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BOOK ONE – ROAD TRIP

FORCED FEMINIZATION, TRANSGENDER BIKER CHICKS, & CROSSDRESSING MALES
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_____________________

_________

I’ve had it with Stacie. I’m so pissed right now I could punch a friggin’ wall if I could find one. She’s been my girlfriend for seven years – hellooooo! since our senior year in college, and I thought things were going well, until she told me tonight that she was “tired of me,” and that she doesn’t love me anymore. See, I live in Boston, and I got a job with my family’s software engineering company here, and she lives in Florida with her mother. In college it was great at Florida State. We were together all the time. Now, she’s in veterinary school down in Florida, due to finish up the end of this year, and move in with me here in Boston – At least that was the plan. Our friends and family all thought we were “the perfect couple.”

She just left my apartment. She came up for the weekend for her monthly visit, and there was something going on with her all weekend, so I knew something was up. Then, two hours before the Uber picked her up to go to the airport, she tells me this shit. She was crying through the whole thing and sorry she waited so long to tell me, blah, blah, blah. But to be perfectly honest here, I’ve been getting these “vibes” for some time now, but chose to ignore the warning signs; two-week trips out of the country to Greece, Italy, and even cancelling out on coming up to see me a couple of times to party with her girlfriends. There was always an engagement party, or something she had to do.

Shit, I even scrimped and saved and took her to Bali for a week. I thought I was the best boyfriend imaginable. What really hurt tonight was when she told me I wasn’t “man enough for her.” What the fuck did she mean by that? I mean, I work out, I think I have a decent body, I’m fairly good looking and all. I just don’t get it. So right now I’m angry. I can’t stay home, and I don’t have a car. It’s a fairly nice warm May evening, so maybe I’ll take a walk to clear my head before I call my parents and my brother and tell them what happened. I know her mother will probably kill her because she loved me, and thought I was great for her daughter.

So about seven o’clock I left my apartment in Beacon Hill and decided to take a walk. I walked through the Boston Commons. Lots of people out on a nice night like this; rock band playing in the band shell, couples on blankets, laughing and having a good time. Then I turned around and walked farther on along to the direction of the Charles River. I was out for about an hour, but I really didn’t want to go home yet. I was off tomorrow so there was really no rush to get back home.

Then I decided that I needed a little “adventure.” I was too pissed yet to go home. What was I going to do except mope around there anyway? Plenty of time for that later. In the meantime, I just had to get out – and stay out. Before I knew what I was doing, I had my thumb out to hitch hike. I was near the entrance ramp to Route 90 – The Mass Pike. I really didn’t care where I was going.

A bunch of eighteen-wheelers passed me by, but I really didn’t feel like sitting in a stuffy cab with a serial killer or a drunk trucker from Bumblefuck, USA. Then I heard the distinctive rumble of a motorcycle, a big motorcycle coming down the road. Now that looked pretty cool. I was never on a motorcycle before, so I figured why not? My thumb and the arm it was attached to went out really far into the road; so far in fact, I was almost blocking the lane. Sure enough the motorcycle slowed down and pulled off onto the shoulder in front of me.

I just saw the back of the driver and it looked like a female. She, if it was a she, had long flowing blonde hair that came out the back of her helmet. She was dressed all in leather, studded belt and black helmet, leather pants, and black boots. I walked up to her, and she lifted her visor and turned around to me, watching me approach.

“Where are you going,” she said loudly over the road noise. I answered truthfully.

“I don’t know. Anywhere. I just need to get away for a while.” I realized then how stupid I must have sounded. A closer look told me that this was a girl, or rather, a woman in her mid-thirties.

“Okay ‘Mr. Get away for a while,’ I’m headed for Grafton, see. That’s where I live.” I had no fucking idea where Grafton was, but I did say I was looking for an adventure. I figured this was as good as it gets so I got ready to hop on the back seat. It looked like a new bike, a Honda, and a luxury bike at that.

“Okay,” she said, handing me an identical helmet. “My name’s Lea, what should I really call you?” she said, smiling. “I’m Oliver. Oliver Howard.”

“Okay then Oliver Howard,” she said, patting the padded seat. “Ever rode a motorcycle before?”

“No, I haven’t.”

She laughed and said, “Well hold on tight because I like to go fast, and this baby’s new. I wanna stretch her legs out a bit.”

I got on and she revved the motor which normally would have scared the shit out of me, but I didn’t care, so I got myself set, closed the chin strap of the helmet, and I barely had my arms around her waist, and she blasted off. We picked up the road headed west accelerating quickly. I held on for dear life, locking my hands, and trying not to look down at the roadway whizzing past us. The road was a bit empty, but she wasn’t one of those crazy cyclists that wove in-between lanes of traffic like a maniac, so I felt good about that. But she was right – she did indeed like to go fast.

If I wasn’t so secured in by the deep seat and Lea in front, I think the wind would have carried me off like a piece of paper, and I would be the newest piece of roadkill to adorn Route 90.

❤️❤️❤️
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The towns whizzed past us, and after about thirty minutes she pulled off the highway at a place called Grafton. We slowed down once off the highway, went through what looked like the center of town and got on a small road for about ten minutes, and she pulled off on another small road headed south for five minutes. She stopped and yelled over the engine, “That’s me, up on the hill.”

She pointed to a large Dutch colonial which looked like it was painted gray with Azealia bushes around the exterior, which were in full bloom. The house was isolated, and I thought if she was a serial killer, I could disappear and no one would know where I was, or what happened to me. She pulled up around the circular driveway and there were four other bikes parked in a little parking area off to the side.

She got off the bike and took her helmet off and shook her long blond hair. I saw she was wearing cherry red lipstick, and had gold hoop earrings. Her smile was disarming, and I felt at ease right away. She held out her hand and took my helmet, placing it on the bike next to hers.

“This is where we live Oliver.”

“Nice house,” I said.

She laughed and looked at me turning her head to the side, eyebrows raised, grinning, and said, “You did say you wanted an adventure, right?”

I immediately regretted saying something so stupid like that, but I nodded my head, and said, “Sure. Today’s been one of those days.”

She nodded her head, and said, “I see. Well, we all have them. So come inside, make yourself comfortable and we’ll talk about it.” I didn’t even think to ask her how I would get home. Would she take me, or would I have to call an Uber? Right now I didn’t care. Besides, I didn’t feel like pouring my heart out to a total stranger.

We walked up about six steps to the porch, and she took her keys out from a chain she wore and opened the front door. I thought I had walked in to a “group home” of sorts. There were four women dressed almost the same as Lea, all sitting in the big living room; two girls on the couch and two girls in a plush love seat. Against a wall was a brick fireplace with a large iron poker, the wood smoke smell somewhat comforting. I was a bit chilled from the ride. On the long oak table in front of them were open bags of chips, an empty pizza box, and several bottles of beer.

“Hey Lea, whose the ‘sugar cane?’” said a stunning red head on the sofa with her arm around the shoulders of a voluptuous brunette next to her. On the loveseat next to them was another pair of women – a brunette and a blonde together; the blonde with her head on the shoulders of the brunette. I was guessing that this was some sort of a club – or maybe a gang of girl bikers. They all looked at me with curious smiles. I wondered if they were used to Lea “bringing home strays.”

I was hard as a rock. There was something about these women that really turned me on. Immediately, my “newly single” mind went to all kinds of fantasies, before Lea could even address her friends.

“Oh, this here is Oliver. I found him hitch hiking along the Charles when I was on my way home after seeing my brother. I thought I’d take pity on him and give him a lift. He didn’t care where I took him, he just wanted to take a ride I suppose,” Lea said, looking at me good for the first time, with her eyebrows raised, in an expectation that I would fill them in on my purpose for being here. I was feeling a bit uncomfortable being the object of attention, but hey – I would be curious too.

“Hi Oliver,” they all said in unison, laughing and giggling like school girls.

“Explain yourself handsome,” the gorgeous red head said, in a fake interrogatory voice, eyebrows scrunched down, and her lips in an “angry” downward turn checking me out from head to toe, and laughing.

“Oliver, I’m sorry,” Lea said. “This here, the one lacking the manners,” pointing to the redhead, “is Margolit, and the sex kitten next to her,” pointing to the curvy brunette “is Laura.” Laura gave me a lazy wave and a cute smile. I liked her already.

The brunette and the blonde on the loveseat looked alike except for their hair colors. They had goth makeup on, long hair, noses pierced, and both wore strapless black leather bustiers with straps in front. I caught myself staring at their long, shapely legs covered to mid-thigh with sheer, black nylon pantyhose, that strapped to a girdle. On their feet they wore black, stiletto heels with straps around their ankles. The brunette had one long leg propped up on the coffee table.

“And these two lovebirds here are Charlene and Candy,” pointing to the brunette and the blonde respectively, sitting on the loveseat.

Candy spoke up. “So explain yourself Oliver. Like, what’s your deal?”

So I addressed all of them, feeling somewhat embarrassed and turned on at the same time. “Uh, there’s not much to tell. My girlfriend broke up with me today, really just a few hours ago, and I thought I’d go for a walk. Then something came over me, maybe I was angry a bit, and I decided to hitch hike when Lea pulled up to me.”

“Yeah,” Lea said laughing. “He was practically blocking the traffic lane with his thumb pointing out. He looked harmless enough, so I thought I’d bring him home.”

“Nice,” Margolit, the redhead said. “He does look cute. I probably would have done the same Lea. Nice work.”

“The question is, what are we going to do with him now that we’ve got him, I wonder,” Margolit asked.

That caught my attention. What exactly did she mean when she said now that we’ve got him?

“So tell us about your breakup Ollie,” Laura the brunette next to Margolit said, contemplatively twirling her brunette hair that fell over her shoulders.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Nothing much to tell. It was a seven year long distance relationship that didn’t work out is all. Nothing much else.”

The blonde on the loveseat, Candy, seemed to come to my defense during this interrogation. “I can see that. Long distance things rarely work out – hard to maintain.”

Charlene, sitting next to her playfully punched her arm and said, “And how would you know Candy?”

“I don’t, I mean not from personal experience, but it’s common knowledge.”

Lea broke the ice. “Oliver, why don’t you take a seat. Want a beer?”

“Yeah, thanks Lea, that would be nice,” I said, taking a seat; my ass smarting a bit from Lea’s motorcycle.

They were all staring at me, like they had a secret I wasn’t privy too. Suddenly, Lea called out turning her head to the side: “HEY BLOSSOM! BRING OUT A TRAY OF BEERS – AND MAKE IT SIX! HURRY UP!”

Her tone startled me, and I heard high heels clacking at a quick pace from the adjacent kitchen, and a distant effeminate voice calling out in reply: “RIGHT AWAY MISS LEA!”

That made my hackles stand up – the sudden change in Lea’s tone. A girl with sheer, black nylon pantyhose, just like Charlene and Candy’s, and wearing a high and tight miniskirt, cleavage showing, came rushing out of the kitchen, careful not to drop the beer bottles, wobbling precariously on the big tray.

“And clean up the table!” Lea added. “Blossom,” like the other girls, was wearing heavy makeup. It seemed obvious to me that Blossom was different than the others, almost like a new pledge in a sorority – or perhaps something a bit more serious. She wasn’t wearing biker clothes, but was looking very hot nonetheless.

“Oh I’m sorry Oliver,” Lea said, nodding to Blossom, dutifully placing the bottles on the table, and then taking away the pizza box and the bags of chips, “Blossom is our resident sissy – she lives here with us, and she loves it, don’t you Blossom?”

“Oh yes Miss Lea, I really do.”

“Hey, just leave the chips!” Candy, the blonde on the loveseat ordered.

“Sorry Miss Candy.”

“Good, that’s a nice sissy. Maybe you’ll get a good fucking tonight! What do you think girls? Does Blossom deserve a good fucking?”

“Ummm yeah Candy, I think she does,” Charlene said. The other girls, including Lea laughed.

Lea looked at me and said, “What are you gonna do? You have to reward good help, right Oliver?”

“I guess so,” I said, getting a bit scared, but also more than a tad curious. How could it be that in a group of these women, Blossom was like a , like a . . . “fuck toy,” or a servant maybe? She called her a “sissy.” I wondered what she meant by that. Whatever it was, the staring from all of the girls was a bit unnerving, and I suppose it showed, because Lea turned and said to me, “Just have your beer and relax Oliver. You’re among friends here.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Ihad to admit, seeing the way Blossom was being treated by the other women got me really steamed – I mean hard as a rock. What was it about women dominating other women like that and talking about “fucking them” that got my juices going? All I know is that my jeans were bursting at the zipper, and I had trouble concentrating. I wondered what it would be like if I could have one or maybe ALL these women. The best part of it was that none of them said anything to discourage me from thinking like that.

Lea turned to me, interrupting my lewd thoughts and she said so all the other girls could hear, “Hey guys, why don’t we let Blossom here have a go with Oliver?”

“Yeah! What a great idea Lea!” Candy said.

“Oliver, you know Blossom is a sure thing. Say, speaking of Blossom, where the fuck is she?” Lea asked. “BLOSSOM! GET YOUR CUTE SEXY ASS BACK INTO THE LIVING ROOM – NOW!” Lea called out. Blossom was in the kitchen disposing of all the shit that was on the table.

“Coming Miss Lea!” and I heard those heels clacking again on the wooden floor.

“Yes Miss Lea?” Blossom asked, standing in front of Lea.

“Oliver here is dying for a blowjob! For Christ’s sake, his cock is practically jumping out of his jeans,” she said, grinning to the other four girls.

Just like some kind of weird human automaton, Blossom answered, “Right away Miss Lea,” and she came and stood in front of me. But wait a second – wasn’t I going to get any privacy here? I guessed not. I wasn’t used to “performing” in front of an audience.

Blossom stood in front of me, grabbed my hands and pulled me up close to her, and to my surprise, even with an audience, I was still able to be harder than I’ve ever been in my life. Then she looked at me with her green, piercing eyes, and kissed me hard; her lip gloss tasting of cherry and feeling so smooth and silky. She roped her tongue around mine, and pressed her waist against mine, sticking a hand in between us to feel for my zipper. She pulled it down and stuck her fingers, fake nails, and all into my jeans, pulling my cock aggressively from my boxers – all while the other girls watched, and Margolit and Laura on the couch were seated, kissing, and groping each other.

Lea stood behind Charlene and Candy, and began rubbing their backs with a hand on each. She bent down between them and whispered something. Giggling, the three of them went upstairs to parts unknown.

Margolit and Lauren followed suit, taking their action with them. Now I was alone with Blossom, and I felt more encouraged and into what I was doing with her.

“I’m gonna give you a real good time, Oliver,” Blossom said, placing her wet lips against my ear. I could feel a bit of pre cum leaking out of me, which Blossom wiped from the head of my cock. With just a touch, it sprang out of my jeans, and this hungry little slut (for lack of a better word) broke off from the kiss and knelt down in front of me, placing my cock in her mouth. Oh my God, this is soooo good! I thought to myself. I’ve never had a blowjob like this from Stacie, or was more turned on. I pulled my sport shirt out of my pants and felt Blossom’s silky hair against my tummy.

She made a nice, tight seal with her lips, and slowly – very slowly went up and down along the whole length of my shaft, making me moan and close my eyes. She went faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to meet her thrusting. Fuck! She did this thing with her teeth that sent chills up and down my spine. Meanwhile her tongue did a nice “snake dance” around my cock covering my whole length. I could take this no longer and I just exploded inside Blossom’s mouth – all the cum stored up in my body since I reached puberty shot inside of her. As tight a seal as she made, she still dribbled a thick, white stream down the corner of her lips and onto her chin. She licked me clean.

With glazed eyes, and a face full of my jizz, she stood up and tugged on my sport shirt and leaned in, looking up at me and kissed me again. I licked her face clean, and I was shocked at how good my own cum tasted. My flagging cock was immediately hard again – all from sucking my own cum off a woman’s face! What the hell was happening to me.

For a second, I imagined myself switching places with Blossom. How crazy is that? What’s going on with me? Then I remembered back in my teenage years fantasizing about how good I would look dressed like Blossom, and being a sexy woman in control of some guy. I thought that all guys felt that way, and that this was entirely normal. Maybe I am crazy, but right now, I felt incredible.

“Now Oliver, I want you to fuck me!” she said. I was so hard from licking my own cum off of her face, I thought I would be able to do that.

“Sure, let’s go!” I said. My enthusiasm was not lost on her, and she smiled, and pulled down her leather miniskirt. But then, she surprised me when next she said – “I want you to take me from the back Oliver!”

I had to ask her to repeat that. What did she mean by that? Her pussy like doggy style? Her ass? The latter I have never done, and I was a little skittish, but my cock was telling me something very different. After she made herself clear and hopped onto the couch, I got behind her, after kicking off my jeans and boxers.

She was wearing a G-String, and pulled the back string from between her ass crack over to the side of her buttock. “Now wet me Oliver.”

So I spit on my hands and rubbed it around her nice cherry asshole, and down her taint. I put some more of my spit over my cock since it was a bit sticky from the BJ.

“Spread me apart Oliver,” she said with some excitement in her voice.

So I got closer to her ass and spread her cheeks wide and placed my cock right against her ass and I entered her. Oh my God, this feels so good, I told myself. I mean, shit she was so tight. Tighter than anything I had ever done with Stacie. I felt so evil, you know – like I was tasting a forbidden fruit. I went in as far as the head of my cock – my “helmet” was completely inside her and I pulled out slowly and went in again and again.

She stiffened and was breathing heavily, and said, “Oliver, I want you to ram me . . . HARD!! GET IT???”

I didn’t answer, and I took that as a challenge and went in all the way. I picked up speed and my ball sack was bumping up against her ass cheeks. It was great, the speed, the tightness. She had her hand underneath the front of her panties, and she was playing with herself. She’d probably want me to eat her out next. I loved doing that. I hoped so.

I went faster and faster, but I was thinking about how this felt from her side, NOT mine. I couldn’t stop those thoughts. She bucked up against me with each thrust, and I could contain myself no longer. She cried out in pleasure, and I knew she had her orgasm. It was a chain reaction because now I shot another full load right into her ass. I went faster and faster with the extra slipperiness. I told myself there and then that I was done with pussy for good.

A stream of my cum dripped down her ass from both cheeks. That’s how massive my load was. Now I slowed down, and she pulled off me, and turned back to me smiling.

“That was wonderful Oliver. Now you have to get me off.” WTF did she mean by that? It sounded like she came from my pounding, but she got up off the couch, and straightened out her G-String, placing the string between her ass cheeks again.

She stared at me and bit her bottom lip and hooked her thumb into the pouch of her G-String. Now came the pussy that I was waiting for. But, inexplicably, I couldn’t take me eyes off of her G-String, and the white camisole she wore with the black laced bra underneath it. It was crazy, but I wanted to ask her . . . to change clothes with me. Could it be that I was actually jealous of, of a woman for being a woman???

I never ever could have expected in my wildest imagination what happened next. She pulled her G-String down and . . . the biggest cock I’d ever seen popped out of it!

“Blossom!??? What the Fuck??” What the hell was she, or he??

“I’m a trainee here Oliver, or a trainer. I’m not really sure yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“I became a transgender woman about two years ago, but I’m not like them.”

“Like whom? You mean like Lea? Like Charlene and Candy? Like Margolit and Laura??”

She looked a little downcast. Her head hung down, and her massive cock was only semi-erect. Something weird was going on in this house, with these other women.

“Yes Oliver,” she said. “They are all transgender women, and my job here” her job??? “is to train new guys who are to transition, but they keep promising me that I’ll be like them someday – taking HRT medications, and riding motorcycles.”

“Instead,” she continued, “I’m just their sissy, who they like to boss around. I’m just a servant around here, and they do what they like with me. They dress me how they want to and pass me around between themselves.” She took on a wistful look. “I hope that someday they let me become like them, but I’m afraid it’s too late for me.”

