anymore. The fact that she admitted that she wanted to see me in a dress made the thought so much more appealing to me. But my practical side knew that this might not be as innocent as fulfilling some kind of fantasy for her.

Stephanie took a step closer to me and put her hand on my cock through my jeans. The warmth of her hand on my shaft felt so damn good, but it was the light strawberry scent drifting off her that really made me lose my mind. “Come back to my place tonight. You can shower at my place, shave, and put on something sexy for me. If you do, I’ll let you record me sucking your cock if you let me take a picture of you dressed up. You’d have dirt on me, I’d have dirt on you. If you take a chance, so will I, baby girl.”

As strange as it was to hear her call me baby girl, I couldn’t deny that I loved it. Getting attention from Stephanie was something I’d craved for so long that even if she was fucking with me, I didn’t want it to end right now. My cock throbbed to life in her hand and I could already feel a trickle of precum wetting my boxers. “Are you serious right now?” I whispered.

She gripped my cock a little tighter and then let go, “I guess you’ll have to come back to my place to find out.”

Before she could even close the trunk of her car, I was already getting into the passenger seat. Fuck Jackson, he could find his own way home. If there was any chance in hell that the most beautiful chick at our school was willing to blow me if I put on a silly dress, fuck yeah, I’d take that chance. What did I have to lose?


Chapter Two

When we got to Stephanie’s apartment, I was a little impressed. It wasn’t a sprawling home with a white picket fence, but she didn’t have any roommates. Considering we were both in college, just living on her own was something to be respected and appreciated, especially considering what was possibly going to happen. Any additional privacy was paramount to me not being a little bitch by backing out. This was my chance and I wasn’t going to fuck it up.

Stephanie hurried to get out of the car and she retrieved the backpack out of her trunk. She walked around the car and took my hand. My heart beat furiously in my chest as I enjoyed the simplicity of having her fingers intertwined with mine. She pulled me towards her apartment. I didn’t fight her. All I could do was focus on how nice it was to have her fingers laced between mine as she tugged me closer to the place that I’d possibly lose my virginity. A blowjob wasn’t the same as having sex, but if I played my cards right, I might be able to make tonight something special for both of us.

I wasn’t stupid enough to think that my cock was something special. It was six inches on a very, very good day. Stephanie deserved more, but it was all I could offer her. I just had to hope that she would let me return the favor of going down on her and maybe then she would let me try to fuck her. It wasn’t the best plan I’d ever hatched, but I had high hopes for tonight. If I was going to have to put on a dress and let her take a picture of me, I was damn sure going to try my best to make sure I took advantage of the opportunity presented.

When we reached the front door, she let go of my hand and unlocked it before ushering me inside. The scent of freshly done laundry welcomed me and embraced me in a soft hug. Stephanie closed the door behind us and locked it again. A hand moved to rest on the small of my back and she guided me further into the house. “The bathroom is the second door on your left, why don’t you go ahead and start showering while I pick something cute for you to wear?”

I nodded and made my way to the bathroom, but before I walked inside, I looked back at her and quietly asked, “Why are you so interested in seeing me in a dress?”

Stephanie grinned at me. “I’ll tell you in a little while. Be careful when you shave and try not to miss any hair. I want you to be as smooth as I am.”

“I’ll try,” I mumbled and went into the bathroom. Even as I stripped, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was somehow a trap. If she wanted to call someone and tell them that I was willing to do this with her, my life would be over. Well, maybe not that bad, but the teasing at school would get so much worse. But there was a blowjob from Stephanie on the line. If that wasn’t a good reason to give this a shot, there never would be a good excuse. People already made me feel like a complete outcast at school, so even if she did want to ruin my social life, she wasn’t going to destroy much.

After a few attempts, I eventually got the water temperature right and let the bath fill up about halfway before I got in. I grabbed her razor and replaced the head and let out a quiet sigh as I rested it against the base of my ankle. There would be no turning back after I made the first stroke. Even if I backed out of putting on Stephanie’s clothes, I wouldn’t be able to walk around with one shaved leg and nothing else.

Glancing down at my already bare crotch, I couldn’t help but envision Stephanie’s eyes looking up at me as she took me to my base. That was all the encouragement I needed to make the first stroke. With each pull, the hair that dirtied up my legs fell away and drifted into the water. Stephanie might not know it, but this wasn’t the first time I ever shaved my legs. I could only listen to people tell me I looked feminine so many times before I eventually tried to see for myself. The first and only other time I shaved my legs, I adored it. But it didn’t feel right to have to wear pants to hide that I shaved my legs. It was a guilty pleasure, but tonight, maybe that pleasure wouldn’t be laced with so much guilt.

After nearly thirty minutes, I finished removing the last of my body hair and I pulled the stopped from her bath and stood. I pulled the plunger and drew the shower curtain so that I could shower to clean off the lingering hair from the bathwater. After washing my hair with Stephanie’s shampoo and conditioner, I finally got out of the shower and let out a soft sigh. There was no going back now, even if nothing else happened, people would be able to tell that I shaved my arms. That wasn’t the weirdest thing in the world for a guy to do. Bodybuilders did it to show off their muscles even more… but I wasn’t a bodybuilder. I was the guy that people teased for already looking enough like a woman. Shaving my anything would just give the guys at school one more thing to tease me about.

But they wouldn’t tease me about getting a blowjob from one of the hottest women in school, though. I grabbed a towel from a rack and quickly dried off before cracking open the bathroom door. “Stephanie? I’m done shaving.”

Her feet thumped against the floor as she made her way over to the bathroom. Without so much as a warning, she pushed the door open and stepped inside with me. In her free hand was a stack of clothes. I expected a dress, but the panties on top of that dress and the bra with small inserts for the cups were a surprise.

She smiled warmly at me as she handed me the stack of clothes. “If you need help with the bra, let me know. Once you’re ready, come on in to my bedroom, it’s right across the hall, baby.”

I didn’t exactly dislike the idea of wearing her panties, but I felt like I had to at least try to make it seem like I wasn’t as interested as I was. “I didn’t agree to wear your underwear,” I mumbled.

Stephanie reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock. “Are you going to make me say please? Do it for me, baby,” she purred.

Between the sensation of her hand stroking my cock and her honeyed voice, I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no. I bit my lip as I nodded my head.

She pulled away from my cock and let out a happy chuckle. “Thank you, baby. Hurry up, I’m looking so forward to doing your makeup. You’re going to look so fucking hot!” A strange warmth filled my chest at her words. She left the bathroom and headed into her room and shut the bedroom door behind her.

