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Chapter One

____________________________________

______________

Lead Foot


Have you ever had a secret desire come true? A secret desire that you would have done anything to hide? I had one, and it was exposed in a way that you couldn’t even imagine if you tried.

I was rushing to get home from work last Friday because I was going to meet my friend Brian after work for dinner at “Steak and Brew,” a sports bar on the other side of town. There’s this railroad crossing that goes across Main Street, and then the road opens up really wide into three lanes, and it’s straight for about two miles until you come to the shopping areas; malls and a huge Publix Supermarket. Our township is so small you could rush by it in fifteen minutes and be done with it, and then be in Crawford’s Corner before you change a radio station.

I work as a software designer for a big interior design company, and I really needed this weekend and night out after a long, tedious week, glued to my desk. At twenty-two, this is NOT where I want to spend the rest of my life. I keep scouring the Internet until something good pops up. Brian said he wanted to unload stuff from his week, so we decided to meet up tonight over dinner, a few beers, and the Braves game.

I was just past the railroad tracks on my way to the mall where “Steak and Brew” was, when in my rearview mirror I see a cop car pull out from the clump of trees on the right side of the road. He had his lights on and was closing fast. I knew it was me because there was no other car around. Shit, shit, shit!!

I already had points on my license from a speeding ticket on the Florida Turnpike about two months ago, and I needed this like a hole in the head. Maybe I could sweet talk my way out of this one!

I pulled over to the side of the road after a couple of “toots” from the squad car siren, and he pulled right behind me. A loud speaker from the police car said, “Hands on the wheel, don’t move.”

To my surprise, when I looked in my sideview mirror, I saw it was a lady cop. She was wearing mirrored sun glasses, blonde hair pulled behind in a pony tail, and the uniform of the Groverton Township PD. She really looked hot; nice figure, big tits, and tall, at least for me. Had to be six feet at least. But that was the last thing going through my mind at the time. I had to play this one cool. I could not afford a conviction.

This is the township I mentioned you could pass by in a yawn. That clump of trees by the side of the road where it opens up is a notorious speed trap, and she got me. It was a thirty-five mile an hour zone, and I was going at least fifty on that straightaway.

She stood behind my driver side window and said in an authoritative cop voice: “Roll the window down, license and registration, please.” When she approached my window and realized I wasn’t a runaway killer, she asked me: “Do you know why I stopped you?”

“Honestly ma’am, I don’t.”

“Well, I caught you on the radar gun doing fifty-five in a thirty-five mile an hour speed zone.” This would be a costly ticket, I knew. From what people told me, the traffic court in this little township was a real money maker for them; part of the “good ole’ boy” system you read about in books about small towns. I was not looking forward to an appearance in front of the judge here in “Mayberry.”

She took my license and registration and said “I’ll be back in a few, I’m just gonna run your information through the computer. Stay in your vehicle.” Like I was really going to make a run for it. The cop had the flap open on her holster when she approached me.

After what seemed like forever, she returned to my car. I saw her name plate; it was “Benson.” She was a sheriff’s deputy. “Look, I’m sorry Officer Benson. I had a crazy week at work, and was really looking forward to the weekend.”

“Where were you headed in such a God-awful hurry guy?” she said in a judgmental tone.

“Well, I was planning to meet a friend at the “Steak and Brew,” down the road.”

“Yeah I know where that it is,” she said. “It just so happens that my brother Phil Reddington owns that place.”

“Oh really,” I said as polite and groveling as I could be. “It’s a nice place.”

Then she asked me to step out of the car. Why? Did she think I was drinking or something?

“Peter Volich,” she said, looking me over. Now I have to say that I wasn’t exactly the star athlete, or body builder type. I was a bit on the lean side, with brown eyes, brown hair, and I was only five feet, seven inches tall. She stood at least three or four inches taller than me and had muscles. A poster child for a fitness nut lady cop.

“Take a few steps forward, then turn around and walk back to me,” she ordered. I did so, stopping about three feet away from her.

“Now I ran your plates, and it seems two months ago you were caught by the Florida Highway Patrol doing seventy-five on the turnpike. You like to drive fast, don’t you, Peter?”

“Uh no officer I don’t. I guess I must have a heavy foot,” I said like an idiot - incriminating myself right there.

