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One

_______________

___

I GUESS YOU COULD SAY THAT I’M KIND OF A NERD. I’m in my third year of college and my dating experience is zilch – zero – and it isn’t because I’m not attractive or anything, because I am. At least my family thinks I am, and that’s gotta’ count for something, right?. My main problem in the dating arena is that I’m just shy. My roommate Ted wants me to go out with him and the guys on my floor to bars in town, but it just isn’t my thing. I’d rather be studying and getting good grades so I can be a top notch biomedical engineer someday.

I have a little secret that my buddies don’t know (or anyone else for that matter). When I was still living at home before college, I had a little harmless fetish – One day, on a whim, I sneaked into my sister Valerie’s room when I was home alone and took a pair of her panties out of her drawer. My heart was beating fast and before I knew it, I had them up around my junk. I was about sixteen then, but I didn’t stop there. I also put lipstick on and found a matching stretch bra which was about a size too small, but I was amazed at how it pulled the skin of my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage when I looked in the mirror. I saw nothing wrong with it because it gave me a sort of pleasure. Really a LOT of pleasure!

I was, at twenty years of age, still on the fence, sexual identity wise, and I reasoned that eventually something would happen that would make me decide exactly what I liked and who I was. So just for appearances sake I decided one weekend to go out with my friends and check out the bar scene.

It was a Thursday night, and I was walking back from the library with Ted when I asked him if the offer about going out with the guys on my floor still held for this Saturday, then I would be all in.

“Whoa, Jeremiah! I can’t believe you’re actually gonna go out with us to the Silver Fox! That’s terrific – the hottest girls from campus go there.”

“You know Ted,” I said, matter-of-factly, in a voice slightly above a whisper. “Why not? I figure that you only go to college once, and I wanna fit in, you know. I hear what the other guys say about me, about not dating, and I want to prove them wrong – I am capable of socializing with girls.”

Ted, who was my roommate since freshman year cared about me and didn’t like to see my feelings hurt. He really was a good friend. He grabbed me by the shoulders and spun me around to face him. I had never seen my roommate face to face like that before, the expression on his face conveying to me something more than just a shot of confidence. It was something more than that to me – I got shivers when I considered what it might mean. I had to look away as his strong hands gripped me.

“Hey Jer, no one talks bad about you. Your private life is your own business. The guys like you and only wanna’ see you enjoy yourself for once. Hey, even Harry doesn’t go that much, (the guy across the hall) he gets dates from online dating sites, but personally I think they’re all bull shit and there’s nothing like meeting girls in person, you know?”

“I suppose you’re right Ted. I’ve never looked online except for things on AMAZON, and girls to date aren’t one of them.” We both laughed.

“Imagine if you could get girls from AMAZON though!”

“Nah, they’d lose their ‘family-friendly’ image,” I said.

“Yeah, everything is so ‘proper’ these days. You can’t even joke about anything without being cancelled!”

We decided to go to the campus late night snack bar for a sandwich – we were both starving, and we ran into Harry and his roommate “Scooter.” They saw us coming and we put our bags at their table on the floor next to two empty chairs and sat down.

“Hey guys, guess what?” Ted said, patting me on the back.

“Jeremiah here is coming out with us this weekend to the Silver Fox!”

“No, it can’t be Ted. What did you do with Jeremiah? This has to be an AI copy of the real one,” Harry said laughing.

“Well it is. My roomie here is finally gonna’ experience life here at Fullerton to its finest!”

“Well good for you Jer. It’ll do you some good to relax and unwind a bit. What do you have, a three point seven now?” Scooter said.

I shrugged my shoulders and answered what I think they all knew. “No, it’s a four point O.”

Scooter whistled. “Whewwweee, why am I not surprised? All you do is study for Chrissakes. Four point 0! And in engineering! Hell, I’m an English Lit major and I couldn’t get a four even if I turned into Ralph Waldo Emerson.”

“Well look Jer. Glad you’re coming. It’ll be fun. I can’t remember the last time you hung with us off-campus,” Harry said.

“Thanks guys,” I said.

“I’m sure that old Jeremiah here is a secret stud and will have the babes flocking all around him.”

They all laughed, and we stuffed our faces with French fries and went back to the dorm.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________

___

“NOW LET ME TELL YOU A LITTLE SOMETHING about the Silver Fox Jer,” Ted said in his car which was taking us all to the Fox. “The girls there are, how do I put this . . . are a little bit ‘forward,’ you know. I mean, I’ve never seen anything like it. You’re there for like five minutes, and before you even order a beer, some chick with a bod like a goddess is grabbing for your cock!”

“Yeah sure Ted, how would you know?” Scooter chimed in.

“Well, at least I don’t have to PAY a girl to talk to me Scoot,” Ted replied in a reference to our last winter vacation in Las Vegas where some “things happened” that only stayed in Vegas. As usual, I was just an onlooker. There is another thing. One of the “girls” that Scooter managed to meet turned out to be a shemale – a transgender woman. This kind of turned me on, where Scooter politely excused himself from the situation. I often wondered about that, but shame and an inner voice saying this isn’t right stopped me from acting on my curiosity. I told myself that my teen years of “exploration” was just an anomaly, that perhaps every guy goes through.

It was then that the memory of my walk back to the dorm with Ted came back to me. What if I was somehow attracted to men – specifically to Ted? What then? This, I told myself was abnormal thinking. For an instant, the image of myself in front of my sister’s mirror dressed in her panties, bra and wearing lipstick flashed in front of me. What would Ted think of me then if he could see me? I had to get my head on straight and just enjoy this rare night out with my friends. Thoughts are only thoughts, I told myself – nothing to be afraid of. As convincing as I tried to be to myself, something was missing.

We entered the place and made our way through the crowds and the techno music over to the bar where we ordered drinks. The dance floor was full of the usual couples dancing and making out, to even girls with girls, some doing the same thing.

“Look at those two over there,” Scooter said, beer bottle in hand pointing to what we assumed were a lesbian couple, pressed tightly against each other, oblivious to the music. We just stared at them wordlessly. I was looking across the dance floor and I caught the eye of a beautiful woman who seemed to sparkle. She was by herself, standing at the edge of the dance floor with a drink in her hand, looking right at me. She had a faint smile curl up her lips. She wore a very immodest, black, short, sleeveless dress, and high heels that wrapped around her ankles. Her hair was rather long, and it fell in the front, between her cleavage.

My friends hadn’t noticed until she crooked her index finger at me, beckoning me to come towards her. Harry was the first to notice. “Hey guys, look at that girl across the floor – she’s asking Jer here to walk over to her.”

“Yeah, go for it man!” Ted said, practically pushing me out to walk across the dance floor. How could I resist? This, whatever it was seemed like a sure thing. He leaned into me and whispered, “Good luck buddy!”

“Thanks,” I murmured, my expectations neither high nor low. I was curious at this point. There was something about her. Maybe it was her smile which seemed to grow as she saw me take the first few steps towards her, cutting through the crowd.