I was shocked. What the hell was this place? I came here by accident. Was I now part of this somehow?

“Now you have to do what I tell you to do, which I didn’t do in the beginning. That’s why I’m like I am today. So please Oliver, just get on the couch and face the front.” And with that she started rubbing her cock until it reached its full size.

I was conflicted. The jury was out on what I would do next, but it was a hung jury; eight to four. Eight in favor of getting plowed by Blossom, but the more I stared at that giant cock, the more I wanted it. It took about two minutes of deliberation, and I said the hell with it. The “jury” was won over. I was still angry over Stacie dumping me, and if I wasn’t man enough for her, then I would become the biggest cum-slut whore I could become.

That would be my revenge – to become a transgender woman, and a tough one, like all these women and ride a bike down the highways. Now I got it. It was all about power, about control over sissies like Blossom. So throwing all my inhibitions to the wind, I got on the couch with my ass towards Blossom as she got behind me, and girded myself for the change that I was about to undergo. I’d show these women that I could be like them! 

Blossom left the room for a second. “Hey Blossom, where are you going?” I was afraid that she would go upstairs and get the others before I finished my “initiation.”

“I’m getting something to make your first time easier Oliver.”

When she came back into the room she was carrying a tube of K-Y Jelly. She hopped back on the couch, on her knees behind me, and squeezed out a generous helping into the palm of her hand, and placed it over my asshole and down my taint, up to my balls. It felt good, cool, and slippery. Then she rubbed a nice amount over my cock making me as hard as steel.

I felt the tip of that monster cock touch my asshole. “This may feel a bit unpleasant Oliver, but please, for your sake – take it,” she said, almost pleading with me.

I was growling inside, I wanted this. I wanted to be a slut, and now I was on my way! She went in slowly at first, and I clenched my fists, grabbing the couch material, and gritted my teeth, as she went in and out, deeper, and deeper. There was a “tug of war” between pain and pleasure, that soon became all pleasure. My cock was pulsing, and I felt a feeling like a sneeze from deep inside me. Before I knew what was happening, and without even touching my cock, I shot out a huge wad of my jizz out onto the couch.

Like a chain reaction, I felt Blossom’s hands pressing the sides of my butt cheeks and she let out a scream, and came inside me, filling me up with her creamy jizz. She went faster and faster and my orgasm still went on – the longest I ever had in my life.

❤️❤️❤️
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Soon after we were done, Lea and the other girls came downstairs.

“So I see you and Blossom have gotten to know each other,” Lea said, laughing with the rest of them.

“How did you enjoy yourself Oliver?” Lea asked me, looking at me with a sexual longing. I felt like I wanted her. I have since I held onto her on her bike, but now, knowing that she was a transgender woman, I didn’t just want her, I wanted to be like her – like all the rest of the girls. I wanted my own bike too, and to ride all over with them.

“What do you think girls, should we let Oliver into our little club now that he’s broken in?” Lea said.

“There’s only one way to find out Lea,” Margolit the redhead said. “Let’s dress him,” and she laughed.

“Excellent idea,” Lea answered.

“Please!” I heard myself say, “Make me a real cum slut – PLEASE!”

“She’s eager Lea, look how she’s begging us! Let’s get her started,” Margolit said. That was the first time I was referred to as a “she,” and I loved it.

“It certainly sounds like it. Okay then, let’s do it. Blossom, take Oliver, or should I say Olive, upstairs to get dressed. Find something very slutty to dress her up. I think Candy has some good slutty stuff in her room that should fit. Oh! And make her up too. Nice and heavy!” Lea said.

So I followed Blossom upstairs to Candy’s room, and I sat on the bed while she rummaged around in Candy’s closet for some outfits. After I got dressed, Blossom led me into the bathroom and did my makeup. She took her time with me and made me look really nice. When I looked at my new self, jet black, longhaired wig and all, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Was that really me??

She had me in a black leather bustier, with an elastic bra underneath that pulled my chest in tight. Before she dressed me, Blossom shaved my legs and chest with an electric razor, since I didn’t have much hair on me to begin with. I had leather biker pants with a belt, just like Lea. Underneath I wore the sheer pantyhose which now, because of my shaved legs, felt exquisite going up my legs. She made me up like a slutty goth princess. The girl was a maestro, a real artiste.

I came down and everyone was whistling at me.

“Hey guys, don’t get any ideas. I always get first dibbs on the newbies, especially because I picked Olive up, remember?” Lea said sternly. She was the unchallenged leader of this group.

No one had a word of dissent. I was curious: What exactly was it that this group was into? So I asked Lea.

She said, “Oh, not much. We are, how shall I put this; a very intense social club - we ride around, go to biker bars, and pick up guys and sometimes we turn them, but only if we think they have potential. Otherwise we send them packing. I own a HONDA motorcycle dealership, and it does a bit more than keep the roof over our heads. There are about twenty more members than the girls you see here. Some of our members are people that are famous and who you would never suspect are transwomen. I believe that the freedom and the socialization that biking offers helps to ease their minds about their identities. In fact, I’m planning to write a serious book about the whole transgender experience. But, enough about that. I don’t want to be a buzz kill tonight – we’re supposed to be having fun! Now, Charlene over here,” she said, pointing to the tall, curvy brunette, “is my chief mechanic.” I looked at her strong, tattooed arms, and I could see that.

I couldn’t help myself. “What about Blossom?” I asked, curious.

“Blossom serves her role. She ‘breaks in’ the new ones and sees if they have what it takes. If she didn’t think that you did, you wouldn’t still be here. Besides, we enjoy having a subservient sissy to knock around.” I knew what she meant.

“Now Olive, I’m going to make you one of us – you’re almost there,” Lea said greedily, her eyes boring into mine with pure lust. “Come upstairs with me,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️
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Lea took me by the hand, and I followed her into her room. This was her house, after all, and she had a real kick-ass bedroom with a bar, a wide screen smart TV, and a sliding glass door with a terrace out back. A room befitting a Queen, a leader.

We stood in the middle of the room, holding hands, and her eyes boring into mine. I could clearly see her hard, erect she cock tenting up through her leather pants. That turned me on something fierce, which never happened before. I had an insatiable hunger – I wanted to take it and make it mine. My own cock was pulsating, my thoughts going wild. However, I didn’t have much time to dwell on them because Lea grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me close into her powerful arms, and kissed me all over my face, causing my makeup to run.

She purposely lined her waist against mine and pressed me back and forth until we were in a “warm-up” rhythm. I couldn’t stand the teasing anymore, so I reached my hand down between us and forcefully yanked Lea’s zipper down. I think she enjoyed being handled roughly; maybe even surprised. Blossom had placed fingerless, black leather gloves on my hands, which was a nice goth-biker touch. I easily reached under the pouch of Lea’s G-String and pulled her cock out, curious to see if the cock matched the personality. Holy hell! This thing was a monster!

My eyes widened and I began stroking her cock, now free from its prison and stroked it gently with my fingertips. Lea just moaned softly in my ear – “take me Olive . . . take me . . .”

She assisted my clumsy fumbling with her snaps and belt and took off her leather pants, and kicked off her high heels. She unfastened the straps to the garter belt she wore, and took it off, tossing it on the floor next to her pants. Likewise, she took my skirt off in no time, and we were both standing there, facing each other, with Lea’s cock already out. Smiling, she reached under my pouch and pulled my cock out, making a fist with her fingers and moving her tongue around her lips in a circular motion. I thought I would cum on the spot!

I pulled Lea’s G-String down around her ankles and she kicked it off. I wasted no time and got down on the carpeted floor on my knees and placed her cock up against my closed lips, my cherry lip gloss painting her cock tip. Through my closed fist I could feel it pulsing. This made me even hungrier than before.

I parted my lips and took the tip of Lea’s cock inside, gently moving my tongue around her head. I could taste a sweet, salty mix of her pre cum and she straightened her body and moaned. She met my suckling by thrusting ever so slowly against my lips. I thought I would choke on that monster cock, which stretched my mouth to its limit, but my desire was so great that I was able to suppress my gag reflex, and within seconds I had her whole cock inside my mouth. My tongue stroked her soft underside. I knew instinctively how to please her, and her hands gently pressed down on my jet black wig.

Faster and faster I went, and soon she let out a gasp and shot the biggest load of cum I ever thought possible into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. There was an impossible amount of cum to keep inside my mouth, and I got extremely hard, my dreams of being a slutty, reeky cum-slut realized at last. Her cum dribbled down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. After I licked her clean, not letting a drop of her precious fluid hit the royal blue plush carpet of her bedroom floor, she pulled me off her and placed her strong arms around me and kissed me, licking off the dribblings from my lips and my chin.

“Now it’s my turn Olive,” she said. “It’s time for you to truly become one of us. I looked at the door, expecting the others to come in. I was ready to take on Candy, Charlene, Lauren and Margolit. But that wasn’t to be. In the future, yes, but tonight I belonged to Lea.

Without being told what to do, I hopped on the bed and Lea got on behind me. Her leather jacket was cool against my butt cheeks, and it turned me on even more. I felt her silky blonde hair over my neck, and she licked the nape of my nape, sending shivers down my back and keeping me hard as a rock.

I felt Lea’s hand pulling my G-String out from between my butt cheeks and placing it on the side. Next I felt her moist cock tip against my cherry asshole, which Blossom had stretched for her. She reached into her night table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing a copious amount into her palm and rubbed it over my “bussy,” which I learned was slanged for “boy pussy,” and down my taint to my ball sack. Next, she rubbed it all over her cock and placed it back against me. I wanted to devour her cock taking it all the way inside me – damn the pain and discomfort of such a large cock; bigger than Blossom’s.

She went slowly at first, and pulled in and out, going no farther than the head of her she cock. I was possessed by a madness I had never known and took a deep breath, shoving my rear against it, taking it all on. Lea gasped and squeezed my butt cheeks apart, leaning over me and going in and out with a fast rhythm. The smells of her strawberry hair shampoo and perfume gave me a feeling like a “sneeze” coming on from deep inside me. I could hold back no further as she kept hitting my p-spot. My palms were placed firmly on the bed sheets, and I came without touching myself. Squirt after squirt of my jizz shot out of me onto her bed sheets, and I screamed. Lea, maybe from my arousal yelled out at the same time and filled me up with her warm, thick cum; both of us lost in a reverie of mad pleasure. Two fiends pawing at each other with unquenching lust.

She kept going, and my climax persisted even after I was dry and could cum no more. She pulled out of me slowly and we were both on our knees on the bed, kissing. I licked her face, and she did the same, my mascara and eyeshadow running down. I knew that this would be a regular thing from now on.

*****

We finally came downstairs, and the girls were there, all except Blossom, and they were smiling at us.

“Ladies,” Lea said, her arm around my shoulder. “Olive is now officially one of us.” Looking at me, she said, “I’m giving her her own bike, and we’ll be taking her with us on our road trips from now on.”

The other girls cheered. “Now next weekend, we have a certain federal judge coming down here, and I’ve decided to let Olive break him in. What do you think?”

“Hell yeah!” Candy and Charlene exclaimed.

So Stacie receded into the back of my memory. I finally became all that I was meant to become, and there was more, a lot more on the way, and all because of a little unexpected “road trip.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Ipulled out of the parking lot of the VA hospital no more cured than when I came in. I had to stop off at the SAV-ON drugstore on the way home to pick up the useless yellow pills the shrink had prescribed for me to handle “Those troubling thoughts” he kept telling me I had. Actually, I was the one who told him that I had those troubling thoughts, and now after six, forty-five minute sessions later, he tells me I’m “doing just dandy, and to keep taking the pills.” He diagnosed me with a “form of PTSD,” which is pretty stupid – it’s like saying “you have a form of pregnancy.”

I felt he was just giving me a garbage can term that he tells all the twenty-something men and women who walk through his doors, some more disheveled and fucked up than the rest – you should see the characters in the waiting room! Me? I think I was right in the middle; long brown hair down to my shoulders, a not-too-neatly trimmed reddish-brown beard and mustache, jeans, and a navy blue CHAMPION hoodie.

Oh, sorry - my name’s John, John Buford, and I’m twenty-five years old, and I did two tours in Afghanistan; in combat practically every day of those tours. I think that could pretty much fuck anybody up, and I guess I was lucky to have come home with all my limbs and my pecker in one piece. My main problem was that I needed to get laid, and I had trouble in “feeling normal” around girls. Like, maybe I couldn’t talk to them to make them interested in me, and I had no exciting career to talk about, or a family fortune to make them wanna chase after me.

I worked in a computer warehouse, stacking boxes, moving said boxes from one side of the storeroom to another, and then loading a truck which would take them to a retail outlet. Pretty good job for an ex-Army Ranger and qualified deadly sniper with 61 kills – all head shots, right? Bullshit! But right now that’s all I got. I live at home with my parents, the youngest of four sons, and the one with the least amount of marketable skills to make much of myself, unless someone wanted to hire a sniper or security guard. Lately, I’ve been having recurrent thoughts of pissing on the wall of the warehouse, (inside the warehouse) for no other reason than that I could – damn the consequences. Fuck ‘em if they can’t take a joke.

I think maybe if I had a girlfriend and was in some kind of a relationship that might, out of necessity cause me to straighten up and make something of my life, then I’d be okay. You know, I would want to be successful enough to father a little John Buford JR someday. I wasn’t much into the club scene, and that stuff didn’t particularly interest me, so how was I to meet women? Online? No thanks. With AI anyone could make themselves into a Brazilian beauty queen. I was somewhat friendly with a couple of guys from the VA counselling center, and I thought about carousing with them to look around, but if I was a woman, I’d be afraid to date them! I mean, some of these guys are scary as shit. I don’t know, maybe a matchmaker might be good. I know I was looking for something a bit “out of the ordinary.” I was about to find something very close to home that fit the bill.

“Hey John, how’re you doing today? How was the session?” my mother asked as I walked in with some groceries and my prescription of the “yellow magic.”

“Okay mom, you know, same bullshit. What’s doing? (I tried to steer the conversation away from me) You go out with dad today?”

“No John, we didn’t. Actually, the new neighbor moved in to the Sedgwick house next door, and we went over to say hello.”

“Yeah, who are they? They moved in last week right?”

“Yes they did, or rather, she did . . .” and my mom looked at me with one of those looks.

Sounding indifferent, I answered, “Okay mom, WHO IS SHE?”

“Her name is Barbara and she’s divorced, and she happens to be a judge. Can you believe that? An elected county judge living right next door!”

I guess that sort of shit impressed older people, but for the last four years I was used to living in close proximity to people of power, and most of them were dimwits, so I wasn’t really impressed; like a colonel I heard of whose troops were in a battle and he tells his chopper pilot, “Take me down to one thousand feet – I wanna’ be with my men!” You know, real douchebags.

“So what?” I said, rather indifferently, but I was immediately sorry for sounding like I was blowing her off, so I asked her, “I mean, nice mom – what’s she like?”

“Well John, I think she’s at least twice your age, but she is, if you’ll excuse my bold opinion, really hot!” I blushed when my mom said that. I would have expected my dad to say something along those lines. Speaking of which, he came downstairs and was on his way to the kitchen, having heard our little exchange.

“Hi John.”

“Hi dad.”

“I happened to catch your mom’s opinion of our new neighbor, and I’d have to agree with her son. Our new neighbor is HOT!”

This caused my mom to playfully elbow my dad in the ribs. “George Buford! Please keep those opinions to yourself!” My dad winked at me and immediately apologized.

“Sorry Rose, but I call ‘em as I see ‘em. After all, I’m still a man, but” (he put his arm around my mom tightly), and said, I’m a happily married man.” Then he kissed her. That made mom smile.

“Well thanks for the information guys. Maybe I’ll ring the bell and ask her if I can do some painting or yard work around her house. Or maybe she needs a pool boy, or a chauffeur,” I said with a little bitterness.

“It might do you some good John – just be discreet, I mean, she is a judge,” mom said.

Then dad smiled at me. He meant well, and having a little man-to-man banter did him some good, plus, he was trying to make me feel better.

“Okay, yeah, I think I’ll go over and say ‘hello.’ It couldn’t hurt, right?”

“You never know dear, maybe she has a younger sister or niece,” mom said.

Maybe the solution to my frustration about meeting women may have found a solution here. I went back upstairs to my room and fantasized a little about “the potential MILF next door.”

♦️♦️♦️
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It just so happened that my bedroom on the second floor of our colonial had a birds eye view of her front porch and her driveway. What caught my eye first was the red Corvette parked in it. She must have come home after me because I heard nothing. I was just about to turn away when her front door opened, and she left the house. My mother was right; she was hot alright. Goddamn perfect figure, a short black skirt with a slit up the middle, auburn hair; stylish, wavy mid-length with airy layers and flattering side bangs. Her bright red blouse was tucked neatly into her skirt, and when she bent down to open the driver side door, I got a good “from upstairs look” at an explosive cleavage with tits that looked like they might burst out at any second.

I’ll admit I have somewhat of a foot fetish – she had on black stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. Where the fuck would she be going on a Saturday afternoon dressed like that? Wherever it was, I would give anything to be in the front seat of that car next to her. My boner was swelled to its max, (despite the yellow pills) and it was ready to pop open my zipper. In a split second I could picture her down on her knees in front of me, taking my large eggplant into her mouth and drooling over it.

Looking around after she pulled out, I saw her bedroom window was right across from me. I didn’t see any shades which made me think of a new hobby, and a way to put my sniper scope (without the M-4 of course) to some good use. Yes Johnny boy, a little nighttime recon perhaps??? I said, laughing to myself.

I did my homework on her. Her name was Barbara Rosecrans, and she was a Democrat county court judge. I’ve seen her face on some old election posters around town. She used to be the District Attorney for Sable County, and now she moved up. It never hurt to have friends in high places.

Saturday nights, if I had nothing going on, I usually spent with my folks watching TV downstairs, but tonight I decided to stay in my room and watch the MARLINS game on ESPN. As soon as I saw the light from my neighbor’s headlights flash on the wall above my bed, I’d spring into action.

So, middle of the third inning, and the MARLINS tied with the PHILLIES 6-6, I saw the headlights flash on my wall. The only light in my room was from my TV, and I got out my scope and positioned myself on my knees in the front of the window. Reflexively, I checked for my ear piece – a symbol of the PTSD for sure, but just laughed it off. I wondered what Smitty, my old spotter was doing these days. I think one of the guys said he was in college. Well good for him. I hadn’t figured out my plans for that quite yet. I was only home about a year – I needed time to sort shit out.

Immediately, the sight of beautiful breasts filled my scope, and my cock was hard as a rock. My fingers holding the scope were trembling; but wait . . . the passenger door opened and a thin guy with blonde hair, an unconditioned belly, and a mustache got out the passenger side. Too old to be a kid, and not old enough to be her father, so, it looked like I had some competition. Now I put my scope down and waited for the bedroom lights to come on. Fifteen minutes – no luck, so I went back to the game and figured I’d wait till it was over.

During the commercials I got up to look out the window. By the end of the eighth inning, the MARLINS were up 10-6, so I thought I might as well get comfortable by the window. I got a pillow from my bed and put it on the floor under my knees. I waited five minutes, and the bedroom lights came on. Romeo waltzed into the room followed by my neighbor. Holy shit! She was topless and the top of her skirt was undone! I really had a ringside seat because the bed was aligned in a straight line with my window; the brass head against the far wall.

The guy laid on his back, head on the pillow, and my neighbor was straddling him – still in her heels which almost made me cum in my boxers, swear to God. When she bent over him, that tight ass was almost busting out of that slit skirt. I wondered what it would feel like, to squeeze it, to run my tongue over it.