“Yeah, well, judging from the looks of you, I doubt if it’s your foot that’s the trouble,” and she smiled. “You already have points from that speeding violation. If I give you a ticket, you’ve got two strikes against you. One more and it’s a suspended license. I’d hate to see that happen.”

So what did that mean? Community service on a North Florida chain gang. This was red neck country.

“Tell you what I’m gonna do for you Peter. I’m gonna let you off with a warning this time. But you have to do something for me.”

“What would that be Officer Benson?”

“Well, it just so happens that my brother Phil,” and she was laughing, “is running a little competition at his place, and I’ll let you off if you take part in it. You just make sure you tell him that I stopped you tonight. You said you were going there tonight, right?”

“Yes ma’am, that’s right.”

“Well, okay then. Go there now and tell him you want to enter his competition. He does it every year, okay? You better do it, or I’ll have no choice but to write this up,” and she held up her thick ticket book.

“Okay Officer, thanks for letting me off on this one, I promise I’ll be much more careful in the future,” I said in my most obsequious tone.

“Okay Peter. Good night and do what I tell you. I’ll be speaking to him tomorrow, okay . . . cupcake?” Cupcake?? What the hell?

“Yes, thank you very much. I’m heading there now.”

“Good, okay, see you soon,” and she got in her car and was off. That had to be one of the weirdest experiences of my life. What the hell was this “competition,” and why me? What was “see you soon” all about? Nothing about this made any sense.

I was looking for hidden cameras. Maybe Brian would know. Anyway, I called him ahead on my cell phone and told him I’d been stopped by a cop on my way over to meet him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

____________________________________

______________

The Contest


Igot to the Steak and Brew and the lot was pretty full. When I walked in I saw Brian sitting by the bar watching the Braves game on the big screen. For some reason there seemed to be more girls here than on a normal Friday night. Maybe it had something to do with the contest Officer Benson told me about. Before I spoke to the owner, I walked over to Brian.

“Hey Pete, saved a seat for you, and got a double order of hot Buffalo Wings and chili fries. I ordered you a beer too,” he said and motioned to the bartender, who nodded his head and brought over a bottle for me and a frosted mug.

“Thanks Brian.”

“Why so gloomy? It’s only a speeding ticket, it’s not the end of the world you know. Besides, look at all the hot girls here tonight!”

Brian’s mood did little to cheer me. Girls were not my strong suit. Even in college, where Brian and I were roommates, I was severely lacking in the stud department. My self-confidence wasn’t the greatest, and I wasn’t a guy that a girl would want to consider for a boyfriend, much less a date.

“I didn’t get a ticket,” I said.

“Really, that’s great! But, like why not? I mean you know how this burg is for motor vehicle violations.”

I proceeded to tell him about the lady cop, how she eyed me and made me get out of the car, and was insistent that I join this “contest” the owner was running - everything; including how she made me get out of my car and walk for her.

“Oh wow, so Phil Reddington is her brother, and she wants you to sign up for the contest,” Brian said and nodded to a sign on the top of the big screen TV on the bar. “I gotta tell you buddy, I don’t think that lady cop was doing you any favors; look.”

The sign said in big letters:

[image: A blue and yellow sign  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

“Are you kidding me, Brian??? What the hell is this, and why would I even think about it??”

Brian was like me, in terms of physicality, but he was actively dating and seemed happy, and confident in his sexuality. I never gave dating much thought, and my low self-esteem, reinforced by the lady cops “perp walk” she made me do, only drilled it home even further. I was thinking that the reason she made me do that walk was that she thought I would make good “runway fodder.”

“Brian,” I asked, “why don’t you do this with me? It may be something fun; something we can all laugh about later.”

“Well, he said, hand on his chin and smiling; “It is one thousand dollars after all. I have nothing to be embarrassed about; maybe I could do it with you.”

I felt relieved that he would even think about doing that with me. Still, I had that nagging thought about why the lady cop would think I would be good. That mischievous grin after I did “the walk” for her made me more than a bit uncomfortable.

“So you wouldn’t normally do this, but you would just to give me support?” I asked.

“Yeah, I would. Plus, it would be good for a few laughs! Who knows, I might even win the prize! Hell, I could use the dough too!”

The matter settled, we both walked up to Phil Reddington, the bar’s owner.

We found him sitting at a table in the corner of the place talking to someone away from the noise of the crowd.

