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One

_______________

___

“LOOK AT HIM TOSSING AND TURNING. I hope he’s enjoying himself,” the researcher in the long white lab coat said as he stood over the hospital bed where I lie, deep in a drug-induced slumber. The bed next to me had similar equipment around it but was empty.

“We won’t know until he wakes up, but if those EEG leads are accurate, I’d say he’s having a great time,” the other researcher, a female, with black hair tied up in a bun, and brown, owl-rimmed glasses said, as she leaned over me making notes on a clipboard. A third person, a male tech in a short, powder blue jacket moved electrodes to different parts of my shorn head. They all watched the different parts of my brain light up in bright colors.

“Look at the Amygdala – it’s lighting up like the Fourth of July!” the lead male researcher exclaimed. “Okay, now add the audio stimuli,” he said, as the tech placed the headphones on me.

The building where this was all taking place was Fort Sickles, a secret US Army facility in the middle of Montana – a nondescript one-story red brick building in the middle of an ordinary looking army base, with barracks, a small parade ground and administrative buildings. It resembled Fort Dietrick in Maryland – the base where the US Army conducted top secret biological and chemical warfare testing.

The female researcher grinned. “Colonel Stephens, in answer to your first comment, look at his cock. It’s stiffer than the flag pole at high noon!”

The three of them laughed and Col. Stephens looked at his watch and checked the IV lines flowing into me. “Okay, lets go. We’ll be back later. In the meantime, have anesthesia come in and check him.”

“Yes Sir,” the female researcher, Major Devins said.

My name is Henry Hunt, and I’m a Pvt. First Class in the US Army and I volunteered for what they described to me was a neurological stimulation experiment – completely harmless, designed to place me subconsciously in an “unusual situation” and look at how my brain responded. They told me it was safe, and vital to the Nation’s defense, and I’d be doing a great service to my country. As a prospective career soldier at age eighteen, I would also receive a promotion to staff sergeant, an E4, and increased pay plus a bonus. How could I refuse? I came to the army with nothing, so this was something I couldn’t pass up.

I was standing in front of a long mirror in my bedroom, admiring myself. I was a woman – a gorgeous woman, with a short, powder blue blouse, top four buttons opened, revealing gorgeous cleavage, partly covered by a white laced bra. My hair was auburn, parted, waved, and a little past my shoulders where it curled. My eyes were a bright blue, and my lips were perfect, and covered in cherry red lip gloss. I had on a short denim skirt which covered my curvy hips perfectly. How I got here strangely didn’t bother me. Nor did the fact that I had memories of myself as a young man. I was too wrapped up in myself to care.

I wanted sex. More specifically, I was horny as fuck, and I wanted a cock in the worst way. I had long, lacquered fingernails, and I was touching my breasts with the tips, moaning as they passed over my erect nipples which showed through the laced bra and blouse. I gasped as I unbuttoned the rest of my blouse, touching the skin around my firm, pear shaped breasts. It was tied to just above my navel, and glancing down I noticed that it was pierced, with a silver ring in it.

I felt a pulsing under my skirt, and a tingling inside my ass. I was wearing a G-String, and where the back strap nestled securely between my butt cheeks, it felt comforting, pleasant, natural. I unbuckled the white, vinyl belt, and undid the buttons on my skirt and stuck my fingers underneath the pouch of my G-String.

I still had my cock! Oh my God, it felt so good rubbing it on the silky satin of the G-String. I had pre cum coming out of the tip, and my fist was now going up and down along my shaft. I moved closer to the mirror and began talking to my reflection. “How do you like this baby? You wanna’ cum don’t you? Would you rather explode in my mouth? I want to drink up all your juice,” I said as I bit my bottom lip, my eyes turning misty.

But I didn’t want to lose it just yet. I needed a release badly, but not like this. I needed a partner, but I was alone in my apartment. I didn’t recognize the place, but I knew it was mine. I had to go out somewhere. When I started touching myself it was daylight – midday in fact. Now it was nighttime. There was a shiny, black leather zippered jacket hanging in the closet, along with different dresses, shoes, and a pair of high black leather boots that went just below my knees. I had to go out but didn’t know where to.

I put the boots on, over the sheer, black, nylon panty hose I was wearing, and slipped on the jacket. There was a black leather bag with a shoulder strap sitting on the dining room table I put on. It all felt so natural, that I questioned none of it. I gave myself one last look in the mirror, turning from side to side, ready to leave.

