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_____________________________
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My nineteenth birthday was when I decided to “retreat” and pull out of the dating game for a while; maybe forever. I was totally at a loss for what to do. While my college buddies would regale me with tales of their sexual exploits over the weekends, I had nothing to contribute. It’s not that I was shy around women, I consider myself personable enough, a good conversationalist and a good student, but I just wasn’t sure if girls were for me or not.

I definitely knew that I wasn’t gay, but I was attracted to certain “things.” Ever since I was fourteen, I became curious about women’s clothing – especially lingerie. My sister Janet is three years older than me, and when she wasn’t around, it thrilled me to sneak into her bedroom and open her lingerie drawer and look around. I remember my heart beating fast with excitement as one afternoon, after school, I pulled out a pair of her pink satin panty shorts, and put them up to my nose and sniffed. They smelled fresh from the dryer, and the fabric felt smooth and silky between my fingers, and up against my face.

At fourteen I could get a boner at the drop of a hat, and that’s what happened. So there I am, staring at the panties between my fingers, and on my left shoulder is a mini angel in white with a halo who looked just like me telling me: Joseph - this is so wrong; it’s perverted and sick. Put them down before you go too far! On my right shoulder is the little devil in red (wearing the satin panties) with the pitchfork, again, looks like me saying, Joseph – when will you get another chance like this? Your sister is ALWAYS HOME. Listen to your body, you know what you wanna’ do! Don’t pussy out!

Well, the “little devil” with the red panties won out, and I took off my boxers and t-shirt and slipped the panties over my legs, loving the girly feel of them going up over my soft skin. The payoff was pulling them up over my junk – ecstasy – an indescribable feeling of pleasure and sexual excitement. It made me giddy, high almost. I had never felt anything this delightful (or bad) before. Before long, I was hooked on my new hobby. My experimentation then went to lipstick – putting my sister’s cherry red lip gloss on and looking at myself in the mirror, turning from side to side, while stroking my cock on the soft, satin material.

By the time I was eighteen and a senior in high school I graduated to watching makeup videos on YOUTUBE and ordering my very own long, jet black, longhaired wig from an online store that catered to “crossdressers.” I suppose that was what I was, but I suppressed the feelings of shame I felt, and went with what my body “told me” was right.

Christmas vacation in twelfth grade my mother and Janet went to Arizona to visit my grandparents, but I stayed home. See, my parents are divorced, and I decided to give mom and Janet some “mother-daughter time” alone together, although I was certainly welcome to go if I wanted to. My father lived in one of those “over-fifty-five” retirement communities in Delray Beach, Florida. We got along ok, and I would go down and visit him from time to time.

In addition, I had a parttime job at the local BOSTON MARKET and I really needed the money to buy some sexy clothing for the first time. So I ordered it from the same crossdressing online store and went nuts when the package arrived in a plain brown box with a PO BOX return address. Mom and Janet were in Arizona, and I was so excited that I almost sliced a finger off on the scissors opening it.

I went all-out, spending two weeks’ worth of salary on black sheer nylon panty hose, a new G-String with extra padding in the front, a white cotton “boyfriend shirt,” and a cotton/polyester miniskirt with a wide black belt. To top it off, I got a shiny pair of black, high heels that I had to practice walking in. I got so hard just looking at everything laid out on the bed. I knew that I didn’t just want “girly clothes,” I wanted pure slut clothes.

So, I put the makeup on really thick with false eyelashes, and eyeliner and eyeshadow. Now, looking at myself in the mirror, I decided that I wanted to go outside for the first time, dressed! I saw that I could easily pass as a girl since I had a body that was, well, “effeminate in stature,” shall we say? I was on the short side; only five feet, six inches tall, with rather wide hips.

I also took a pack of my sister’s EVE 120 Menthol cigarettes out and took one of the hundreds of Bic lighters from her drawer. Now, smoking (which was also a really huge fetish of mine) turned me on even more when I did so while dressed up.

At that point in my life I was very good at suppressing those feelings because as I said, I thought they were a sign of mental illness. I was just a heterosexual male who had a fetish and loved to crossdress, that’s all. Or so I thought.

♦️♦️♦️
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College was a different story living away from home because I could not act out on my fantasies without being discovered. Living in a dorm, the risks were too great. So all of my “toys” stayed home in a tool shed in my parent’s backyard. When I went out with my friends, I pretended to be interested in scoring with girls, and made up a ton of fake stories about my past exploits. Truth be told, I was a virgin – nearing twenty years old, and in my sophomore year. My roommate at Boston University, Dan, was also my best friend. We did everything together and were like Mutt and Jeff. People knew something was “off” if they didn’t see me and they saw Dan around, or vice versa.