I approached him with Brian in tow. “Mr. Reddington?” I asked.

“Yeah, what can I do for you guys?” he asked, looking away from the person at his table. “I’m . . . uh, we’re interested  in signing up for the contest on Saturday night” (it was next Saturday).

Phil looked at his friend, who was already looking the two of us over. “Really. Sure, there’s room for two more. We have twenty guys already, so what’s two more?” he said with a big grin. “Oh, excuse me guys,” he said pointing to the other guy at the table, “this is Ed Moore, he’s one of the three judges. We wanna do it like an ‘America’s Got Talent’ type of thing, only there won’t be any singing or dancing, unless of course, you want to,” he said.

“No, that’s okay,” I said, “we don’t have any singing, or an act planned.”

“Right. All you have to do is walk the runway,” he pointed to the center of the big room, “and you’ll be judged based on the audience’s reactions. You’ll each get about two minutes to pose in front of the crowd once you reach the center. So my suggestion to you is to ‘show stuff.’” What he meant by that I have no idea.

“Oh, there is one other thing,” I said.

“Yeah, what’s that?” Phil asked, intrigued.

“Your sister, Officer Benson stopped me this evening for speeding on Main Street just past the railroad tracks. She was gonna write me a ticket, but she said if I entered your contest, she wouldn’t ticket me. So please tell her that I entered the contest!”

Phil let out a big laugh. “Yup, that’s my sister, always looking out for my best interests. No problem, I’ll tell her.” When he said that his attention was drawn to me, not to Brian.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________________

_________________

Shopping


Now that I had the support of my best friend, I didn’t feel so bad about entering this thing. What I didn’t tell Brian was the idea of dressing up and ”showing off” in front of a room full of guys really excited me. I was always curious about what life was like “on the other side,” so now was my chance to see.

Brian and I spent the weekend looking at YOUTUBE videos designed for cross dressing guys. We watched videos on makeup, clothing, talking, and walking feminine. The biggest problem was wearing the shoes. They had to be high heels. That was the biggest sex appeal I thought, because the runway was a raised platform, and the shoes, as well as our “mid-sections” would be full on view.

On Sunday, we spent the day clothes shopping in one of the big malls on Main Street. Of course, I kept my speed down in case Officer Benson was on the prowl. I assumed her brother told her about me.

“Now how are we going to get sales help for this thing?” I asked Brian.

He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Just be honest. Tell her we’re entering a drag show for money, and we want to look as ‘girlie,’ and as sexy as possible,” he said. “Besides, she may not even question us. I mean, this is 2023, right?”

“I suppose so,” I said. The first stop was the lingerie department. I looked at the panties and thongs first. I had an “average” sized cock, and figured that I wouldn’t be showing any bulges. Although something did cause me to worry. I started to get a hard-on looking at and feeling the soft, satiny material of the panties. It made me freeze up a bit, and I was conscious of Brian next to me, hoping he wouldn’t notice anything.

I chose a purple thong, with a thin, elastic waist and a string that went right between my butt crack. The bra I selected was elastic, a D sized cup that pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the look of cleavage.

Brian wasn’t so concerned about the realism of it, just the look, if that makes any sense. I didn’t know why or really understand my attraction, but the more I looked, the more interested I became.

My erection was full blown, as we moved onto blouses and skirts. I wanted to look as sexy as possible. I found a bright green satin, long sleeved blouse, and a black, satin, skirt that was the shortest one they had. I also picked out a couple of tank tops that ended mid-section.

Brian picked out similar items, and because of budgetary reasons, we couldn’t afford anything too showy. I was going for more of the “slutty look” because that’s what I felt I wanted.

For makeup, we chose like an “all in one” kit that contained everything from eyeliner to false eyelashes, and even fake, paste on fingernails. Mine were bright cherry red. Brian went with something a bit more subdued.

The wigs had a lot more variety. Brian went with a redheaded bob style wig, while I went with a black one, that was coiffed on top and long ends, that reached well into my “cleavage.”

After we picked out shoes, we went back to my place to try everything on. The cashier looked at us a little funny, and Brian noticed and just said “drag show for our college fraternity.” She just laughed, saying “that’s a lot of money you guys are spending for just one show.”

I chimed in. “Who knows, with the way the job market is today, maybe we’ll make this into a career!” All of us laughed.