I walked down the steps of the brownstone where my apartment was, in the middle of a residential city block. A black SUV was waiting in front of the building. “I’m Desmond,” the driver, a man who looked to be in his twenties called out to me from the open passenger window. I rummaged through my black bag and pulled out a cell phone, where the location of the Uber in front of my building was pinging. Apparently I had called for an Uber, but I had no memory of doing so.

The back door on the passenger side opened by itself, and I got in. “Ten minutes” he said to me. My cock and my asshole were both throbbing. I had neither hunger nor thirst, just desire.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________

___

AFTER WE STOPPED, I LOOKED AT MY PHONE and there was no fare listed. Desmond said, “No fare Robin. Have a good time . . . like you always do. I’ll be here when you go home.” I was surprised but said nothing. Robin? Huh.

I was standing in front of a club called “Bishop’s Crook,” according to the green neon sign above the entrance. There was a steady techno beat coming from inside. I watched as Desmond pulled away.

“I’m going in,” Colonel Stephens said. He was wearing a paper hospital gown like mine, and his head was shaved too. The anesthesiologist came in the room and started the IV, and the same male tech attached the electrodes to the Colonel’s head. “Good luck Sir,” he said.

“Thank you sergeant,” Stephens replied. “Okay major, you got this?”

“Yessir, we’re good.”

After the IV line was in, Colonel Stephens started counting backwards from one hundred. A “Y” shaped long electrode was connected to my head and Stephen’s head, and the stem of the Y went into a machine below the monitor of the brain activity, which now displayed my brain and Stephen’s. Major Devins sat at a laptop and typed away. Stephens was out before he reached ninety seven.

A voice inside me that seemed like a suggestion said to walk up to the bar and order a drink. The bartender resembled Patrick Swayze a bit and was shaking a drink as he saw me take a seat. “Hi Robin, how’re you doing. You can’t get enough of this place huh?”

“I guess not,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

“The usual, right?”

“Yeah that’s fine Ron.” Wow, I knew his name, but I just met this guy and yet it seemed I knew him all my life. Half the seats at the bar were empty and the dance floor was really crowded. Girls were dancing with girls, some guys with each other, and ordinary couples.

“Gin and tonic,” Ron said, and placed the drink on a napkin in front of me.

There was a beautiful blonde girl standing alone at the edge of the dance floor opposite me, eyeing me and smiling. She looked hot. She wore a one-piece, black party dress and high stiletto heels. She walked over to me and sat on the empty bar stool next to me. Long, silver painted nails moved her long, shiny hair from the front of her shoulder to the back and she turned towards me, smiling.

“You look like you could use some company,” she said, as she got Ron’s attention.

“I just got here, but sure. I could always use company.” What I meant to say was that I needed my dick sucked and something to fill my aching ass with.

She laughed, got Ron’s attention and ordered a scotch and soda. “So, I’m Denise and I’m pretty new in town. A friend at work said this place was all right.”

“So far so good,” I said as I looked around.

“Yeah, lots of hot guys . . . and girls,” she said as she gently placed her hand on top of mine.

“Oh sorry,” I said. “I’m Robin.”

“Well, nice to meet you Robin. Would you like to dance after we finish our drinks? Ron will hold our places.”

“Yes, I would like that very much Denise,” I said. Denise reached into her small bag which was attached to a gold chain she wore over her shoulder. She pulled out an all-white long cigarette and offered me one. Apparently, they allowed smoking in this place. It always kind of turned me on – beautiful women who smoked those kinds of cigarettes.

“Here, Robin, take one,” she said, offering me the pack of Eve 120 Menthols. I had never really smoked, but I was very happy to give into my little secret fetish of being a smoky slut. My cock was busting through my G-String, and Denise was smiling at me, her catlike green eyes sparkling in the subdued lighting of the club. We made small talk as we enjoyed our drinks and our cigarettes.

“Can I be honest with you Robin?” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “Why not?”

“Okay . . . the thing is, I’ve gone home with lots of guys from this place, but they never quite did it for me, you know what I mean?” Being a virgin, I didn’t quite know what she meant, so I lied.

“Yeah I do. So what turns you on exactly?” I asked, genuinely interested.

“Girls like you Robin.”

I almost spit out my drink when she said that. All I knew was that I was a girl with a cock – a transgender woman or shemale, whatever the name was, and that I was horny as fuck. I had a feeling that something would happen with this girl, and I was looking forward to it, whatever it was.