“Hi,” was all I could think of saying as I stood in front of her, my feet still on the polished wood of the dance floor.

“Hey there,” she answered in a firm, yet very sweet voice. She had a small “Cindy Crawford” dimple over the corner of her right lip, and deep brown eyes, light skin, and chestnut hair. She was smiling broadly, and I smiled too – it was infectious. “You looked cute, and I just wanted to see if you would come over and talk to me. I find a lot of guys have this phony macho exterior, and they don’t like it when women are ‘forward,’ I suppose is the word for my little ‘finger wave,’” and she held up her left hand and imitated the “crooking action” with which she signaled to me, and laughed.

“Oh, well I’m not like that,” I said, feeling dumb because of my inexperience in dating.

“By the way, I’m Jaclyn,” she said and put out her hand to shake mine.

We shook hands and I replied, “I’m Jeremiah, but my friends call me ‘Jer.’”

“So do you count me as enough of a friend to call you Jer,” she asked very sweetly.

“I guess I do. I mean, you seem really nice, so why not? I mean you can’t have too many friends, now can you?”

She laughed. “You’re so right about that.”

“So ‘Jer . . . what are you all about?”

“You mean my life story?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to go back that far!” We had to speak loudly over the music. It was like the speakers were over our heads.

“Hey, there are some tables in the back, and there’s a couple that looks like they’re leaving. Wanna go have a seat?” I said.

“Sure,” she said, and took me by the hand and we walked through the other tables of the section and sat down.

“So Jer, you were going to tell me your life story,” Jaclyn said.

“Well, I’m a junior and I’m majoring in biomedical engineering, and I don’t really get out that much.”

“Oh, so you mean you’re a virgin,” she said, looking straight through me and smiling, her lips curling up mischievously, as she put the straw from her drink in between her lips and took a sip.

“Wow, you are forward,” I replied, a little shocked by her manner.

“It’s okay. I didn’t mean to insult you. I was just making conversation,” she said.

I was drawn to her, and I had a “vibe.” Some might call it falling instantly in love, but I don’t know what it was since that never happened to me before. It was almost magnetic. A wave of confidence washed over me as if I had known this strange girl all my life.

“Oh no, I’m not insulted. I’m . . . well, if you must know, I’m a bit in awe of you?”

“Awe???” and she started laughing and putting her hand to her breasts. “Of me???”

“Well yeah. You seem strong, self-confident you know. I mean, I think it’s rare when a girl asks a guy if he’s a virgin before they even get to know each other well enough to . . .” and I was waving my hands around not knowing what to say.

“To what? To fuck?” and she smiled again. Another forward question – maybe too forward?

I was blushing by now. I quickly answered, “No! I mean before they really get to know each other.” I should mention too that I had a raging hard on from the minute her soft, yet firm hand gripped mine and pulled me to our table. My eyes were drawn to her tight little ass as it sashayed while she walked, her long hair now falling behind her to the small of her back.

“I know Jer, I was just kidding. I like to play games like that – to see guy’s reactions to forward questions.”

“I see. So how about you Jaclyn? What’s ‘your story,’” I said, using her own words back on her.

“Oh, I’m a junior too and majoring in political science. I wanna go to Law School. I’m taking the LSATs in the spring.”

“Impressive,” I said. “What type of law would you go into?”

“I think I’d like to be a prosecutor and work for the DA’s Office.”

“Well, you’re certainly quick-witted enough for an adversary to be afraid of you.” I thought I made a mistake here and quickly corrected myself – “I meant to respect you.”

She laughed. “I get that all the time from people – they think I’m quick-witted and can see me as a prosecutor. I guess that’s because I always look for motives, you know, to see behind things; see what it is people are hiding.”

“Well, there’s not much to hide with me. I’m kind of dull.”

She gave me a long look. “We’ll see,” she said looking right through me with those piercing brown eyes. “Should we order another drink, or would you like to dance?” I was dying to dance with her. I wanted to press my body up against that tight silk, black dress and convey some “unspoken thoughts.” Her eyes were a mystery. She was certainly very sharp, and I was drawn to her. I hadn’t even noticed but her hand was covering mine on the table.

I looked down at the table and said, “We can dance and then come back and order another drink if you’d like.”

“I would like that very much Jer,” she said and again took the lead and held my hand up as we both rose from our seats. We made our way back through the crowd to the dance floor. I left my light jacket over my chair to save our table. I told the server that we would be coming back, and she nodded.

“Now listen Jer. I don’t keep time to the music. I just dance as the mood hits me – fast or slow.”

“Fine with me,” I said, my cock throbbing at this point. Well there’s hope for me at last. For the time being I could put those disturbing thoughts about Ted to rest, and see where this thing was taking me.

We began by gyrating to the techno music and the flashing lights, and after about a minute or so, she came right up against me and pulled me in close, her arms around my shoulders. I was a few inches taller than her even with her heels. She pressed her waist into me and I’m positive she felt my hard cock straining to get out. She was now grinding herself into me.

I could see Ted, Harry and Scooter looking over my way, pointing and smiling. I looked down at her and our eyes met. She half closed her eyes, parted her lips and I took her lead and bent over and kissed her gently on the lips. An electric charge went through me. I couldn’t remember the last time I was with a woman like that – maybe once if you counted a game of “Spin the Bottle” in tenth grade. Her lips were moist and soft from the cherry red lip gloss she wore, and I could smell strawberries and a faint aroma of cigarette smoke coming from her. That only made me harder. You see, I also to happen to have a bit of a smoking fetish. I get easily aroused while watching beautiful women – especially trans women smoking those 120mm all-white cigarettes. Now Jaclyn’s aroma was doing it to me in the worst way.

Jaclyn moved her lips against mine in a circle, and stuck her tongue out through her parted lips, wrapping it around mine 

I was getting light-headed, and I wanted this moment to last forever. We were very close together, and she moved her hand between us and was grabbing at my cock through my jeans and her breathing quickened as she did so. I felt a drop of pre cum leaking out from my slit onto my boxers. She dug her fingernails into the jeans, and she was pressing them into the bottom of my shaft, just below the head – the most sensitive spot, making me totally crazy. My eyes were closed and all I could think of was Jaclyn’s face – haunting, mysterious and full of desire. The tempo of the music picked up, but we stayed as were; moving slowly and rocking to each other’s rhythm. Then she stopped moving and hugged me tighter around the shoulders. She kissed me harder, with much heat, then came off me and kissed me all over my face, painting it with the gloss.

“You’ll have to excuse me,” she said. “I need to use the ladies room. By the way, I live in Slawson, on the third floor, and I don’t have a roommate.”

“Oh yeah, upper campus,” I said. “I’m in Chamberlain, the pit,” which was campus speak for the basement.

“Good,” she said, touched my nose with the tip of her finger and left.