I lifted the black satin panties from the pile of clothes and felt my cock throb as I imagined the same pair of panties snuggled up to her perfect pussy. I could practically smell her sweet nectar, but the panties were clean. My hands quivered as I bent over to step into the panties. Pulling them up my freshly shaven thighs made my heart race. I was really doing this. If nothing else, just knowing what kind of panties that goddess wore was a victory, but there was more to come.

If all I had to do was wear some silly clothes and let her put her makeup on me to get a blowjob, that would definitely be worth it. Precum oozed into the panties as I pulled them up onto my hips. The panties fit me surprisingly well, I imagined that having a cock would have made it awkward, but the bulge seemed so natural in Stephanie’s panties.

A quivering breath escaped me as I put on the bra and inserted the padding. Even without makeup, I already felt like I looked so much different as I looked in the mirror. Having long hair really did help with that illusion, but there was something to be said about the slight amount of cleavage I had now.

I picked up the crimson-colored dress and bit my lip as I held it near my neck to see how it would look on me. A quiet chuckle fell from my lips as I realized that it didn’t matter if I checked or not, I was putting the damn thing on. Stephanie gave me her demands and I wasn’t going to be the idiot that turned her down. After coming this far, if I chickened out now, all I’d be left with would be a smooth body and an unsurmountable mountain of what-ifs.

I pulled the dress over my head and let out a soft moan as the delightful material caressed my body. With the dress, the only curve that was hidden from view was my cock. My hips looked so tempting to grab and that was coming from me, I could only imagine that asshole jock’s face if he knocked soda onto this dress. I’d be willing to put money on the fact that he would drop to his knees and beg me to let him clean it off my body…

There was a certain thrill to being dressed up that I couldn’t deny. I felt powerful for once in my life. If Stephanie felt half as confident as I did, then I could understand why she turned so many dates down. It didn’t explain why she was so willing to suck my cock just to see me in a dress, but I wasn’t complaining about that either. I held up my end of our little bargain and now, I was more than willing to let her throw some makeup on me and then wrap her soft lips around my cock and make me moan her name.

I stepped out of the bathroom with bolstered confidence and a stiff cock that barely made a tent in Stephanie’s short dress, nothing was going to stop me tonight. Crossing the hall in two steps, I opened the door to Stephanie’s bedroom and asked quietly, “How do I look?” Stephanie looked up at me from her bed, her hands between her legs idly rubbing herself over her shorts. My gaze fell over her crotch and I couldn’t help but smirk as her hands lifted away. My smirk immediately faded when I realized that she wasn’t rubbing her pussy. Instead, the long, thick bulge in her shorts traveled down her thigh until the deep purple crown poked out from the leg hole of her shorts. My jaw went slack and my blood ran cold for a second.

“Don’t worry about it, you’re not going to have to do anything with it,” she said softly and gestured to the chair in front of a small desk with a mirror attached to it. “And you look so damn cute, baby.”

“Y-You have a dick.”

“Yes, that’s very observant of you,” she said casually. “And if you want yours sucked, I suggest you hurry up and sit down, baby.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Stephanie’s cock. Not only was it unexpected, but it was also beautiful. Even though I could only see the head of her cock, I felt the intense urge to unzip her shorts and offer her a blowjob. There was no denying that I was bisexual, I’d come to terms with that years ago, but seeing a woman as stunning as Stephanie rocking a cock that made mine look like a clit? That was a match made in heaven.

While my mind struggled to process what I was seeing, my legs didn’t have an issue carrying me over to the chair that Stephanie wanted me to sit in. I sat down and listened as she stood and walked over to where I was. Her hands rested on my shoulders and she gave them a gentle squeeze. “I’m glad you’re not making a huge deal out of it, sweetheart,” Stephanie said.

“I don’t really know what to say about it, Stephanie. How would you respond if you found out the person you’ve had a crush on for years had something other than what you thought they had?” I asked.

She giggled and the sweet sound made the butterflies in my stomach start a rave. “I can’t say for sure that I’d care. For me, it’s all about personality. And if it helps at all, I don’t know how to handle knowing that you’ve had a crush on me but haven’t said anything about it before.”

“If I knew that putting on some clothes would get you to notice me, I’d have probably talked to you when I first saw you,” I mumbled.

Stephanie grabbed a round container and opened it and pulled out a thin pad that she started dabbing around my face. “Trust me, I noticed you. We say hey to one another almost every day that we see each other in the halls. Did you think I ignored that? I guess the better question is why you never caught me looking at your ass before.”

I let out a frustrated groan and leaned forward. “What’s with everyone talking about my ass?”

She used her free hand to pull me back towards her and scolded, “Stay still, I’m trying to get your foundation on. Foundation is what helps keep the rest of your makeup in place, so stop bitching. And if you’re wondering why everyone talks about it, it’s because you’ve got the nicest ass in school. You’re only hearing the people that are brave enough to say anything. You should hear what they say when you're not around.”

That answer was both exciting and terrifying at the same time. “If everyone likes it, why am I still single?”

“Because you act so… I don’t know how to put it into words.” Stephanie swapped out the foundation for another rectangular box and grabbed a brush. She went to work on my cheeks, applying a shade of brown blush to my cheeks. “You act like you expect people to treat you like they do the jocks. Like, you carry yourself in a way that makes me feel like you’re going out of your way to pretend to be something you’re not.”

Her words punched a hole in my pride. “So you’d rather have me dressed up with makeup on?”

“I’d rather you just stop worrying about what everyone else thinks. If you’re going to try to figure out why you’re wearing my clothes, it’s because I think it’s fucking hot. It turns me on. It makes me want to bend you over this fucking desk and leave your ass full of my cum.” Stephanie put the brush down after she finished with my cheeks and stepped around to the side of the chair to look at me directly. “So are you going to keep questioning things or can I do your makeup and suck your sissy cock?”

A string of comebacks came to mind, but I wasn’t dealing with someone that was taunting me. Stephanie called me on my bullshit behavior and I couldn’t even argue with her. Even if I wasn’t wearing an outfit of hers, I would have been equally ashamed. But shame wasn’t the only thing I felt. My cock ached from how desperate I needed to get off. Stephanie might be blunt about what she wanted, but that was perfectly fine with me.

I relaxed in the chair and whispered, “You can do my makeup.”


Chapter Three

Silence lingered like an old friend as Stephanie finished putting on the rest of my makeup. Each time she picked up something new, she briefly explained it and then went right back to saying nothing as she applied whatever it was she picked up. Mascara, eyeshadow, eyeliner, and a few other things were applied before she blended the makeup with a different brush.

With each cosmetic layer, I could see less and less of Daniel and more of the person Stephanie told me I could be when we were still at her car. The clothes were one thing, but seeing her physically transforming me into a completely different person was incredible. By the time she finished, I couldn’t look in the mirror without feeling a faint urge to stroke my cock. The woman that looked back at me could have been a model.