“Come on,” Denise said, pulling me by the hand – “let’s dance,” and I followed her out to the dance floor. We didn’t keep time to the music and danced our own rhythm. Actually, Denise set the rhythm – and it was slow, with her body pressed up against me. We were about the same height, and she placed her arms around my shoulders and leaned in to kiss me.

She slowly placed her lips next to mine, and our eyes met, the longing in hers a turn on for me, and I felt her warm, smoky breath against my face and lips. Then she closed her eyes, pressing her cherry-glossed lips against mine, sliding her cat-like tongue into my mouth, twisting it around mine. We stayed like that; slowly swaying to the music, and her hands left my shoulders and began to wander over my body. She cupped my right breast in her palm and then slid it down over my tummy and stroked her nails over my bare skin and my navel, over my pierced ring, sending chills throughout my body.

I moaned softly through the kiss, and she pressed her waist up against mine, and I was sure she could feel my bulge, but she said nothing. Then she came off my lips and reached down to my denim skirt and stroked my bulge through the material. I could feel the pre cum wetting my G-String.

Breathlessly, she said, “Robin, we need to go somewhere.”

“Yes we do,” I said with a matching urgency.

“I think they have rooms upstairs,” she said.

I let her lead me once more, grabbing my hand tightly and we made our way to a staircase with a polished brass banister at the back of the dance floor. The carpet was a red plush, and the walls were decorated with paintings of lesbian lovers. At the top of the stairs was a man in a black Maître D jacket with greased black hair.

“Good evening Denise,” he said. “I have your suite prepared.”

“Thank you Jasper,” Denise said. “Come on Robin,” she said. Jasper smiled at us as we made our way down the hall.

“Which room is it,” I asked as we walked down a very long hallway.

“Oh I’m sorry honey. Here, just pick a room,” she said. I wondered about Jasper’s comment about “your suite prepared . . .”

“Okay, this one I guess,” I said, pointing to the nearest room.

Denise had a key which unlocked the door, and we stepped into a nicely furnished Victorian-styled bedroom suite. “Is this what you pictured in your mind, Robin?”

“Yes . . . I guess so.” Something about it seemed oddly familiar.

Denise pulled out a cigarette from her bag and handed one to me. She lit us both up with her silver butane lighter and seductively did a French inhale. “Would you like some chilled wine Robin.”

“Yes I would very much.”

“Here, I’ll pour,” she said as she walked over to an ornate wood table in the middle of the suite where there was a silver ice bucket with a bottle and two glasses set next to it.

“Let’s drink a toast,” she said. “To us, and many more times together.”

Our glasses clinked and we sat together on a red plush loveseat across from the bed.

She looked at me and said, “Umm . . . I can’t wait to really taste you, you look so delicious,” as she ran her fingers across my face and down to my cleavage, arousing me like I’d never been aroused before.

She stood up and faced me, never taking her eyes off me. She pulled her dress over her head. She was wearing strapped, sheer, black nylon pantyhose that attached to a black girdle covering a G-String, and a matching black-laced bra. Her green eyes shone from the lighting in the room. With her cigarette dangling from her lips, she unstrapped her pantyhose and placed her thumb under the front pouch of her G-String and slowly pulled it down her legs.

What I saw hypnotized me and filled me with an excitement I never thought possible before – she had the largest cock I ever saw. She smiled and walked slowly towards me. She stood in front of me with her cock at the level of my face, and placed it so it was bouncing up and down on my lips. My lips opened slightly, and my gloss put a gentle coating of red on her tip. She pushed into me and my lips made a tight seal around the head of her cock. I slowly came off of it and took a drag of my cigarette and exhaled over her cock. I wet my glossy lips with my tongue. Now I moved my head forward, and took her cock between my fingers and guided it into my mouth. My tongue stuck out and I moved it slowly around her head, like a brush, making her moan and hiss through closed teeth.

It wasn’t long before I was into full-on sucking of that magnificent specimen of shemale sexuality. My tongue moved around it, massaging the tuft of sensitive skin on the bottom of her cock. I closed my lips even tighter around it, and got into a good back and forth motion. She met my thrusts by bucking her hips into my face, almost choking me with the length and girth of that monster cock.