I stood there waiting, and thought there must be a line, so I went over to the restrooms and didn’t see a line for the ladies room, or the men’s room for that matter. I waited for a good ten minutes and had no sign of Jaclyn. To say I was confused and disappointed would have been an understatement. After a couple more minutes, feeling dejected, I made my way over to the bar with my friends who were still there, and figured that when she came out she would see me standing by the bar. I mean, who could blame me? Maybe she went outside to smoke, so I went outside to look for her, but she wasn’t there with the crowd of smokers and vapers.

My friends saw me approach and had confused looks on their faces, like “what the fuck?” looks.

“Hey Jer – what happened? We thought for sure that hot girl you were dancing with was a sure thing for you. We were gonna drink a toast to you,” Scooter said.

“I don’t know what happened. I was dancing with her and all of a sudden she just left to go to the bathroom, and she never came back,” I said, looking across the floor to the bathroom entrance. I saw no sign of her.

“Tough luck Jer, but you guys looked like you had something going for sure!” Ted said.

Ted’s words comforted me. I was all emotions. Maybe it was the alcohol, but I wanted to put my head on Ted’s shoulders and cry. For all their big talk, none of the guys except me got any action that night. Scooter and Harry danced with a couple of girls, but nothing came of it that I could see. So after another hour of looking around we decided to leave. I wondered why Jaclyn would do that to me after such a promising beginning. Maybe she thought I was gay or something? Now that really bothered me.

Back at the dorm, after we went to a pizza joint in town, I was alone with Ted in the room. I really felt uncomfortable. I think if Ted got close to me, I would really like it and want something to happen. Then I thought about Jaclyn again, and I was all confused.

“I’m proud of you Jer. I told you if you got out and circulated that something would happen, right?”

“Yeah, and something did, but then she disappeared.”

“Well did you get a phone number?”

“No, but she made a point of telling me that she lived in Slawson before she went to the ladies room.”

“Okay, then tomorrow go over to the dorm and look her up.”

That idea made sense. I would do that and maybe leave a note on her door with my number. If she called me – fine, I would take it from there. She really did owe me an explanation for tonight.

“Hey listen man. Just keep going out with us, and you could meet someone else,” Ted said. “You’re a good guy Jer, and I don’t like to see you hurting.” His eyes were sincere. I got butterflies in my stomach.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

ON MONDAY, I GOT DONE WITH MY CLASSES EARLY and went to Slawson. At the desk I asked for a girl named Jaclyn. I said I was in a class with her, but I didn’t know her last name. I had to show them my student ID, and they came up with a couple of names and I described her to the student working the desk. I also mentioned the third floor and the student said, “Oh! Jaclyn Buford. Yeah, I know Jaclyn. She’s HOT man, kinda’ keeps to herself, doesn’t really date much, you know? Well, good luck.”

“Thanks,” I said, and went up to the third floor, room 317.

I knocked on the door and she wasn’t home, so I took out a Post-It note and wrote my phone number on it with a note that said, “I guess I lost you Saturday night. Did I do something wrong? I’m sorry if I did. Please call me. Jeremiah.” And that was that; nothing to do but wait for a call. Later that night after I had dinner with the guys I went to the library – my usual cubicle and starting working mechanics problems, when after about a half hour, I felt hands covering my eyes. They smelled familiar with a hint of tobacco smoke and a whiff of Jaclyn’s perfume. I sat still for a second, and heard her voice. “Guess who?” she said.

She took her hands off and I turned around and it was Jaclyn, looking even more gorgeous than Saturday. The lighting brought out her beautiful face and curves. Her long, chestnut hair was shining, and her eyes glowed. She wore a short denim skirt and a different pair of heels with a yellow camisole that showed her outstanding cleavage. I got an instant boner. She glanced down at my jeans and smiled. Before we said any words, she pulled a chair up and sat with me in my cubicle. I waited for her to speak.

“I’m sorry about Saturday Jer. I know I owe you an apology.”

“Okay, so what happened? I was standing there waiting for you like an idiot . . . I uh, I thought maybe we had something special? But what would I know since I told you that I was a virgin.”

“Oh, you were a virgin? What happened between Saturday night and now??” She was smiling, and I was completely disarmed at her humor.

“Ha, ha, very funny Jaclyn. Really, why’d you ditch me?”

“Okay, consider a ‘character defect.’ I like to test people. I wanted to see if I gave you a hint on how to find me, you would. So when I saw your cute Post-It note on my door I was very happy.”

“Really, you were? I mean, this isn’t another sort of game? Because I was hurt you know!”

She took both of my hands in hers and said, “Really I was. I promise no more games, okay. Come here,” she said and leaned in close to me and kissed me again. The same lip gloss and smells that got me hard as a rock were doing it again. She got off her chair and sat across my lap with her left arm around my neck and shoulders. This time, I cupped her breast through her camisole in my whole hand. It was firm and her nipple was as sharp as a pencil point. I stuck my hand under the bottom of her cami and reached up to her breast and she wasn’t even wearing a bra! So I gently rubbed her soft, nubile flesh, and pushed the material up higher so it was hanging over the top of her breast, and I put my lips to it, kissing around the areola and then gently biting it with my teeth. She gasped and threw her head back, one hand grabbing my hard cock through my jeans. Then the same hand unbuckled my belt and undid the button, and she got off me to pull my pants and boxers down around my ankles.

She gave me a grin and was down on her knees on the carpet. It was a good thing that we were the only two people in that entire section of the library. She looked up at me and pulled up my t-shirt, rubbing her silky hair over my tummy, giving me goosebumps all over. I forgot all about Saturday night and forgave her. It was obvious I passed her test.

“Umm, that cock of yours looks delicious Jeremiah,” she said using my full name. “I think my appetite is very strong tonight.”

Then she placed her glossy lips over my tip and covered it tightly with her lips, sticking her tongue out to touch my slit. I felt myself leak pre cum and she made an “umm” sound and used her tongue like a brush to go all around my tip. Then her tightly closed lips slid further down my shaft; her mouth was very wet. She went into a bobbing motion. This was my first blow job, and I had nothing to compare it to, but it was totally insane beyond anything I could do to myself.

By pure instinct, I moved my hips and kept in time to her sucking motion. We went faster and faster, and I felt the orgasm welling up inside me, powerful and desperate. Suddenly I let loose and blew three loads in succession, hitting the back of her throat. She kept up her stride and made slurping noises as she sucked up all my cum. But there was so much, there was cum streaming down from the corners of her mouth onto her cheeks. She sucked me clean and looked up at me. Her eyes were glazed, and the white cum was all over her chin as well.

She stood up and sat on my lap facing me and we kissed passionately, sweetly. I licked her face clean, the sweet/salty taste of my own jizz keeping me hard. Another first. I had images of myself as a teenager in front of my sister’s mirror, talking dirty to myself like a slut. It was the taste of my cum that brought those thoughts on. I kept my mouth tight on Jaclyn’s and used my tongue to sweep the insides of her cheeks and her tongue, hungry for every drop.