******

Back home, I went into the bathroom to put the lingerie on, which included black, sheer pantyhose, with straps to a garter belt that was open in front. Brian changed in the bedroom. The G-string from my panties would show running through the crack in my ass, and the front of my panties was the only thing that kept my cock from popping out.

When I came out of my bathroom, Brian noticed my boner. “Holy shit dude! You’ve got a boner!” Thank you Captain Obvious. I tried to reply as innocently as I could, not wanting to let on how much this really turned me on.

“I don’t know Brian, it just feels really good - on my cock, that it. I can’t help what my body does.” Brian listened with a bit of skepticism, but he said nothing.

“Okay dude, whatever,” he said. “But I have to tell you, you look . . . like you could pass for a chick, easily man!”

“Thanks Brian,” I said. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Brian didn’t bother with the pantyhose, nor did he need to shave his legs. I, however had to shave my legs, and my chest and under my arms - everything except my eyebrows. I felt if I was going to do this, I was going to do it right. It also made the feeling of satin to skin incredible. All sorts of stuff was racing through my mind. I didn’t want to enter this contest just to placate Officer Benson, but I wanted to win it.

Brian still had to go and put his makeup on. He looked, and I’m just gonna say “passable.” He had some trouble wearing the heels, and so did I, but much less trouble than him.

“So how do I look?” Brian asked, twirling around, like he would at the end of the runway.

“You look great Brian! Hell, even if you don’t win, I’d still wanna go out with you.” Both of us laughed.

As for me, I was all set. I was much better with all aspects of it because my approach was much more serious than his. My thoughts were taking me somewhere I never would have thought possible two weeks ago. Truth be told, it was exhilarating!

Later that night, I was home alone and didn’t go out. Instead I stayed in and enjoyed the feel of all the clothes on me, from the panties to the smooth satin feel of the blouse, and the satin skirt. I looked at my reflection in the mirror sideways, and stuck my butt out, seeing that the G-string would be visible from the rear. I was thinking about how I would make myself appear on the runway; a giddy excitement taking over me.

The thought of myself as a slut really appealed to me, and was a big turn on. I actually wanted to suck a real man’s cock! Where the hell did that come from?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________________________________

___________________

Two Girlie Boys


Ipicked Brian up on the way to the contest. I dressed up earlier in the day, giving in to the urge to jerk-off to how I looked in the mirror. I had become the slut of my dreams. I wore deep blue eye shadow, and filled in my brows with a deep brown eyebrow pencil. I had cherry red lipstick, black eyeliner, and thick, black, false eyelashes. I paid a lot of attention to my skin complexion, adding just enough foundation and rouge to look great. I brushed out my wig, and it came out great. Instead of the blouse, I wore a tank top, a bright green with glitter.

The skirt I chose was one of two that I bought (Brian bought just the one). It was black satin, with a small slit on the side. It showed everything.

I wasn’t used to a girl answering the door of Brian’s apartment. From the first time we saw each other dressed last weekend, I knew that he wasn’t into it as much as I was. Therefore I had no sexual attraction to him. It was nice of him to accompany me, but I felt that even if I was to go it alone, I could do it.

We pulled into the parking lot of the Steak and Brew, and there were men and women, and men dressed as women outside. The contest was due to start at nine o’clock, and it was eight, so we were early.

“Come on Brian, let’s go the bar for drinks.” Brian, feeling a tad uncomfortable, went along. We saw the bar was crowded, as baseball game in progress, and in the middle of the floor, a raised runway was constructed. There was an entry fee of $25.00 which Brian and I had already paid last Friday when we first spoke to Phil, the owner, and brother of Officer Benson.

Speaking of Officer Benson, she was standing, drink in hand, speaking to her brother, Phil, and his partner off on the side, near the service only tables. I thought it would help “my case” if I went up to her and showed her I was good for my word.

I walked up to them with Brian in tow, and she stood expressionless - not recognizing me. I smiled at her and said: “Hello Officer Benson, I’m Peter Volich, remember? The traffic stop last Friday?”

It didn’t register at first, and she squinted at me. I saw in the light of the room, without her mirrored sunglasses, she had blue eyes. Then I saw it - the moment of recognition, and surprise.

“Oh yes! Peter! Wow, you do look . . . great! I have to say. Beautiful even.”

“You can call me “Petrova,” using my chosen woman’s name.