Stephanie put the blending tool down and put a hand on my shoulder. “See? I told you that you’d be beautiful. I barely recognize you and I’ve been thinking about how you’d turn out all night. Stand up and go look in the bathroom mirror. I can’t wait for you to check out the full package!”

I couldn’t deny the excitement bubbling up within me as I got out of my chair and walked slowly into the bathroom. Rationally, I knew I would like what I saw in the mirror, but that was the horrifying thing about it. After all the fighting I’d done in my life to prove to people that I wasn’t some kind of scrawny, pathetic guy, I’d let a woman knock down all the barriers I’d put in place for the promise of getting my dick sucked. It wasn’t even that big of a deal to me. I’d gone almost twenty-two years without sex, but then again, Stephanie never offered until tonight.

Standing in front of the mirror, I almost didn’t want to look, but I did. Stephanie was beautiful and nothing could change that fact in my mind, but for once in my life, I felt like I was the most attractive person in the room. With the makeup, the dress, and being as smooth as the day I was born, I couldn’t deny that I made one hell of a sexy lady.

I was so distracted by my own image that when Stephanie’s hand groped my cock over the dress, I let out a squeak of alarm.

“Shh, relax. You only came over here because you wanted me to blow you, don’t get skittish on me now, baby,” Stephanie purred and knelt down beside me.

For a moment, I could do nothing but watch as Stephanie ran her hand back and forth over the bulge in my dress. My lips parted and a soft moan drifted from my lips as I finally looked down at her. Even in all of my fantasies, I never imagined that I would be the one being told what to do by her. Maybe that was why it felt so fucking good to just let go and give her control. Tonight wouldn’t have been possible without her.

“Don’t you want to get your phone out?” Stephanie asked.

I hesitated for a moment before I took a step away from her, towards the pile of my clothes that I’d left on the floor of the bathroom. “R-Right.” Reaching into the pocket of my jeans, I pulled my phone out and opened the app. In the end, I decided on pointing the camera towards the mirror so that I could see both of us. She might have wanted to give me dirt on her, but I wasn’t looking at it like that anymore. It wasn’t about getting evidence of her doing anything with me, it was about being able to watch this video any time I wanted. To hell with people if they found out about what happened between us, I just wanted to never forget the night that I got my first blowjob, let alone the night that I first felt like I wasn’t out of place.

Even if I was in my dream girl’s clothes and dolled up, I was still me. Except I didn’t feel like Daniel. “C-Can you call me Amber while I’m like this?” I asked in a shaky voice.

Stephanie smiled and looked up at me. “Start the video over if you’ve already started it, Amber. And when you talk, try to sound more feminine. You look so fucking hot, but I’m hearing a guy’s voice and it just doesn’t work for me.”

I cleared my throat and tried to soften my voice, “Is this any better?”

Stephanie ran a hand up my smooth thigh and pushed my dress up around my waist before leaning in to kiss the precum soaked dark spot around the head of my cock. “Much, but keep practicing while I take care of your adorable little chick stick.”

I couldn’t help but giggle at her name for my cock. It really wasn’t much of a cock, was it? Stephanie had a cock. I had… something else. Stephanie didn’t give me time to ponder on what it should have been called. She pulled the panties down until my shaft popped free and then pulled them slightly further up my hips to keep my balls covered. Her eyes met with mine for a brief moment before she leaned in to take my crown into her soft, plump lips.

Warm, soft cheeks hollowed around my cock as she started bobbing slowly. I quickly hit the record button on my phone and pointed it at the mirror. It was the strangest thing in the world to watch the screen. The two people on the screen together could have been well-paid porn stars, the person I used to be definitely didn’t belong on that screen. But he wasn’t there anymore. Daniel had given way to Amber and I couldn’t be happier.

Bolts of bliss darted through me with each flick of Stephanie’s tongue. My free hand balled up and I let out a pathetically slutty moan as she took me fully to my base. Stephanie didn’t linger there long. Her hands slid up my thighs and she cupped my ass before bobbing faster and faster. Each motion threatened to pull me over the edge, but I didn’t want to finish yet. I didn’t have much of a choice, though.

Stephanie was unrelenting in her desire to get me off and if I’d learned anything about Stephanie tonight, she always found a way to get what she wanted. Her fingertips slid under my panties and a finger pressed against my pucker. She looked up at me and giggled around my cock, sending a wave of pleasurable vibrations through my shaft as she pushed her finger slowly into my ass.

My first instinct was to panic, but with how wonderful her mouth felt around my cock, all I could do was moan and try to stay standing. After a few seconds, she was pumping that finger slowly into my tight hole while sucking my cock like her life depended on it. My knees trembled and a whimper fell from my lips as the ecstasy pushed me onto my tiptoes. I didn’t know if I was supposed to warn her or if I was supposed to just let it happen, but my hesitation cost me the chance to tell her anything at all.

Hot flashes of lust pulsed through my core as my balls tightened up. I wasn’t a stranger to getting off, my hand and I were very good friends, but having a finger in my ass while I came was an entirely new experience. The first splash of my cum brought drew a moan from Stephanie and she quickly pulled away until only the head of my cock lingered within her lips. Each string of my orgasm was coupled with a tightening of my hole around her finger and that added sensation was almost enough to bring me to my knees.

Her beautiful eyes looked up at me as she lovingly took each shot of my seed into her mouth. Once I finally finished, she pulled away from my shaft and let her finger slip free of my ass. She stood and looked me in the eye before crushing her lips against mine.

I knew what was about to happen and while my mind was disgusted, I couldn’t bring myself to pull away from her. I wanted her to force my cum into my mouth. I wanted her to force herself on me. I didn’t care what she did, so long as she did something with me. Stephanie was my weakness…

Her tongue pushed into my mouth, carrying with it a fresh load of my cum. I didn’t know what to do in response, so I tried to let my tongue dance along hers while she ground her hips against mine. Her hands moved back to my ass and she pulled me tightly against her. Stephanie’s thick bulge pressed against my hips and for the slightest of moments, I wanted to let her fuck me until I couldn’t stand. That wasn’t what we agreed upon, though…

She broke the kiss and spoke firmly, “Swallow, Amber.”

The taste of my cum was a little undesirable, but then again, it was cum. It wasn’t meant to be a delicacy, it was meant to get someone pregnant. But it was also something Stephanie wanted me to swallow, so I worked the cum to the back of my mouth and swallowed. The salty mess disappeared down my throat and I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment as I quickly ended the video recording.

“Y-You’re amazing,” I stammered.