She was a bit off to the side and I got a closeup through my scope of her taking Romeo’s cock in her mouth, painting the head of it red with her lip gloss. I had such a great view that I could see the wetness from her mouth covering his cock! It was massive and it looked as though the object of my interest could only stuff that bad boy in about half-way, from either of her openings.

She went faster and faster now, her long hair falling on his tummy and his balls, which she had in the grip of one hand. Meanwhile, my hand was tucked under the elastic of my boxers, my fingers grabbing my cock. I looked over my shoulder to my dresser where I had a bottle of hand lotion and I grabbed for it before the big finale which I was sure would come at any second. It's like my cock was yelling, go slower – wait for meee!

I pumped out a nice amount and rubbed it over my cock and my hand, sliding up and down, squeezing my index finger and my thumb together like an “OK,” to simulate those delicious lips. I went faster and faster. Romeo stiffened and bent his knees and curled his toes. That was enough for me, and I shot a large wad of jizz into the KLEENEX I had in my hand. It filled up quickly with an enormous, white, sticky helping. I must have shot out three squirts. I squeezed every drop out that I could, from tip to base.

In a flash, she pulled Romeo up and they were both on the bed, on their knees and facing each other. He was licking all of his cum from her mouth. Some was dribbling down her chin. What a slut! He didn’t miss a drop. As they were kissing, her hand was down her skirt, and she was rubbing herself fiercely until she threw her head back, hair flying, lost in total abandon. I could see her hand glistening from her pussy’s juice.

She still wasn’t satisfied because now she straddled him sitting on his face and was grinding her hips up and down over his mouth and nose. What a way to go: death by smothering with the judge’s pussy! I saw his pointy little tongue getting every bit of her. I was so fucking jealous of that little shit bag. What’s he got that I don’t? Probably education and money, that’s what.

What happened next blew my mind. Both of them got up off the bed and left the bedroom. She opened the door to what was her private bathroom, and he went out into the hallway. She was back into the bedroom first and sat up on the bed, facing away from me. When he came back into the bedroom I did a double take. I knew it was the same guy, except . . . except, holy fuck! He was totally nude, except for a fucking hot pink G-String, with a large pouch to cover his cock, and a long blonde wig!

Now this freakazoid got on the bed on his hands and knees and faced the headboard. She turned and I almost broke the glass of my window – On her waist was strapped the biggest pink flesh dildo I ever saw. She opened her nightstand drawer and took out a tube of K-Y JELLY; unmistakable, and rubbed it over the dildo. Sliding Romeo’s G-String to the side of his butt cheek, she rubbed the Jelly all over his asshole and even stuck her finger up his ass which made him clench.

She was merciless; slapping the sissy’s ass at least three times with a leather belt, and then pounding him with the dildo. There was screaming, but it was muffled because both our windows were closed. I zeroed in with my scope. She turned the lights off in her room now. No problem. I just switched my scope to night vision mode which turned everything into green. I zoomed in close. It amazed me how wide his asshole opened up for her silicone friend. This was definitely NOT this cowboy’s first rodeo.

Faster and faster she went inside him, the sounds from the room growing louder and louder, and she whipped his butt cheeks more. Then I saw him grab his cock, but she yelled something and slapped his hand away, not letting him touch himself. I was so turned on myself, that I started stroking my cock again, the hand lotion working its magic.

Each time she thrust; I pumped my fingers down the length of my cock. She was rocking her hips from side to side, obviously enjoying herself more. Finally, I saw Romeo’s sissy cock spurt a nice glob of cum over her pillow onto the bed spread. She made him cum just like that! Then her arms came down to her sides and she stiffened; the base of the dildo was leaking the juices from her pussy all the way down her thighs.

This was enough to make me cum again. Eventually they finished and both left her house. She pulled out of the driveway, and I think I was careless because the headlight from her car shone right in my eyes. I was too absorbed with my cock and my cumming to notice.

There was nothing more for me to do now but to go to sleep. I fucking had to work tomorrow – on Sunday! I was just about to fall asleep when my iPhone “dinged.” It was my text message alert. My mouth dropped open and my eyes widened and almost rolled back inside my head. There were five words – curt and to the point. The sender was unknown to me, but I had a good idea who it was. It said, all in caps: ENJOY THE SHOW? CALL ME!

♦️♦️♦️
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Iwoke up on Sunday morning at about nine o’clock and the first thing I did was race across the floor to my bedroom window. Her car was in the driveway and there was a blind pulled down shut behind her window. She couldn’t have known in advance of my voyeuristic pursuits last night, so why the hell did she leave her blinds pulled up doing what she did with the sissy?

I got dressed and came downstairs to have breakfast with my parents. I gotta say that my folks were overall pretty good. I put them through hell the last three years being away overseas and I had been home now for about a year, and they didn’t push me too hard about getting started in a career. I had a vague interest in the law, but first I needed a college education. Even with the GI benefits, I’d still have to work and attend school parttime anyway. It was only May, and I could probably get in late admission to Sable County Community College for the fall semester.

My folks went to church, but that wasn’t really my scene at the moment. After the shit I saw overseas and now next door, I had my doubts about the “Man on the Golden Throne of Judgment,” so I thought I might go next door and introduce myself to the judge, and try and wangle my way out of last night’s “recon mission.” I was embarrassed as hell, and I’d be putting myself at her mercy, but being neighbors, I thought going over and apologizing was the right thing to do; better than calling. I wanted the relationship to get off on the right foot. You’re thinking too far ahead, Johnny boy I told myself.

I gotta say I was nervous as hell, but I was also aroused as fuck. I thought in a rather perverse way that being yelled at by that piece of ass would be a turn-on! At eleven o’clock I left my house, and I walked over my lawn, past her driveway in front of her car. The engine was still warm. Where the hell could she have gone this early?

I took a deep breath and tried to steel my nerves as I rang her bell. I was smiling like an idiot – just a dumb reflex, mostly from inexperience with women. Hard to believe but true; I was still a virgin at twenty five. Yes, you heard right.

I heard the locks of the door being opened and I looked at this gorgeous woman standing in front of me. She looked even better in person, close up. Her hair was neatly done, with the auburn waves over her forehead, and she had piercing blue eyes. She wore jeans, and a gray sweatshirt, but she still made a stunning appearance.

In a curt, business like voice, she said, “So, I’m assuming you must be John. Grace’s son?”

I cleared my throat. “Um, that would be correct your honor.”

“Please John, we can dispense with the formalities, seeing as how we’ve already met, sort of, I guess?”

I smiled quickly and laughed which came out more like a snort. “You could say that, depending on your point of view.”

“Well come in. I assume you’re harmless, judging from the fact that you walked over here on your own. I’m glad you did. You scored more points with me than calling.”

Just as I thought. “Points?” I said. “Are we playing a game Barbara?”

We moved into her living room off the entranceway. It was a typical room; couch, dining room table at the other end, with an entrance to the kitchen. It was a smallish house which surprised me because I thought a former DA and now a county judge could afford better than this house. It looked a bit unfurnished, probably because she had just moved in. We were standing, facing each other and she answered me with a mischievous grin.

“That all depends on you John. What would you like? I mean you’ve seen me play last night. What did you think? How long were you at your window for?”

“I pretty much saw everything.” I tried to make an excuse that maybe she’d pity me. “Uh, well uh, you see Barbara, I’ve been overseas for two years in Afghanistan with the army, and I don’t really have much experience with women.”

“Yes, your mom told me. Four years in the service, right? Army Ranger?” she said, looking me over. I had a pretty trim physique. I got that way in the service, and I tried to maintain it. Then I tried flattery.

“Yes, that’s right. I saw you getting into your car the day you moved in last week, and I thought you were, uh, quite striking.” Quite ‘striking!’ What an asshole I must sound like!

She smiled at me. It made me relax a bit because it seemed that she enjoyed the fact that I was giving off a sexual vibe.

“Tell me, what did you think of the little game I played with Henry last night?”

Oh, so sissy boy has a name. I tried to be somewhat evasive. “I thought he was too old for you.”

“That’s interesting. He’s not really old, just, how shall I put it – ‘broken in.’”

Barbara had to be in her early forties or late thirties. From the looks of Henry, he seemed to be in his late fifties.

“I’ll be blunt John. I like dominating men – making them my pets, and doing whatever I want them to do. I like when they dress up as women, It really turns me on. What do you like John?”

“I don’t really know,” and my voice trailed off, probably because I now felt intimidated by this powerful and experienced woman.

“Would you like to fuck me John?”

I almost fainted, wondering if I heard that right, but the cock that was jumping out of my pants was saying Oh God, YES PLEASE!

“Um, sure. But like I said, I’m not very experienced.”

“Oh, okay, so you’re a virgin?” she was smiling. “I like that even better. You won’t have any bad habits that I’ll have to break you out of.”

“Why are you surprised Barbara? Did you think I spent my two years in Afghanistan raping and pillaging my way through the countryside?”

She laughed, a very husky, loud laugh. “No, of course not! I actually respect a man like you. You did your duty for your country, keeping us safe. I’d love to return the favor!”

I sensed a magnetism present, a pure lust. She moved in closer to me, pulling me into her force field, and I grabbed her around the shoulders and pressed her against me and I kissed her hard. She rubbed against my hard on, and grabbed at it with her long, painted fingernails. Now, I was going to take her in the way that my body would; lustful and hard.

I moved my lips off her and kissed her neck, her cheek, her face, and she moaned. She took my hand and placed it over her pussy and rubbed it. To egg me on a bit, she undid the buttons of her jeans and pulled down her zipper. I met no resistance and resumed kissing her, sticking my hand underneath the elastic band of nice, smooth satin panties. I stuck my tongue deep into her mouth, and she roped it with hers.

She was already dripping wet and breathing hard. “Don’t you dare fucking stop John . . .” she said sounding faraway, like in some mystical fantasy place. Who knows, maybe she pretended that I was a like a Barbarian or something, and after I burned and plundered her house I was taking her.

My fingers slid down her slick, thick wetness and I hooked my middle finger inside her pussy and went in and out. Her knees became weak, and she was propped against me. I got a nice heady smell of sweat and something else – pleasant and lusty.

“Here John,” she said, taking my hand by the wrist, “Play with my little clitty.”

I felt a little swollen nob above the opening of her pussy, and I kept rubbing it, and she moaned more. “Snap it between your fingers like a rubber band, John.”

It was really slippery, so I squeezed and played with it. She made “ahhhh” noises, and I kept it up. “Lick me now John, please!” She grabbed onto a tuft of my hair and pushed me down onto my knees. She shimmied her jeans down to her ankles and with her thumb, pulled her panties down. I sensed a woman in high heat, which caused my cock to practically ache.

She spread her legs a bit and pushed my head between them, my tongue instinctively reaching for that wet treasure. I was on my knees now and I loved the taste. I licked her up and down with an intensity I’d only read about in magazines, or saw on YOUTUBE videos. She squirted her juices right onto my face, and I got every drop. I moved my face in closer and as I licked, I rubbed my nose against her clit, making her shiver and dig her nails into my shoulder – hard, drawing a little blood.

“Oh FUUUCKK John!! Goddamn you’re – ummmm.” She was breathing heavy. Wherever I was supposed to be, I guess I was there. I felt some wetness in my boxers. Her hands groped under my sweat pants, and she found my drooling virgin cock and pulled me up with it, locking her mouth onto mine, and shoving her tongue down my throat. With a swift motion, she pulled my sweatpants and boxers down, so they fell around my ankles.

She was squeezing my cock and stroking it with the smooth palm of her hand. I thought I would come any second, and that’s exactly what happened. I moaned loudly and had the best orgasm of my life. Loads of creamy, hot cum shot out of me onto her open palm. She kept rubbing me and I felt cum on my thighs that leaked out from between her fingers.

She took her mouth off me and rubbed my cum onto my face, and stuck her index finger into my mouth, so I could taste the salty sweetness of myself.

“Like it Johnny?” she said in a low whisper.

“Umm, yes, yes I do,” I answered honestly.

Then, W-H-A-A-AC-K! – She smacked me across the face with her right hand, almost knocking me off balance, leaving me stunned. My mouth hung open, and I was like what the fuck????

Her eyes burned into me, completely changed from the sweet and sexually “exotic” judge and DA, into the mistress of a sex slave den. (Mind you, I’ve only seen these in books and videos).

“Barbara! WHAT THE FUCK . . . was that for!?” I said as I rubbed the sore, and red cheek.

“That’s for being a perverted, creepy little peeping Tom, voyeuristic asshole! You know I could have you locked up for what you did last night you little shit!”

I was stunned. I thought she enjoyed it. She studied my face and then started laughing.

Laughing so much that she was bending over, she pointed at me and said, “Oh my God John, (laughing more), you should have seen your expression!” She still laughed, and looked at me rubbing my cheek.

“Come on now John, I loved every minute,” and she moved close to me and kissed my burning cheek several times. “I would never press charges against someone like you. I may be, what would you call it – just a tad over the top, sexually adventurous maybe??? But I’m also in awe of you – I mean come on, you won a Bronze Star, Silver Star, a Purple Heart for cryin’ out loud.” Then she paused. “I’ve got plans for you baby.” Then she placed her arms around my neck, kissed me deeply, and I was hard again; and pulsing.

♦️♦️♦️
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We went into her kitchen, and she brought out a bottle of wine for us to share, and started talking to me about my future. She realized I was still “decompressing a bit” from my time overseas, just coming up on a year now.

“You know John, you could come work for me in the court system and become a court officer. I’m sure with your background they will be delighted to have you, and the training, I think you’ll breeze through, and the money will be much better than working in a warehouse pushing boxes across the floor. You’ll be able to afford college. Then you’ll be on your way to becoming a lawyer if that’s what you want.” She was quiet for a minute and then said, “And . . . you could come to work for me in my little side hustle.”

“Sounds great, Barbara, but what would I have to do?”

She looked at me like that was just what she was expecting me to ask her. She was grinning at me from ear to ear.

“What?” I asked, with some trepidation.

“As you no doubt know by now, from your nighttime exploring, that I have, well let’s just call them – certain “Interests;” you know, things that turn me on. You already passed the first test with flying colors.”

“And what would that be,” I asked.

“You like the taste of cum John.” She laughed. “That’s pretty obvious already.”

“But . . .” she cut me off.

She held her hand up, and shrugging her shoulders, she told me, “Your cum, someone else’s cum. It doesn’t matter. It’s all the same.”

I had an idea what she was getting at, and I wasn’t sure if I liked it or not.

“Look, I’m going easy on you – breaking you in gradually.”

“To what???”

“I want you to become one of my personal, private playthings, John. I like to dominate certain men, and have them do what I want; crossdressing, taking it up the ass from other men or transgender women, that sort of thing.”

“You mean like that sissy Henry?”

“Oh no, no, no. NOT like Henry. You see, Henry just has a panty fetish, and likes to be punished for it. I want you to go much farther, and become much more slutty than poor Henry!”

“NO WAY!” I protested loudly. “There’s no fucking way that I’m going to play ‘dress-up,’ and become a cum depository for some weirdo!”

She placed her arms around my shoulders. “John, there’s something special about you. I would love having sex with you, pretty much like you’d expect, but I really get off on watching transgender men fucking and sucking each other. I’m offering you the chance that I never give any other of my ‘creations.’”

Creation? Is that what I was, or would be? “And what would that chance be?”

“Why having me, of course. I’ll fuck and suck you six ways to Sunday John, every day, for as long as you want. Who knows? You could become a permanent fixture in my life. All I ask is this little thing,” she said and came close to me, kissing me hard and making me even harder.

She ran the back of her hand slowly against my cheek. “What do you say John?”

“I have to think about it,” I said. She looked hurt.

“Well, you know, I could change my mind about the court officer job, your college, and maybe even law school. I’ll pay for everything, because quite frankly, your service history turns me on, John. I think there could be something there for us, and all you have to do is please me. Come on now,” she said, practically begging.

Quite honestly, I thought that this would be exciting, you know? Different. Something about her offer turned me on. I would have this drop dead gorgeous woman all for myself, college paid for, a job, and maybe even law school. I was starting to think of this whole thing as kind of an ‘adventure.’

“Okay Barbara, I’ll do it. When do we start.”

“You will???” She asked, eyes opened wide and positively beaming, the color rushing to her cheeks.

“Yes, I will,” I said smiling. In just a few hours, my world was being flipped upside down. I thought that it would even be good for my PTSD – something a whole world away from the nightmare, the sweats, the shaking, the zombie looks. In fact, I thought of this as a kind of, of therapy.

In a flash she grabbed hold of my cock, and kissed me all over my face, and pulled my zipper down – again.

♦️♦️♦️
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Iwas to come over to her house next Saturday evening. She wanted to work on me so that I would be able to join her little “social club” as she put it. She promised me that I would see things I never thought possible, and she softened her terms quite a lot. She felt bad about threatening me with the court officer job and college, and all that. I knew that she really respected me for what I did over there – heaven help me, she would NEVER know, and I knew she was sincere. This was a woman who was used to getting whatever she wanted.

She told me to come over early – about four o’clock. I told my parents that a friend from the veteran’s counselling center was picking me up in the afternoon. They would be out for the day anyway, so my car would be in the driveway.

I dressed in a button-down shirt, jeans, and loafers with no socks. I was ready, but with no idea of what I would be walking into. I rang her bell like the first time I came over last week, and she greeted me as if she had known me for years.

“Hi John, so glad you decided to come,” she said, genuinely sincere. “We are going to have so much fun tonight, I promise!”

“Okay, sounds great.” She took me into the kitchen, and she already had the wine set out. It was a red Rosé, and tasted like the wine last week, but it seemed to hit me a bit quicker, and I was immediately relaxed, and seemed more open to suggestion. It wasn’t until later that I really gave it much thought. We made some small talk, and she told me more about her social club that gathered at her house frequently– all men, or transgender men. Some of them she told me liked to be called “shemales,” like the ones in Thailand who get a nice degree of respect in Thai culture. Another moniker for them is “Lady Boy.”

“What are we waiting for?” she said suddenly, grabbing me by my forearms and leading me upstairs to her bedroom for the first time. Her bedroom was large – the size of two rooms, with a very large armoire on the opposite wall from the door. That Saturday night, I hadn’t seen that. The bed had a canopy and four wooden posts. The bed itself had a brass headboard, with a pair of pink satin panties hanging off of it.

“John,” she said, “The wine went to my head and made me really horny! I can’t wait for you to fuck me, but we have to ‘fix you up’ a little bit first.”

The feeling was mutual. Tonight, Barbara was dressed in a short satin miniskirt, with a slit up the side and a white satin blouse whose buttons were ready to pop out on account of her extra large tits. She had a black, laced bra underneath, but her nipples were so hard, they were pointed, and clearly showed through the blouse. She spared no expense on the makeup either – long, black eyelashes, with a lot of black eyeliner, and red glossy lipstick. We were standing in the entrance of the bedroom, and she stared at me; deep and penetrating, while biting her lower lip and grabbing at my cock.

Then, out of the blue she became a different person. She pushed me down on the bedroom and said, “Okay slut! I’m going to dress you now, but first I want you to go into the bathroom and run the tub so I can shave you, beard, and all!”

I got into the tub, and Barbara walked into the bathroom about a minute after me and she was topless. She stuck her tits right in my mouth, and my cock was throbbing because I just wanted to rub my dick over those tits.

“Now hold still John so I don’t nick you.”

She lathered me up and shaved all of me. The only hair she left was on top of my head. I almost came in her hand when she shaved me underneath my ball sack, and I was powerless to resist. I was giddy and she handed me another glass of the Rosé.

After I dried off and walked back into the bedroom I looked at the bed. There was a whole outfit spread out there. I knew that now there was no going back. How badly did I want Barbara? If I didn’t play along, I would get nothing. I wanted her - badly!