The look she gave me showed an “unusual interest,” really a salacious look. I don’t know, maybe she was a lesbian or something and had a thing for pretty girls. Maybe there was something fishy about this contest that I didn’t know about. There were lots of unknowns.

“I can’t wait to see you show your stuff on the run way ‘Petrova,’” she said.

Seeing Officer Benson like this, in civilian clothes really excited me too.

“I feel funny calling you “Officer Benson,” what’s your first name,” I said.

“Oh, I’m sorry, call me Kate,” she said.

“You know, Petrova, you look so hot, I actually think you may win this contest,” she smiled and shook her head. Noticing Bryan she said, “and who’s your friend? She looks great too.”

“Oh, this is my roommate from college Brian, but for tonight she’s entered as “Brianna.”

She looked at “Brianna,” and extended her hand to shake it. “How are you, Brianna? It’s really cool of you to come to the contest tonight with Petrova. Do you do this kind of thing often, or are you just doing him a favor?”

“I guess you could say I got roped into it tonight. I thought it would be fun. We both spent a lot on clothes and makeup, just for tonight.”

“Well who knows, maybe the both of you will enjoy ‘playing dress-up,’” she said with a grin.

Then Phil said to us: “Please excuse me, it’s almost time for our little event to begin.” So Brian and I left to go behind the stage to mingle with the other “women.” But just before I left, Kate grabbed my ass in the palm of her hand, and I looked behind me and she was smiling at me, and leaning into me she said:

“Good luck out there. I’ll catch you after the show.”

“Ok,” I replied, got Brianna, and went to the staging area.

There were about twenty five people, a lot more than I expected. Some of them, you absolutely couldn’t tell they were men dressed up as women. A few treated it as a joke just to get some laughs out of it, and some, like me, were taking it very seriously.

I felt very comfortable, like this is what I wanted to be doing all along, but never had the opportunity. Now, it was just handed to me. All because of a speeding ticket.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________________________________

_____________________

Showtime


Lots of smoking and chattering backstage, where all the contestants were. I had a sudden urge for a cigarette. I had stopped smoking about two years ago, but I gave into the new sluttier side of my nature and asked one of the contestants for a cigarette. It was a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. I became hard immediately; my fondness for cross dressing tied to a smoking fetish that I had for a long time. After I lit up, I relaxed immediately.

I was scheduled to be number sixteen, and Brian number seventeen. We were both nervous. Brian said to me: “Pete, I thought you quit that,” pointing to my cigarette.

“I guess I’m back to it - at least for tonight. I’m getting into the feel of it.” Brian “Brianna” said nothing. He was too nervous.

My turn finally came. The runway was a good forty feet long, and five feet off the floor. There were catcalls and whistles coming from all around, and my adrenaline was pumping like a race horse. I couldn’t see Kate anywhere because the stage lights were shining in my face. They put some electro-funk music on, as we made our walk. The exit ramp was a sharp left at the end of the runway.

I had watched some YOUTUBE videos the last couple of nights and I went out like a real pro. I had my right arm bent up against my hip, and I walked out slowly, moving my hips up and down, sashaying, and looking straight ahead, a bitchy expression on my face, like I’m a nasty bitch!

When I got to the end of the ramp, I blew a kiss out to the crowd, and that made them go crazy, whooping and hollering, whistling. Security had to get some drunk off the runway who was grabbing for me and saying some unintelligible shit. I couldn’t hear him over the noise in the room.

I knew I looked really hot. I did a little bend, turned around to the crowd, and showed my G-string going through the crack in my ass. That made them crazy. I slowly did another turn, and flicked my head back, making my long hair swing to my shoulders. I stood still  at the end of the runway like I owned the fucking place.

After about two more minutes of trying different poses, I reluctantly walked off the stage on the ramp that extended to the left. I could see people clapping, even the ones seated at the bar were standing.

Brianna was right behind me, but I didn’t catch what she was doing. It was too bright and too loud. I also had to concentrate on where I walked because it would have been too easy to make a misstep and fall off the stage; and that’s exactly what happened to poor Brianna!

At the end of the run way, her right foot twisted, and she fell off the stage! I looked behind me and I saw a crowd around her. I quickly walked back and saw Brianna on the floor, her right ankle twisted in a grotesque position. Someone called 911.