I was from a small town just outside of Burlington, VT, and Dan was from Boca Raton, Florida. We had spring break coming up in March, and when we were in our dorm room one night, Dan approached me. I was sitting at my desk, my head in the computer screen, looking over some material for my chem exam.

“Joe, how would you like to come home with me to my parent’s house in Boca for spring break? It’ll be a lot of fun – my step sister Stacy will be there with a couple of her friends from Tulane. Whaddya’ say amigo?”

I turned around, kind of hoping that I would be able to go down to Dan’s parent’s house because before my parents got divorced when I was in eighth grade, they never went anywhere, and although I grew up in Vermont, I hated the snow. Plus, I would even have time to visit my dad in Delray, so now events took on a very positive outlook.

“Hey, yeah, thanks Dan. Of course I’d love to go! How many of your sister’s friends will be coming did you say?”

“I didn’t, but if I know Stacy, we have room for three, so I suppose she’ll ask her three suitemates over. I’ve shown you pictures, right? They’re like crazy HOT!”

From what I remembered they certainly were. Dan and his sister got along great, and she was pretty good looking. They were both twenty, and their similar ages were a big factor in his mother getting married for the second time. They thought it nice that now each of their kids would be siblings under one roof.

“That’s great Joe. You’ll even have your own bedroom. We have more than enough space to have everyone.” I nodded my head in agreement. “Besides, you know what Lauderdale and Palm Beach are like during spring break, don’t you? There will be ‘babes a plenty’ my man!”

I found out later from Dan that his parents wouldn’t be home because they were going on a Caribbean cruise for that week in March, so I would be at Dan’s house with two or three very hot women! The stage was set, but to tell the truth, I was a bit nervous about the whole thing because I kept thinking that my secret turn ons would somehow get out; but that would have been irrational thinking. Best to forget them for those two weeks. I’m sure if the opportunity to get laid actually came up, I could fake my way through it and just fantasize, but what the hell did I know? I was just a virgin.

♦️♦️♦️
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Wow Dan – you didn’t tell me your folks had a house like this!” I said, amazed at the six condo structure right in the center of Boca Raton. It turned out Dan’s parents owned the entire building, and lived in the largest of the six condos on the block that they owned. “What did you say your folks did for a living?”

“I don’t think I ever did Joe – they have their own real estate agency. That’s a crazy business down here. Everyone and his mother wants to move to South East Florida.”

“Yeah, I’ll say. What the hell am I wasting time in college for anyway? I should go into real estate,” I laughed.

“You know something Joe - I been thinking about going into the family bizz when I get out.”

“Wouldn’t blame you one bit,” I said, gawking at the expansive property with the huge private pool in back, just for Dan’s family. It was enclosed by a large, redwood fence that discouraged “peeping Toms.”

I followed Dan into the condo and there was no one else there. “I think Stacy and her suitemates will be here this afternoon,” Dan said, placing his keys on a table in the foyer, and holding out his iPhone turned to text messages. “They’re flying in from New Orleans; and we’ll pick them up at the airport about seven o’clock tonight,” he said, looking down at his phone, and scrolling. “Wanna go unpack and we can go for a swim ?”

“Sure, sounds great. How many of her friends are coming with her?”

“Only two of her three suitemates; Connie and Donna Marie. I think I showed you the pictures. Stacy told me these girls are wild, man! I think you’ll definitely score.” I had mixed emotions and wondered whether I could really put up a convincing front.

Dan showed me my room which had sliding doors which opened onto a small terrace overlooking the backyard and the pool. That was nice because I was really dying for a cigarette. I could sneak out onto the balcony and smoke my EVE 120s. Dan didn’t know that fact about me. I was never able to smoke and dress up at my parent’s house unless I was alone.

I forgot to mention that I did stuff a pair of satin panties and also a G-String in my suitcase which I could wear under my shorts without anyone being the wiser. I had a terrific amount of tension that I needed to release. Also, this was the first time in my life that I would be spending this amount of time with a group of three girls.

We were hungry after the flight from Boston, and Joe ordered some Mexican food from an app on his phone. He pulled out two CORONAs from the fridge and gave me one.