She grinned at me and handed me a pink satin G-String. My legs were muscular, but could still pass as an “athletic” feminine. I stepped into them and felt the cool, soft material rising up my legs, and then settled the pouch over my junk. I almost came inside them. I had absolutely no resistance against her “super power” over me.

The G-String actually felt good nestled up in the crack of my ass. Something inside me just made this whole thing seem right. My inhibitions were gone. Next was a matching pink laced bra that had hard cups to give the illusion of cleavage. It was tight and pulled the skin of my chest together. Next was sheer nylon black pantyhose with straps that attached to a pink garter belt I put on. I wasn’t allowed to look at myself through this whole process.

“I think we’ll keep you barefoot for now John. But definitely we’ll get you some heels.” She stopped and looked at her work so far. I felt my face and it was strange not feeling my beard. My skin was as smooth as a baby’s butt.

“There’s something else John; your name. I have to come up with a girl’s name for you. I happen to like Jasmine. What do you think? Could you be a Jasmine for me? You’d be the first Jasmine in my club.”

“Sure,” I said with a bit of pride and a ton of excitement. “Jasmine is beautiful.” Where the FUCK did that come from??? Did I say that?? What’s happening to me?

“Then it’s settled. Jasmine it shall be.”

“Here, now put this on,” she said, handing me a white cotton “boyfriend shirt,” with the collar turned up. She circled behind me and then came to face me. “Wow, I can’t even tell you have a cock! Now isn’t that something?”

She walked over to the top shelf inside the armoire where she picked up a long, auburn wig, with waves on top and curls that went down to the middle of my back. She placed a cap on my head first, and then adjusted the wig so it was just right.

“I bet you can just taste the cum now, right JASMINE?”

“I can’t wait Barbara” was all I could say.

“Just one more very important thing – for now.”

She pulled a pink silicone contraption from behind her back. She called it a “cock cage.” She placed it over my cock and my balls, and as my hard on pressed against it, it was a bit painful. There was a little padlock on it, and she closed it shut, holding the key in front of my face.

“This is so that you can’t touch yourself, and you’ll cum just like a real girl Jasmine.” She laughed. “Or just like a sissy! Now follow me into the bathroom, and I’ll do your makeup – nice and thick!”

Barbara was a maestro with her makeup case, and I was in a chair sideways so I couldn’t look at myself. “Now I want you make a real slutty face, Jasmine, because that’s what you’re going to look like; a cheap, cum sucking, slutty whore!”

I pursed my lips and made a frown, that said I want cock, and she worked her magic with the eye makeup, purple eye shadow, false, big, black eyelashes, and bright lavender lipstick. I didn’t have to fake much because strangely enough, I really wanted to suck a cock.

“Now for the last thing. It may sound disgusting dear, but you have to smoke like a real slut – just like a sixteen year-old high school slut who fucks the whole football team, and reeks of cigarette smoke and cheap perfume.” She paused. “Some of our members have fetishes like that, roleplay you might say, so that’s what you’ll do. Now here, take one . . . slut!”

She pulled out a long all white brand of Virginia Slims 120s for me. Taking one herself, she lit us up. I smoked like a fiend in

Afghanistan, so it was no big deal. She did a French inhale and told me, “Here, copy me Jasmine.” So I copied her.

“I think you’re ready now Jasmine. Stand up and face the mirror.”

When I stood up and turned sideways to look at myself, I couldn’t believe that what looked back at me through the glass was actually me. Whoever that slutty looking bitch was in the mirror, I wanted to fuck – badly. My cock was throbbing up against the cage. Barbara was excited too, applauding me and her work.

“Perfect Jasmine! Just perfect. Tonight will be a little roleplay and I think that you’ll become a club favorite.”

♦️♦️♦️
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Barbara and I went downstairs, and we had some more of the Rosé and a cheese platter. I was hungry after all that work. It was about six-thirty, and she told me that some guests would be arriving soon. She tortured me a bit, coming in close to me and kissing me, all the while my cock was aching and chafing against the small bars of the cock cage. She did it purposely I’m sure, because when we broke off, she was looking down and grinning.

“Ready to go upstairs and get ready to play, Jasmine?”

“Yes, of course Barbara,” I said, a little light headed from the wine and whatever was in it.

“Good, good. Oh! Don’t worry about a thing Jasmine. I’ll be with you the whole time.”

I wondered what she meant by that, but my head was in such a fog, I didn’t care. I laughed a little with her, and we went upstairs. “And just remember Jasmine. I want you, and you belong to me, and everything I said will come true – trust me, okay?”

“Anything you say . . . Ba Barbara.” I suppose I was a little out of it?

“Good, now just lie on the bed and relax.”

I must have fallen asleep a little bit, because I remember the door bell ringing and I heard Barbara and a few strange voices coming from the living room.

I drifted off again, and I woke up when I felt Barbara’s hot breath and lips over my face and kissing me. “Wakey, wakey, my little pet. Time to be a slut!”

I sat up slowly, and when I felt the softness of the panties, and the nylons, and other accoutrements Barbara had given me, I was wide eyed and ready for the next part of, I guess you could call it – my initiation.

“Jasmine,” Barbara crowed, “YOU . . . are going to be the hit of our little group. I’m so excited for everyone to meet you. But don’t worry, we’ll go easy on you, I promise.”

Before I could think about that last sentence, Barbara must have moved like lightning, and placed a furry-lined metal handcuff on my right hand and attached the other end to the brass head bar of the bed. “Please get on your knees Jasmine.”

I obeyed without giving it a second thought, and twisted myself around so I was on my knees and facing the head of the bed like she wanted, my ass sticking up in the air. If I was feeling faster and more like myself, she would never have been able to do that to me. Now I was certain there was something in the Rosé she kept feeding me.

I looked from my cuffed wrist to Barbara and back to my wrist again. “Don’t worry my love. This is all for the best, I promise you.”

Then slowly, Jasmine kissed me and placed a second cuff on my left wrist and locked the other end onto the head bar, so my wrists were not uncomfortably spaced too far apart. I was having an “outer body experience” watching myself get shackled. Feelings that would otherwise have caused me great anxiety were stifled chemically from the wine. Speaking of which, Barbara poured me another glass and said, “Here, drink this my love.”

I did so without question, and any anxiety I had about the whole thing instantly disappeared.

“Okay,” the voice inside me said out loud.

“Now honey, I want you to look over your shoulder at me and make a pout.”

I turned my head slowly towards her and did just that.

“Umm, a little bit more expression Jasmine, please.”

I scrunched my eyebrows a bit. “Perfect,” she said happily. I saw a bulky, flat-headed guy in a brown turtleneck sweater with a flattened “boxer’s nose” alongside her with a professional camera take my picture.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Jasmine, this is Bruno. He’s going to make you a STAR!”

I said nothing. Then the door opened, and I looked to the side and saw a slutty looking, beautiful Black girl with blonde hair as long as mine walk into the room, wearing similar lingerie, except hers was white.

“Jasmine, this is Cindy; Cindy, Jasmine.”

“Oh my Barbara, you’ve really outdone yourself with this one!”

“Why thank you Cindy. Just wait till you taste her, she’s delicious.”

The Cindy person smacked her lips and looked at me.

“Jasmine, you and Cindy are going to become quite close!” Barbara said with a giggle. Cindy stifled a laugh, and climbed up on the bed behind me. The lighting in the room changed a bit and Bruno set up a tripod on the side of the bed facing us.

What the fuck is this?? I thought to myself. But part of me really was enjoying myself. My inhibitions were gone – completely. It was like I was part of a scripted movie. It certainly played out that way:

*****

Cindy was behind me, and Barbara came into the room. I saw Bruno looking down into the lens of a camera.

“Cindy! How many times have I told you to wait your turn to fuck the new sissies!” Barbara said with her best acting voice, her hands balled up into fists on her hips.
“I’m sorry Mistress Barbara, she looked so good I just couldn’t wait.”


“Well, okay you little cum-slut, I guess you’ll just have to get what you want while I sit here and watch,” Barbara said. I did a double take. Barbara was wearing a similar outfit to me and Cindy, only she had on black, stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankle. The same ones I had seen that Saturday. My cock was aching because it was pressing up against the bars of the cock cage. Barbara sat on a plush, red velvet chair on the opposite side of the bed as Bruno, the camera man. She spread her legs apart, lit a cigarette, and had a glass of wine on a table next to her, while she slowly stuck her fingers underneath the elastic waistband of her G-String. Meantime, Cindy moved the back strap of my G-String to the side of my butt.

“You’re going to need this dear, we want our new sissy to be very comfortable,” Barbara said speaking to Cindy, as she reached into a drawer under her table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly which she tossed over to Cindy. Cindy caught it with one hand and squeezed out a generous helping which she spread all over my asshole, and the bottom of the cock cage, which became increasingly tighter as my boner grew even bigger.

I scrunched my butt cheeks together from the cool gel. Cindy slid the pouch of her panties apart revealing a large, seven-inch cock of her own, which hung low to mid-thigh. She rubbed it with the K-Y, and it immediately came to life, like a dragon underneath a mountain of gold. I could almost hear it roar.

I felt a new sensation, gentle and innocent at first; the fleshy head of Cindy’s gurl cock pressing up against my boy pussy, or “bussy” as I was to learn the terminology later. She played at my entranceway, slowly moving it from side to side, teasing me. I could feel the softness give way to a stiffness, and it seemed to get wider. Now she moved her hips in closer to me and entered my ass with just the head of her large, Black cock. I gasped, and Cindy withdrew, repeating the move several times. A glance over at Barbara saw her sliding her fingers up and down her shaved pussy from top to her nether regions.

Cindy went farther and deeper inside of me, and reflexively I cried out in pain.

With a dreamy voice, Barbara called out. “Easy Cindy, remember she’s new. Jasmine, I promise it will start to feel much better soon.”

Cindy repeated her moves until I was able to tolerate them. Soon, I took half of her seven inches inside me, and it felt – different; pain mixed with pleasure. My cock was straining at the cage, a bit of moisture gathering at the tip.

Cindy was moaning as her thrusting got faster and faster. Instinctively, I moved my butt back up against her hips and I could feel her ball sack smacking my butt.

“Keep going you fucking cheap slut!” Barbara called out from her chair; smoke coming out of her nose, and her G-String pulled down over her knees, pussy glistening with wetness.

I could feel Cindy going harder and faster now, my pleasure reaching a feverish pitch as I backed up into her repeatedly faster and faster, making her go deeper and deeper inside me.

Cindy let out a large, earthy moan, and Barbara moaned too, both reaching climax at the same time. I felt a hot warm sensation fill my asshole as Cindy emptied a tremendous amount of her cum into me. I felt a shiver go through me and a feeling like an impending sneeze knife through my body as a load of cum shot out of my cock from the cage, onto the bed below me.

“Wow, look Cindy,” Barbara exclaimed. “You made Jasmine have her first ‘sissygasm,’” and both of them were laughing as the camera closed in on my ass swallowing Cindy’s massive cock.

Cindy slowly pulled out of me and turned around, sliding her head below me, licking up her cum that leaked out of my ass onto my buttocks.

I moaned with delight, and wanted to grab Cindy and place her head on my cock, but the cuffs restrained me from even trying to do so.

Barbara was misty eyed from her leaking orgasm and walked over to me saying, “What an excellent job Jasmine. Now you’re no longer a virgin.”

Just then the door opened, and a White girl with long, red hair, and red lingerie walked into the room, saying with a hearty voice, “Oh my! I hope I didn’t miss too much. Is there something left for me?”

“Of course dear,” Barbara said. Then addressing me Barbara said , “Jasmine, this beautiful and very horny girl is Daria. She’s probably the horniest girl in this whole house.”

She also had the biggest tits I ever saw. Barbara leaned over me and unlocked my handcuffs. “Cindy, your turn,” Barbara said.

Now Cindy obediently got on her knees where I just was, and Barbara cuffed her wrists to the brass head bar. “Jasmine honey, now you get to fuck Cindy. Come on now, on your knees and get behind her.” Cindy’s heady aroma got my cock hard instantly.

I felt hands on the sides of my butt, and a quick look back told me it was the horny red head, Daria. The lust was seeping out of her eyes. Barbara tossed her the tube of K-Y Jelly. It was like a train, and I heard Barbara tell Bruno, “Make sure you get a good shot of the three of them in a line, but I want you to focus on Jasmine because she’s the star of our show.” Bruno nodded and adjusted the tripod and camera.

I didn’t need much lube on my dilated ass, but Daria placed a nice amount on her cock as she pulled down her red G-String.

Once again I felt the familiar cock on the back of my ass, and my cock was also lubed and lined up with Cindy’s ass. I wanted it. No, I needed it. Whatever I was before that walked into Barbara’s house would not be the same person who walked out later tonight.

Greedily, I pumped Cindy’s ass hard, wanting in a playful way to take some “vengeance” on her for the pounding I just received from her. It ws my first time fucking anyone, and I was surprised how good this felt as I began pumping Cindy. She opened nice and wide for me, telling me that this wasn’t her first time by any “stretch” of the imagination.

Daria was inside me too, her balls smacking my butt, and the three of us got into a rhythm – me on top of Cindy, and Daria behind me. It was incredible and I was getting turned on at both ends at the same time. I tried to hold back as long as I could, but my moans, involuntary now kept coming.

Cindy screamed and shot her load onto the bed; after furiously stroking her cock. I guessed that was a pleasure the more experienced girls got. Behind me I felt the familiar warm sensation of a giant load of Daria’s cum being unleashed inside me. The sound of the three of us moaning filled the room, and Barbara was sitting back in her plush velvet chair, her head back and eyes closed, making lower, more guttural sounds.

Now I let loose, so soon after cumming myself, my jizz filling up Cindy’s bussy. I loved the warm wet feeling surrounding my cock. Cindy loved it and made small wordless noises of pleasure.

“Jasmine, get underneath Cindy and lick your cum out of her ass,” Barbara ordered.

I said nothing, and got underneath Cindy, and sucked on her cock, making her squeal with delight. “Don’t stop Jasmine, please,” Cindy cried out. I kept sucking, Cindy’s legs straddling my upper shoulders.

I couldn’t stop myself, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bruno move in closer to me, getting all of it. Then, I couldn’t believe it. It almost made me laugh. Barbara was on her knees while Bruno was filming, and she had his cock out through his fly and was sucking him off – the camera man! By itself it could have made a good flick! Barbara was a pro, and she certainly was a hungry bitch.

Then, Cindy let out a scream and an “ahhhh,” and shot a load of her cum into my mouth. That was my first time tasting someone else’s cum, and I loved it. Her cock was so huge it almost didn’t fit into my mouth. My lips were open wide, as spurt after spurt filled me, some of it dripping down my cheeks.

*****

The others left the room. Barbara still had Bruno’s cum on her face, mascara running like a real slut, and she sat on the bed next to me, with wine for the both of us.

“So how do you like the ‘new you’ Jasmine?”

“I liked it,” saying something that just one day before I never would have dreamed possible.

“Good. I guess that now you’ve got an idea about my little club here. This house is only one of many sites. I shoot these films in different spots of the US. I have one in Paris, one in Italy, and even one in Moscow. I make much, much more money doing these films than anything I get from sitting on the bench.”

It just dawned on me that Barbara was indeed an elected judge who ran an empire of adult movies. I suppose crazier things are possible.

“Yes, I can only imagine,” I said in awe.

She placed her arm around my shoulders. “You, Jasmine, are going to be my top star. I mean, just look at you! Oh, by the way. You aren’t going anywhere tonight. You get to fuck my pussy, my ass, whatever you want. See, I told you. I didn’t lie. You can start your court officer training and you’ll continue to make these little films for me. What do you think?”

“Well, so far I like everything about it Barbara.”

“This is only the beginning, Jasmine. Now tell me the truth. Did you ever expect, in a million years, that you would ever get such a naughty neighbor?”

I laughed. I even forgot about the stuff she put in the wine. I felt no need to even bring it up.

“No I didn’t Barbara. I’m just wondering how I’m going to bring up what happened here tonight at my veteran’s counselling session.”

We both laughed, and spent the first of many nights together. As I write this now, I’m in my second year of law school, Barbara got elected to her second term as county court judge, and things between us are great. I’m thinking of transitioning full time, and Barbara is very encouraging. I’ve also become great friends with Cindy and Daria too. We’re like one big, happy family. It also turns out that this was just the thing I needed for my PTS!

♦️♦️♦️
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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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“Whoa Tom, did you see that one? She’s fucking hot, eh?”

“Yeah, guess so,” I said, getting bored with the pub already. Nick and I were here for the last three hours, dinking cold draughts, and looking at girls go by, not speaking to a single one. Nick was supposed to be the real lady killer in our friendship, not me. I was the wingman, pretending to be overwhelmed and admiring his conquests. So far tonight he was zero for zero. I couldn’t help but think that something else was on his mind. Nick and I made an “odd couple.” Nick was tall and muscular; he was an athlete in university and kept up his sculpted appearance by being a gym rat, whereas I was content to be less than average in the masculine department. I don’t know why he tolerated me. Girls simply were not attracted to me, and I never had a steady girlfriend of any sort. I was beginning to think I was “asexual” if anything. I was a terrible wingman. Nick was twenty six years old, and I was twenty five.

“Come on now Tom, let’s blow this place. It really sucks here tonight.”

“If you say so Nick, you’re the boss.”

“Yeah, I got some beers at my place, and I got a new combat game for my ‘X-BOX,’” Nick said as we finished our beers.

“Okay, sounds good, let’s go,” I said, shuffling along with my head down and my hands in my pockets.

Something was different about tonight, aside from the weather. It was a mild March, and now at the end of the month, it felt like May. It could have been just my imagination, but Nick was looking at me differently. We were friends since uni; at least for the past eight years, and mostly we hung around with each other, not part of any big group of guys.

I knew that Nick had feelings for me that went beyond pure friendship. I think that I did too, but neither of us brought it up, maybe because of a sense of embarrassment or a fear of rejection, or a combination of the above. I don’t know. Tonight I was a bit too drunk to care. He was in an unusually good mood considering that neither of us found any women at the bar to talk to. He was the “alpha” of our little duo, and I was content to follow along in his shadow.

He was laughing as we climbed up the two floors to his flat. Nick was a neat freak about his smallish studio. The first thing he did as we went inside was go up to his fridge and bring out two bottles of beer. “Come on Tommy – drink up my man!”

“What are we celebrating, Nick? We didn’t score, and even if we did, your flat is too small for entertaining two girls, anyway, and I live with my parents,” I said, sounding a little downcast.

“I don’t know,” he said, “We’re just celebrating. I’ll get the X-Box out. Told ya’ I got the new “CALL OF DUTY.”

“Oh, sure, get it out.”

The uncomfortability I felt was just below the surface, and I thought playing the game was just a way of delaying the inevitable discussion of feelings, which I knew that were between us, from both sides. As we played the game, which was really good by the way and held our interest, the air of uncomfortability resurfaced. Nick was working on his second beer, and he brought one out for me although I didn’t ask for one. The way he looked at me was a bit unsettling, but I liked it.

The round ended – I won hands down, killing his avatar about seven times, and he put his controller down and shut off the console. He laid back with his head and shoulders against the wall where we were sitting, taking slugs from his bottle.

“Shit,” he said, laughing and slurring his words a bit. “You beat me again you fucker.”

“That might have to do with the fact you had six beers tonight, including the four you had at the pub. I’m glad I drove your car home.”

“I hope I can sober up by the time I have to drive you home Tom. It’s too late to call your mom or dad or your sister,” he said, turning to me with a grin.

The grin turned into a smile which I had never seen on Nick before, and he stood up, a bit wobbly, taking a deep breath. He made his way to the double door closet built into his wall and looked at me laughing. This got my attention, my heart beating faster, and I sat up straight on his bed wondering what was going on.