She broke off the kiss and whispered to me, “That was so good Jer. You taste wonderful. I’m so fucking horny – I need you inside me.” Well there was only one thing to do. We laughed at the state we were both in – in the college library, and she invited me back to her dorm room. But this time, I had an open invitation.

We walked with our arms around each other’s waists across campus to her dorm. Her room was a typical college girl’s room minus a second bed. How she scored a single I didn’t know, nor care. Where the second bed should have been was a small couch with an Ottoman. Behind it was a large TV screen and a Play Station console on the side. There were very few pictures in her room. One of her parents, and the rest, some photos of other girls.

“You want a drink Jer?” she said as she bent down to a small refrigerator next to the couch.

“Sure, whatever you have I’ll have.”

“Well, I’m gonna crack open a beer.”

“That’s fine Jaclyn,” I said.

So she brought out two bottle of Miller Lite and popped open the tops with an opener from the top of the ref and handed me mine.

“Well that was a first for me – in the library, I mean.”

“Oh yeah, me too - I mean my first first,” I said as I took a large slug of the cold beer.

“Oh wait! We have to drink a toast!”

“What should we drink to?” I asked.

“How about . . . to new experiences?”

“Okay then, ‘to new experiences,’ may they keep coming,” and we clinked bottles.

“How did you like it?” she asked, squinting her eyes in a playful manner.

“Are you kidding?” I said. “You’re incredible!”

She laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot.”

“A lot???”

“No, silly. I don’t give my body freely, but for you – I want you Jer. Like I said, I want you to fuck me!”

I said nothing, not being very experienced at this.

“Oh, okay,” she said. “Sorry. I’ll guide you along. People have been doing this for ages! I should be more specific. I want you to fuck me in my ass!”

“Holy shit Jaclyn. You are a wild girl!”

“Ha! You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“Here,” she said smiling as she placed me sitting on the bed. “Take your jeans and boxers off and throw them on the floor here,” she said, pointing to a place on the floor near the foot of the bed. I did that in no time flat and looked at her smiling, her long legs so smooth and strong showing under the denim skirt. She undid her belt, and slipped out of her skirt. Underneath was a black satin G-String. She turned around and I could see the strap nestled snugly between her butt cheeks. I knew how that must have felt from my previous experience, and I was jealous. She took off the camisole and her tits were standing up. Her breasts looked like two ripe pears, the skin white, soft and smooth. She shook her hair down in front.

Then Jaclyn went over to her desk and opened up her black leather bag and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s. I was staring at it, and she caught on. “Oh it seems you find my smoking to be a bit of a turn-on eh?’’

I couldn’t stop staring at her. “I’ve seen guys with smoking fetishes before. It’s cool, I happen to have one myself,” she said. “Would you like one Jer?”

“Uh, no, not now. I’ll just watch you.”

“Okay, suit yourself,” she said smiling, and lit herself up with a silver butane lighter from her bag. She held it very effeminately and her first drag was a French inhale. I was staring at the lipstick coating the long, white filter. My cock was as hard as a rock, and she huffed out a laugh. “Humm, works every time.”

She slowly walked towards me taking a drag and blowing the smoke in my face. “Okay Jer, Just get behind me,” she said and handed me a tube of K-Y Jelly from her night table drawer.

She got on her knees on the bed, facing the front. I got behind her and spread her butt cheeks apart. “Please move my strap to the size honey.”

As I did so she handed me the tube. “Now rub it all over my ass hole and up to the edge of my G-String. Then put a nice amount on your cock, okay?”

“Yeah, sure. Anything.”

“Good boy, she said,” flicking her ashes into the ashtray on the night stand.

It was cool and slick, and I rubbed it all over her, and she said, “Stick your finger inside me first and rub it all around.”

As I did so, she began to moan. Her hole was very tight and as I pressed my fingers hard around in a circle she gasped. “Ohhhhh, I want you inside me so bad,” and she shook her ass a little and laughed.

I was hard as fuck and as I parted her butt cheeks apart, I placed the tip of my cock onto the beginning of her slick ass hole. She rose up a bit, and stuck a hand down the front of her G-String. I entered slowly with just the head of my cock, and the feeling was incredible; so much tighter and firmer than her lips were. I met no resistance as I went farther inside her, pulling out and going in again, each time going farther and farther. She moved her ass around in a circle, putting more pressure against her sides, and pushed herself onto me, driving my cock inside her as far as it would go.

Her soft moans became louder and louder and turned me on even more. I was going faster and faster until I could take it no longer and erupted – this time a real explosion inside of her, filling her up with my cum. The warmth of my cum around my cock made me go faster and faster. I felt my cum leaking out down my balls and the inside of her butt cheeks. Then she let out a scream and I saw her fists clenching the bed sheets. She had the longest orgasm I ever saw – stiffening up and hissing loudly between clenched teeth. My hands spread her firm butt cheeks out even wider, and I couldn’t stop. I wanted to cum a second time.

She wanted it too and kept up her feverish bucking on me, going faster and faster. Then I felt my desire build and it was out of my control. I lost it after maybe five minutes which seemed like an eternity to me. I let out a loud moan after which she stiffened and did the same. We both slowed down, and I was still inside her and I lied my head down on her back, cum leaking down the inside of her thighs, and my face planted against her silky, luscious hair.

I slowly pulled out and she got up on her knees and turned around to face me. We held hands and kissed, deep in passion that only true lovers knew. Though she was my first, I felt I was bound to her forever in that one moment.

“I need a cigarette Jer. You want one?”

This time I gave into my fetish. The last time I smoked was a few years ago at home while dressed in my sister’s clothing. She lit me up smiling. “Good boy Jer, I want you nice and hooked.” It made me feel like a real slut, and I was suddenly jealous of the pleasure she felt as a result of my pounding. I wondered what it was like. But I told myself that I wasn’t homosexual. I could never see myself with another man – unless . . .
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WE CUDDLED FOR A WHILE, and I wanted to go again, when she surprised me. “I want you to see something Jer.”

“Yeah, what’s that?”

She stood up in front of me and smiled her mysterious, hypnotic smile. Turning to the side, she took a drag which only excited my fetish and got me quite hard again. Then she faced me and biting her bottom lip, tucked a finger inside the front of her G-String. I watched her as she slowly pulled it down and I could see that her pubic area was shaved. She suddenly gave her thong a good yank and I couldn’t believe my eyes; when out popped the largest cock I had ever seen.

“OH MY GOD JACLYN!!! What the fuckkkkk???”

“What’s the matter Jer,” she said laughing. “You’ve never seen a girl with a cock before?”

I swallowed hard and said, “No I haven’t. I’ve never been with a trans woman before.”

“I transitioned when I was a senior in high school. I had a smoking fetish too. I felt comfortable trying on girl’s clothes, didn’t much care for boys unless I was dressed, and I wondered what it would feel like to be fucked like a girl – a slut. Oh, and I liked having a cock, so I used HRT, did some surgery on my face and vocal cords, and here I am,” she said, spreading her arms out to her sides.”