We went faster and faster until she stiffened and gasped out an “Ohhh!” and shot a load of warm, creamy cum into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I kept on sucking and went even faster, the slippery coating of her cock making the speed happen. She shot at least three loads, enough so that some of it ran down the sides of my lips and chin. It was my first time. But then my ass began to strangely tingle. She came out of my mouth and stood up facing me. Taking a deep, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette, she exhaled into my face and kissed me. She licked her cum off my face, kissing me all over as she did so, getting every drop.

“My God Robin, you are wonderful,” she said sweetly. “I think you need to get off now – you must be busting. I would love to help you,” she said.

“You taste delicious Denise,” I said. I loved sucking cock. I felt as if I had been doing it all my life.

“Come on now my little cum-slut. Hop onto the bed,” she said to me with a soft, yet commanding tone. “I have something to show you.”

I took my skirt and my boots off and unsnapped my girdle and pantyhose. Eagerly I got onto the bed and pushed the strap of my G-String to the side. She got behind me on her knees and took a tube of cocoa butter out of her bag and squeezed some out and began rubbing it all down my taint. She used her slippery hands and rubbed it all around her still erect cock.

“Oh, I think you’re going to love this!” she said excitedly.

She placed the palms of her hands on my butt cheeks and spread them apart, placing the tip of her cock against my cherry asshole or boy pussy. Slowly, she went inside me, and as she stretched me, I cried out in pain, my fists grabbing the bed sheets. Then strangely the pain went away. I couldn’t wait for her to thrust, and I backed up onto her cock, taking all of into my bussy with an insatiable hunger.

She pulled out and went in again, farther this time and backed out again, teasing me. Then she got herself into a good rhythm, and went faster and faster, my boy pussy squeezing tightly against her cock. It felt exquisite, unlike any pleasure I have ever had.

I moved back and forth, in-sync with her thrusts, feeling a deep well of pleasure build up inside of me. I moved the front of the pouch off of my hard cock, and grabbed it with my had, stroking myself fast as she pounded me from the rear. I felt her stiffen and gasp as her warm cum filled me up. There was so much that some of it dribbled down the insides of my butt cheeks and the insides of my thighs.

She went faster and faster, like the Devil playing a fiddle. I screamed as I shot a huge load – three times onto the bed sheets below. I had tears in my eyes from the pleasure of it all. I could only think of Denise and how strangely she and this night were unfolding.

She finally slowed down and laid her long, silky blonde hair on the small of my back, making gentle contented cooing noises.

We faced each other on our knees. “You’re my slut now Robin,” she said. “You belong to me entirely.”

“Yes I do. And you belong to me too Denise. I love you.”

She smiled and kissed me deeply on the lips. “And I love you too,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

“SERGEANT HOWARD, how long has colonel Stephens been under?” Major Devins said as she walked into the room?”

“I’d say about forty-five minutes,” the technician said. “But look Major, there’s hardly any activity showing.”

“Did you move the electrodes?”

“No ma’am. They’re just where we placed them originally. But Private Hunt’s brain is lighting up like a Christmas Tree – look at that!”

“Humm, yes.”

Major Devins placed her fist under her chin as she resumed her seat behind the laptop staring at the screen which showed images of the two brains side by side. “Wow. It looks like he’s having a great time! Let’s see if we can shake up the Colonel a little bit here,” and she got up and walked over to the sleeping Colonel Stevens and injected a few cc’s of a pink fluid into his IV. Then she placed the electrodes on a different place on his head.

“Now let’s watch the show Sergeant,” she said as she resumed her seat.

“Now what do we do Denise?” I asked.

“First let’s have some more wine and a cigarette honey.”

I lit up hungrily. “You’re becoming quite the slut Robin. How do you like it?”

I grinned. “I love it. Oh! I have to straighten out my makeup.” I laughed. I look like a cheap whore who’s been cummed on!”

Denise laughed. “Yes honey, you certainly do.”

I walked into the bathroom of the suite and all the makeup was neatly lined up on the table. After I put my lip gloss on and touched up my running, cummy mascara, I poured a glass of wine for myself and Denise.

“So we can come here any time we like Denise?”

“Yes Robin, anytime you want for as long as you want. No worries, no cares, whatever you’d like.”

“Wow, that’s . . . fantastic,” I said as I turned Denise’s face towards mine and we exchanged a smoky kiss, and then drank our wine.

“Come,” she said after we finished our drinks. “Let’s go downstairs.”