“And you’re going to need to start adding more fruit to your diet,” she grumbled. “But that was fun, wasn’t it?”

I smiled weakly and tucked my cock back into my panties before fixing my dress as well. “I think I like being Amber. At least, I like being Amber with you.”

“Well, if you want to keep being Amber, I did have an idea.” Stephanie pulled her phone out of her shorts and put a hand on my shoulder. “But first, bend over the sink. You’ve got your video, I want my picture.”

I let her guide me over the sink and she lifted my dress once again to expose my panty-covered ass. She took a picture and then spoke softly, “Look back at the camera for me?”

Doing as she asked, I smiled and gave my ass a wiggle to tease her. “Anything for you.”

She chuckled softly and rolled her eyes and took another picture. “Anything? What if I wanted you to come back to the party with me?”

“In this?” I asked as I stood back up.

“I was thinking about something more casual. I was thinking about how sexy you would look with much more skin showing. I’ve got some more shorts like these, but a little shorter,” she said and pointed to her cute blue jean shorts. “They like to slide down a bit when I’m wearing them, but I don’t have an ass like yours. So what do you think? Want to go back to the party as my date?”

I bit my lip and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know how I feel about that. It’s one thing to dress up while I’m here, but that’s a lot riskier. What if someone recognized me? I don’t want to be known as the faggot that crossdresses.”

“Could you not use that F word? And no one is going to recognize you. Seriously, I barely recognize you and I’ve seen you pretty often for the past two years.”

“Sorry, I don’t like that word either, but I hear it often enough that it’s kind of an expectation at this point,” I mumbled. “But that doesn’t change the fact that someone might know. Wouldn’t it be weird for me to come to a party and no one knows me?”

Stephanie put her hands on my shoulders and let them slowly drift down my arms. “So you wouldn’t come to the party for me? You know what happens at those kinds of parties, don’t you? People get together and find a quiet place to enjoy themselves.”

“And what happens after that? Am I supposed to wake up tomorrow and pretend that none of this ever happened?” I asked.

She shook her head and let out a soft sigh. Her hands fell to my waist and she pulled me against her and kissed my forehead. “I think that we could see where it goes. If you’re only comfortable dressing up in the privacy of my apartment, I guess that’s okay. I’m not going to pretend that I don’t get a thrill from the thought of going out in public and doing something, but I won’t force that on you. Amber, you’re free to do whatever you want. Either way, you should either get changed back into your other clothes so I can drop you off at your car, or you can get changed into the other outfit I want you in. Either spend the night with me or don’t. It’s up to you.”

I bit my lip and enjoyed the warmth of her body pressed against mine. It felt like it was now or never to decide on if I’d let myself have a chance with Stephanie or not. The blowjob was one thing, but I didn’t know how to feel about what real sex with her would be like. Having something in my ass didn’t scare me, but then again, when that something was as big as what Stephanie was packing, it probably should have scared me.

“Would you be gentle with me?” I asked softly.

She smiled and reached down to gently cup my ass. “I’ll go as slow as you want. If you’re a good girl, I’ll even suck you off again and I’ll be the one swallowing.”

“I-I’m a virgin, you know that, don’t you?”

Stephanie smirked and shrugged her shoulders. “I do now, but I don’t think that’s going to change anything tonight. Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

My stomach twisted into a billion knots as I followed her back into her bedroom to change outfits. I wasn’t scared of being fucked, that was something I was looking very forward to. What I couldn’t as easily shake the fear of was the fact that I’d be around so many people I recognized from school. Not to mention the fact that Stephanie could have easily just been leading me on. It seemed so convenient that she told me that she was interested in me after she got me to play along with her little fetish.

But really… was it just her fetish? I couldn’t deny that her panties felt amazing when they snuggled up to my package. The sheer texture against my ass felt amazing when she rubbed her fingers over the satin panties. But even worse, I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t loving being her ‘girl’.


Chapter Four

Stephanie had to park further back than she originally was when we got back to the party. In the shorts she picked out for me, I could clearly see my bulge when I sat down, but then again, I could see the hem of my panties when I was sitting. She wasn’t joking about making me show plenty of skin. Instead of a dress or t-shirt, she picked out a plain black tank top for me that covered my chest well enough to hide the fact that I was wearing a bra with padding. As much as I panicked about it in her apartment, I really couldn’t deny that she did transform me into a passable woman.

It was a little sad to think that most of my self-confidence problems were solved with a simple outfit and makeup. All my life, I’d struggled to even be comfortable around people, and yet, with most of my body on full display, I’d never felt more natural.

Stephanie reached over and rubbed my cock for a few seconds while she talked. “Remember, keep your voice high and try to keep your clit out of sight. I personally don’t care if anyone knows who you really are, but if you want to hide that fact, do your part.” She opened the glove box and grabbed a travel-size bottle of lube. “And keep up with this. Otherwise, I’m going to have to use spit to lube up your cute little asshole and I don’t think that either of us would enjoy that as much.”

Hearing the sweetest woman I knew talk like that was jarring, but not exactly in a bad way. I didn’t expect it from her, but I never expected to be feminized and made into a trap either. “Okay, I really don’t think spit is a good idea. Uh, where should I put it?”

“In your pocket? Just be careful not to spill it and we’ll be fine. Besides, you could totally use that bottle to help hide your clit’s bulge too,” she said with a slight smirk on her lips.

“It isn’t like I can just make myself bigger, you won the genetic lottery with yours.” I could deal with her treating me like a girl, but I couldn’t let her just blatantly insult my size. That wasn’t something I could control and even if I was more comfortable in women’s clothes, that didn’t mean I didn’t love having my cock.

She smiled and gave my cock a squeeze before leaning over to kiss my cheek. “I think it’s perfect the way it is. Now, let’s get you inside. I want to start feeling jealous of all the eyes on your sexy ass.”

“W-Why would you want to be jealous?” I opened the car door and got out.

Stephanie got out of her car and locked it before joining me on my side of the car. “Because when I finally get to slide my cock in your tight ass, I want to know that I’m the luckiest bitch in that house. You’re only here because I wanted you to be, so I think it’s safe to say that you’re mine and only mine tonight.”

“S-Safe bet,” I mumbled in agreement. She took me by the hand and walked alongside me as we made our way back to the noisy house. Not even an hour and a half ago, this night was shaping up to be the worst of my life. In such a short time, I’d been pulled into a different world. Stephanie’s desires were unexpected, but I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t taking advantage of them. She knew what she wanted from me, but she was also giving me things that I couldn’t turn down. The blowjob wasn’t even close to being as important to me as the possibility of dating Stephanie was.