I went over to her, and said something encouraging, at least I think it was. I was in shock too. I knew she had a bad break and would need surgery. One thing I knew: I wouldn’t have wanted to be taken to the hospital dressed like that!

It took a while for things to calm down, and after poor Brianna was taken away by the ambulance, I went back inside. The last of the contestants were done. My first impulse was to say, “fuck it all,” and go with my friend, but I stayed because I had a “feeling,” that maybe, just maybe I won.

After everyone finished, Phil came to the end of the runway and looked at the three judges sitting on a table at the end of the bar nearest the runway. There were three categories: Winner, and first and second runner ups. They announced the second and first runner ups; they stepped forward, got cheap sporting goods store trophies, and then a hushed silence fell over the room.

Phil took a slip of paper from the judge on the end, an old, pervy looking guy. “And now I would like to announce tonight’s winner of the one thousand dollar prize.” He looked at the paper, looked up and smiled. “And tonight’s winner is  . . . PETROVA!!!”

I was in shock. I so wished Brianna could be here to see it. People were clapping, whistling, and hooting like red necks. In the front of the crowd I saw Kate. She had the biggest smile of them all. I think in those few minutes after I won the prize, I got more requests for dates from guys than I ever got in my entire life - from anyone!

******

“Well done Petrova!! Well done!!” She stuck two of her fingers in her mouth and whistled at me. I felt great, like I was finally really good at something. Something else that was new - I was horny as fuck!

Phil came up to me and handed me a check for one thousand dollars. He congratulated me and asked me to come back next year and “defend my title.” I told him I’d have to think about it. He leaned into me and said in a loud whisper: “Kate wants to see you.” He had a weird smile on his face.

So I walked slowly over to Kate, and I got another cigarette from the same girl as before.

“So do I assume correctly that I won’t get that speeding ticket?”

“Well that all depends. Oh! Too bad about your friend by the way. That was a helluva fall. I called 911. I knew it was bad. I was in front and could hear the bone crack!” I turned a shade of green after hearing that.

“Kate, you said ‘it depends.’ Depends on what exactly?”

She looked at me and grabbed my arm. “It depends on if you’ll let me take you to my place to spend the night.” It took a moment for that to sink in. But I was fucking horny, and wanted my cock sucked really badly, so I said, “Sure, that’s fine with me.”

“Good,” she said. “Let’s go.”

“You can follow me. Here’s my address in case you get lost.” I put it into the Google navigation app on my phone and we left.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

____________________________________

______________

I Get Off


It took about twenty minutes to get to Kate’s house. She lived alone, explaining she’d been divorced for two years, and this was her house now. It was in a secluded part of town, at the end of a winding road of a spur off of Main Street. The next house was not even visible.

She surprised me by getting out of her car first and opening my door, holding it open for me. “Nice, what’s that for?” I asked. “Winning the contest?”

“I like being in the company of winners,” she said and smiled at me. It felt like I was being set up. I didn’t see any other cars around, so I knew she was alone, and maybe harmless?

She lived in a comfortable ranch, about right for a police officer’s salary, and for getting the better end of a divorce.

“Here,” she said, “Make yourself comfortable, Petrova,” pointing to the couch in her living room, right off the entranceway. “You know what? I think that’s what I’ll call you from now on. No more ‘Peter,’ okay? Is that all right with you?”

“Sure, that’s fine Kate.” I sat down and she stood in front of me, wearing jeans, moccasins, and a deep purple turtle neck sweater. She undid the clip in the back of her hair, gave her head a shake, and let her hair fall naturally over the front of her shoulders, between her breasts. Fuck, she was hot.

I didn’t have to be a telegraph operator to tell that she wanted to seduce me; and the bulge poking up through my skirt told me the same thing. She bent down to my level where I was sitting and she stared at me, looking my face over.

“You know something Petrova? You do a helluva job with your makeup, you know that?”

“Thanks for the compliments, I watch a lot of YOUTUBE videos.”

“I’ll bet you could teach me some things then.” I laughed.

“No seriously, Petrova, I want to know. Have you ever dressed up before? Because you’re something else,” she said as she grabbed for my satin tented cock. It felt so good to have those strong fingers gripping me through the cool feel of my panties and skirt.

“Nope, never done this before.”