Jasper was at his station at the top of the landing, almost standing at attention, treating us as if we were royalty.

“I trust you ladies found everything to your satisfaction?”

“Yes, thanks Jasper,” Denise said. “If you’re a good boy, I’ll suck your cock later.”

“Thank you Miss Denise,” Jasper said, almost without expression.

Once we were downstairs, it seemed that the place got even busier.

“I think I know where we can go to be real cum sluts! Wanna come Robin?”

“Of course honey. I’ll go anywhere with you.”

We left the club and went out to the curb. Sure enough, Desmond the Uber driver was waiting for us, just as he had promised, although I didn’t call him. Nothing was making any sense, but it didn’t have to. I was fine.

The doors to the back opened for us and Denise and I got into the car. Desmond didn’t turn around. It looked like he was waiting for something. Sure enough, first one, then two, then three, all the way up to six cars exactly like his pulled up behind his. Men from the club filed out and assembled on the sidewalk. They looked to be all men in their twenties, well dressed in trendy casual clothing, and all very muscular and crazy handsome.

I couldn’t remember being turned on before by men, but it didn’t matter – I had no control. My cock did the talking for me. It was as hard as a flag pole. I watched through the rearview mirror as they all piled into the cars, two to three in each one. We were first in line.

“Where are we headed Denise?” I asked.

She looked at me with a mischievous grin, rubbed my cock through my denim skirt and said, “What’s wrong Robin honey, don’t you trust me?”

“Of course I do. I was just wondering, that’s all. It’s all so strange.”

“You should know by now and by the reaction of your cock, that it’s all for you.” I thought about that, and it made sense, from the moment I was “pulled” out of my apartment to come here. I silently shook my head in understanding.

We pulled away from the curb like a procession and drove through the city streets until we came to a highway which led out of the city and then drove for another twenty minutes. Denise had gone from grabbing my cock which was throbbing to sucking me off in the back seat. She had my G-String pulled down over my knees and placed her head in my lap; her silky platinum blonde hair a mess, and tickling my exposed tummy around my belly button ring.

She lit a cigarette in the car and blew smoke over my cock, as she leaked spit down my shaft. She was one thirsty bitch. I bucked my ass up off the car seat and met her head thrusts. Our “dance” became quicker and quicker. Her lips made an exquisitely tight seal around my shaft, and she went faster and faster. I could take it no longer and pressed hard on her silky head and blew a huge load which ran down the corners of her mouth onto my thighs. She sucked my cock clean, and licked the excess cum off my thighs.

Looking at me with those hypnotic green eyes, she and I kissed deeply, not even bothering to come up for air. “You’re so addicting Robin,” she purred in  my ear, kissing my neck before and after.

“Now,” she said. “Squeeze my girl cock,” and I did so.

Desmond and our little motorcade pulled off the highway and I envisioned a stately looking house with a circular driveway, and marble steps with two lions on pedestals on each side oif the stone stairway. Denise was able to read my mind and said, “We’re just about there.”

❤️❤️❤️
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WE AND THE OTHER SIX CARS parked along the circular driveway, and we waited for the others to get out and enter the house. “I don’t know about you Robin, but my cock is throbbing,” Denise said, giving me an inquisitive glance.

“Yes, mine too.” I couldn’t deny it. In spite of the extra padding in my pouch, my cock was doing pushups to get out of its confinement. We kissed inside Desmond’s Uber until all the other men in the cars made their way up the stairs inside the house.

“Time to go honey. Time to get your full cum-slut mode on. Are you ready?” Denise asked.

“Yes, yes, I think I’m ready.” My eyelids felt heavy and as I looked in the rearview mirror, I had a “bitch expression” on my face. I felt like all the world of men existed to please me. Transgender women, gay men, straight men, it didn’t matter. As long as they all had cocks ready to go, was all I cared about. 

I lit a cigarette and looked in Desmond’s mirror as I touched up my mascara and lip gloss. I was of one mindset – pure lust, and I would fuck anything on two legs and let myself be taken by anyone. Denise took me by the arm as we walked up the steps into the house, squeezing me and laughing.

“Look at this Major – Col. Stephen’s brain; it’s like it’s exploding,” the sergeant said.

“Yes, the Amygdala, center of pleasure and sexual gratification. The colors are beautiful, aren’t they.” I wonder what could be going on there? The major thought wistfully. Her pussy was getting moist thinking about it. Next time, I’m going in, she thought.