He opened the double doors, looking behind at me, and pulled out a skimpy black, laced dress with shoulder straps and threw it on the bed.

“What the fuck Nick??” I said, not really angry but totally shocked. He didn’t answer me, just kept his back turned to me and pulled some more items out: A one-piece black bra with wide elastic straps that could pull a chest tighter, sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps, a garter belt, and a black G-String. Last but not least, a pair of black high heeled shoes with straps that went around the ankles. He took all that stuff and threw it on the bed next to me laughing.

He picked up his beer and finished it. I picked mine up too and did the same. He was staring at me, and I became immediately shy, not angry, or curious, just waiting for him to say something.

After about two minutes of staring he said, “Come on Tom, take this stuff into the bathroom and change.”

“What?? Why,” I said realizing that some amount of thought and preparation went into all of this.

He shrugged his shoulders, saying, “I just thought that you’d look like a convincing girl, especially in public. Hey, it’ll be fun! We could go out together and I could watch and see how many guys will come up to you. Come on now, give it a go! – for fun.”

“Oh yeah, and what will you get out of all this?”

He grinned at me, and said matter-of-factly, “Because I want to see you dressed,” and he moved closer to me, and then the unthinkable happened. He kissed me softly on the lips. What shocked me more was that I didn’t pull away or resist. Our lips just touched, no tongue or open mouths, just a slight sliding of our lips back and forth.

I thought I was having an out-of-body experience, and after we broke off, I stood up, gathered the clothes, and went into the bathroom. I suppose by instinct I knew how to put everything on. When I stepped into the G-String, and pulled it up over my legs, I got a giddy feeling, like somehow I was meant to do this, or maybe that I was doing it for Nick and really wanted to please him. I’m not sure, but when I felt the soft, satin material cover my junk it felt great and snug, not too big, nor too small. Also, the soft feel of the G-String in the crack of my ass was wonderful. The bra, I slipped over my head, and the elastic pulled the skin of my chest together and looking in the mirror, I saw breasts.

Finally, I was ready to step out of the bathroom. I turned bright red, maybe in part because a part of me wanted to turn on Nick.

When I did come out, he was on the bed, nursing his seventh beer of the night, and he let out a long, wolfish whistle. “Oh my God Tom, you look so fucking . . . HOT!”

I was wobbly on my feet from a combination of the high heels and the beer, but I managed to stand my ground. Nick was laughing and he stood up close to me, looking at my face.

“Now for the piece de resistance!” he said, drunkenly cackling away. He went back to the closet and pulled out a black bob style wig, cap, and a makeup case. He had the wig on a Styrofoam head, and sat it on the bed next to me, then carefully placed the cap on my head. “Okay Tom, now follow me into the bathroom and I’ll do your makeup.” Nick was particularly good at it, and I had no idea where he picked up his skills, but he was great. I was sitting sideways by the mirror so I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I became very hard feeling the girly clothes on me, and watching him apply the makeup. To be honest, dressed like a woman, I also had a deep, grinding lust for my best friend that embarrassed me greatly, yet I was too terrified to even mention it to him.

He applied deep green eye shadow, which was a close match to my eye color, heavy black mascara, dark eyebrow pencil, dark red lip liner and a deep red lipstick. Lastly, he gently set the wig on top of my head and brushed it out a little. Looking straight ahead at Nick, I could see his cock tenting out from his jeans. It made me stir a little too, but I said nothing at all.

“You know, I’ve been thinking, and ‘Tom’ doesn’t sound right for you anymore,” he said, placing his fist underneath his chin. “I need a girl’s name for you. Uh, let me think a minute . . . Here! I have it – ‘Crystal,’ yes, I love it! Crystal it is then.” He leaned in close to me and burped. “But that’s only for when you’re with me, okay?”

“Sure Nick,” I heard myself say. “I love it.”

“Okay, now look at yourself . . . Crystal.”

I stood up slowly and turned around, steadying myself on the counter so I wouldn’t fall, and Nick grabbed me around the waist in a way that turned me on greatly. I couldn’t believe who was staring back at me from the reflection.

“Wowwwww, I’m lovely Nick,” I said, hypnotized by my own beauty, by this new “power” that I felt welling up inside of me. I was truly more gorgeous than any woman I had ever seen. The fact that no bulge could be seen tenting out of the dress completed the illusion.

“Yes, you certainly ARE!” Nick said, smiling.

❤️❤️❤️
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We stood looking at each other, both of us giddy; me with pins and needles running through me, when Nick leaned in and kissed me on the lips. This time, however, he stuck his tongue out and touched my lips which I opened up for him. But what was I doing? This whole thing was surreal. My best friend since college went out to a bar with me, and when we came back to his flat, he dressed me as a girl, and now was putting moves on me. My addled brain was rolling around all kinds of thoughts – I wanted Nick. I can’t remember how long I’ve been this attracted to him. How did he feel about me? NOW, I knew at least about how he felt towards me. He obviously planned this whole thing. Nothing between us would ever be the same. How far would this go? I tried putting all these thoughts out of my mind.

Searching, exploring, our tongues wrapped themselves around each other, and Nick placed his hips against mine, and I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. His arms were firmly wrapped around my shoulders, and we pressed closer. “I love you . . . Crystal,” he whispered slowly to me.

Somewhere from deep inside me, came words I never expected to hear myself say: “I love you too Nick,” and my fingers gently brushed up against his face.

Then, Nick started to sag, mumbling something I couldn’t quite make out, and his eyes rolled up to the back of his head – he passed out. I held him around his chest, and placed him gently on the bed, the alcohol having its way with him. I laid him out and placed a waste can next to the bag for the eruption I knew would come when he woke up.

A threshold had been crossed, and it was a life changer. I was a bit miffed that I was all dressed up now with no place to go. Nick was in no place to take me home, so I went into the bathroom and took all the makeup off. It was amazing that in the state he was in he could even do such a great job at applying it. The clothes I laid out on the bed next to Nick, and I left a kiss on his face leaving a lipstick mark. I called an Uber and left for home.

*****

The next day, Nick called me. “Hey Tom.”

“Hey Nick, how’s the head.”

“Oh God, I’m so sorry Tom, what happened? I mean, you know, I remember putting the, the makeup on you and then everything else was a blur. How’d you get home?”

“An Uber.”

“Yeah, I figured so.”

There was a pause and I asked him: “So what now?”

Nick said, “Come over later this morning and, uh, we’ll go out.” I thought that was odd, but I had nothing to do that was pressing so I said okay. He didn’t tell me anything about any plans and I didn’t really care. I just wanted to see Nick.

So about eleven o’clock, I drove over to Nick’s and rang the buzzer. I looked up at the camera, and the door buzzed open.

I walked up the two flights like always, but it wasn’t like always. He opened the door, smiling and let me in. I didn’t know what to say, or do – he was in charge, and he was the one who passed out wrecked last night. In fact, he looked like shit.

“Oh man, Tom, I’m so freakin’ sorry man. I never drink like that. I, uh, I think, it was the uh, circumstances? Know what I mean,” he said while his fingers ran through his brown hair, and massaged his temples. He laughed. “I was really knackered. I’m waiting for the aspirins to kick in. I can’t look at a beer or I’ll puke.” Speaking of which, the room did have a commanding odor of stale beer-smelling vomit. I walked over and opened a window, letting in a cool breeze. He smiled through the hangover, and said, “That’s the way of it, good.”

“Hey,” he said. “I asked you over here early because I want to take you out as ‘Crystal.’ What do you think? We could go to the seaside, and the arcades and cafes, you know. Are you up for it?” He placed two fingers under my chin and lifted it up, and said; “I want you as my girl,” he said in all seriousness, surprising the hell out of me, “And to be seen with you out and about. No one’s gonna recognise you the way I make you up – whaddya say?”

“Look,” he said. “Just wait, I have a new dress for you, yeah?”

“Nick . . . that sounds wonderful,” I said, as the last fleeting pieces of my male identity, at least around Nick began to disintegrate. I was conscious of the way I spoke. Being around Nick, I noticed that my voice took on an airy, feminine pitch.

Nick practically stumbled as he ran over to his closet and pulled out a white solid, one piece dress with bare shoulders, no straps that was short as fuck. He really wanted to take advantage of my long, slender, feminine legs. He loved taking me into the bathroom and doing the makeup on me. I saw a large bulge in his jeans as he painted me up – really slutty this time; laying the mascara on thick, on top of false eyelashes. This time he presented me with a slim gold chain with a diamond in it which he placed around my neck. He also had a bracelet for me.

“Nick, what’s this?? You must have spent a fortune!”

“Crystal, nothing’s too good for you,” he said, looking me over.

So we left his flat and headed out to the shore. It was only a half hour drive to Brighton from his flat. We parked and he got out of the car first and he came around and opened the car door for me, like a real gentleman. I was still a bit wobbly in my new heels, so he grabbed me through my arm, and we laughed as we walked up to the boardwalk and the shops, and such.

“Hey, there’s a nice little café. Let’s get a table outside, it’s really lovely outside today.”

“Sure,” I said. I looked around and saw tables with other couples, and no one stared at me like oh look, there’s a crossdresser sitting with that handsome chap. I smiled to myself because I blended in. We were lucky because up and down the promenade it was mobbed, due in part to the weather being so nice.

“So what do you fancy Crystal?”

“Just coffee, I said.”

“I can’t eat anything, it wouldn’t stay down,” Nick said, still ashamed about what happened last night.

I laughed. He leaned in and kissed me on the lips, and I could feel a rise, the satin in the G-String rubbing against my cock being delightful. He placed his big hand over mine on the table.

I had a croissant with my coffee, and after we finished, we strolled arm and arm on the boardwalk and came to an arcade. We played the skeeball chute and my heels actually helped me steady myself and I beat Nick three out of five. There was a darts game too, and Nick won me a bear which I thought was cute. So we walked arm and arm along the seaside promenade, me carrying my large, stuffed bear, and Nick close to me.

There was a stand that sold pink candy floss, and Nick and I each got one, sitting down on a bench to finish it, watching everyone pass by. A couple of people walked by us and smiled, a – we made a handsome couple indeed. I felt like going on some rides, so we took a turn on the roundabout, and then the big dipper. We felt like two kids, screaming at all the curves and ups and downs, having a day of it.

At around four o’clock we headed back to Nick’s flat, our first date as a couple outside complete. I don’t know what it is that made him do this with me now, but I knew it was coming sooner or later.

❤️❤️❤️
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“Well, that was a nice airing we got, what?” He said, moving closer to me.

“Yes,” I said laughing. “Did you happen to catch the way some of the other blokes were looking at me,” I said.

“Naturally. That’s because you’re beautiful. Hey, I’m not sick anymore either, I feel great,” he said. Then he moved into me and placed his arms around my shoulders, and mine were wrapped around his waist.

He kissed me on the lips again like last night, but I didn’t think he’d pass out on me this time. Our tongues swept around each other, and he came off me and kissed my face, grinding his hips into mine. I got charged from that, the pure electricity running throughout my body. He pulled me down on the bed, and we were sitting next to each other, still locked in our little

snoggle which was getting more intense by the moment. I reached for his zipper, slowly pulling it down and opened his belt. There was no thinking involved, it was pure instinct.

Nick moved back farther on the bed towards the wall with his elbows, and I, with my fake, red-painted nails, grabbed for his cock which was enormous – like at least seven or eight inches. I had never seen my friend’s cock before because until today there was no need to. That’s not to say the thought never crossed my mind because it has on many occasions.

I pulled his jeans down and also his trunks, well down past his knees, and I placed my head in his lap, just touching the tip of his cock with my lips. He began to groan, and he grabbed the back of my head and held it firmly in place. He rubbed his tummy against the silky hair of my wig. His girth was so big, I had to open my mouth completely to fit the tip of his cock inside.

I stuck my tongue out and moved it around the head like a paint brush. My mouth was exceptionally wet, and it made my tongue go faster and faster. My mouth took in more and more of him, until I was practically choking when I got about halfway down his shaft. He laughed and pulled back a little giving me some breathing room. Now I took a full breath and got back on it. I took him this time all the way, and got into a good up and down rhythm. Nick bucked his hips up to meet mine, and I tasted a bit of salty pre cum that was coming out. It caused him to moan and hiss through clenched teeth.

“My God Crystal, you are incredible, you know that?” I didn’t answer, I wanted him to cum. I picked up speed and he pressed down firmly on my head, and I felt an explosion of my best friend’s jizz shoot all the way through my mouth, coating it; the sweet/salty mix making my own cock feeling as though it was about to break. He shot about three good loads and as tight as my lips were, some of it still dribbled out the corners of my mouth onto my chin. I kept suckling, wanting to get every drop.

Misty eyed, I came off him and looked into him with my cum-covered face. He wasted no time and kissed me deeply, holding the back of my head, his fingers intertwined with my hair.

Then he licked all of his cum off my face, and kissed my cheeks, catching the stray streaks that he’d missed.

“Now it’s your turn to get off Crystal,” he said with a wild look in his eyes. He flipped me over on the bed, and I screamed and laughed, as he pushed my short skirt up over my bum. “My you’ve got such a beautiful arse,” he said. “I love it in that dress,” he said, pleased with his skill as a women’s fashion designer.

I stuck it up higher, my palms planted firmly on the sheets of his bed. The pink G-String I wore made it easy for him to just nudge it aside to give him access to my cherry, virgin arsehole. “I’m going to go easy on you love,” he said, pulling out a tube of lubricant jelly. “It will hurt a bit and feel full at first, but if you bear with me, you’ll love it,” he said. “Just like a big girl! But first, this . . .”

I trusted Nick, I wanted Nick, deep inside me. I was tingling with excitement as he placed his head under me and licked me all around, even sticking his tongue inside me which made me shiver and moan. He was a real pro, and I loved every second of it. It was just a tease, to whet my appetite so to speak. Then he slowly placed the jelly all over my arsehole and on my ball sack.

He placed some of the jelly on his large, meaty cock, and was as hard as a rock, thinking of what was to come next. I moaned as his tip played around at my entrance, his hands grabbing me around my buttocks, spreading me apart. Then I felt his tip enter me slowly at first, going in and out.

When he came out I felt an uncomfortable fullness, but he was gentle with me, and he continued. I was willing to endure a bit of pain to get to the big bang of an award, which was sure to come. “Now Crystal,” he grunted, “I don’t want you touching your cock.”

He explored deeper and deeper, slowly, slowly, an inch at a time, gently. By reflex, I backed up onto him, meeting each thrust with my own. Gradually the fullness subsided, and I dilated wider, until I could feel him fully inside me, thinking that his cock would come out of my throat. Faster and faster he went, me stiff as a board and wanting more and more. I felt a sensation welling up from deep inside me, almost like a sneeze, an indescribable feeling, unlike any orgasm I’d had in the past.

He was moaning and we were banging, my arse into his ball sack slapping against me. Then he pulled out of me, and it felt like I would have a bowel movement, but he slapped my arse a couple of times, which aroused me even more. Then he placed himself inside me again, going all the way in. I had beads of pre cum leaking out my cock, and was rocketing towards a climax.

Nick let out a scream, and I could feel my insides full of his warm, creamy cum, spurt after spurt. Then I too shot out a load onto his bed sheets, again and again, at a loss to know where all this was coming from. I rocketed into another universe, feeling the most intense pleasure of my life. I was amazed that I had that much inside of me, yet here it was.

I hadn’t even needed to touch myself. Nick was still thrusting and rubbing my arse, saying, “Good girl Crystal, good girl,” trailing off into space. Finally he stopped, and said , “Here, I want you to lick me clean.”

I turned over and he straddled me. I took his slippery monster of a cock in my fist, my fingers barely able to close over it, and placed it in my mouth, licking all of his jizz off it. We just lay there in Nick’s bed in a tight embrace, my head nestled under his arm. We looked at each other, not saying a word, but I’m sure that like me, he was grateful that we’d at least gotten the “white elephant” in the room taken care of. You know, like this whole thing was inevitable.

We dressed, and he asked me if I’d like to go out to dinner with him. It was late, almost eight o’clock. Just then the door buzzer rang. Nick jumped up. “Oh shit, I forgot all about it!”

I looked in the doorbell camera and there was a young woman standing there. I knew Nick was dating. Of course I knew. We were best friends after all, but this one, I didn’t recognize as one of the girls he’d brought around.

“Aren’t you going to let her up Nick? Who is she?” I smiled, a tinge of jealousy creeping inside of me.

“No I’m not,” he said. “Although I suppose I’ll have to call her later.” I didn’t even want to know her name. I didn’t care. We saw her stomp her feet and walk away. I went into the bathroom and straightened myself up, and redid some of my makeup. Funny, it didn’t feel weird anymore, and I realized that I walked into the bathroom without stumbling which was a big improvement.

So we left Nick’s flat and walked arm and arm into his car, both of us dizzy and quite content. As he pulled away, I saw the girl who rang his bell in the rearview mirror standing in the middle of the street, just looking. I could see her fists were balled up in some kind of range. I saw Nick’s eyes on the mirror too as we pulled away from the curb.

“I suppose you have some ‘loose ends’ to tie up Nick, eh?”

“Yes I do, but not many.” When we stopped at the light on the next corner, he turned to me and kissed me on the lips. “You on the other hand, I’m never letting go of.”

“Can I ask you a question Nick?”

“Of course love.”

“When did you know?” I asked.

He smiled and looked at me grinning. “From the moment I met you.”

Nick and I got married five years later, and we’re both settled into our lives. Tom was gone for good, and I underwent HRT, and Nick was amazed as my tits got bigger and bigger. We were very happy, and to think it all started with a bit of “silent lust.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Right after I finished college, I got a job – not a career – just a starter type of job, until I found something to my liking. My name is Jake Reynolds, I’m twenty one years old, and I’m going to be a national correspondent and author for a big network news syndicate one day. Most people nowadays who graduate with journalism degrees find it to be really tough to get a job in the field, so rather than rush into something I’m willing to pay my dues and work for, in my case, the local MIDAS Tire store until something comes along.

It was hard moving out of the house and getting my own apartment in town. See, my mom and I lived together since I was in sixth grade, after my folks got divorced. My father was an absentee parent, had a drug and alcohol problem, and never around. So, we both said goodbye and good riddance.

I went to college out of town rather than live at home. My mom was the one who insisted because she cared about my personal development and thought the independence was good for me. As a result, I’m up to my neck in loans. Now, at least, I have a shot at paying them back. Every Sunday now, I come home and spend the day with mom, and we go out to eat. It’s nice and gives us a chance to catch up. She’s the only family I have. She has no siblings, and neither do I, but mom has plenty of friends.

Last Sunday I was over at mom’s, and we were binge watching a series on NETFLIX, and I was fooling around on my laptop, writing imaginary news stories, to keep my skills sharp. I had sent out several resumes to local newspapers, hoping to catch an editor’s eye. Suddenly, her phone rang, and startled us both, because the series was pretty good, and my writing was going nowhere as a result. By the third ring, mom hadn’t picked up yet, so I said, “Mom, aren’t you going to answer that? It could be important.”

“Yeah Jake,” she said, her eyes glued to the set, and she pressed the hold button on the remote.

“Tina! Hey, what a surprise honey, how are you?? What!? Oh shit!” (a started gasp from mom) – “When, how? Uh huh, but you’re okay, right?” A pause while this Tina person kept talking, mom giving several more ‘uh huhs.’ “Really – EVERYTHING?? Shit that’s too bad. So . . . so what are you gonna do? I see, yeah . Wowww. Well, sure honey. Right away. Don’t worry, we’ll figure this out together - yeah, as long as you need . . . right. Yes, let me know as soon . . . as soon as you make them.” Then mom looked at me. “Yes, he’s fine. Okay, sure. We’ll catch up when you come. Okay honey, take care – call me if you need anything, right? Okay, bye.”