“So anyway Joe, I was with these girls last summer when I flew down to New Orleans. I don’t think I told you,” he said after taking a long pull from his bottle.

I smiled and said, “No you didn’t, so what happened?”

Smirking, Dan said, “I hooked up with Donna Marie; she’s the tall reddish brunette. I swear Joe, that girl is an animal. I fucked her three ways to Sunday, and she still wanted more!”

“No shit,” I said and whistled. I was really covering up my fears now that the possibility of getting laid was there. How would I, someone who “liked” dressing up like a girl, be able to have casual sex with a hot, heterosexual woman?

“Yup, I think Donna Marie and I might just take it to the next level buddy! Geez, I’m already getting hard just thinking about it.”

After we finished scarfing down the food – I was famished - we changed and went out back for a swim. The pool was heated, and in the late spring sunshine in Florida, it was very enjoyable. Then we went into the large jacuzzi which was right next to the pool. All of my muscles and my tensions melted in that tub.

“Hey Joe,” Dan said. “I’m gonna go for a short run, and then we’ll head out for the airport. So why don’t you get dressed in the meantime.” Dan was a big runner – marathons. Serious stuff. Me? I was about as athletic as a paperweight with a rope tied to it.

So when Dan left the condo for his run, I rushed upstairs and got the red satin boxer panties out of my suitcase and my cigarettes. I wore a shirt, and opened the sliding glass doors and lit up. I was as hard as a rock, and as soon as I lit up I began stroking my cock against the cool satin. Thanks to the redwood fence, no one could see me standing on the terrace with my cock in my hands.

When we finally got to the airport, Dan got a text from his stepsister Stacy which said they were already landed and in baggage claim. So just as we pulled into the JET BLUE terminal, Dan saw Stacy off of the curb waving to us. The last time I saw Stacy was when Dan and I moved back to Boston University at the beginning of sophomore year. She was able to come with his parents because her classes at Tulane didn’t start for another two weeks.

Dan got out of the car and opened up his trunk. I got out too.

“Dan! I missed you big brother!” Stacy yelled as she and Dan embraced, much to the annoyance of the drivers of the cars behind us. Dan was just two days older than his step sister, so it was a little inside joke that she teased him and called him “big brother.”

“Oh, hi Joe, glad you could make it!” Stacy said as she hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. “We’re gonna’ have lots of fun these next few days!”

“Good to see you Stace,” I answered, excited. Stacy was taller than me; five feet eight inches tall, approximately Dan’s height. They had the same sandy brown hair, and blue-green eyes. They could easily pass for biological brother and sister. Her hair was long, down to the middle of her back, and she wore a red, cotton tank top that showed very large double D breasts, and a very short denim skirt. She smoked also, and I got a huge hard on watching her, and fantasizing about dressing up and smoking with her.

“Oh I’m sorry,” Stacy said to me. “Let me introduce you to my two suitemates here. This is Connie,” she said, pointing to the blonde haired girl on her left, about my height, who wore a deep blue blouse that tied in the front, exposing her tummy, and a ring that pierced her navel. She had big tits as well, and wore blue jeans, tight just above the ankles, with a zipper down each leg. Instead of casual shoes, she wore hookerish black stiletto heels with straps around her ankles. Of the three girls, she had the heaviest makeup job, with long false eyelashes, bright green eyeshadow, and deep red lip gloss. She smiled at me, and walked over and kissed me hello.

“Nice to meet you Joe. Stacy told us all good things about you,” she said. I wondered what kinds of “good things” Stacy had to say about me.

“And this is Donna Marie,” she said pointing to a tall, slender girl with long reddish brown hair, that was parted on the left, and went down to her shoulders. She kissed Dan, and then turned to me and smiled.

“Hi Joe,” she said, obviously checking me out which was a bit embarrassing, because I was not a guy that women looked at as “hot.” She hugged me, a bit tighter than I would have expected, and kissed me, lingering a bit on my cheek. I was as hard as a rock, and I think she felt it when she pressed up against my TOMMY BAHAMA shorts.

“Nice to meet you Donna,” I said. Dan and I picked up their three suitcases and placed them in the trunk of his parent’s BMW, along with their carry-on bags.

“You guys are probably hungry, right?” Dan said. “I’ll have to go food shopping later, the folks left nothing in the ref, so I guess we’ll get some food to take back home.”

“Dan,” Stacy said. “How about we go to Nakamura’s instead, the hibachi place on Palmetto?”

“Excellent idea Stace,” let’s go. “Whaddya’ say guys?”