Col. Stephen’s head was moving quickly side to side, and he was pulling at the arm restraints. “Sergeant, get the anesthesiologist back in here. The colonel needs something to calm him down a bit. I don’t want him seizing up on us now.”

“Right away Major Devins,” the sergeant said and quickly ran out of the room.

“Oh the privileges of rank,” she said softly, and went back to her laptop. She noticed that my brain stayed in a perpetual state of arousal, and the initial excitement stayed and never waned. “Interesting, very interesting. The debrief should be fun,” she said.

As soon as Denise and Robin got inside the doorway they were met by Jasper from the club. He was clad this time in a short red waiter’s jacket with black cuffs, a white shirt and a black bowtie. He was carrying a silver tray with glasses of champagne on it.

“Here you are ladies, welcome.”

“Thank you Jasper,” Denise said. “It’s good you’re here. Remember I said I’ll take care of you. My tips are always the best.”

“For sure they are Ms. Denise,” he said expressionlessly. I wondered how Jasper was here as well, and about the parade of cars and other things that just seemed to “fall in place,” but I accepted it, like everything else tonight. All I cared about was easing the non-stop throbbing of my cock. It never abated.

The elegant living room with the black marble floor, the large crystal chandelier and the roaring fireplace was the backdrop to something of, for lack of a better word, an orgy. There were shirtless men from the club who just arrived wearing masks, and some in costume. Some wore Roman togas, and one similarly dressed young man seemed to be “holding court” like an ancient Greek philosopher, with several men, also in togas, at his feet listening. On one elegant couch was a shemale, whose cock was being rubbed by a shirtless, muscled man, wearing a “Chippendales” styled bowtie, as she was giving him a blowjob. On other couches were other shirtless men, rubbing their chests, kissing deeply, while getting their cocks sucked by other men. Three men wore “stag heads” and were giving blowjobs to various guests – shemales and males as they sat with their legs spread apart on a long sofa. Men similarly dressed like Jasper were going around the room with trays of drinks and hors d’oeuvres.

I had to pinch myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming – I wasn’t. As strange as this all was, it was perfectly real. My slut mode took over, and my eyes maintained that hungry, bitchy appearance. “I hope you’re ready for some more action, Robin,” Denise said.

“Will you be part of it?” I asked hopefully.

“Of course I will dear,” she said reassuringly as she lit up a cigarette, taking a long, French inhale. “Now it’s time for us to go upstairs to the master bedroom,” she said as she took me by the hand, and we made our way up an elegant, white marble staircase. We walked down a carpeted hallway and turned into a spacious bedroom with two beds; the sheets already turned down on both. I turned to look at Denise and she was no longer wearing the one-piece black party dress. Instead, she had on a leather bustier which laced up the front, and a short black miniskirt with a sexy slit up the side. I just noticed now how beautiful and slender her waistline was. Her nails were long and painted with black nail polish, and her hair was no longer platinum blonde, but jet black, done up on top and hung down past the middle of her back.

I was dressed the same, but I felt numb, very pleasantly numb, consumed by the desire to be ravaged, and taken by cock. I looked at Denise, and she kissed me and said, “Now you’ll get to satisfy those cravings which have been eating you up inside.”

Denise stood close to me and undid my denim skirt and pulled it down off me, and then unsnapped my pantyhose and too off the garter belt it attached to. Then she bent down and with her teeth, she pulled down the G-String and let it fall down my legs around my ankles. My cock seemed to have grown, and it was pointed up and at an angle.

She laughed, and said “Your cock is a magnet Robin, you’ll see.”

“I need a cigarette,” I said, my voice trancelike and commanding.

Denise pulled out one from her pack and lit us both up at the same time. We stood there in the middle of that bedroom looking like two whores awaiting customers. Then the door opened, and a man walked in, shirtless with jeans on, wavy brown hair, and a six-pack chest. “Humm,” he said, through pearly white teeth. “Looks like we got two sluts primed for action. “Well, I’m here to help,” he said.

“I’ll take you first,” he said, pointing to me.

“Go ahead honey,” Denise said. “My ride will be here soon,” and we both laughed.

I was swept by desire, and I walked close up to the chiseled hunk in front of me. “Call me Dave,” he said.

“With pleasure Dave, I’m . . .”