When we walked in together, quite a few people looked our direction. It was hard not to notice a few guys nodding my way before starting to whisper to their friends. I wasn’t stupid, I knew that they were talking about wanting to fuck me. That’s what horny, stupid, sexy guys did. But I wasn’t here for them. I was here for Stephanie. As tempting as it was to mess with some of the guys, I let Stephanie lead me further into the house. We crossed through the massive living room and went to the back door where she paused and leaned in close so that she could talk to me without yelling. “I’ve got some friends out here, I’d like to introduce them to you. Play nice and don’t let them get under your skin.” She didn’t give me time to react before she pulled the door open and stepped out onto the porch.

I didn’t hesitate to follow her outside. Stephanie walked over to a group of four women that I recognized from school. I helped one of them, Rebecca, with classwork pretty often, but I didn’t know the other three by name. I kept pace with Stephanie, but I didn’t know what to say to any of them.

Stephanie put her arm around my shoulders. “Guys! This is a friend of mine from back in Oklahoma, well, I guess she’s more of my girlfriend now. But yeah, I wanted to introduce her to you all. This is Amber. Say hey, sweetheart.”

I spoke in a voice barely higher than a whisper, “H-Hello.”

“Oh, don’t be shy with us. If you’re with Stephanie, there’s no way in hell that you’re going to hide in your shell anyway. She’s got a way of bringing out the best in people,” one of the women said.

Rebecca giggled and added, “Or the worst. I guess it depends on if you’ve pissed her off or not.”

“I’m not all bad, guys, come on. You’re going to scare her off! I had to pick her up from the airport, that’s why I had to bail on the party earlier. It was a surprise visit, but then again, I guess I should have expected it after she asked me out a week ago,” Stephanie said and smiled warmly at me.

The web of lies she was spinning seemed to have no end. I had no clue about anything in Oklahoma, there was no way that I could hold up to any sort of interrogation from her friends.

“Wait, you’re telling me that you’ve been in a relationship for a week and you didn’t tell us?” another of the four asked.

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t know how serious it was until she decided to move here. We’ve known each other for a while, I mean, I guess it’s fast if you think about how normal relationships go. But we’re not exactly new to one another.”

I rolled my eyes and muttered, “I keep finding out new things about you, though. It’s not like you’re an open book.”

“Tell me about it. This bitch didn’t even let us know that she was leaving earlier. We were asking around for her for about thirty minutes. Someone said they saw her chasing after Daniel,” Rebecca said. “What was that about, Stephanie?”

“I was making sure he was alright. Some asshole made Daniel dump his drink on himself. People give him way too much shit, I figured it was a little overdue that someone tried treating him with a little compassion. Is that too unbelievable?” Stephanie asked.

If by treating me with compassion she meant sucking my cock, then I guess she wasn’t lying.

“Not really, no. Anyway, what are you two going to be up to tonight? I could get us all a round of drinks?” another one asked.

Stephanie smirked and let her hand slide from my shoulder to my ass, “Actually, we were just stopping in to let you know why I bailed on you earlier. I’ve got plans for Amber.”

The girls looked at one another and then to me. Rebecca put a hand on my shoulder and let out a soft sigh, “If she gets too rough with you, just know that we’ll be here for you to talk to.”

“W-Wait, what?” I asked.

Stephanie shot a foul look at the group, “Stop scaring her. Seriously, you guys make me wonder why I talk about my fantasies at all.”

“Hey, we’re just looking out for your girlfriend!”

“Yeah, sure, that’s what it is,” Stephanie said and put her hand on my lower back and started guiding me away. “Take it easy, I’ll see you guys in school on Monday.”

“Bye!” came a unified response.

Stephanie guided me back through the house and to the second floor of the home where things were a tiny bit quieter. Still, she didn’t say anything until we found a room that wasn’t locked and she led me inside. She shut the door behind us and let out a pathetic groan. “Fuck, I shouldn’t have told them anything about who you were.”

“I really don’t know why we had to talk to them at all, Stephanie,” I mumbled.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess because I don’t want to hide the fact that I’m with you. Eventually, the truth is going to have to come out. It’s going to be really uncomfortable to tell everyone that my girlfriend doesn’t go to college and then somehow explain why I’m spending time with Daniel…”

“You’re making it sound like you’re still going to be interested in me after tonight. Stephanie, I’m not going to lie to you. I don’t know what the hell I should expect from you after we’re done here,” I said.

She moved to sit on the bed. “I don’t know what to tell you, Amber. It’s hard to tell when you’re serious and when you’re not. I don’t really know where your boundaries are, and honestly, I’m just trying to enjoy the moment. Why does everything have to be about the future?”

I crossed my arms under my chest and tapped my foot impatiently. “Because when these clothes come off and all I am is the person beneath, how can I expect you to be happy with that?”

Stephanie took a deep breath and patted the bed beside her. “Will you come sit down with me? Things are getting heated in the wrong kind of way and I think I’m not explaining myself right. Please?”

Her somber tone struck right through my defenses and made my heart shatter. That didn’t excuse her tone before, but I wasn’t ready to give up on her yet and if she felt like she had a point to make, I’d let her try.

I crossed the distance between us and sat down beside her. She reached for my hand and I let her take it. Her thumb gently grazed over the back of my hand as she spoke softly, “I don’t expect you to understand me perfectly, just like I don’t understand you fully either. That’s something that would have to come with time. All I can do is try to explain to you what I see in you and why I don’t want you to think that you’re just a hole for me to fuck. Is that something you are willing to let me do?”

“Just… be honest with me, okay? I don’t want to hear sweet nothings. If you just want to have sex and be done with me, that’s fine. I’m not going to act like I don’t want you to fuck me, but I will say that I don’t want you to leave me in a puddle of cum and shame.”

She nodded her head. “I wouldn’t do that to you and I really hope that you don’t think I would. Amber, I moved from Oklahoma when I was nineteen because everyone knew me by a different name. Back then, I was Rusty. Yeah, I know, great name. My parents didn’t agree with my transition, so they gave me the boot once the hormones did enough work to make the changes undeniable. I don’t expect you to care about all of that, but the reason I mentioned it was because I see a lot of myself in you. Not just sexually, but yeah, that too.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her joke and I gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “I’m sorry to hear that your parents kicked you out, but I’m glad you made it here.”

“Thanks. Anyway, the similarities are ridiculous. The difference between us is that you’re more worried about what other people think about you than what you think about yourself.” She brought my hand up to her lips and she kissed it. “That’s not really a bad thing. To me, it means that you need someone to help you. I want to be that someone, but I also know that we’re black and white when it comes to that same thing. I really do think of myself before anyone else. Even earlier, when I came after you, I was hoping I could get to see you in some of my clothes. I seriously forgot I had a dress in my backpack, but still. I can admit that I was selfish.”