“What did your parents say?”

“Oh they and my older brother were very supportive of me which helped a lot, let me tell you.”

I felt this was a sign from above, and I told her about my fetish, and my dressing in my sister’s clothes. I also mentioned those confusing feelings I had about my roommate Ted, and my expression changed to sadness. She pulled me close to her, her cock pointing up and hitting my tummy as she wrapped her arms around me.

I could taste her smoky breath as she kissed me deeply. I pulled away and whispered softly to her: “Do you find my feelings, or I’m not sure what to call them about my roommate as a betrayal of some kind?” I immediately felt stupid for saying that because while Jaclyn and I were indeed in a sexual relationship, it wasn’t anything “official,” but I did have strong feelings about her.

“Oh not at all Jer,” she said reassuringly. “Listen, I’m about to have the most serious conversation with you you’ll ever have in your life.”

This got my attention, and I held her looking and listening attentively.

“See, I’ve been where you are, and It’s very important now that you explore your sexuality. No feelings are wrong or right, they’re just feelings.” 

“So what does that mean exactly?”

“I’m working on an idea, but first . . . we’re not quite finished here honey.”

As soon as she said that my cock started throbbing again, and I was as hard as I’d ever been. “Get on the bed and this time you go first,” and she nodded to the head of the bed.

I was excited in what was to me a sinful, naughty way. I actually wanted to experience sex as a girl. I wanted to be used as a slut, a whore. I wanted to be dressed as one, I wanted to talk like one, and most of all, I wanted to be fucked just like a whore! All my inhibitions flew away on the wind just by talking to Jaclyn. I thought of the night I met her as the luckiest night of my life.

I was on all fours at the head of the bed and Jaclyn was right behind me. She had a tube of K-Y Jelly which she spread all the way down my taint. She stuck her index finger in my “boy pussy” which she named a “bussy,” and went in two knuckles deep and made a circle, pressing along my sides. I moaned with pleasure and a queer sense of fullness.

She spoke softly to me. “Jer, it may hurt quite a bit, so I want you to steel yourself, but I promise you it’ll soon be the most intense pleasure you’ve ever felt.” This encouraged me as I was about to see. She reached behind me and rubbed the cool gel along the shaft of her cock.

Then she pulled my butt cheeks apart and pressed the tip of that monster cock against my bussy. She wasted no time and went in as far as the end of her tip. I felt full, and a nice amount of pain as I was stretched for the first time. I gave in to thinking this was the price to pay for becoming what I had always dreamed about.

My fists clenched the bedsheets, and the pain was excruciating as she thrusted deep inside me. It soon melded with pleasure, and I wanted more and more as I thrust back on her. She went faster and faster and was gasping. Then she hit a spot deep inside me – the “p spot” where all abandon was thrown to the wind. This must be what a girl feels I told myself. It was incredible. Suddenly a feeling welled up from deep inside me and I came in three big spurts onto the bed sheets. That triggered Jaclyn and soon I felt a jet of warm cum spread all inside me. I felt some leaking out of my butt and trickle down the insides of my thighs. She kept going faster and faster and hissing, and making wordless sounds of ecstasy.

We both slowed, and she pulled out of me and spun me around quickly, kissing me hard on the mouth. “Umm, you’re so delicious Jeremiah. I could do this all night,” she said.

“Yeah, so could I,” I said.

“We’re ready for the next step,” she said with a sly smile that made her mysterious eyes twinkle, and she kissed me deeply. “I have you Jer,” she said softly.

Jaclyn told me her plan. She would actually help me land Ted! After I told her about my confused feeling s for him, she was happy to help me along. She didn’t mind sharing. Later on I was to find that trans women who helped others down the path were only too willing to help their prodigies explore their sexuality. So we discussed exactly how I would go about getting Ted.

My friends wanted to go out again on Saturday night and I told them I was going home for the weekend. I had a bag packed which I would take to my car, and park off campus, Saturday morning. I had the plan set in motion which Jaclyn would help me with.
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WHEN I CAME TO HER ROOM late on Saturday afternoon, Jaclyn was in giddy, carefree mood. She had a half-smoked cigarette in her hand, and I barely got through the doorway when she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. I had a hard on during my walk to her dorm, but now it was throbbing with excitement.

“Well, what do you think honey?” she said as she pointed to an array of girl’s clothes on her bed.

I was speechless, but very happy. I saw no point in hiding my joy, so a big grin crossed my face. She looked at my face and said, “Yeah, I thought so. Okay, so let’s get started. Take your clothes off.”

“Wow, look at all this stuff! You bought all this stuff for me??” I said, barely containing my excitement.

“I sure did. Well, not everything. The dress here is mine, but it should fit you. You’re a bit smaller than I was when I first wore it about five years ago.”

There was a pair of emerald green panties – a G-String like she wore, and a matching green laced bra. The dress was a one-piece black satin material which looked like it would hug my butt nicely. I couldn’t wait to try them on. But what really caught my attention was a long, chestnut colored wig, done up styled on the top with the sides and back long enough to flow down my back.

I slipped my jeans off and took off my boxers and t-shirt all under her watchful eyes. “Oh, there’s one more thing,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, curious as to what it could be.

“Why I have to shave you, of course.”

Funny I never thought of that before.

“Well you should. You’re serious about this right?”

“You’re right,” I said, conceding to what was true.

“Okay, then follow me into the bathroom,” she said. She turned on the water in the bath tub and I got in as soon as it was full. She shaved me all over – and I mean all over.

She held my face in her hand and looked at me closely. With a pair of tweezers she worked on my eyebrows. “Humm,” she said thoughtfully. I think we’ll need some eyebrow pencil. You’ll want to look your best for him, right?”

I knew she meant Ted, and I froze up for a moment, but the momentum was going; and I was powerless to stop it. After I was dry and I slipped the panties on, the feeling was indescribable as the soft, smooth satin went up my legs, making my boner point upwards. After it was settled over my junk, Jaclyn lit cigarettes for both of us and started rubbing my cock through the satin. “Now how does that feel?” she asked.

“It’s amazing. It’s even better than when I did this as a teenager.”

She laughed. “I’d be surprised if it didn’t feel better.

“Jaclyn, I want to ask you something I’ve been meaning too.”

“Okay, shoot.”

“We discussed this already, but I’m having trouble wrapping my head around this. I know how you feel about me, and you have to know the feelings are mutual, but why do you want to help me, I don’t know . . . ‘hook’ Ted?”

She placed my gorgeous made up face in her hands and came close to me. “Because I know if I don’t give you the opportunity to explore your feelings truly, then it will always be something nagging at you Jer. I’m fine if you want to have a relationship with Ted, or some other guy, but please understand that I do want you for me – I always want to number one with you. Okay?”

That made sense to me, and my feelings for Jaclyn only grew stronger because of her “generosity,” and caring.