He interrupted me. “No need Robin. I know who you are, and so do the other guys,” he flicked his thumb at the doorway, and I could see a bunch of guys from the club crowding the doorway. Several of them had their hands down the front of their jeans, rubbing their cocks with big grins on their faces.

He grabbed my cock, and held it like a stick shift on a Maserati, stroking it up and down. My hands reflexively grabbed his beltless jeans, undid the snaps and pulled them down. My cigarette was dangling from my lips, and smoke was curling up from my nose. His cock popped out and it was huge – and wide. I’d never seen a cock so big before. I wanted it inside me very badly.

“FUCK THIS!” I said out loud, my voice garbled from the cigarette hanging from my mouth. I jumped up on the bed with my butt high in the air, and I noticed a jar of cocoa butter on the night table. Dave got up on the bed right behind me and took the jar of cocoa butter and placed a nice amount in his hand and rubbed it all up and down me. Then, he took what was left and rubbed it on his cock.

Meanwhile, a tall, black-haired guy, also shirtless came into the room, and I thought a sign of recognition as he nodded at me and came closer to Denise. She ran her hands all over his chest and they embraced in a long kiss. Both slowly made their way over to the other bed and the shirtless guy pulled down Denise’s leather skirt, smacked her hard in the ass and turned her so she was facing the front of the bed.

Dave lined his giant cock up against the door of my boy pussy, and slowly moved inside me, causing me to groan with pleasure. His huge girth made the fullness almost unbearable. Then, as he thrust faster and deeper inside me, the unpleasantness went away, and I was consumed with pleasure, wild with desire. I backed up on his thrusts as he spread my butt cheeks wide open. He went faster and faster, groaning, digging his fingers into my flesh. I felt a fullness growing deep inside me – a well of pleasure, quickly overflowing and getting ready to burst.

Dave yelled, more like a primal scream beyond words and I felt a wet, hot mess enter my bussy, even bigger than Denise’s. It expanded my insides, his large cock making a seal so that nothing could leak out. This only prolonged my own orgasm – I shot my own eruption onto the bed sheets. I remembered to pull my own girl cock out from the confines of the G-String as soon as Dave mounted me from behind. As he continued thrusting, I felt a warm trickle going down the insides of my butt cheeks. I was seeing stars, and a funny thing happened. Far from being satisfied, I only wanted more.

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_______________

___

DAVE DISMOUNTED ME AND LEFT THE ROOM. Two more guys entered. Again, both were shirtless, muscled, and one had blonde hair a bronze tan. Both were grinning and ran their hands all over me. They had their cocks out and in each hand I held one. I rubbed cocoa butter on my palms and started jerking them both off. They were on top of the bed, facing me. One on my left, and one on my right.

Denise was still being plowed by her guy, and then behind him, another man spread his butt cheeks apart and was taking him from the rear – like a “train of pleasure.” All this just made me harder.

Both of my guys let out moans and came at the same time, shooting high and covering my face with their cum. It caused my mascara and face makeup to run. I glanced at a large mirror that covered the opposite wall. I was the consummate cum-slut whore of my dreams. They took turns kissing me and licking my face clean.

Denise looked at me from her bed and smiled at me, laughing. “You are the queen of sluts Robin!” she said proudly to her “creation.”

Before I could say anything, one apparently transgender woman and another one of the “Chippendale” men entered the room. The woman was a tall, shapely beauty with dark, almond shaped eyes and long, jet black hair. Her makeup was exquisite, and she wore a one-piece red leather dress, high up showing beautiful, slender legs. Her cleavage was enormous and was braking out through the top of the low-cut dress. She was all smiles, and she took out a cigarette and seductively smoked in front of me. She gave me one of her long, all-whites too. She leaned in and gave me a smoky kiss.

“My name is Dawn,” she said in a low, sexy whisper. “I have a pussy, Robin. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, almost apologetically.

“Oh no, not at all,” I said as she slipped out of her G-String and let it fall to the floor around her ankles. She kept her dress on.

“You will please FUCK me . . . I’m dripping wet for your girl cock, and Charles here will take you from the back. Is this okay with you?” she said, as if she really needed my permission.

“Please, that’s fine,” I said.

Charles grinned at me and got on his knees on the bed behind me, and I hopped on with my butt sticking up in the air. Dawn lifted up her dress and got on her back, sliding under me, hiking her slender legs to rest on top of my shoulders. I could see her pussy was wet, dripping beads of her juices on the bed sheets. She was moaning and touching her breasts underneath her dress.