“Sure, fine with me,” Connie said, with a deep-throated voice.

“I’m in,” I said.

Donna Marie nodded her assent, so it was set. That’s where we would start our week. My mind, however, was elsewhere. It was on my sexual performance, if any, later on. My shame over my fetish and my “eccentric practices” was a bit overwhelming to me.

The dinner, especially the three cups of sake I had, made me full, and a bit drowsy. I guess everyone felt that way, because when we got back to the condo we just hung out and watched TV. To my surprise, all three girls smoked EVE 120’s just like me, and I thought, sitting on the couch, and looking at them, that I would cum inside the satin panties I wore underneath my shorts.

We made small talk and discussed school, the chronic shortage of “real men” at Tulane, and just about everything else. Connie was obsessed about global warming, and I was tempted to make a crude remark about the contribution of the heat coming out of her, but I thought it best not to.

“Hey guys,” Dan said. “I’m beat, and I think I’m gonna go to sleep. We’ll get up early though, and have a full day tomorrow.”

“My brother’s a health nut,” Stacy said. “You probably ran five miles today, didn’t you?” Stacy said smiling as she took a drag with a French inhale from her cigarette. I stirred a bit in my seat as she did so, and that drew the attention from Donna Marie, who just smiled at me. So we went to bed, and I took my huge boner and satin panties back to my room – alone.

♦️♦️♦️
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Ifell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. I took my shorts off to go to sleep, and wore a t-shirt with my satin panties. My shorts were under the sheets next to me in case I had to put them on really quick.

About two am I woke up with a huge boner, due to the satin panties I wore. I didn’t smoke in front of the girls or Dan, that being my secret fetish, and I needed to indulge it badly, so I got up and tip toed over to my dresser where all my clothes were packed. I pulled out my pack of EVE 120s and went out on the balcony. For a change the night was cool and not too humid like Florida usually was, so my cock felt really good, rubbing on the satin panties.

I had one hand stroking my cock, and the cigarette hanging out of my mouth. When I felt myself ready to cum, I would just slip the elastic band below my balls and shoot my load over the terrace. You’re pretty sick Joe, I heard “the angel” on my shoulder saying over and over again, and that I was anything but “normal.”

Behind me I heard the sliding glass door open! “Joe? What the fuck,” the voice said, followed by giggling. I turned around fast, the cigarette still in my mouth, and my right hand grabbing my hard cock and in the middle of a long stroke. Just a second before I felt a drop of pre cum coming out.

It was Donna Marie. She was standing in the entrance to the terrace on the sliding door track. “D – Donna?? What are you doing here??” I asked, totally in shock.

She had a wide grin, like a cat who just caught a tasty canary in its mouth, and she said, “Well, you see Joe, I couldn’t sleep, and your door was the only one that was unlocked,” she emphasized. “I just wanted to hang out with someone who might still be up, and luckily, I found you. Obviously, you’re in the middle of something very private, and I’m sure very embarrassing if anyone were to find out. Does Dan know that his roommate has a crossdressing and a smoking fetish???” she continued, laughing, with her fist up to her mouth, to stifle her giggles.

Both of us must have made quite a scene in the moonlight on the terrace. Strangely though, she didn’t run out of the room screaming, but she stood there looking at me like this was entirely normal. That shocked me as much as my embarrassment at being discovered.

“Got an extra cigarette?” she asked, casually, as I thought, said the woman to the man wearing red satin panties.

I didn’t answer her and said, “Sure, here,” waiting for her to take the lead. As I lit her up, she said, “Don’t worry Joe, your secret is safe with me – for now,” as she did a quick snap inhale.

Donna Marie was wearing full makeup, (did she always go to sleep like that?) a white cotton long sleeved “boyfriend shirt” and a G-String, no bra, and was barefoot. I almost came without touching myself.

“What did you mean by ‘for now?’” I asked, scared out of my wits. This unveiling of my little secret could ruin me. What would Dan and Stacy say? I didn’t care about Connie or Donna Marie, who was standing about a foot away from me now, with a fire in her eyes.

“Simple, Joe. I have needs, and as it turns out – guys like you are not easy to find, and I gotta’ say, sissy boys like you turn me on something fierce! Now, if you want this to stay between us, you have to do as I say, GOT IT?” Right away her tone turned into something malevolent.

“Okay,” I answered sheepishly. She had me.