After the bra went on she said, “Now come back into the bathroom and have a seat at the vanity table. We’ll do the makeup.” I knew what to do from watching all the YOUTUBE videos, but she did it for me. After the makeup was applied, she placed the latex wig cap on me and then the wig itself; styling it after it was set on my head. I went back into the bedroom and slipped the dress on over my head. With my newly shaved legs it looked wonderful. The G-String pouch had a gaff in it, which hid my raging cock from view.

“Okay, now you’re ready to see how beautiful you are Jer.”

First we lit up cigarettes for the full slut effect. I had lots of mascara, blue eyeshadow, eyeliner, and lip liner on. I was all set to go, and I looked stunning. I posed in front of the mirror, and I just wanted to fuck myself.

“Oooh, you look too delicious to go to Ted. I may just decide to keep you for myself. I was almost too busy admiring myself in the mirror to hear what she said, but I did, and turned to look at my beautiful creator.

“Now, just one more thing. We need a female name for your alter ego. How about ‘Candy,’ because you look delicious enough to eat!”

“Candy, huh. Yeah, yeah, I like it! Well ‘Candy’ I am then.”

“Okay, now you’re sure your friends are at the Silver Fox tonight, right?”

“Yes, they asked me to go with them tonight, but I told them I was going home this weekend. I even packed a bag and threw it in my trunk. I said I wouldn’t be back until Sunday. When I left this morning with my stuff, I made sure that was what Ted and the guys were going to do.”

“Perfect! Then you and I will go out together, which I would love to do with Candy from now on anyway. No more Jer when you’re with me, okay?”

“Sure. I couldn’t be happier.”

“Oh, here’s one of my bags for you. You can have it. I even put your own pack of Virginia Slims inside with a lighter and a makeup compact case.”

“Wow, I’m impressed Jaclyn. You thought of everything.”

“Of course I did. Anything for my Candy.” We both laughed like two girlfriends sharing a secret.

“Now here’s the plan,” she said, rummaging around in her top dresser drawer. She pulled out a slender, blue plastic case. “Ah, here it is” opening it for me to see. Inside were colored contact lenses. “These are something that you don’t need a doctor’s prescription for. They will make your eyes blue. I’m pretty sure that with these, and raising your voice an octave or so, you can fool any of your friends – especially in a place where the lighting is dim and the music loud, ok? Here,” and she handed the case to me.

I never put contacts in, so Jaclyn helped me. “There, how do they feel?”

“They feel fine, just a little scratchy.”

“Okay, then take them out. I forgot the eye drops.”

So I took the lenses out careful not to drop them, and placed the lubricant gel in my eyes.

“Much better,” I said. Now when I looked in the mirror, I was a much different person – I was ‘Candy’ in all respects.

Now we were ready to go to the Silver Fox, and I was to make my debut as the person I was meant to be all along – Candy, the smoky, cum-slut whore.
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WHEN WE PULLED INTO THE LOT, I saw Ted’s car over on the side of the lot close to the club. We parked in the back, and walked around to the front. Jaclyn paid the cover charge for both of us, and we made our way through the crowd, over to the bar. As it happened, Ted, Scooter and Harry were in the center of the bar, having beers. We made our way to their left side and took two seats. It seemed the dance floor was more crowded than the night I first met Jaclyn.

“Well, there they are,” Jaclyn said, nodding her head in their direction. They were sitting on bar stools, talking and scanning the dance floor for girls. “What do you say we have a beer and then start dancing. We want to attract their attention and so we can’t get too physical honey. We don’t want to frighten them away. I’m wearing what I wore the night we met, so they should recognize me.” She laughed, and said, “You, I’m positive they won’t recognize!”

“Let’s hope not,” I said, and motioned for the bartender to come take our orders.

We sat a while nursing our beers, and I saw Scooter pair up with some girl who I vaguely remembered from campus, and they were dancing. Ted and Harry were still over by the bar.

“Come on Candy, it’s showtime,” Jaclyn said, and we put our empty bottles on the bar, and I left a tip. We made our way hand in hand up to the dance floor and positioned ourselves in the direct eyeline of Ted and Harry. But it was Scooter who stared at me for a minute or two. He whispered something in the girl’s ear and made his way back to the bar to Ted and Harry.

Jaclyn and I were dancing slow, close but not touching, and we saw Scooter talking to Ted and Harry, and nodding at us. They both turned on their stools and were studying Jaclyn. I was hoping that at least one of them would come over to us. Plan B was that Jaclyn would say hello to Scooter if nothing happened when he returned to be with the girl on the dancefloor.

To my pleasant surprise, Ted, Harry and Scooter got off their stools and started making their way towards us. Jaclyn and I were smiling at each other. Ted was the first to say something.

“Hi ladies,” he said, as carefree as hell.

“Hi there guys,” Jaclyn said.

“Say, could I ask you something?” Ted asked Jaclyn.

“Sure. It’s a free country. Ask away.”

“I’m curious. Last Saturday were you dancing with a friend of mine, about your friend’s height?” pointing to me, which was kind of funny, and made me freeze for a second. Then Ted said, “Oh I have shit for manners! My name’s Ted and these two are Harry and Scooter.” But by now Scooter was back to dancing with the other girl. Ted nodded Scooter’s way when he made the introduction. “Looks like Scooter made a friend,” and he smiled.

“It would appear so,” Jaclyn nodded. “I’m Jaclyn, and this is Candy,” she said. I said, “Hi guys, what’s up?”

“I just remembered seeing Jaclyn dancing with my roommate Jeremiah last week.”

“Oh, okay,” I said.

“Oh yeah, Jeremiah. I remember. It was a little awkward because I left him and didn’t say goodbye, but I thought he was cute. I did tell him where my dorm was – Slawson. I was playing a silly game. I do that sometimes. I know, it sounds rude. We had a good time, and I wanted to see if he would look me up and try to find me in campus, and he did.”

“He did?” Ted said, playing dumb.

“Yes, he came to my room and left a note on my door, so I called him.”

“Oh you did? He didn’t say anything more to me about you. To be honest, I thought it was a little strange the way you left him, and he’s a good friend. He was hurting after you left him like that. See, he doesn’t get out much.” Jaclyn looked at me and grinned.

“Yeah, I’m really sorry about that. But I like him a lot, and we do have another date planned. Maybe we can do a double or something sometimes.”

“Okay,” Ted said smiling. “Fair enough.”

“By the way, speaking of Jeremiah; I call him Jer, where is he tonight?”

“Oh he went home to his folks ‘till tomorrow,” Ted said, playing his game to the hilt.

“I see. Say, how would you like to dance with my friend Candy here?” Jaclyn said, her eyes twinkling.

Ted looked over me and his tongue was caught in his throat. “Yeah, I would like that!”

“Great. Harry is it?” Jaclyn said turning to my friend from across our room.

“This is me,” Harry said with some false macho bravado.

“Okay then, let’s go.”