Charles got busy and spread my butt cheeks apart, grunting like a bull in heat. Dawn was almost near tears – I assumed tears of joy as she guided my stiff cock inside of her hungry pussy. Her cherry red painted fingernails dug into the sides of my shoulders. I began thrusting inside her, making her gasp and Charles went inside me hard and was grinding his waist to stretch my bussy out. It was delicious and left me with my mouth open wordlessly.

We all got into a rhythm. Dawn was sliding underneath me, making me go even deeper inside her, and Charles met my backward thrusts as well. He let out a yell and instead of cumming inside me, he pulled his cock out and must have grabbed it with his fist because I felt his warm, thick cum squirting all over my butt cheeks. I could take it no longer; Dawn’s pussy held me tight and slick and soon I shot a huge load inside of her, making her stiffen and squirt, soaking the sheets below us.

Denise was giving hand jobs to two new men as she was now taken from the rear by a shemale with bright red hair. They were a furious whirl of motion and Denise was crying out in pleasure.

“They’ve been under for four hours – Private Hunt for four and Colonel Stevens for two. I think it’s time to bring them back,” Major Devins said. Both Col. Steven’s and my brain were lit up with all the colors of the rainbow, and our respirations were rapid.

The anesthesiologist went to his machines and injected a medication into both of our IV bags. The brain activities began to slow on the monitor.

“Sergeant, we’ll debrief them in the recovery room as soon as they’re awake.”

“Yes Major,” he answered.

I opened my eyes in the recovery room, and it took me a few minutes to get my bearings. My last memory was watching Denise and her menage. My cock was wet with my own cum underneath my paper gown. I was surprised to see Col. Stevens next to me, also in a similar state of twilight. I could see his cock sticking up through his paper gown as well.

I saw Major Devins between our gurneys standing making notes onto a clipboard, the sergeant behind us, fluffing our pillows under our heads. Col. Stevens turned to me and there was a smile on his face. I drifted off to a dreamless sleep; the after effects of the light anesthesia.

“Private Hunt, private Hunt, wake up,” Major Devins said softly.

“The experiment was a success. How do you feel?”

My hands went to my chest and my breasts were normal, but I was having trouble distinguishing between reality and what I thought was reality.

“What happened to my breasts?” I asked, surprised, my eyes wide. “Why are my hips so narrow?”

“You experienced an alternate reality Private Hunt. It must have been incredibly sexual. We were monitoring you. Col. Stevens joined you in there after about two hours.”

“How long was I out for?” I asked.

“A total of four hours,” Major Devins said.

“Where’s Denise? I have to see Denise!” I said and sat up on the gurney, looking around the room.

“Who’s Denise?”

“What do you mean ‘Who’s Denise,’” I asked. “She was with me the whole time.”

Major Devins placed her hand on my wrist. I looked to my right and Col. Stevens was gone.

“Col. Steven’s is being debriefed in the other room,” the Major said. “Now I want you to tell me everything that happened.”

I started with myself as Robin standing in front of the mirror in what I supposed was my bedroom, and then meeting Denise, and everything else. It seemed so real.

Then Major Devins explained to me the purpose of the experiment. “This experiment is a new drug the army is testing out which will simulate how soldiers react to different situations that are suggested to them immediately before they go under and receive the drug. The drug just brings it out that’s all. Your brain was connected to Col. Stevens, and he interacted with you under the effects.”

“Do you remember the headphones we placed on you? They were very suggestive audio stimuli of a very sexual nature. It must have resonated very strongly with you because that’s kind of ‘where you went,’ private.” Then it all came back to me. I simply could not believe that Denise was just an imaginary character to me. I actually fell in love with her. But that’s not all. I really did want to transition now and become a transgender woman, or shemale. This drug, or whatever it was awakened long-suppressed desires within my subconscious.

But who was Col. Stevens supposed to be? I discussed it with Major Devins. “Col. Stevens was every man in your event. You chose to be just two personalities. You, were both this Robin, and Denise. He, from his debriefing, was all of the men you described.”

I was flabbergasted. I didn’t tell the Major about my transition thoughts. She would know soon enough. I wondered what would happen when I ran across Col. Stephens, but I knew what would happen after I started my transition. I would have to seek him out. Of that I was certain. This whole experience was simply F’ING AWESOME!

❤️❤️❤️
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