She leaned into me and stuck her hand under my elastic waistband and grabbed hold of my cock. Her shirt was covering her nipples, and I couldn’t help staring at them right in front of me. She kissed me hard on the lips. The sight of her, and smells of berry shampoo, smoky breath, and perfume damn nearly drove me over the edge.

Catlike, and seductively, she said, breaking off from me: “I see that you must be suffering Joseph, so I’ll make it easy for you.”

That said, she yanked my panties down, got on her knees and placed her soft lips on the tip of my cock, licking the head with her tongue. This was the first time a woman had done that to me, and I was going nuts; all my emotions running around like mice in my brain: embarrassment, lust, gratification, and shame, all together, all at once.

During this whole affair, she kept stopping and laughing. I was a bit annoyed because it broke my concentration, so I spoke up. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh shit, I’m sorry Joe, nothing, don’t worry about it,” she said and quickly got back to business, taking hold of my cock with her fist, and closing her lips around the head of my cock. She took all of me inside her and went back and forth all the way to my base, without saying a word. This girl knew what she was doing for sure.

By instinct, I moved my hips in time to her up and down sucking motion, slapping my balls against her chin. Her mouth was silky and wet, and I threw my head back and moaned as I shot a huge wad of creamy cum into her mouth, squirting several times. She slurped and sucked, her lips tightening, not letting a single drop run down her face. I was still hard, and she kept sucking.

The she came off me abruptly and stood up, holding my face in her hands, her nails digging into my cheeks, saying softly, “Suck all the cum out of my mouth Joe.” We kissed and I tasted my sweet/salty jizz and quickly discovered that I enjoyed it.

“Now Joe, you made me extremely horny, so the least you can do now is to please a lady,” she said. What did she mean? I had nothing left to cum again with so soon. My needle was on empty. So, I stood there with a look of confusion on my face. Donna thought this was funny because she giggled again very softly.

Then she backed off me, looking me in the eyes and biting her bottom lip. I watched as she hooked her thumb into the elastic band of her G-String pouch, and slowly pulled it down. I don’t think anything could have prepared me for what I saw next. She, or “he,” I wasn’t sure, had one of the largest cocks I ever thought possible. Now mind you, I was not a connoisseur by any definition.

“What’s the matter Joe, never seen a transgender woman before? By the looks of what I’ve seen tonight, I think you’re at the ‘jumping off point’ of crossdressing yourself, am I right?” 

Now I had no choice but to confess the obvious to her. “Uh, yeah, I’ve dressed before, and I also have a smoking fetish.”

“Well no shit! So do I. I guess we have a lot more in common than you think. But I can show you the ropes if you’re interested.”

I was just going through with what I knew deep inside to be right – the inevitable. I actually wanted to suck on that cock. I told myself that it was perfectly normal. I would only do it if I was dressed, and except for the clothes and the makeup, I was still wearing panties, so I suppose that qualified.

I got down on my knees and took that enormous rod in my hand. My trembling fingers barely closed around it, it was so wide. I pressed her head to my lips, and stuck my tongue out, slowly sweeping around the tip of her cock. My lips parted, daring me to take it further into my mouth. Donna reminded me of my “role” here and sped things up by moving her hips forward, thrusting all of herself into my mouth, almost making me gag. My tongue swept her sensitive underside making her moan, and her fist grabbed the long, brown hair on top of my head and pushed me farther into her shaved pubic area. She picked up her pace, and so did I. I had spittle running down my lips, and tasted that same sweet/salty mix as what came from tasting myself in Donna’s mouth.

“That’s right you little sissy fuck, keep goiiinnngg!!”

Donna let out a loud moan which I thought would wake up the other people in the house. I felt a hot, wet jet of her cum hitting me in the back of my throat, not once, but three times. I couldn’t hold it all in, so I swallowed, and the rest drooled down from the corners of my lips onto my chin. I loved it, contrary to anything I could have expected. I got hard as a rock again, the guilty knowledge that this was for me passed through me, and made me suck even harder on her. I wiped her cock clean of any jizz and swallowed all she gave me.

When I stood up, I pulled Donna close to me and kissed her, giving her a taste of herself. “You were terrific,” she cooed. I felt great, my fears gone, and I was excited to see what came next.

♦️♦️♦️
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When I awoke several hours later I felt different. First I thought I was dreaming, but my sticky cock told me that it was real. After breakfast we all hung out by the pool, just relaxing, and enjoying what started out as a nice day under the Florida sun. Donna Marie was on the chaise lounge next to me and was holding my hand. Dan, Connie, and Stacy noticed, but didn’t say anything. Connie looked over at Donna as if to say, “what the fuck?” and Donna just smiled at her, saying nothing.