So I paired off with Ted and Jaclyn paired off with Harry.

I took Ted by the hand, with my heart racing all over the floor. We ignored the beat of the techno music, and I placed my arms around Ted’s shoulders. With my pumps (I hadn’t mastered heels yet), I was about the same head height. I looked into his eyes, and he didn’t even recognize me. My cock was rock hard, and I could feel his bulging against me.

“You know, you seem a little familiar to me,” Ted said.

“Yeah, I get that a lot. I guess a girl with a kick ass figure and long, black hair will do that to a guy,” I answered.

“I don’t know it’s weird. I feel really comfortable around you.”

“Well, I guess that’s a good thing Ted. So do I.”

I pulled him closer, and my lips were close enough so that I gently touched them to his. He wanted it as much as I did, and before I knew it, his tongue was in my mouth, and he was pulling me closer to him.

We were moving and gyrating to the music, bodies pressed close to each other, and deeply locked in a long kiss. It was weird as fuck, but just what I wanted I realized for almost two years. His hands were running through my silky hair, and he took an arm off my shoulder and placed it tightly against my waist. I had pre cum drip into my gaff.

“I wish I we could go somewhere Ted,” I said, breathing hard into his ear.

“There’s a place in the back, sort of a private room where couples can go,” he said.

“Well then what are waiting for? I’m dying for cock!” I answered. I swear I could feel his cock turn to a steel rod. I’d never seen my roommate’s cock before, so this should be good. If it was anything like what I was feeling, it would be incredible.

He took my hand, and we walked off the dance floor. I turned to see Jaclyn, still dancing with Harry, grinning at me.

We walked to the back of the dance floor and there was a corridor which led down a hall to a door at the end. It was next to the men’s room, and the friggin’ walls had “glory holes” in them!

“Well this is convenient,” I said to Ted. We were alone and I didn’t waste any time. I went for the zipper on his jeans and undid his belt buckle and pulled his jeans down around his ankles. The floor thankfully had carpet on it, which was easy on my knees as I got down on them. My ass was tingling. As much as I wanted to suck my roommate’s cock, I wanted him to drill me hard in my bussy (boy pussy).

I picked up his cock in my long fingernails and placed my lips on his tip. It had to be at least seven inches long. I wasn’t disappointed at all. He moaned as I slowly covered it with my moist, glossy lips. I stuck my tongue out and moved it slowly around like a paintbrush.

His hands were pressing on my head as I started a bobbing motion up and down. My mouth was nice and wet, so it slid easily. My lips made a tight seal around his shaft and his hips went in-sync to my sucking and slurping. He was moaning and made a hissing noise.

“Oh my God – don’t stop Candy!”

My eyes looked up at him as I was sucking. I felt wonderful – like a real cum slut whore. Then I felt him stiffen and a cascade of thick warm cum entered my mouth and punched the back of my throat. It was too much to handle as he shot out at least three times, and some of it dribbled down the corner of my lips. The sight of me really turned him on, and after I had licked his cock clean, he pulled me up by the shoulders.

He wasted no time and licked the cum off of my chin and the corners of my lips. He made “ummm” noises as he did so. When I was clean we went back to deep kissing, and I stuck my hands under the front of his shirt and pinched his nipples between my fingers.

I came off his lips – I was dying. My bussy was tingling. I wanted his cock inside me in the worst way. “Listen,” I said. “What do you say we get out of here? I’m dying for a cigarette, and I need to get off too,” I said, smiling at Ted.

“Sure, what do you want to do?”

“Didn’t you say your roommate Jason was home for the weekend?”

“Uh you mean Jeremiah.”

“Yeah, sorry, Jeremiah.”

“Yes I did. So you wanna go back to campus to my dorm?”

“I would love that Ted . . . very much,” and I kissed him on the cheek several times between words.

“Now how will we do this?” Ted asked.

“Did you drive your friends here?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, well if your friends still want to stay then I know Jaclyn will take them home in her car.”

“That’s great, yeah, so let’s go.”

We did the walk of shame outside and made our way to the bar. “Last drink?” Ted asked.

“Sure,” I said.

The three of them were at the bar. Jaclyn, Harry and Scooter. Scooter was with the girl he was dancing with.

“Well hello there Ted, Jaclyn,” Harry said. “We thought you guys got lost.”

I turned red and Jaclyn gave me a wink.

“Say, are you guys ready to leave yet?” Ted asked.

“Uh no, we’d like to stay a while, why?” Harry asked.

“Because Candy and I wanna go back to campus. She wants to see my room.”

“Does she now?” Jaclyn said, looking at me.

“Yes I do, Jaclyn. Would you be a dear and drive the guys back to the campus?”

“Sure no problem.”

“Great, then Ted will drive him and I back to campus now.”

“Okay you crazy kids – have fun!” Jaclyn said, clearly excited for me. So Ted and I walked with our arms around each other’s waists back out into the parking lot, and we got into Ted’s car and drove back to our dorm room. My cock was pounding at what I hoped would come.
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“IT’S REALLY NICE OF JACLYN TO DRIVE THEM BACK TO THE DORM,” Ted said as we walked downstairs to our dorm room and entered it – or rather Ted and Jeremiah’s room.

“Yes, she’s a good friend.”

“You know, I’ve never seen you here before. Where do you live, and what’s your major?”

“I live in Slawson, down the hall from Jaclyn, and I’m majoring in Medieval Irish Poetry, and you?”

“Oh okay, wow. What do you plan to do with that major,” Ted asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t know, probably teach.”

“Cool.”

“Uh, mind if I have a cigarette?” I asked politely.

“No, go right ahead,” and Ted grabbed a metal jar cap for me to use as an ashtray.

I was surprised because I knew Ted hated smoking, but for some reason he didn’t care tonight. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say it turned him on a lot. He watched as I seductively lit up and did a hollow cheek drag and blew a stream up to the ceiling.

I stood off to the side and took my dress off over the top of my head.

“So how’s your cock?” I asked.

“It could use more training,” he said.

I laughed at the inside joke. He would have his first sissygasm tonight if things went according to plan.

I walked up to him closely, and with smoky breath said to his face, “I think the instructor is in tonight.”

“Come on Teddy, take your clothes off. What are you waiting for, a gold leaf invitation?” I said, laughing. I had never seen this side of him before. He was usually very strong, confident. A take charge sort of guy. Tonight he seemed timid.

“I want you to fuck me very hard Ted. Except I want you to pound me from behind – in my ass!”

“Shit, you are wild Candy!”

“What can I say Teddy, I’m a slut.” Just saying that aroused me no end. I was ready to be ridden hard.

Ted stripped down to nothing, and I hopped on my bed facing the front, naked except for my G-String and bra. The bra pulled my skin together and I had pretty passable cleavage. I took a tube of K-Y Jelly out of my bag and passed it to him.

“Come on, lube me up honey.”