“Interesting, hold that thought,” she said as she walked away to the other side of the living room, and took a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols out and brought it over to the couch with a lighter. Sitting back down she offered me one.

“I’m glad that you smoke,” she said. “You know it’s a fetish of mine to see attractive women smokers.” I was confused a bit because here was a gorgeous blonde, talking about . . . never mind. She offered me one and lit us both up with a slick motion.

She did a snap inhale and exhaled in my face, kissing me as she did so, mingling her smoky exhale with mine.

“I’m curious, how does it feel, really,” she said and sat down next to me, still holding my cock in that vice grip of hers. I thought I could feel some pre-cum leaking out into my panties.

“Well, I was always shy around girls, and never comfortable on dates, but girls always talked to me in high school, talking about their problems, like I was,” I took a deep breath, “like I was one of them.” I continued. “I liked to fantasize about wearing girl’s clothing, and one time, I took a pair of my step mom’s underwear out of her draw and put it on. I had to be fifteen or so. I was very guilty about how good it made me feel, but I never discussed it with anyone or acted out on it.”

“Oh, ok, that’s good. So you really didn’t think that entering this contest was a, like a ‘punishment’ then?”

“No, not at all. I didn’t tell Brian, er, Brianna anything like that either. You’re the first person I told this to.” I laughed. “I’m really grateful to you that you stopped me on Main Street. It led me to this contest, to feeling really liberated in a way, and . . .” she cut me off and kissed me deeply this time, exhaling another puff into my mouth, and touching my cock in a sliding motion, up and down.

“Let’s continue this conversation in the bedroom, Petrova. You’ll be spending the night there with me anyway.”

She led me with her arm around my waist to the master bedroom. Altogether, there were three bedrooms in the house, and the master had it’s own bathroom connected, which came in handy for retouching my makeup. I made a quick stop inside and did just that.

Kate was already lying on the bed, her turtleneck sweater, and jeans already off. She made a gorgeous sight on the bed: Long, slender legs, black, sheer, nylon pantyhose that stretched over her knees, with a laced top, straps that attached to a girdle like mine, open in the front, exposing her panties. It was like looking at one of the YOUTUBE or XHamster videos I watched frequently now; and, her bra was off, exposing the most beautiful pear-shaped tits I ever saw. Her nipples were like two darts sticking up.

She beckoned me over with the crook of her finger. When I got close, she pulled me down on top of her and began furiously kissing me, plunging her tongue deep into my mouth, touching the back of my throat. She moved her thigh against my cock, and reached down to pull down my satin skirt, and shove the panties away so my cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box.

Holding me tight, she rolled me over and got on top of me, sliding down me to suck my cock. As her lips moved over the tip of my cock, her eyes stared into mine, with a “you’re going to love this” look. As to that, she was right.

She made a circle around my cock tip with her glossy lips, sticking her tongue out and playing with “the slit” at the tip of my cock. I leaked a bit of pre-cum, and that was her signal to take all of me inside of her mouth. She used her tongue like a paint brush, licking my sensitive underside, and then circling all around.

I did everything I could not to cum, I was so turned on by what she was doing to me. Now she bobbed her head up and down on me, coming off me for just a second to swing her silky, blonde hair on my tummy. It felt so good; all her smells, and the smoothness of her skin. Her lips closed on me like a suction cup.

I met each motion of her head by thrusting my pelvis up towards her, She meanwhile, kept rubbing her pussy up and down my leg, furiously; really getting into it, intent on her own pleasure.

I was at my limit, and I shot out my cum like a fire hydrant into her mouth, and she pulled off me, grabbed my cock tight, and got a nice amount of jizz on her face, covering her eyes and cheeks. Then she resumed sucking on me. I wanted more and more; I was insatiable.

After she pulled off, she kissed me, for the first time giving me a taste of my own jizz. I licked every bit off of her face, and cleaning out her mouth with mine. We were both panting, and she pushed her tits into my face, and said in a throaty whisper: “Suck on and play with my nipples!”

I squeezed her nipples gently between my thumb and forefinger, twisting, and squeezing as she moaned in delight. Now I placed my mouth over her tits ( I was playing it by ear because I had no other experience to judge this by) and began sucking and licking them, one after another, back and forth. Then I playfully bit her neck, making her stiffen and make sounds with no meaning.

She pulled off me and looked me in the face and said to me, “now it’s my turn.”