“You’re not telling me anything new,” I mumbled. “Think about it from my perspective. Hot chick approaches me and wants me to put on a dress. I say no. She insists and offers to suck me off if I say yes. At that point, I don’t really have much of a choice. I’ve been a nobody for so damn long that any attention from anyone would make my day. I’m not stupid enough to not see what’s going on here. That’s why I’m scared, Stephanie. What happens when I’m not able to do something you want? Would you just move on and threaten to leak those pictures of me to keep me quiet about your secret?”

Stephanie let go of my hand and reached into her pocket and took out her phone. She opened her pictures and deleted both of the ones she took of me before tossing her phone onto the bed beside us. “No. I wouldn’t threaten you like that. Honestly, I think you’re sexy even when you’re not dressed up for me. If you want to know why I was so insistent on getting you in a dress, it’s because I love crushing someone’s masculinity. That might be fucked up, but if there was anyone I could imagine that would want to be manipulated like that, it would be you. I’m not saying you want to be used, but I gave you something you wanted, didn’t I?”

I nodded and leaned back on the bed. “We’re really fucked up people, aren’t we?”

She flopped back beside me and let out a deep sigh. “Yeah. I think we’re both a little messed up. But it’s out there now. You know why I did what I did, and I get why you’re worried about what I’m doing. With all that being said, are you going to be the one that walks out on me?”

A soft giggle trickled out of me. I reached over and ran my hand across her cock through her shorts. “Fucked up or not, I don’t care why we did what we did earlier. I’m just glad it happened. Stephanie, I like being Amber for you. Honestly, I love it. I love the panties. I love the way you talk to me. I love that you’re so fucking dominant. But most of all,” I slid my fingertips into her shorts and let my fingers dance over her thick cock, “I love hearing you call me your girlfriend.”

She let out a soft moan and put her hands behind her head. “I’m not going to stop you, but I’m not making you do anything right now, Amber.”

“I know,” I said softly and sat up. Glancing down at her, I bit my lip and unbuttoned her shorts. There wasn’t much I could say to let her know that I wasn’t upset with her, but I still had plenty to talk about, even if I was playing with her cock the entire time.

“If you really want to be Amber, I know a place that does informed consent for hormones. That’s not something you have to do if you want to be my girlfriend, though.”

I unzipped her shorts and tugged them and her panties down her thighs just far enough to let her cock spring free. “I don’t know about hormones. I do want to know what I need to do to be your girlfriend.” I leaned down and let my tongue flick across the thick purple crown of her cock to collect the bubble of sweet precum.

Stephanie moaned again and reached down to put her hand on the back of my head. “All you’ve got to do is promise to keep being so damn cute,” she purred.

The tension hadn’t completely dissolved, but Stephanie’s long, thick cock looked too enticing to give a fuck. Our potential relationship problems could wait until later, it was my turn to give her a blowjob. That could be considered cute, right?


Chapter Five

I nervously took the head of Stephanie’s cock into my mouth. Instead of a musky, pungent taste, there really wasn’t much flavor at all to her cock. The sweet precum was an entirely different story, though. I ran the tip of my tongue across her cock’s slit a few times and moaned instinctively.

Stephanie giggled softly and gently pushed my head further down her shaft. “Such a good girl, moaning around my cock like you love it. It feels good to serve someone, doesn’t it?”

I hummed out in agreement, unable and unwilling to pull away from her cock to tell her anything. She wasn’t wrong. I loved having her cock in my mouth, showing her through my actions that I was still willing to try to figure out how to work through our complicated situation. In the span of two hours, I’d fallen in love with the thought of loving her. There was no denying that we had a lot to figure out, but it was so much simpler to just bob up and down her perfect cock.

I worked my tongue as best I could along the underside of her shaft. The ever-flowing stream of soft moans coming from Stephanie told me I was doing something right. I still had no clue what I was doing, but it wasn’t that long ago that this goddess gave me a first-hand lesson on how to suck cock.

There was no denying it. I was addicted to her cock from the first taste. Each time I took her cock back into my mouth, I forced myself to try to go a little further. And then a little more. Over and over, I practiced taking her cock until I finally managed to get myself almost fully to her base, but I couldn’t go any further.

Tears welled up in my eyes as my body tried to tell me that a cock shouldn’t be in my throat. Well, more like I shouldn’t stop breathing because I wanted to suck cock more than I wanted a breath of air. Either way, I didn’t care how bad my lungs burned, I just wanted to prove to Stephanie that I cared about her pleasure too.

Stephanie writhed on the bed underneath me, her hips bucked upwards as she gently fucked my mouth in time with my bobbing. Her soft moans kept getting louder and her hand finally pulled away from the back of my head. “Oh my fucking god, I’m going to cum if you don’t calm down a little, baby girl!”

Her warning was acknowledged and similarly ignored. I didn’t care if she came down my throat. If anything, I wanted her to. Being in bed with her, her cock down my throat, her pleasured cries filling the room, and being able to truly be myself felt so damn right. People could judge me all they wanted, but if Stephanie wanted me to be her girlfriend, I’d happily dress up for her publicly. If this was the kind of night I could expect more often, I wouldn’t bother hiding anything that we did.

I was sick of hiding from what I wanted. In school, I hid behind a mask to make sure no one knew how I really felt, but why couldn’t I just be Amber instead? If it would make me happier, why should it even matter what people thought about it? If I wanted to wear my girlfriend’s panties and ride her cock every fucking day, then why couldn’t I?

I closed my eyes and reached under Stephanie to cup her ass and pull her deeper into my mouth. My throat tightened around her cock as my nose pressed against her smooth crotch, but I managed to take all of her cock. For a second, I was on top of the world. In that moment, I felt like I could accomplish anything… and then I nearly gagged. Pulling away from her, I let her cock slip out of my mouth with a soft pop and greedily sucked in deep breaths while stroking her cock furiously.

Stephanie reached down and firmly grabbed my wrist, “Do you still want me to fuck you, baby? If you do, take off your shorts and panties. I really don’t want to have to wait for my cock to get hard because I came too soon.”

I smiled warmly at her and used the back of my hand to wipe away the drool that had dribbled down my chin. Without so much as a word, I got off the bed and pulled the bottle of lube out of my pocket before quickly taking off my shorts and panties. As sad as I was to see the sexy black panties around my ankles, I knew that having her cock inside me would feel even better.