“With pleasure, he said.” After he spread the jelly all up and down my taint, he rubbed it all along the length of his big cock. He moaned because of the cook slickness, and he bumped the tip of his cock against one of my butt cheeks.

I pulled the strap of my G-String over to the side, and stuck my butt high in the air. He spread my cheeks apart and stuck the end of his cock against my now deflowered bussy. Thanks to Jaclyn, I could handle anything.

I was so fucking horny, I didn’t wait for him to thrust, I just backed up on his cock, having only his head enter me and I moaned – it was so good. He did too. “Oh God, Candy – this feels so good.” I laughed.

“Then keep going Ted.”

Ted went in as far as he could go. He stretched me good and like with Jaclyn, it was painful. But I knew that soon it would be the most incredible feeling. He was a big boy, and slid out of me completely, then went in again, harder. We got into a rhythm immediately, and I moved my torso around, so his cock pressed against my insides.

He went faster and faster, and I could feel his balls slapping my butt. We were both making grunting noises, and I was careful through my ecstasy to keep the pitch of my voice high.

Grunting and slapping. Those were the only sounds to come from us for what seemed like an eternity. Then Ted shouted in one fast phrase, “ShitI’mgonna’cum!” And I felt his warm, thick jizz enter my bussy. I didn’t even have to touch my cock, and I let loose a flood inside of my gaff, and stiffened, letting out a loud moan. He didn’t stop and kept going.

He pulled out slowly and was exhausted, laying his upper body over my lower back.

I turned around and we faced each other, both of us on our knees and I kissed him deeply. “I’ve been waiting for this for a long time.”

What do you mean? Sex?” he said.

I realized I could have given the game away sooner than I had planned and just said, “Yeah, it’s been a while for me.”

“Hard to believe,” he said. “You’re such a beautiful woman.”

“Thank you Ted.”

I lit another cigarette, and I asked him, “You got anything to drink here?” knowing full well that we had beers in the fridge.

“Sure help yourself, there’s beer in the fridge,” Ted said. So we sat together on the bed and drank bottled beer, making small talk. I was playing my role so good; I should have been a theatre major. I stood up after we finished and went to stand in the center of the room. I stood looking at him and smiled.

“What are you doing?” Ted said.

I didn’t answer and hooked my thumb in the inside of my front. I looked at him, and bit my bottom lip, holding my cigarette up with my other hand.

I pulled down my G-String slowly, and he watched, unsure exactly of what he would see. Would he get angry and throw me out of the room? I didn’t think so. But I could never be one hundred per cent sure. You never really know a person, even after two years.

When the tip of my cock was at the point of coming out from the top of my thong, I pulled it down quickly to the top of my thighs. Now my cock sprang out, and it was very hard, almost pointing to the ceiling of our room.

At first Ted said nothing – he just stared. Then he came out of his trance and whispered, “What the fuck . . . Candy? You’re a . . . a . . . shemale?” Using the expression that referred to trans women in Asia. To be sure, I liked that term better than transgender woman.

“Yes Ted, you’re not disgusted?”

Quickly he answered. “Oh no, not at all! I mean, gee . . . I don’t know what I mean, but I’m not disgusted.”

I walked towards him. “Good enough to suck on?” and I placed the tip of my cock close to his lips.

This was the moment of truth. He gently placed his lips on my tip and kissed it. I smiled and backed away. “Ted, you said I looked familiar earlier.”

“Yeah, I thought I did, but I guess I was wrong?”

“Well, think. Who do I remind you of? Your roommate Jeremiah?” I said in my male voice.

“YES! Oh FUCK! But HOWWW??” he was yelling, his green eyes wide opened.

“Does anything change Ted?” I said as I moved in closer to him, and sat on his lap, facing him, and placing my arms around his shoulders. “Come on Teddy,” I said softly. “I felt this attraction between us for a long time, and I’ve been wrestling with it. For a long time I’ve known this about myself – that I liked men, but only if I was a woman. Or rather, as a shemale. Come now Ted, you’ve felt this attraction too. I could see it in your eyes when we talked. The other day, walking home from the library, I saw it on your face. Am I wrong. Answer me truthfully Teddy.”

He was quiet for a while, looking me right in the eyes. Then he stood up and held me by the shoulders. My cock was hitting his tummy.

“Oh, the blue eyes are contacts. I thought that without them, you’d recognize me right away.” There was a long silence as he studied me closely from top to bottom.

“You know what Jer, er, I mean Candy – even if I did recognize you I would have played along. I knew I cared about you, more than just a friend. This makes it . . . acceptable, I think. No, wait. It does!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “I’m happy Ted, I really am. I have Jaclyn to thank for this. She’s helped me a lot and made me realize my true self.”

“So what do we do now?” he asked.

“I need to get off – now, that’s what,” I said, my cock hitting his lips.

Ted said nothing and picked up my cock with his fingers and pulled it into his mouth, lips parted open and waiting. I felt the wetness of his mouth right away. Maybe it was the beer, but I slid in easily, in spite of the fact that my cock was sticky after having just cum inside my gaff.

His lips were tight, and it was great – no fantastic really. I couldn’t believe that finally I had Ted. I knew it was right all along. He slid over my cock easily, taking all of me into his mouth. His tongue wrapped itself around mine and went up and over the soft tuft of sensitive skin on the underside of my cock. I was in total heaven. My eyes were closed, and I was moaning. He sucked me faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to match his rhythm and speed. His right hand grabbed my balls and held them tight, his fingers caressing me.

This was too much for me and I shot a big wad of warm, sticky cum that hit the back of Ted’s throat. He barely noticed, but kept sucking and took it all in – which made me very happy. He cleaned me good, and I took my hands off the top of his head, and he rose up to meet my lips. We kissed for what seemed like an eternity.

Then we sat on the bed, his arm draped protectively over me.

“So what now?” he asked softly, the same question – almost.

“Well,” I said laughing. “We’re already living together.”

“But what about Jaclyn?” he asked, sounding a bit downcast.

“What about her?” I replied.

“Aren’t you two in a relationship already?”

“Sort of, but it doesn’t affect us. Jaclyn is fine with it. She’s helping me make my transition to who I really am,” I said. “In fact, I know she wants to join us. We could have lots of fun with a threesome – you and two transgender women! You know Teddy, Jaclyn doesn’t have a roommate.”

“Okay that’s great, but you can’t tell any of the guys . . . about us,” he said, the words not coming easily.

“Don’t worry Ted, I won’t. Right now, I’m only dressing for Jaclyn and you.”

“Fine with me,” Ted said, a devilish grin spreading across his face.

***

Jaclyn was very happy for me and Ted, and by the fall of our senior year, I started HRT. Ted was overjoyed beyond belief and the three of us became really tight, spending some nights with Jaclyn, and the others in our room. After college, the three of us found jobs locally, and got an apartment in the city together. To all intents and purposes, Ted was living with two trans female roommates and getting everything out of it he ever dreamed of.

❤️❤️❤️


Like What you Read?

Dear Reader,
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