She got up on two knees and slipped her panties to the side. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing -the largest cock I’ve ever seen was dangling right in front of my face, pointing at me like a sword. I saw beads of moisture coming from the tip.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? KATE???”

She let out a throaty laugh. “Relax Petrova dear, haven’t you ever seen a transgender female before?”

“No, no, I never had,” I answered shocked and curious at the same time.

“Well,” she said, “it works the same way yours does, only I can show you ways of pleasure you never thought possible.”

Unbeknownst to her I did. The YT videos and XHamster pics I’ve seen showed me exactly what would be expected of me and what she could do. Surprising myself, I was very excited by it, and I really wanted that cock bad. I was not able to think, I was a machine of pure reflex.

“Kate,” I said hungrily; I want your cock badly!”

“Good girl Petrova,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

_________________________________________

_________________________

My New Apetite


Iwas a complete novice and I let Kate take over from here. She pulled the rest of my skirt down, unhooked my girdle and panties as well. Everything lay like a mash around my ankles. She, straddling me with her knees, moved up towards my face with that cock, that had to be at least eight inches long.

“You know,” she said with a salacious grin from ear to ear; pushing the tip of her cock lightly against my lips. As if she was knocking on the door.

My lips parted, just a bit, and my hesitancy gave way to pure desire. Stop thinking, just do it already, I told myself. I’ve come this far, and this was not the time for any second thoughts. I knew what I desired deep down - Kate’s cock.

My lips opened, and she slid her cock in, very gently, not forcing, but allowing herself to enter me as much as my lips would allow. No pressure, she understands. I placed my tongue on top of her cock inside my mouth, moving it around in a circle, making her moan as she slid easily in and out, my lips making a tight seal around her. I loved it. No, I needed it. Where these feelings were coming from, I didn’t know, nor did I question them.

I understood now that I was more than just a crossdresser, or transvestite; I was a transgender woman deep inside. I would get my tits done, but keep my cock . . .

Kate broke off me and picked me up with strong arms and made me get on my hands and knees, facing the head of the bed. Form a table on the side, she picked up a tube of K-Y Jelly and spread a cool, generous amount on my butt hole, my “boy pussy,” and also along the length of her cock.

No words were exchanged, I felt the tip of her cock, tickling the skin around my ass, and her cock prodding my ball sack. I got hard immediately, and my stomach muscles clenched for what was to come. I was like a drug addict getting a fix.

She entered me slowly; I stretched and felt a “full sensation” as her cock penetrated me. She went in and out, just a small amount at first, then she went slowly deeper and deeper inside me. She moaned, and I felt her long, painted nails digging into the skin around my waist. It wasn’t painful, just pure pleasure.

She thrusted now, deeper, and deeper each time, all eight inches of her gurl-cock. The pain now was a shock-excruciating, and I tensed up. She panted, breathlessly; “you’ll get used to it, don’t worry . . .” and continued.

I felt a strange sensation of pleasure, mixing with the pain, making my cock as hard as a rock. I grabbed onto my cock, a bit sticky from before, and slid my hand up and down my shaft.

She grunted and I felt a hot, wet shot of cum, enter and fill me, the warmth surrounding my cock. Then, I too, shot another load of my own onto the bedsheets and into my hand. It was the most intense orgasm I ever had in my life.

When she withdrew, her hot, sticky cum dibbled down my ass.

She began licking it off my ass, and her hand grabbed my cock, and began rubbing it.

“Well Petrova, how did you enjoy that? You are terrific. To be honest, I was not even expecting you to show tonight for the contest. I thought for sure, I’d have to write out that summons. I’m glad I didn’t have to.” Then laughing, she said: “You saved me from some paperwork and a court appearance.”

“I loved every minute of it Kate. I wanted this all along. This is who I am. I’d really like it if you could help me along to becoming who I truly am.” After saying that, she grabbed me and kissed me deeply on the lips.

“Don’t worry about anything sweetie. You’ll see. As we spend more time together, you won’t want to give me up - ever. I think I’ve got you hooked! So, you’re spending the night here with me, right?”

“Yes Kate, I am. Then tomorrow, I have to visit my friend, Brianna in the hospital.”

“Of course. Maybe after she’s feeling better she can join us one night; what do you think?”

“Hummm . . . now that would really be great.”

❤️❤️❤️
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