Stacy was close to Dan, and he was resting his head on her shoulder, which made me do a double take. Maybe I was being a little “too observant,” and was letting my salacious imagination run away with me.

Around noon, Dan asked us, “Who wants to go to PUBLIX with me. We need to pack the fridge guys; we can’t eat out every day.”

“I’ll come with Stacy, let Joe stay here with Donna,” Connie said, smiling as if privy to some secret knowledge. I overheard Donna tell Connie in advance not to come home till five o’clock. I thought that was strange. What did Donna have in mind by asking her that?

As soon as they left, Donna stood up, turned to me, and pulled me up, and began kissing me deeply on the mouth. Breaking apart slowly, she said, “I told Connie and Stacy to keep Dan out for a while; at least until five o’clock. We have some business to take care of.”

“What kind of business,” my virgin self-wanted to know.

“We’re going to finish what we talked about last night, my little pet sissy! I’m going to dress you up – now how does that sound? Humm?”

She took me slowly by surprise, but I was all sex-drive and giddy with anticipation. “Sounds wonderful.”

She pressed a long fingernail into my chest, and said, “I’m not just gonna’ turn you into a sissy, I’m going to turn you into a real reeky cum-slut. Let’s go!” and she pulled me by the hand up the stairs to her room.

“Now I happen to have a lot of clothes with me that I believe will fit you Joe – you’re just about my size.” Now my cock was throbbing. Looking me over carefully she said, “I thought we’d go clubbing this week, so I brought one of my wigs along – a longhaired, jet-black wig that will go down to the middle of your back. It’s wavy over your forehead and I think it will be perfect.” She paused, squinting her eyes and she asked me, “Did you ever dress completely before? The fact you brought panties along with you kinda tells me that you have, right?”

I saw no use in keeping secrets. “Yes I have, but I have my clothes and things at home – in a tool shed behind my parent’s house.”

She laughed, “Yeah, well, when I first started dressing back in high school I did too. See, we’re not that different, except that I went on HRT in my senior year. That’s how I got the tits and the feminine voice. It’s also what got me kicked out of my house, on account of my parent’s never accepted me that way.”

“I see, I’m sorry about that.”

She shrugged her shoulder. “Well, fuck ‘em. It doesn’t matter now. I love being a woman more than anything. It was the best decision I ever made. I didn’t go for the surgery because I love having a cock! Trust me Joe, you’ll love it too.” 

My inhibitions vanished, just like that. I was ready to go.

First Donna took me into the bathroom and told me to run the tub and get in because she wanted to shave me. I never thought about that because I wasn’t that hairy to begin with. The strangest part was having my junk shaved, but it felt wonderful.

Donna pulled out a green satin halter top and a one-piece black strapless bra that pulled the skin of my chest together, a G-String, and a short flowery print skirt for me with high heels that were like the ones I had at home, and practiced walking in a lot so I wouldn’t fall. I missed dressing, and hadn’t done so since winter break. The wig was jet black, shiny, and full. She took me into the bathroom and carefully did my makeup, putting everything on thick. She had long black false eyelashes, eyeliner, lip liner, and bright cherry lip gloss. After studying my face she decided on a deep-blue eyeshadow.

I was in front of the mirror facing sideways. When I tried to turn around and look, she stopped me and said, “Not yet Joe. You can look when I’m done. Speaking of which, we need a new, feminine name for you. How about ‘Jaclyn?’”

“Jaclyn,” I said. “Yeah, I like that.”

After a couple of minutes of applying blush, and touching up the eyeliner, she said, “All done Jaclyn; look at the new you!” Holy shit she was good. I didn’t recognize myself at all. The question was, would anyone else?

“Now listen carefully Jaclyn. I want you to surprise Dan, and make him seduce you.” I wasn’t sure I heard her right. How could I seduce my roommate? That was one step farther than I wished to go. It was even more than one step!

I was curious, so I asked Donna, “How can this be done today? They’ll be home in two hours. Won’t I have to take all this stuff off? How can I be both Joe and Jaclyn?”

Donna looked at me, as if I had an answer. Why would she have gone through all this trouble just to take my makeup off? In the meantime she took out a cigarette and gave me one, lighting us both up. God I was so fucking hard. I was becoming the cum-sucking slut of all my fantasies.