Mom looked at me with an air of disbelief on her face.

“Who is Tina mom? What happened? It sounded serious.”

Mom took a couple of seconds to collect her thoughts. “Jake, Tina was my college roommate for four years and my best friend. She moved to Chicago, but we’ve always still been in touch.”

Then a bell went off in my head. I remembered. “That Tina? The friend who you go away with every year? The one who never got married and looks like a model?”

Mom held her hand up to me. We were close, but she always liked to remind me that she wasn’t “one of the guys” that I could talk about certain sensitive subjects with. “Yes, that Tina. She had a house fire that burned everything to the ground. She forgot to clean the lint filter on her dryer, and it caught fire while she was at work. The fire department said it was a good thing she wasn’t home, or she could have been killed!”

“Oh wow, what shit luck that is!”

“Anyway, her insurance will pay up, and she has money put away, so while her house is being rebuilt, I said she could live with us. It’s a horrible thing that happened, but I’m kinda’ glad I can connect with an old friend.”

“She’s lucky to have you mom. Not only are you a terrific mom, but anyone who has you as a friend should really be grateful.”

“Oh Jake, that’s so sweet!” and mom leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

The last time I saw Tina was a few years ago when I was a sophomore in college. She came up with mom to visit me with her. Tina was AMAZING! I mean, like she was really hot. For one thing, she had an amazing figure for a woman who was now forty two. She wore an outfit that day I think was purposely worn to set me off, and it did! It was a green miniskirt with laces across the front, and a slit up the side, as if being short wasn’t enough. She had long legs covered with black, sheer pantyhose, and stiletto heels with straps around her ankles. She wore a tight, white starched cotton blouse that showed off her large breasts, and I could see her large nipples clearly poking up like two sharp pencil points. She had the first three buttons opened on the top which gave me a full view of her most excellent cleavage, on top of which she wore a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top. I remember she bent over to pick up her bag from the floor of my dorm room, and I got a bird’s eye view of a black G-String that settled nicely in the crack between her butt cheeks.

Tina had a face that went with a body like that; piercing green eyes, long, auburn hair that flowed over her breasts. Her eyes had nice, long lashes with tons of mascara and blue eye shadow. When we walked around campus and went for lunch, every guy’s head turned to look at her. For two days after that visit, my friends were asking me who that MILF was with my mom. Needless to say, I had a boner that wouldn’t quit for three days after that Sunday. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Of course, I would never disrespect my mom and ask about her.

I had a fantasy – simple and direct. I imagined myself saying, “Mom, is it okay if I fuck your friend, and pound that pussy into oblivion??”

And now, four years later, at the “tender age” of forty two, Tina was going to be staying at our house! I was seriously thinking of moving back home. At first, it seemed like a fantasy, but I had a good excuse that I’m sure would make my mom happy. I would tell her that since I haven’t found my dream job in journalism yet, could I move back home; for sound financial reasons, of course. So that’s what I did, and guess what? Mom said “yes.” So I talked to my landlord, and I even got my security deposit back, and I moved my meager belongings back home – just two days before Tina straightened up her business and moved into our house.

❤️❤️❤️
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Tina lived and worked in Chicago, and we lived in a nearby suburb, which was only a forty five minute drive from Tina’s office – she owned her own conglomerate of neighborhood newspapers, so she had tons of money. What could be more perfect? To me, it was all the birthdays and Christmases rolled up into one. Through Tina, I thought, I just might be able to score my first journalism job.

The day Tina was to move in, I still had some boxes lying around the house, because in my haste to move in, I had a bad case of “Tina Brain.” I got out of my job at the MIDAS at five thirty, a half hour longer than I was supposed to be there – of all days, right? So I rushed home at break neck speed.

A strange car – a New BMW sedan was in the driveway, so I knew that Tina was here. It looked like she was doing okay for herself. I wondered if my jeans would be able to conceal my boner. Other than that I had my “MIDAS” t shirt on. So much for “dress to impress.”

“Hi mom,” I said as I entered the house. Tina was sitting at the kitchen table with her legs crossed, wearing a similar very short skirt and tight blouse that I remembered from the college visit. Only this time her hair was different – she wore it in a short bob style with gold hoop earrings. Plus, the blouse was tied off around her tummy, with her navel showing flawless skin. It was sick, I was so turned on, the sight of her left me speechless. I think she knew the effect she had on me. I wondered what her deal was; forty two, no husband, no kids? Whatever. My jeans were pretty tight, and my boner was aching – I had it all week. I took a deep breath and came into the kitchen.

“Jake, you remember Tina, right?”

“Oh sure I do. Hi Tina, I heard about your house. We were so glad you weren’t home for that. It must have been a real shit show.”

“Please, you have no idea. I lost everything,” she said, looking downcast. Then her mood shifted completely as she took me in form her seat.

“Evelyn, Jake is so handsome,” she said smiling, and looking at me, seeming to undress me with her eyes. “Even more so than when I saw him in college. He’s a man now,” she said giving me a fucking wink! Like, what the fuck? She did more than telegraph what my senses told me were intentions, she had high speed Wi-Fi!

“Oh yes Tina, he’s all grown up now.”

“I see all the boxes around. Are you moving out of the house Jake?”

“Uh not actually. Quite the opposite. I’m moving back home. I’m working at a temporary job until I get what I really want – what I went to college for. In the meantime, I’m throwing my money away on rent, especially when our house is so close.”

“That sounds smart. Oh, and what kind of job would that be you’re looking for?”

I looked down at my t shirt, a bit ashamed, and I said, “Well it certainly isn’t MIDAS. I don’t want tires and lube jobs to be my future. I want a career in journalism. That’s what I majored in, and all my professors told me that I write pretty well, so I’ve got several resumes out.”

“Is that so? Evelyn, I don’t think you ever told me Jake was interested in journalism – and a good writer too. If I remember correctly, when I visited you at school, you were still ‘undeclared.’”

“Yes that’s right, I was. But I fell in love with the written word, and I am kind of bookish,” God, why did I say that? I must sound like such a nerd, and I wear the thick, black-framed glasses to go along with it, however I did have contact lenses for “special” occasions.

“Well Jake, you might be in luck. I don’t know if your mom told you, but I own a big media company that owns several neighborhood newspapers, and we’re always looking for good writers. You know one of my former employees went to work for ABC News – you know the name Gouverneur Warren?”

“Of course I do! Who doesn’t. He worked for you??” I said with total awe.

“He sure did. He was one of my best.”

“Mom, did you hear that?” I said, my cock up and my jaw on the ground.

“Yes I did,” mom said. “I think Tina may be able to help you.”

“Sure I can Jake. Why don’t you give me some writing samples. I’ll be living here for a few months . . .” she said with a salacious grin.

The gods of the Press were certainly smiling down on me today, that’s for sure. I had to excuse myself and go jerk off in my room, and I excused myself until dinner was ready. But first, I asked Tina if she had any bags I could bring into her room. She only had two suitcases – all new clothes, because the fire destroyed everything. I brought them into the guest room on the ground floor which was right next to the master bedroom where mom slept. I had my room upstairs.

After dinner we made some small talk and found ourselves back in the living room picking up on the NETFLIX series mom and I were binge-watching.

Tina was seated between mom and me, and she was trying to be discreet, rubbing her thighs up against me very slowly and carefully. When I turned my head to look at her, she just grinned at me. 

After about an hour, at nine thirty, mom didn’t look well at all; she looked green. “Mom, are you okay?” I asked, the concern showing in my voice. Tina looked at mom too.

“My God Evelyn, what’s wrong with you?”

Mom didn’t respond to her friend right away, turning to me and saying, “Jake honey, could you please go into my room and bring out my migraine medication from my nightstand? This one is a killer.”

“You still get those Evelyn?” Tina said with concern. “Jake your mom got those in school all the time, and back then, she was out for two days, poor thing.”

“Yeah,” I said walking to the bedroom. “She doesn’t get them too often but when she does – they’re killers.”

I brought mom her nasal inhaler and a couple of tablets, and after she used them she announced, “Guys, I’m sorry I have to do this, but I need to go to sleep early with an ice pack on my head.”

“Okay mom, sure. Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will sweet heart. I’m sorry Tina.”

“It’s okay Evie, just feel better, okay?”

“Thanks,” mom said, and almost staggered into the bedroom. That left me alone with Tina.

❤️❤️❤️
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“So Jake,” said the hottest woman alive, “Do you have any girlfriends?”

I was taken aback by the directness of her question, but I answered honestly and told her all about my dismal failures on the dating scene. Now, I considered myself pretty good looking, except for my thick eyeglasses, and thin, rather effeminate body. See, I have wide hips and the guys in high school would bully me mercilessly about my appearance, and asking me shit like “When are you going out for cheerleaders Jake?” Ha, ha, ha. Even back then, I had few dates, never a steady girlfriend.

“That’s too bad Jake. I happen to find you very good looking, and I’m sure there’s a lucky girl out there, just waiting for a guy like you.” I was starting to like Tina even more.

“Thanks Tina for the vote of confidence.”

After some more mindless banter, Tina suddenly turned to me, deliberately placing her hand on top of my thigh, and said, “Jake! I had to buy all new clothes for work and just about everything in between. I’d love your opinion on what I bought. Would you mind?”

“No, of course not,” I said, my boner finding new life, after my mom’s migraine cock block.

So Tina and I quietly made our way to her room, down the hall next to mom’s and she closed the door. “Now we have to be quiet. I don’t want to disturb Evelyn. I remember from college that she needs absolute quiet when she gets those migraines!” she said in a voice just above a whisper.

Once inside the guest room, Tina closed the door quietly, and turned to me smiling. “I think you’ll enjoy these almost as much as I do!” she said, which I thought was a bit strange. She scooted over to one of her suitcases and opened the latches. With the cover now opened, she turned to me and said, “I like to start with the basics Jake, now don’t you?”

My jaw dropped and my eyes bugged out of the coke bottles I wore for glasses. She grinned at me, those piercing green eyes boring a hole in me and magically levitating my cock to new heights.

She held up a pair of sheer, black nylon pantyhose, and placed them against her waist. The laced top was up to her mid-thigh. “Humm,” she said. “I don’t think I can really tell how good these look unless I try them on, what do you think Jake?”

“I guess not,” I said, quickly realizing where this was going.

“Oh, and look what else I got!” she said in mock surprise. She held up a laced black girdle that strapped onto the pantyhose, along with a black satin G-String, and a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top.

“Oh by the way Jake, you can peek if you like.” Now I knew I died and went to heaven. She was humming softly as she did a strip show just for me, seductively opening her skirt, and shimmying out of it, and taking off the girdle and G-String panties she had on. I was now staring at a shaved pussy with beads of moisture on it. Biting her bottom lip, and not taking her eyes off of me, she slipped the G-String on, then the girdle, fastening the straps, and walking softly around the room, standing in front of the long mirror on the bedroom door, admiring herself. She turned to me and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, undoing the knot in the front, leaving the shirt on. After she saw my eyes riveted on her, she slowly slipped out of the blouse and took off the bra she was wearing and put the new one on.

So, picture this – I’m a twenty one year old virgin, and staring at a forty two year old best friend of my mother’s doing a reverse strip tease right in front of me in a closed, locked bedroom.

She picked up her old panties from the floor and slowly walked over to me, placing the panties right on my face. I inhaled the musky, powerful scent of an aroused pussy, feeling the wetness on my nose, lips, and chin. It took all my power not to faint, and my heart was beating like a drum.

“Like it Jake?” Tina said in a husky, seductive voice.

“Yes, very much,” I said, in a trancelike state.

“Okay, hold them there over your face,” she said as she got on her knees. I was sitting on the bed, and she was right in front of me, opening the zipper and unfastening the buttons of my jeans and my belt.

“Tina is really hungry tonight,” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “What am I going to do? I wonder,” she said. The next thing I knew, she slid her long, painted nails underneath my boxers and touched the tip of my cock. She was biting her bottom lip with a lost puppy dog expression on her face. In a mock show of surprise she gasped and said, “Oh my, it seems someone is just as hungry as me!”

She took my hand and pulled the panties away from my face, coming close to me, and I could smell her perfume, her arousal, and her cherry lip gloss. She squeezed the tip of my cock between her forefinger and thumb, and I felt a small amount of my pre cum oozing out. “Ooooooh,” she moaned. Her fingers grabbed my boxers and pulled them down on top of my jeans below my knees. I felt her silky hair and her gold hoop earrings on my thighs which sent a shiver down my back, and then her soft, glossy lips touching the tip of my cock. She played around a bit, teasing me to the breaking point.

I held the back of Tina’s head and gently pushed it up against my cock, making her lips slip over my “helmet.” Now her tongue touched my slit, and brushed around the head, causing me to use all my strength and will power not to cum yet. I felt it would be a losing battle.

Keeping her lips tightly closed around me, she put my entire cock inside of her mouth, tonguing the sensitive tuft of skin on my bottom, and stroking it. Her mouth was so wet, it felt like silk. All of my MILF fantasies were coming true in this one unexpected moment. Faster and faster she went, and I reflexively bucked my hips and met her thrusting. I could hold back no longer, and I let loose a torrent of hot, white creamy jizz into her mouth. It felt like it was the first orgasm of my life. Shot after shot came out of me, and some of it dribbled down from the side of her mouth onto her chin. She kept suckling on me, and when I was wiped clean, she looked up at me with those misty, green eyes, and kissed me, giving me a good taste of myself; salty and sweet. I kinda liked it. I tried hard not to think of the meaning of that. I went with the flow so to speak.

We kissed for five minutes, her cooing and making “ooohs and ahhhhs.”

“Oh my God Tina, you’re fantastic,” I said. “I’ve never had anyone like you,” which was true; I haven’t had anyone.

Now this totally HOT creature, wearing the sexiest lingerie imaginable with laced stiletto heels was alone with me in a locked room. I almost smacked myself to see if I was dreaming or not.

“Now it’s time for me to get off Jake dear,” she said in her sultry voice.

She hopped on the bed and lay down on her back. “Here, put your face over my pussy and tongue me to death!”

She spread her legs wide, and I got down in between them, and licked and kissed her smooth, shaved pussy. It was a tangy, heady taste of pure arousal. She was sopping wet, and I went to work with my tongue. 


“Ummm, Jake, tongue my clit, here,” and she pointed it out to me, never having done this before. “That’s it, go over and over it,” she moaned with her eyes closed, writhing under me. It was like a hard little knob, that made her shiver every time I passed over it. “Now I want you to fuck me with your tongue,” she said.

I lingered over her clit a little more, enjoying her reaction to my ministrations. Then I licked down, my tongue going inside and over her folds, kissing, licking, and sucking. Then I found her pussy and stuck my tongue as far as it would go inside her. I moved it in and out, mimicking what would be the actions of my cock. She gripped my black, curly hair and let out a silent scream, her mouth making an “O” and arching her back. She squirted a waterfall right onto my face, coating me with her juices. I kept doing it, and she lay there, writhing and panting on the bed.

After we finished, we just lay there, curled up against each other. It was about two am, and she told me, “You better go now, but be quiet. We have a few months to do much, much more,” and we kissed and said goodnight. I left stunned as I went upstairs to my room, but I couldn’t seem to fall asleep.

❤️❤️❤️
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We didn’t give away any hints to mom about what was going on, and she never suspected what a horny sex monster her friend was. Several nights on occasion, she came upstairs to my room, and I woke up with Tina’s mouth wrapped around my cock. I began to expect these nighttime visitations, and they became more and more frequent.

A couple of weeks went by. It was a Wednesday, and I was off from Midas. Tina ran her newspaper empire from her new laptop in our house. Mom was at work. She was a nurse at the Lang University Hospital, and this week she was on the nightshift, from five in the afternoon until seven in the morning.

Tina finished her work about four o’clock in the afternoon, and I had some errands to run. When I came home it was four thirty, and Tina was in the living room, just doing stuff online. When I walked in she closed her computer and said to me, “Hi Jake, I have some good news for you.”

I was taken a bit by surprised, and said, “Really Tina, what is it?”

“Well, I’ve read through your portfolio, and I must say, I am very impressed!”

“Wow, you mean it?”

“I most certainly do! In fact, how would you like a job working for one of my papers?”

“That would be fabulous I can’t even begin to thank you Tina!” I blurted out.

She laughed at my enthusiasm and said, “Okay Walter Kronkite, it won’t exactly be like a national correspondent, but you’ll do local news stories, police blotter, neighborhood association meetings, stuff like that – interested?”

“Of course, when do I start?”

“Soon my dear, soon. You know Jake, if you do a really good job, and judging by your writing samples I know you’ll be a champ – you can move up to editor in a few years. It really is an excellent opportunity, and not too many people just out of school can make it like that.”

“I, I don’t know what to say, Tina . . . I’m overwhelmed.”

“I know your mom will be very proud of you.”

“Of course she will be, yeah.”

“Now there is one little thing.”

“Oh – and what might that be?”

“I like my new reporters to be, how shall I say it, a bit adventurous maybe.”

“Adventurous?”

“Yes,” she said, grabbing both of my hands and smiling. “Let’s go to my room and talk about it.” Now my boner and my “big head” were both aroused about what Tina was talking about, so we went to Tina’s room on the first floor. She went into the closet, humming like she always did when something was up. Today she looked especially hot, and I just wanted some of that goodness all over me.

She pulled out a large, black Samsonite case out of the closet, and balanced it on a chair next to her bed which she struggled with and finished before I could offer her any help. A bit short of breath, she said, “There now. Here’s what I wanted to show you.”

“What’s in there Tina?” I asked, really curious now.

“You’re future Jake – if you want it.”

Tina flipped open the latches with a loud click and looked me square in the face and smiled. She bit her bottom lip which usually meant a good blow job was on the way, but then she turned her attention to the case and rummaged around a bit. She pulled out a black G-String panty just like she always wore, and figured she would be treating me to a striptease show like she always did, but something told me this was different.

“Get undressed Jake and put these on,” she said matter-of -factly.

“I don’t get it Tina, what is this?”

“This is what all the male employees of my newspapers have to do Jake. Or rather, those who want to get ahead and move up to editorial positions. You see, it kind of turns me on. So, what do you say – will you try it?” she said looking at me with those hopeful, piercing green eyes. She was stroking the satin material and like before, she gently put it up against my face. My mind was telling me one thing, and my cock, stiff as a ramrod, was telling me something else.

“Sure . . . I’ll give it a try,” I said, unsure of myself, but tempted nonetheless.

“Good boy,” she said. “I knew you would.”

I stood there holding it, putting it up to my face and rubbing the satin material against my face, and then holding it and rubbing it between my fingers. Something changed inside of me – it was – pleasant.

“Come on Jake,” she said laughing, “You have to get undressed first.”

A bit embarrassed I said, “Oh yeah, sure. No problem.”

I took all my clothes off until I was buck naked, and she had her fist up to her chin looking me over and said, “No, hold on a minute. Your body is perfect Jake, but you’ll need to be shaved – all over, so that you can get the full experience, and I promise you,” she said looking me in the face, about three inches away from me, “It will be the most intense thing you can experience! Now get in the tub.”

The guest room had its own full bath and I walked in and ran the water in the tub. Shortly, Tina walked in carrying a pink razor and a tube of depilatory shaving cream. She shaved all of me while I was in the tub; my legs, chest, and yes, even my ball sack, which was unlike anything I ever experienced. I felt like I was being reborn. I stepped out, dried myself and came back into the bedroom where she was waiting for me.

“Wow, now don’t you look wonderful!” she said, as she bent down and kissed my cock – which certainly got my attention. I wanted more and she saw that and laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

I picked up the G-String and stepped into it, feeling the soft, silky material giving me a chill as I pulled it slowly over my bare legs, and settled it over my junk; the G-String fitting perfectly between my butt cheeks.