She looked so beautiful lying on the bed with her cock standing almost straight up. Stephanie started to sit up, but I leaned forward and put a hand on her chest. “Stay there. I want to be on top this time, please?”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I nodded and uncapped the bottle of lube. A part of me was jealous that the bottle of lube wasn’t sealed, but I wasn’t going to grill Stephanie about her sex life. Whatever she did before tonight didn’t really matter, all that mattered was that I was hers now. That didn’t mean I was going to be silent about it. “And just so you know, I’m not into open relationships. If you’re going to cheat on me, just break up with me.”

Stephanie’s brow arched. “That was random, but okay. I don’t cheat. If we’re not working out, we’ll try to figure it out and if we can’t, there’s no shame in splitting up.”

I squirted a large glob of cold lube onto my hand and quickly moved it over to Stephanie’s cock. As I stroked her, I talked softly in my most feminine voice, “If we’re not working out, I’ll just have to suck your cock until you know that I’m sorry for whatever I did wrong.”

“Mm, when you say it like that, I might have to pretend you did something wrong every now and then,” she said teasingly. Stephanie reached down and pushed her shorts and panties further down her thighs and then kicked them the rest of the way off while I worked the lube onto her cock. “But I don’t think I’d have to ask you too many times to blow me. Worst case scenario, I’ll just make sure we sixty-nine at some point.”

“That always looks like it’s so much more complicated than it needs to be. I’d rather just take turns, baby.” I pulled my hand away from her cock and reached behind myself to rub some of the lube onto my hole. After climbing onto the bed, I straddled her hips and guided her thick crown to my pucker and took a deep breath before easing my weight down onto her cock.

Stephanie’s thick crown stretched my hole until I thought I would scream, but I managed to hold it together as it finally slipped inside me. Her hands moved to my thighs and she let out a low moan. “Give yourself a second,” she warned.

I nodded and bit down on my tongue to keep from whimpering in pain. It wasn’t the worst pain I’d ever experienced, but it stung bad enough that I wasn’t willing to force more of her incredibly large cock into my ass. After a little while, the pain ebbed away and I slowly lowered myself further onto her cock. Inch after inch disappeared into my body until I finally felt my butt press against her thighs. I almost expected it to hurt more, but the lube did a damn good job of making it easy to take her cock.

Where the pain failed to meet expectations, the pleasure made up for it by far. Every slight movement of my hips sent a wave of ecstasy crashing over me as her thick shaft ground against my prostate. As many times as I tried fingering myself in the past, I never managed to reach that fabled spot within myself. Stephanie’s cock didn’t have the same issue as my fingers, though. Instead of being thin and spindly, her cock was almost as thick as my wrist and damn near as long as my forearm.

Stephanie’s hands rubbed up and down my thighs as she waited for me to adjust to her size. “You’re such a good girl, Amber. You know that, don’t you?” she asked.

I smiled down at her and rocked my hips back and forth slowly. “I think I want to be a bad girl tonight, Stephanie.”

She smirked and gave my thighs a gentle slap. “Then what are you waiting for?”

“You to say please.”

Her eyes locked with mine and she sat up so that she could wrap her arms around my neck. She pulled me down towards her and thrust her cock into my ass. Her lips crushed against mine and she wasted no time in forcing her tongue into my mouth as she started lifting her hips slowly.

Apparently, I wasn’t getting my please. I was the one that wanted to be a bad girl, though. I broke the kiss and put my hands on her shoulders to pin her down. “Where’s my please?”

“Oh my god, you’re seriously making me say it,” she groaned.

I lifted my hips a few inches and slid back down her cock, drawing a moan from both of us. “Y-You bet I am.”

Her tongue pressed against her cheek for a moment before she smiled slyly. “Amber, will you please shut up and let me fuck you if you’re going to be a brat?”

I slowly pulled away from her, abandoning the idea of riding her cock. Rolling onto my stomach, I spread my legs and reached back to spread my cheeks for her. “Mm, maybe I like being a brat?”

Stephanie was on top of me before I could even comprehend what happened. Her thick cock pressed against my pucker and she pushed into me slowly. Every inch of her cock slid back into my ass. There wasn’t a single second where a moan wasn’t rolling out of my lips as my newfound lover claimed what was now hers.

“Then you’re just going to have to forgive me if I fuck you like one,” she said.

I pulled my hands away from my ass and crossed then underneath my head to create a makeshift pillow to rest on. If we weren’t going to take it as gently as I thought I wanted her to originally, I wasn’t going to be uncomfortable. “Maybe I won’t forgive you. Maybe you’re still going to have to make it up to me, baby.”

She giggled and pulled out of me before driving back into me hard enough to make the bed rock. A loud moan ripped out of me and she put a hand between my shoulder blades and started rhythmically thrusting into me. Her strokes weren’t nearly as hard as the first, but I wasn’t complaining about that in the slightest.

Stephanie’s free hand trailed along my body as she cooed, “God, you’re so fucking tight. I’m really not sure if I’ll be able to stop bragging about how good my girlfriend’s ass feels. Think that would make people jealous?”

“I-I fucking hope so,” I moaned.

She giggled and put both hands on the bed beside my head. Without warning, she started hammering into me. Each stroke sent her lithe body crashing into mine. The soft smack of her hips against my ass mingled with our moans to create a lewd orchestra. I untangled my arms and rested my hands on top of hers and let my fingers intertwine with hers. Even though she was fucking me on the night we truly met one another, I felt like this would last forever. Her personality made my heart soar, her cock made my core quiver, but it was her commanding presence that really sealed the deal for me.

I loved having someone that was willing to push me to do things I might not have otherwise. Without Stephanie’s urging, I would have never found out how much I loved dressing up. More embarrassingly, I would have never found out how much I loved being a sissy cockslut…

Her cock gave sparks of life to pleasure that I couldn’t have dreamed of experiencing. With how terrifying most guys made anal out to be, I fucking loved it. Even the blowjob I got earlier couldn’t compare to how amazing her cock felt as it ground against my prostate with every thrust. But even sexier to me was the way her hips rolled against mine when she bottomed out in my ass. It was like she couldn’t get enough of my ass, and I desperately wanted to give her more. I lifted my hips from the bed as often as I could to try and help her fuck me harder, but more often than not, I messed up her rhythm. She didn’t seem to mind, if anything, her soft coos of encouragement seemed to come more often the more I tried to help her.

Stephanie’s moans got louder and her cock slammed back into me faster and faster. Each heavy impact of her hips into mine drew a pleasured cry from my throat and before I realized what was happening, I felt my stomach tighten for a brief moment before my body spasmed. Stephanie’s moans grew more laden with lust as she continued pounding my perky ass. “That’s it, Amber, squirt for me.”