“Wait a second – hold on. I have the answer!” Donna looked at me. “Now you won’t have to take all this stuff off me,” I said. “My parents are divorced, and my dad lives in Delray. You can tell Dan, Stacy, and Connie that I got in touch with my dad, and he picked me up to spend the day with him.” This was partially correct because I knew that at least one day over this vacation I would be doing this with my dad.

“Super, but who are you supposed to be?” Donna asked.

“I could be, say, a friend of yours from here – Boca, who you called and came over to hang out with you.”

She looked at me. “Does that mean you’re good with seducing Dan? Your ROOMMATE??” Donna asked with a devilish smile.

“Yes I am.” Thinking about it, if I could get away with that it would be fantastic; being an anonymous cum-slut with my best friend and roommate. Could I really pull this off? I wondered. I got chills thinking about it.

“I happen to think you’ll get more than you bargained for Jaclyn,” Donna said confidently.

♦️♦️♦️
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_____________________________

_________________


Dan, Connie, and Stacy came home with stuff they bought; groceries and a couple of pizzas for dinner. Donna opened the door and let everyone in.

“Where’s Joe?” Dan asked, looking around.

“Oh, he called his father, and since you guys weren’t coming back for a while, he asked his dad to pick him up to spend some time with him. And guess what?”

“What?” Dan said.

Donna motioned for me to come into the kitchen. “Guys,” Donna said. “This is my friend from high school, Jaclyn. She works and lives in Boynton Beach now, and when I told her we were here for spring break, she insisted on coming over!”

Dan was flabbergasted as I made my entrance as Jaclyn very nonchalantly into the kitchen. Connie and Stacy were in on it, and had to control themselves from either laughing or trying to keep their jaws from dropping onto the floor. Their eyes were glued on me and my miraculous transformation into slutty Jaclyn.

“Uh hi, I’m Dan, and this is my step sister Stacy.”

“Oh hi, nice to meet you. So Donna, these are your two suitemates?” I was using the feminine voice I mastered when I would dress at home in front of the mirror.

“Yes, and this beautiful blonde over here is Connie,” Donna said.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said. “When Donna told me she was in town I just had to come over. Let’s party!”

“Hey Donna, I like her spirit,” Dan said.

“Oh yeah, well, Jaclyn is a real party animal, right Jac?”

“Oh, the biggest,” I said, almost laughing with the double entendre.

“Well, you’re welcome to have dinner with us Jaclyn, and I have some beers and wine in the fridge. Maybe we can all go clubbing later,” Dan said. I couldn’t believe the deception was working on Dan so well. He had no idea it was me.

“Sounds great Dan,” I said.

“Too bad Joe couldn’t join us, but I guess he doesn’t get to see his dad that often. When did he leave Donna?” Dan asked.

“Uh, like about four o’clock,” Donna said.

“Oh okay. Is he spending the night with his dad?”

“Yes he will be,” Donna answered.

“Then he’ll be missing out on some fun, but to tell you the truth, Joe is kind of dull.”

“What do you mean Dan?” Donna asked.

“I don’t know, he just isn’t the partying type. He never goes out to clubs with me back in Boston. He’s always studying in the library or in the room.”

“That’s too bad,” I said, a bit defensively of my male persona. “I like studious men.”

“To tell you the truth, he never dates either. I’ve never heard him mention any girls.” I was blushing, but through the makeup you’d never have known it. Donna was grinning at me.

♦️♦️♦️
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___________________________

________________

We finished dinner and then made some small talk afterwards. Dan took out the CORONAS and a couple of bottles of wine from the fridge, and set them all out in the large living room with the seventy two inch TV. He put some music on that played from the quad speakers in the room.

“Well I suppose we’ll have to show Jaclyn here how we party, right gang?” Dan said, a salacious grin on his face. He was looking me over from top to bottom. Next, he did something that I couldn’t believe – he was standing next to his step sister Stacy, and they were embraced and kissing hard. I’d heard about step brothers and step sisters getting it on, but I never thought I would ever see it for real.

Donna sat me down on the couch between her and Connie, and started kissing me. She backed off and lit a cigarette for me and her, then gave one to Connie. My cock was ready to explode. Before I could say anything, Connie grabbed me by the shoulders, turned me to her, and kissed me too, her smoky breath making me crazy as she exhaled right into my mouth, while Donna placed her hand down under my denim skirt and the pouch of my G-String.