I was amazed at how good it felt. Weird – something about it felt so right, like I was missing this all my life. As I said before, I was a virgin until Tina came into my life, and now, I was on my way to becoming something . . . maybe a new identity perhaps? At any rate, by now I was all hers. I put on the black, sheer pantyhose with the laced black top with straps attached, and the laced girdle on, and clipped them in place.

She had a black bra for me that had a wide elastic back which pulled the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of breasts. She wouldn’t allow me to look in the mirror yet, and let me stand there, enjoying the new feeling of softness all over my body.

“Now come back into the bathroom Jake and take a seat by the vanity.” The chair was turned sideways so I couldn’t look in the mirror. She placed a wig cap on me that had some Velcro attached to it, and took out a makeup case from the Samsonite case.

She went to work like an artist painting a masterpiece – which I was – her masterpiece. I had brown eyes, and she chose blue eyeshadow, and placed on thick, false eyelashes, and did the rest of my eyes with a thick eyeliner. My eyebrows were a bit on the thin side, and she made them fuller with an eyebrow pencil, so she just needed to trim them a little bit – but not too noticeable.

Next came the dark red lipliner, and the cherry red glossy lipstick. “Humm, I think we’ll give you a hookerish look Jake!” This excited her. “I like my ladyboys to be a bit on the slutty side. What do you think Jake?”

Ladyboys?? What the hell? But I was powerless to resist. I didn’t want to resist.

My cock was stirring in the soft satin, and something inside me made me say “Yes Tina, make me into a complete slut!” I swear, I don’t know where the hell that came from, but I said it. It made Tina very happy, and she continued her work on my face, giving my pale skin some blush.

The last thing was the wig. I had black, curly hair, a bit on the short side, so Tina picked out a full, long, jet black wig for me, done up over my forehead, with curls and waves on the bottom, that reached down past my shoulders. After she was done – we went into the bedroom, and I saw my clothing laid out on the bed. She had a short black leather skirt, with laces across the front, and a wide belt with a gold buckle. I really had little fat around my waist, and it fit perfectly. Tina had a thing for white, starched blouses, and that’s what she dressed me in, along with gold, hoop earrings. She held them up for me, saying, “These are for later Jake. Right now, I want you to look at ‘the new you’ in the mirror.”

When I walked over to the long mirror on the door I couldn’t believe that was me. I looked like a high class hooker. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself. Everything exploded all at once – my true delight at what I looked like, and who I was on my way to becoming.

“Tina,” I said. “Don’t I need a girl’s name? You can’t expect me to walk into one of your offices with a name like Jake!”

Tina laughed. “Of course Jake, I’ve been thinking about that. Let’s call you . . . humm, I want this to be a bit exotic. Let’s call you ‘Chantal.’ Do you like it?”

“Yes, Chantal sounds great. Now let me get this straight. I have to dress up like this every day at work?”

“Yes you do Chantal. That is, if you want to work for my newspapers.”

That sealed my fate – I needed this job to jumpstart my career. Besides, there was a part of me that actually fantasized about this whole crossdressing thing. I didn’t tell Tina, but dressed like this I wanted cock. I wanted to be ravaged just like a slutty woman would be – taken over a desk and fucked repeatedly. That was my desire. I knew it now. It just took some “preparation.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it!”

Tina squealed and ran over to me, throwing her arms around me. “That’s wonderful! You’re my favorite Chantal! You make me so happy! I think you will be the hottest girl in the office. Wait until the others see you. You know, we have a little private ‘get-together’ on Friday afternoons in the office, and you’ll be a hit!”

“First you have to be ‘broken in’ darling.” I think I knew what she meant, but how? I mean Tina was a real woman. I was to get my answer right away.

“Now there’s one more little thing Chantal. You have to be able to hold your liquor like a real slut, and I think you can right?”

After all my college years and experience I could hold a lot more than liquor, so I said “Yeah, sure I can.”

“Good, Now there’s one more little thing – you have to smoke like a slut too. It turns on some of the other girls.”

So Tina went into her bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and gave me one and took one herself. It did kind of turn me on to watch very sexy, slutty women smoke, so, my cock was nice, big, and pulsing when she lit me up. I had smoked tons of pot in school, so a cigarette was no problem.

I took my first inhale and made it a French inhale. This pleased Tina immensely, and she smiled. “Wow, don’t you look like a real cum slut honey!”

She came close and kissed me deeply, sending her smoky tongue deep inside my mouth. After I was all hot and ready to cum, she pulled off me. “Now we’re both going to get off Chantal.”

Both? What did she mean by that, I wondered. She left the room and went into her bathroom. When she came out, I almost fainted. Around her waist she wore a strap-on dildo; not an enormous one, but a five inch pink job, with a back part that would go in and out of her pussy when she rode me.

“What do you think?” she said smiling wickedly. “Remember, you have to be properly trained for our Friday night office soirees. Now get on the bed on your knees, and face the head of the bed.” I did as she asked.

“Perfect. Now get prepared for the ride of your life. Do you trust me Chantal?”

“Yes of course Tina.”

“Something tells me you really want this. It’s not this way with some of the other girls. They have to be cajoled and threatened a bit more. But you’ve got just the attitude I’m looking for.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Tina got on the bed behind me, and gently pulled the G-String from between my butt cheeks, and placed it on the side of one, and whipped out a tube of lubricating jelly, placing a hefty amount in the palm of her hand, and rubbed it over my asshole and down my taint. She put a generous amount on both the silicone dildo and the back part. Then she did something I was not prepared for at all. She stuck a finger on top of red cherry asshole which I was later to learn was called a boy pussy or “bussy.” She didn’t put it in a lot, but the amount she did caused an exhilarating electric shock to go through my body and I let out a loud “Ohhhhh.”

“Okay, trust me honey. This will feel full, and a bit painful at first, but if you can stand it, I promise you it will be soon replaced with an amount of pleasure that you never thought was possible!” I said nothing because I trusted Tina. I gripped the corners of the bed sheets with my closed fists, not knowing what to expect other than what Tina already told me.

She withdrew her finger and lined the silicone cock right up against my bussy. I tensed up but Tina was gentle with me at first, going in and out slowly, with the tip of her contraption.

“Now Chantal, I don’t want you touching your cock, no matter how bad you want to – understand?”

“Yes Tina,” I replied. Then from out of nowhere a voice came out of me that I couldn’t believe I was saying, but here it was: “I want you to RAM ME HARD TINA! GET IT OVER WITH!”

Tina just laughed. “My, aren’t you an eager beaver. Just be patient honey, the best is yet to come,” she said.

Every time she withdrew, I felt like I had a BM coming on, but gradually that feeling was replaced with . . . with, a feeling of pleasure, of desire. She went in, this time more, and pulled out, each time coming back in deeper. I felt a lot of pain, I can’t lie, and so I shifted my butt around, but soon, it was all pleasure. When she went as deep as she could go, she started moaning – I’m guessing from the effect of the contraption on the other side of the dildo going in and out of her pussy.

Now she was thrusting hard, and out of pure instinct I went harder, backing up on her, going faster and faster until we were in a rhythm. Now she did it – she hit my “p-spot,” that magical place in transgender women that drove them to fits of insane pleasure. I felt a feeling that I can only describe as a sneeze welling up inside my body. Faster and faster we went, and I could feel Tina’s pussy juices running down my butt cheeks and the inside of my thighs. Tina was making wordless sounds and moans, and I was on the very edge of cumming.

My cock was hard and pulsing, and then like I was a geyser in Yellowstone, I shot my biggest load of cum ever, without even touching my cock once. I went not two, but three times, and the orgasm lasted after I was done shooting. Tina told me later that this was my first “sissygasm.” My ass was now a plaything for Tina, and I was her big dress-up toy.

Finally she pulled out of me, both of us exhausted. We were both on our knees facing each other and kissing deeply. She took her belt off and said, “Now Chantal honey, I want you to eat me out,” and I did. I was even better this time than ever before.




Epilogue

_________________

_____

Six months later

I embraced my new identity, and the rest of the time that Tina was over at our house, we had each other every night. After Tina’s new house was ready and she moved out of her place, I was a frequent visitor. Out of respect for my mother, when I started work on the local newspaper, I went to work as Jake, and following company rules, once in the office I dressed as Chantal. I even began to love being in the company of the other transgender women. That’s what I was now. Like the others I went on HRT, and my breasts came in very nicely, my voice changed, and my figure got more curves with some help from the gym and diet. I was the newest “female” reporter.

The office soirees on Friday nights were a blast, and I met the other employees, making many new friends, but I was Tina’s special “gurl toy.” I loved every minute we were together. My work on the newspaper and my writing got even better as I grew into being Chantal. I guess you could say the newspaper was a really “hot press!”

❤️❤️❤️
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The team was down by three runs in the middle of the fifth inning, and Sandra Hood was coming to the plate. There were runners at first and third with two outs. A homerun would tie the game and keep the Centreville Cougars alive. Hood was a power hitter and was two for four in this game.

My name is Herbie Sherman and I’m a nineteen year-old sophomore at Centreville College. My girlfriend, Sally Anderson was the shortstop on the girls’ softball team, and I always came out to watch her play.

So with a full count, the pitch hurtled down from the mound. Sandra swung and connected, the ball a home run over the centerfield wall! However, Just before she came home, she twisted her ankle, stumbled, and limped across the plate from the middle of third and home.

So the game was tied with two outs and my girlfriend was up to bat. Sally got a full count and then struck out swinging. Because of the loss of Hood, the Cougars lost. No one was more disappointed than Sally. She loved the game, her team mates, and really wanted to make a difference.

I wondered if a little “consolation sex” would be a possibility tonight. Sally and I were together for the last two years since we both got up here to this small-sized liberal arts college.

“I sucked out there Herbie, I really did,” Sally said, dejected and still wet from the locker room shower. I thought she was beautiful wet or dry, it really didn’t matter to me. We were walking to the parking lot, and I would drive the two miles or so back to her dorm, and then pick her up later for our date. We were supposed to see a movie in town and then celebrate with her teammates after the win. But tonight, there would be no celebrating.

“I don’t care Sally; win or lose, you’re still beautiful to me,” I said and leaned in for a kiss. She was distracted, and the kiss was cut short.

“What are we gonna do now?” she asked, pulling out of my grasp, almost teary eyed. “Sandy was the power of the team, and the captain. I saw the coach look at her ankle. They had to take her to the hospital for an X-Ray; it could be broken Herbie!”

“Well, we don’t know yet. Maybe one of the girls will call you and let you know in a little while.”

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

“Hey,” I picked up her chin to kiss her again. “You know you’re very sexy when you’re disappointed,” I said, smiling. This time she didn’t pull away so fast, and laughed as we kissed.

“Umm,” she said. “If you think this is sexy, just imagine how sexy I could be if we won! Remember last weekend?” she said with a cute little grin that I loved so much.

Last weekend they beat Bonaventure six to two, and Sally was wild in bed. She was on her game that day and drove in two runs. So this afternoon, I dropped her off at her sorority house, and we made plans for dinner in town at Athena, the diner renowned for its curled chilli fries, and then we’d hit a movie.

When I got back to my dorm, my corridor was half empty. A lot of the guys lived nearby and went home for the weekend. My roommate, George, was one of them, which gave me time to “indulge myself” a little bit.

What Sally didn’t know, or anyone else for that matter was that I had some “sexual interests” which I developed in my adolescence and carried through with me to college. I had a thing for little lingerie items. I started when I was about fourteen years-old, and I would sneak into my older sister Lizzie’s room and “borrow” her satin panties for a little bit – or maybe I forgot to return them . . . Now, as I suspected it would, this proclivity for “dressing” as I liked to call it, followed me into college. It caused all sorts of thoughts to enter my head, like maybe I was bisexual OR . . . God forbid – homosexual! However, the pull was too much to withstand, and I would have to find some way to live with it.

I loved the way they felt moving up my smooth legs and settled over my junk. I enjoyed putting my hands down the front of the elastic waistband and rubbing my cock against the material, talking dirty to myself in the mirror, and then expelling some ejaculatory fluids into a Kleenex tissue. In other words, I loved jacking off in girl’s lingerie and then spewing into a Kleenex – there, that was short and sweet.

Only now in my sock drawer in the dorm, I had a G-String panty of Sally’s. Hers was the first pair that did not belong to my sister. As soon as I got home, I got undressed and received a nice release from tension by placing them over my legs and over my cock, the back G-String itself nestling comfortably into the crack of my ass. One small thing was missing. I purchased a tube of lipstick from the Walgreen’s in town, even using a coupon thinking I could fool the clerk into thinking that it wasn’t for me! How naïve I was back then.

So I carefully applied the lipstick, enjoying the soft feel of it going over my lips, the fruity aroma, and the cherry red color. Smacking my lips together, I was a little sissy-whore! I combed my shoulder-length black hair out with a part in the center so it could pass for a girl with a short haircut. I finally quieted the buzz in my brain by rationalizing it by thinking this was just a harmless pursuit, no different than guys who liked dirty magazines, or reading erotic shorts on Amazon.

That would be true if it wasn’t for one small thing: I didn’t fully enjoy sex with Sally as “Herbie.” I couldn’t admit that to her or myself. Don’t get me wrong – Sally is a knockout; five feet six-inches tall, long, auburn hair that fell to the middle of her back, a beautiful smile, deep blue eyes, a perfect figure, and large tits, while I was nothing special to look at.

I was a lanky sort of guy, some muscles, but nothing special to speak of; not like my roommate George who was a gym rat and could probably be a model. I had a nice head of black, wavy hair that I purposely kept long down to my shoulders. I was always careful to shave very close; to remove all traces of nubs or shadows. In fact, in high school I was teased for being a “fem.” That was the term the guys used who used to bully me.

Speaking of which, I wouldn’t exactly call George my closest friend. He liked to taunt me especially in front of the other guys, or at a party. It stopped a little when I started seeing Sally because she was gorgeous, but little cutting remarks and put downs were always the thing with George. If God forbid he were to go snooping around my drawers and found any of my “girly stuff,” I’d be ruined – period.

So it came as a shock in our little college circle when I started dating Sally. People would wonder how the hell did she wind up with ‘him?’

I was still trying to figure my relationship out, or rather, trying to figure myself out, as far as how I felt about girls. I tried to postpone giving it serious thought for as long as I could.

❤️❤️❤️
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Since George was away for the weekend, after Sally and I went out to dinner where I consoled her for her team’s loss, we came back to my dorm. I was excited to be with her, but my head wasn’t quite into it. My experiences with her G-String, and my introduction to the seductive appeal of wearing lipstick was in the back of my mind screaming out for recognition. I had no trouble in performing with Sally. She had a magical way of making me hard as a flagpole on the Fourth of July. But with me, once I got a taste of the lure of luxurious satin lingerie, there was no going back.

We were both in a good mood from the dinner and the rom-com, and also a lot horny. Sally was also in an unusual frisky mood, which baffled me considering that the date was supposed to be a weep-fest for her team’s loss with me acting as the shoulder.

I got dressed for the evening’s date rather quickly and my sock drawer was conspicuously open! Well, she never cared about what I had laying around in my room, or in my room for that matter.

“You know Herbie, I was always curious about how guys stored their stuff.” She looked up at my closet which was open, and then her eye caught my sock and underwear drawer sticking out like a sore thumb. “Ooooh, let’s see Herbie’s underwear drawer. I wonder what kind of stuff he wears under his clothes??”

I was panicking and tried as best I could to hide it. “Come on Sally, it’s boring – you’ve seen me in my underwear plenty of times,” I said perhaps too defensively, and moving slightly in front of my bureau.

“Then you won’t mind if I take a peek,” she said, bobbing from side to side of me to get to the drawer, and me trying to block her each time. We were both laughing. Or rather I was laughing to defuse the seriousness of potential discovery. I knew that I had the panties hidden underneath some pairs of white 10”-13” elastic COSTCO socks, which she wouldn’t bother to disturb as she looked. Finally, I gave up before her mood turned from light-hearted laughter to like I HAVE TO see what he’s got in there!

Summoning all my bravery, I finally stood aside and said, “Okay Sally, have a look, but remember; I get to have a look at your drawer too!”

She nodded her head, smiling, leaned in to kiss me on the lips and said, “Deal!” Then quickly she yanked open the drawer, almost spilling the contents on the floor, tumbling the neat stack of my socks aside. Right there, on top of my colored HANES boxers was her satin pink G-String.

Her eyes opened wide, and she laughed loudly, putting her hand up to her mouth. “WHAT THE FUCK HERBIE!?” still laughing. “Oh my God – do you not get enough of me when you’re with me, or is this like some kind of souvenir collection? What other of my things do you have??” she said, squinting her eyes and holding up the G-String in front of my face, with some dried white, pasty jizz streaks down the front of the pouch.

I turned about as white as the streaks down her G-String. “Uh, well, you know, it’s uh, just a thing that, you know, turns me on I guess,” I said with a downcast, embarrassed look. I suppose I looked like a deer caught in the headlights of a speeding MACK Truck.

Now Sally was a bit suspicious. My explanation didn’t quite suit her. She wanted me to elaborate a bit.

“That’s it? I mean, I don’t know too many boy friends who go snooping through their girlfriends underwear drawers, Herbie!”

How should I answer her? Should I tell her that I got a thrill out of trying on women’s lingerie and having sex while wearing them? Or maybe that I was confused about my sexual identity whether I could be a transgender or a homosexual?


I cleared my throat, and I just told her. “Uh, I just enjoy putting them on and feeling them slip over my cock and my balls. I also like the way the G-String feels going between the crack of my ass.” She made a face, like Ewwww. “Oh no, I mean I’m always very clean when I put them on, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Then I tried mixing it up a bit by complimenting her. “Look Sally, you’re a beautiful woman, and I guess I wanted to feel what you feel like when you wear your beautiful and sexy clothing.”

“Uh huh. I appreciate, or at least I think I appreciate what you’re trying to tell me Herbie, but I do find it strange, or rather ‘interesting.’ I have to think about this.” There was a pause. One of those long, seems like forever minute pauses, and she said, “Do you find that this , this ‘hobby’ of yours makes sex between us more interesting for you?”

I was grateful for a reprieve here, thinking that she easily could have grabbed her G-String, yelling at me like I was a psycho, threatening exposure to our small group of friends and running out of the room.

But she didn’t. She smiled and moved close to me holding her panties under my nose, and said, “I’m curious to see how far we could take this Herbie. I mean, I think it could be really kinky for you to dress for me, and have sex after you do. What do you think?” she said looking me over quickly. “Have you ever ‘experimented’ with any other pieces of lingerie or women’s clothing, Herbie?”

“No, no! Not with yours, but I have . . . (embarrassed as hell) tried on my older sister’s stuff like a bra or two, and some lipstick and maybe doing my hair up.”

She seemed to really get a thrill out of this. She moved close to me, and tongue kissed me, seeming more turned on by this sudden discovery than before we came back to my room. She had me undress, actually put the G-String on, combed my hair like I did, with the part down the middle, and placed some of her cherry red lipstick on me. She tittered and said, holding my chin between her two hands, “Look at my sexy little sissy! I love it!”

And with that, she pulled down my G-String, my thick, fleshy cock in all its glory, fully extended and pointing right at her belly button. She ran her hands down the sides of my torso, and across my hips, her fingertips brushing up against my cock, making a bit of pre cum leak from the tip.

It was crazy – I should have been like any other guy and been embarrassed as all hell, but I was not. the truth is, I enjoyed it.

“You wanna know something Herbie my love?”

“What?” I said ready for anything at this point.

“You . . . you turn me on this way, looking like a very pretty girl than you ever did before!”

Just like that, my fate was sealed. This is how I would be making love to Sally from now on – or so I thought.