There was nothing I could do to stop my orgasm, but hearing her words made sure that I wouldn’t even dream of trying. My warm cum pumped onto the bed beneath me and was immediately spread onto the cover. Stephanie wasn’t letting up, but I would have been pissed if she did. I wanted every inch of her cock, every drop of her cum, and every last bit of her love.

Even as she caused my cum to thinly coat the front of my hips, I tried my hardest to lift away from the bed to meet with her thrusts. I was getting better at it, but she gasped and then let out a long, low moan as she drilled into my ass one last time. Her cock throbbed within me and she whispered, “Oh my god, I love your ass, baby. I fucking love you.”

In the heat of the moment, I could understand her saying those unexpected words. We didn’t have time to even consider what loving one another would mean, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t stupid enough to say them back as her cum splashed deep within my ass. “I love y-you too, Stephanie!” Logic be damned. Logic was what I used to justify why I had to act the way I used to. Logic was the reason that I hated being who I was for so long. Logical or not, I loved Stephanie. Even if that love was only for showing me who I could truly be, she deserved my love.

She slowly rolled her hips against mine until the last of her cum trickled into my hole. After what felt like forever of being pumped full of her thick cream, she pulled her cock out of my ass and kissed the top of my head. “Now, get your clothes back on before that cum gets everywhere.”

I untangled my fingers from hers and slowly pulled the panties and shorts back on before sitting up on the bed, dumbfounded. For the fleetest of seconds, I felt ashamed of losing my virginity like I did, but that moment passed immediately as I looked back at Stephanie. There was nothing to be ashamed of. She was perfect. The woman of my dreams took my virginity and even if some people didn’t like that I wanted to be her crossdressing sissy girlfriend, they could eat a dick. Just not hers, that was mine and mine alone.


Epilogue

I sat with my legs crossed in my seat in class with my hand raised.

The professor looked at me and smiled warmly, “Amber, why do you think that the football team has such high hazing rates?”

Glancing across the room at Stephanie, I couldn’t help but smirk. A year later and in our final semester of college and we were going strong. Not many people were comfortable with my abrupt change of pronouns and name, but no one really complained. The comments about my ass were off the charts now, but Stephanie and I made it clear that I wasn’t on the table for anyone else. She was mine, and I was hers. That was all there was to it, even if we did occasionally put on a show for people at parties.

At first, people were confused and slightly upset about the change. Stephanie and her friends had a bit of an argument about the lies she told them, but that didn’t change their relationship with one another. We all knew Stephanie was a bit of a joker and it was pretty easily forgiven. All in all, things had gone so much smoother than I could have ever imagined.

“Well, Sir, from personal experience I can say that people like to push people who are trying to fit in. On a football team, or really, with any organization that has a reputation for being who they are, so like, the military, sororities, et cetera, there comes a certain amount of prestige. The more veteran people in whatever organization that is might see these newcomers as undeserving of that reputation until they’ve done something that earns their trust and respect. The problem with hazing is that once it starts, it turns into a tradition. The problem with traditions is that people don’t like getting away from them. I’ve heard about what some of the players do to the freshmen. You’ve probably seen some of them in their underwear holding stupid signs on campus. I’ve seen some with bruises on their face, those are the people you should respect. They’re the ones who refused to do what the team asked and got punished for it. Hazing will only stop when people stand up to the assholes who try to force their will on someone,” I said confidently.

My speech was a little longer than anyone seemed to anticipate, but the professor clapped and that started a small round of applause. He went on, “Well said. There are some details that you left out and I don’t appreciate the strong language, but overall, you brought up some nice points. That being said, let’s talk about what happened on Saturday…”

The expected talk about what the football team did went on and on. I didn’t agree with hazing, but damn, getting lectured about what other people did should have probably counted as hazing after how long the professor droned on about it. Still, after it was finally over and class let out for the day, I rushed over to Stephanie and walked out with her to her car.

Once there, she pushed me against the passenger side and put her hands on my hips before kissing me deeply. A few people that walked by cheered us on, but we ignored them. Well, mostly. I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t get hard at the thought of everyone cheering on a sissy and her girlfriend making out. Stephanie definitely noticed the bulge under my skirt and she lifted her leg to grind against my bulge.

She broke the kiss and locked eyes with me. “You’re getting your cute little clit sucked for that talk you gave earlier. I was thinking about taking you out to dinner. Does a blowjob under the table sound good to you, baby?”

I nodded my head slowly and mumbled, “You’re going to fuck me like a whore, aren’t you?”

She smirked, “You know me so well. That’ll be after we get back home, baby. I don’t think I’m ready to risk getting busted being balls deep in your cute ass just yet.”

I giggled and kissed her again before pulling away to whisper, “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, Amber. Now, get your ass in the car and suck my cock on the way home. I got a little worked up hearing you talk about hazing. You’ve come such a long way since you were a nervous brat in my bathroom,” she purred.

I got in the car and when she got in, I flipped her skirt up and pulled her cock out of her panties. Just before I took her beautiful purple crown into my mouth, I whispered, “I’m only who I am because of you. I owe you everything.”

She put a hand on the back of my head and pushed me slightly further onto her cock. “You owe me nothing, but I’m not going to pretend that I wouldn’t appreciate making you swallow my load before we get home.”

That was the least I could do for her. For changing my life and making me the sissy I was, she deserved everything I could give her and then a little more. I was just lucky enough to have found the perfect woman on the first try. Maybe she found me… I didn’t know how we would tell that story to our children someday, but either way, I couldn’t imagine a world without my love.


Message from the Author

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

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might like my other transgender lesbian novellas:

An Unexpected Change

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

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

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

Dedicated to Her

Hayley had been my best friend for six years. For most of that time, I was helplessly in love with her but I couldn't tell her that. She was too dedicated to trying to better herself and I knew that my feelings would just get in the way of her dreams. But she was my dream. Wasn't I allowed to follow my heart too?

--

Kara had pulled me from the dredges of humanity when I needed it most. She'd been there for me when I needed her the most and I was there for her as best I could. I supported her through her transition and I had no intention of not being her friend. If we could just make it through college, I could finally start paying her back for all of the things she'd done for me.

Desperate for Her

Lust and love aren't mutually exclusive.

When I lost everything I had to my name after my ex abandoned me, I thought I'd have to limp my way back down to Georgia to scrape by and try to live with my parents. My last chance to be independent came in the form of answering an ad online that would probably have me in some pervert's basement. Little did I know that Dani would turn my life around and introduce me to so much more than I ever imagined.

Desperation led me to her, but could she really expect me to stay?

Unconditionally Hers

A billionaire finds a reason to splurge.

Working in the new coffee shop was nice enough, but there someone there caught my attention from day one. Three weeks later, I finally got the courage to talk to her. How could I have known that it would have been the best and worst conversation of my life?
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