Dan and Stacy found the couch on the other side of the room and went at it; Dan’s cock in Stacy’s hand. She was stroking it back and forth while kissing him. Donna slipped out of her short slit skirt, and then Connie took off her jeans. She was wearing a black G-String, which she slipped off – another surprise, or rather – a shock. Connie had a cock too! Another shemale, but her cock was enormous, putting Donna’s to shame. Connie forced my head down on top of it, and I was ravenous. I didn’t play around with the tip, I placed her whole cock, all eight inches of it, greedily in my wet mouth.

Donna got behind Connie and spit on her asshole and rubbed some spit on her cock, and Connie gasped as Donna took her from the rear as I was suckling and drooling over her cock from the front. Across the room, Stacy was well into sucking off Dan. There were moans and gasps filling the room all over the soft music playing on the speakers.

Donna’s eyes were closed, and she threw her head back, really pounding Connie hard. I was licking and sucking Connie, and she shot a huge creamy load into my mouth. I pulled my mouth off and grabbed Connie’s cock and all of her jizz pulsed on top of my face, and my eyes, making my mascara to run. Then Donna screamed as she shot her load into Connie’s “bussy,” and kept thrusting. I came off Connie’s lap and kissed her hard, Connie sucking up all of her jizz from my mouth. I couldn’t get enough.

Dan and Stacy walked over, and Dan’s cock was glistening with his cum which he shot into his step sister’s mouth. He pulled me off Connie and placed me on the rug. The next thing I knew, he was taking me from behind. My roommate. I screamed in pain because it was my first time. After several thrusts, the pain weirdly mixed with pleasure. I had never felt anything so good as that. I just had to have that cock inside me – period. I didn’t know who I was anymore.

Dan was thrusting hard, as Connie got behind Dan and speared him, causing him to wince and pull his butt cheeks together. Connie opened him up and went faster and faster.

Now Donna was taking Stacy’s pussy from behind and both of them were in a heavy rhythm, both breathing hard and moaning.

I grabbed onto my cock as Dan’s thrusts inside me caused me to shoot again. After I let out a loud moan, Connie came inside of Dan’s bussy.

Stacy was fingering herself as Donna fucked her pussy from behind. I could hear the wet slurps and sounds coming from them, and then Stacy screamed as she came.

Now I felt the hot warm jet of Dan’s cum inside my ass, filling me up. I wanted more and more and backed up on Dan, meeting him thrust for thrust.

We took a little break, and lay on the plush carpet, Connie, and Donna in a “69” position, and me and Dan, the same. Dan was sucking on my cock, and I had his in my mouth. Stacy was lying next to us, busy rubbing her fingers up and down, from her clit to her opening, occasionally sticking her middle finger inside of herself.

“Hey guys,” Donna called out. “Jaclyn wants to be a real cum-slut. Let’s help her.”

Dan got on the plush carpet and kneeled on a pillow on one side of me, and Connie did the same on my other side. Sitting between them, I alternated sucking on Dan’s and Connie’s cocks, both of them hard, and both of them in my mouth at the same time. I stroked the undersides of them as they pumped harder and harder into my mouth. The whole room was alive with a cacophony of moans and grunts. Stacy was on the couch now with Donna fucking her pussy from behind as Stacy kept fingering herself.

Then Dan and Connie screamed in unison and both of them shot huge, creamy loads of jizz onto my face from both sides. I was covered in cum from my hair down to my chin, my eyes plastered shut, and mascara running down my face. I felt so good, like the slut of my most extreme fantasies.

When we finished, Donna walked over to me, having gotten Stacy off, and leaned into my face, licking all the jizz off me, and moaning in delight. Straddling my lap she was stroking both Dan’s and Connie’s cocks.

Donna stood me up and got me alone out of earshot of the others.

“God Jaclyn,” she said. “I created a monster.”

“No you didn’t,” I corrected. “You just brought the monster out of me.”

“So, you gonna tell Dan who you really are?” Donna whispered into my ear.

“Eventually, maybe, I don’t know. I still can’t believe I got away with this.”

“Well, you’re mine for the rest of the vacation. I’ll be staying in your room. Occasionally we may let Connie or Dan in,” we both laughed.

“You know what Donna?” I said.

“What?”

“I have a feeling that ‘Jaclyn’ is going to fly back to Boston with Dan when this holiday is over, what do you think?”

Donna smirked and said, “I think that’s a great idea. I know he’ll appreciate it!”

♦️♦️♦️
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