Sally placed her hands on my shoulders and sat me down on my bed. Then she got on her knees in front of me, and was looking up at me and giggling, taking my cock in her hands, while rubbing the underside gently with her fingertips. She

placed the tip of my cock up to her lips and they felt softer than they ever have before. She was more seductive than usual – strange. She normally just got right down to business, but this time, she stayed at my tip, placing the tip of her tongue right over my slit, and gently licking around it just like you would do with an ice cream cone. My heart was beating faster, and I felt a small drop of pre-cum leak from me onto her lips. She made an “Ummm” sound, and then placed her whole mouth over the head and the 1st third of my cock.

I never measured my own dick, but I suppose it was adequate – Sally never complained about it. Now she took all of me into her mouth, just like a greedy child over a piece of candy. Her mouth was very wet, and her lips closed tightly over my shaft, and she got into a quick up and down rhythm. I was seated on the side of the bed, and lifted my ass up just enough to keep up with her going back and forth. I closed my eyes and fantasized about being fully made up and dressed like a slut, not just a sissy, but an out and out slut! It was marvelous. I didn’t see how I could ever go back to “vanilla sex” again.

I moaned for the first time with Sally, and I suppose it startled her a bit because she stopped for a second and a small laugh escaped her. The next thing I knew, I shot out a cannonball load of thick, creamy jizz into my girlfriend’s mouth – more than my normal amount. It was so much that for the first time, some of it leaked out onto the corners of her lips. Immediately, when I was done, after three large loads, she licked me clean and stood up, kissing me on the mouth hard, sticking her cum-coated tongue into my mouth, giving me a good taste of myself. It wasn’t the first time I tasted my own cum though. When I was dressing at home and pleasuring myself to my sister’s lingerie, I actually tasted my own cum, and it gave me a thrill. I felt so dirty, it was wonderful.

So Sally and I kissed like we were stuck; like my cum was a glue that bound us together. I stuck my tongue out and licked the corners of her lips and also grabbed a few drops that ran down her chin. Her face had a shine to it, and a smile.

She looked at me like an entirely different form of Herbie. “My God, that was incredible honey. We are definitely NOT stopping here. There are so many things I want to do with you.”

I too was very excited and relieved beyond belief at how this evening went. Of course, she stayed the night, and I fell asleep in her G-String.

❤️❤️❤️
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Sally had softball practice three afternoons a week, and she was a helluva shortstop. It seemed like nothing could get by her. Of course last week’s lost to the Brockton Lions was a big disappointment, and although Sally felt that her striking out was a main cause of the loss, no one else on the team thought so. The girl was just very hard on herself – like most female athletes at her level of collegiate play. Still the loss of Sandra Hood, the star hitter and centerfielder, left everyone up in the air as to the rest of the season, and how it would turn out. Sandra was diagnosed with an ankle fracture, and would miss the remaining six games of the season.

Meantime, Sally’s obsession with “the new me” got her thinking of all the different kinds of ways of how she would put me to use. The first thing she suggested to me was that we go shopping. She wanted me to go ‘full slut’ too, just like I wanted. She was also pretty good with makeup, so I guess I had it made. I was excited to get started. We went to the local mall, and I was embarrassed at first. Sally sensed it and put me at ease by taking measurements of me before we went out so that I wouldn’t have to be seen coming out of a dressing room. I had to take this stuff in small doses.

I joked around with her and asked her if she wanted to dress me as a sissy maid, or a “rubber nurse.” The way she said “no, but” had me wondering a bit.

We got several different sets of clothes – a slutty evening ensemble with a halter top that had cups in them that pulled tight to give me the illusion of cleavage, and a short black satin dress with a high slit up the side. We also looked at a couple of online shops that catered to crossdressing men, and picked up two wigs that Sally thought would look great on me. I had brown eyes and brown hair down to my shoulders, so Sally ordered a thick, full, auburn wig that went down to the small of my back, with like a half-part in the front of the right side. To go great with the satin skirt, she got me a white satin blouse and black laced bra, with matching color satin G-String panties, and black sheer nylons with a laced top that went up to mid-thigh level. My shoe size was a men’s eleven, so I would have big high heels. I had to take time in breaking them in so I wouldn’t fall.

I didn’t have a lot of body hair, but Sally decided to shave me for what she called “your complete look.” Thankfully, she left my eyebrows alone-for the most part, using a pencil to fill in the bare spots. The most intense part was shaving my balls and groin in the bathroom. To my surprise, I enjoyed that immensely.

The main purpose in dressing me was that Sally wanted “a girlfriend” to go out with. I was becoming, at least in her mind a transgender female, only I was doing it part time. Sally told me she eventually wanted it full time. I really had to think about it. What would my roommate George say? I had to explain my many absences to him, and I just told him that Sally and I were getting closer. This, he accepted and didn’t question me too much about. His fear was that I would move out and leave him stuck without a roommate. I put his fears to rest by telling him, that at least for this year, Sally and I weren’t planning anything so big as a move-in with each other.

One afternoon in our dorm room, we were both studying, and George said to me, “Hey Herbie. There’s something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about.”

“Sure George, what’s up?” I had a feeling I knew what this was about.

“Uh, I don’t know, but there’s something different about you,” he said. I may have had some traces of eyebrow pencil left over, and maybe a “shine” to my face from some of the compound that Sally had applied during one of our recent sessions.

“Different George? How?” I played dumb. A lot depended on it. I knew how straight George was, and how manly, and I didn’t want my secret getting out.

“It looks like you’ve been doing something to your face, but I can’t put my finger on it.”

“Oh yeah, I, uh have an eczema condition and the dermatologist gave me some creams to apply, that’s all. It makes my face shine you know? Why, is it really showing?”

“No, not unless you get close. I suppose as your roommate I may be able to see that.”

“Okay, anything else.” Now George’s demeanor changed, and he had a weird smile on his face.

“Yeah, your feet.” We were both wearing moccasins in the room with no socks, and the skin above my ankles had visible marks from the straps of the stiletto heels I wore!

“If I didn’t know better Herbie,” he said laughing, “I’d say it looks like you’ve been wearing heels – women’s high heels!” He was grinning from ear to ear, and whistled loudly.

I didn’t answer him because I didn’t know how to tell him. He stood there looking at me and grinning.

“What the fuck Herbie????? You have been wearing heels!” Then he came closer to me, looked over my face and said, “It’s not just your face that’s a bit shiny from your ‘prescription cream,’ but if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were wearing eyebrow pencil!”

I was still as a statue, my tongue tied, and my mind going off in all kinds of directions.

“So, you have been dressing up! he said, laughing. “You, - what are you doing Herbie; going transgender on me?”

“No, no, nothing like that. I sat on my bed with my head down, embarrassed didn’t even begin to cover how I felt. “It was Sally’s idea. She wants to spice up our sex life that’s all. You know, it’s a kinky couple’s thing. She enjoys having sex with me dressed like a girl.” Now George looked at me differently, and if I didn’t know better, I’d say it was with a good amount of lust. To be truthful here, I did have a sort of roundish, effeminate set of hips, and my arms could easily pass for a strong girl’s. My legs were long too. Maybe too long. I should have expected what came next.

“Humm, you know what Herbie?”

“Yeah, might as well get it out. I think I know what’s running through that perverted mind of yours.”

“I’m really curious to see you dress up as a girl!”

“No way man. I told you this is a thing between me and Sally.”

“Seriously Herbie, I want you to dress for me. Of course,” he said, looking up at the ceiling, “if you don’t . . . then I may just have to let your little secret out. I’m sure the guys could use a good laugh!” and he chuckled, but his look was the same – worrying. “I know some guys who would enjoy having a sissy boy to pass around – just for fun of course.”

“Of course,” I said sarcastically, but George was the one holding all the cards here.

❤️❤️❤️
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That evening I went right over to Sally. I didn’t know where else I should go, or what else I should do.

“So he threatened you with exposure if you didn’t dress for him?”

“Yeah, and I know he can be a real asshole about it. He’d make me into a laughing stock.”

“Humm, let me see what I can do about this,” she said, pensively walking back and forth in her dorm room. “Okay, I think I have it, but first, I’m not sure he just wants you to dress for him.”

“What do you mean Sally?”

“I think your roomie has a taste for ‘the wild side,’ if you get my drift.”

“You mean, you think he’s sexually attracted to me as a trans woman?”

“Bingo! I mean think about it Herbie. What’s the big deal if you put on those clothes and makeup and strut around for him. Do you think he’s gonna pop a boner and just let it go? No, he’ll want more – can’t you see? You told me how he looked at you, especially when he saw the strap marks outlined on your ankles.”

“Yeah, I think you’re right. So you’re telling me I should, what? ‘Do him?’”

Now was the moment of truth. Sally was thinking along those lines that day she caught me with a G-String of hers in my drawer, and then how the fantastic new dimension of arousal in our sex came about. We would never have sex again with me dressed as Herbie.

She smiled at me, with a strange mix of lust and sympathy.

“Herbie, Herbie, what am I gonna do with you? You made me discover my love of trans women quite by accident. But I don’t want any trans woman, I want you. I love you Herbie,” and, she said, grabbing my cock through my jeans, “I also love what you’ve become.”

So there it was. It seemed my path was written for me. I belonged to Sally, but I was also being “turned out” like a cheap slut. I also thought about it seriously; it did excite me to be a really slutty cum sucking whore with a power over men. George could be just the beginning, but I wanted to do it on my terms, not his.

“So what about George? I’m just gonna let him get away with blackmailing me?”

“No Herbie. That wouldn’t be right. Let’s see if we can have some fun with this. What if . . .” she put her fist under her chin. I loved looking at Sally when she was deep in concentration. “What if, we could somehow film you seducing the bastard? Then we’d have a record of him, and blackmail him!”

I came closer to her and grabbed her softly by the shoulders and leaned into her. But whose eyes were looking into hers? Was it “Herbie’s eyes,” or was it my female alternate persona, which as yet didn’t have a name? I think it was the latter. In either case, I pulled her close to me and kissed her.

“You really are something else, Sally,” I said. “There is truly a devious side of you that I love so much!” and I laughed; both of us did.

“Okay Herbie, then you have to buy some kind of ‘nanny cam’ and hide it in your room where you can get a good shot of all the action.”

“Absolutely right!” I said. “You know, this will be fun! It’s just the middle of September. I’ll bet we could get macho George to play dress up for Halloween! Whaddya say Sal?”

She was bent over laughing. “Yeah!, I think,” she paused to catch her breath. “I think we could get him to dress up as a French maid!”

Now we were both laughing. “But one more thing my sweet little princess,” Sally said.

“What’s that,” I said as I wiped a tear of laughter from my eye.

“We need a good female name for you!”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“Hey, I have it! EVIE. What do you think Herbie, er, I mean ‘Evie?’”

“Evie,” I repeated. It has a nice ring to it. Okay, but remember. I want to be a complete SLUT! Okay?”

“Good. Now there’s one last thing to complete the slut picture. We have to get you to smoke the all-white, long, 120 ladies cigarettes.”

“You mean like Virginia Slims?”

“Yes, exactly. I mean, I like to smoke occasionally, and I know it turns you on Herbie, and gets you hard. I think you have a bit of a smoking fetish, am I right? Just think of the high-powered slut you’ll become! As a matter of fact,” she said, reaching into her large black bag, “Here, take one. Allow me to do the honors.”

She was right, I did have, or rather still do have a rather large smoking fetish, ever since I was fourteen, and started sneaking them from my sister’s bag.

So we both sat there in her room puffing away, and just for a treat, she put some of her lipstick on me, and both of us turned on, she gave me a rocking blow job.

*****

I went to the local BEST BUY and picked up a small blue tooth nanny cam for about forty bucks. I placed it on a book shelf with a good view of both George’s and my bed. I had it planned for Saturday night – my dress up. I would dress at Sally’s place and walk across campus as “Evie,” and then go seduce George. Meantime, it would all be uploaded to Sally’s iPhone.

Later that evening, after both of us came from the library, George said to me, “So slut, have you decided to dress for me?” He was grinning salaciously at me, which removed all doubt of his intentions from my mind. This guy liked it. He wanted me to give it to him up the ass. It would be “Evie’s pleasure” as well.

“Of course George, I mean what choice do I have, right?”

“Exactly baby,” he said laughing.

“So how about this Saturday night George? Right here, just you and me. I’m a sure thing. I don’t need candy or flowers or an expensive dinner. Actually, on second thought, dinner would be nice.”

George looked at me as if to say, Are you serious? And I was. If I was to give it up, I wanted something in return.

“Okay, okay, but don’t get flaky on me Herbie. I’m not part of your sick little secret. I only want to see you dress!”

“Of course George; whatever you say.” I said, smiling to myself.

On Thursday morning when George had class, I went with Sally, and we placed the nanny cam in my dorm room. It was in the base of a potted plant, just enough to remain unseen with a cursory look. Now we had to find an outfit for me, so I decided on a slutty goth look. I wanted to be a cheap slutty whore – not just for George, but because it turned Sally and me on greatly. It was a small expense, but well worth it, as I was sure that tonight wouldn’t be the only night I would wear these things.

We picked out a jet black, long haired wig with purple highlights, with waves over my forehead, a leather bustier with laces down the front, low enough to show off cleavage. As for that, Sally picked out a black, stretch-bra that pulled the skin of my chest together enough so that I’d look fantastic. I got a short, leather skirt with a slit up the side to show off my shapely legs. What the heck, I mean they were “girly” to start with. My hips were rounded enough to seem effeminate. This got me thinking as I was putting on the clothes that maybe I was meant to be a girl all along. I got a pair of sheer, black nylons with goth-style lace tops on my thighs with straps that hooked onto a black-laced girdle. Underneath was a nice black satin G-String which I purchased online from a store that catered to crossdressing males and transwomen. It had a gaff in front, so no one could see a cock bulging out.

My makeup was done up expertly by Sally – heavy black mascara, black eyebrow pencil, deep purple eyeshadow, and purple lipstick. She got some costume jewelry stuff that I liked: a pair of gold hoop earrings, a wide leather belt with silver eyelets, and a bike chain that hung off my right side.

Sally stepped back to admire her work before I had a chance eto look. One thing was for sure – I looked nothing like what I did when Sally and I “played,” with my naturally long hair combed out, red lipstick, and her pink G-String. This was perfection, this was HOT!

“Oh my God!! Evie, you look like such a slut,” she said as she passed me fingerless leather gloves with small metal studs running down each finger. My footwear was leather biker boots up to mid-calf with metal studs running across my instep.

“Here, now join me for a smoke,” she said and passed me a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol.

She lit us both up with her silver butane lighter. Everything all at once was making me hard enough to crack the proverbial walnut; George, my outfit, my relationship with Sally, which now took a major turn from which there was no going back from.

“You know what this means Evie, right?” she said.

I had an idea, but I played along. “What?”

“I want you like this ALL the time! In fact, I think I’d love you to transition; or at least think about it, okay?” she said, sounding as if maybe she thought she went too far.

“No, I mean, yeah, I’m really starting to feel more comfortable as Evie – more than I ever did as Herbie.”

She laughed and said, “Come closer to me slut and kiss me.”

We did, and I loved it – more than when I had to “pretend” back as Herbie.

“I’m coming by our room at eight o’clock. He has no idea that you’re helping me, and I have no intention of telling him. He said he just wanted to see me dressed up. I’m really not expecting anything to happen.”

“Hey, listen,” she said sincerely. “If something does happen I think you’ll like it too, am I right?”

I smiled. She had me. “You are, but don’t worry, I’m still all yours. Are you ready to have a relationship with a transgender woman?”

“You wouldn’t be getting my help if I wasn’t Evie.” Then she tenderly kissed me again. “Besides, if you did get it on with George, I think I’d get myself wet and slick,” she said with a wink. “Who knows what could happen my dear.”

Evie. Now she would never call me Herbie again.

❤️❤️❤️
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Walking across campus the first time as “Evie” was not as bad as I thought it would be. It’s like the old saying: “You know what other people think? They don’t” 

Really. People didn’t go out of their way to stare. I did get some appreciative looks from some guys, but that’s about it. One couple was walking across the street from me, and the guy was looking at me a little “too long,” I think, because his girlfriend noticed, and elbowed him good in the ribs. I laughed and I made sure to wink at the guy. I thought he would melt. I felt good about it, secure in who I was. But that’s just it – I hadn’t really figured that part out yet.

I saw George’s car in the slot parking in front of our dorm, and I took a deep breath walking up the stairs to the main lobby with the study room straight ahead. I saw my corridor buddies Spencer and Hank coming out of the study lounge and they both did a double take when they saw me, but they didn’t see “femmy Herbie,” they saw a beautiful and hot goth girl coming into their dorm. Let them fantasize. I know I was. I was thinking about taking on the whole dorm, one guy’s room at a time.

My heart started beating fast as I made my way up the staircase to the second floor where our room was. I passed Mitch, the RA’s room. His door was open, and his girlfriend Alice was in there with him. She stared at me I think more than Mitch did. But both of them noticed me and wondered, as they saw me walk towards George’s and my room. I took another deep breath and knocked on the door.

George said nothing but the door opened quick, and I swear, his eyes almost fell out of his head. “Herbie??” was all he could say as his mouth dropped open.

“Well, yeah, I mean you asked me to put these clothes on for you, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, in a state of shock. “I just . . .”

“Just what?” I said. “Never thought I’d turn out so sexy Georgie??”

“Uh look, Herbie. I’m sorry for making your life hell around here hell, ok? I realize I haven’t exactly been the most supportive or sympathetic friend.” His head was down, and in a way I felt sorry for the bastard. But now, my feelings were more like a hot and slutty woman for a muscle-headed, macho guy. I wanted to play with him a bit first. I saw his nostrils flare as he took in a good sniff of my perfume that Sally picked out for me.

“Okay George, so now you’ve seen me dress. Is there anything else?”

“Wh, why don’t you stay a while? I mean, it’s your room too, and you just got here!”

“I know it’s our room George. But aren’t you tired of just hanging out here? I mean don’t you want to take a lady out?” I was very hard right now. I never really thought of George in that way before, but now, when I was in the “alpha seat,” it was a different story. Truth be told, I wanted to jump up on him and rip his clothes off, but I thought if the vibes I was getting were correct, he would be the one to do that.

“Where would you like to go?” he asked.

“I’m not afraid of walking across campus like this, although I’ll say that I do get looked at a lot, a lot more than Herbie. We could go to Lorenzos, the Italian place. I like their wine. Whaddya say?”

“Wait. You just said something about a lot more than Herbie. What did you mean by that?”

“Oh. My new female name that I like much better is “Evie.”

“Evie huh. Humm, yeah, it’s got a nice ring to it. Okay, let’s go to Lorenzos,” he said, clapping his hands, purposely avoiding getting closer to me, although I just knew somehow that if I made a pass at him, it would be a done deal. I was in control like I said, and it wasn’t something I would give up on so quickly. I glanced at the flower pot where the camera was, so Sally knew where we were going. Speaking of which, George said:

“What about Sally? Does she know this new side of you?”

I lied. “No she doesn’t. But something tells me that she’d be on board with it. Some women are like that – they have a ‘thing’ for transgender women.”

So George took me in his car, and we went to the favorite Italian Bistro in town. Saturday night was crowded, but when I walked up to the maître D, there was suddenly a table for two available.

Dinner was nice – red wine of course, and George was trying to make up for two years of harassment as best he could. I was tempted to ask him about the current ‘flavor of the month’ he was dating, but I thought better of it. I was getting bored with the groveling.

When we finished up and walked out of the restaurant, I put my arm through his, and I felt him momentarily stiffen up, which I took as a sign of acceptance and horniness. I lit up one of my cigarettes, and he turned to me and said, “Hey, I didn’t know you smoked!”

“Well, Herbie doesn’t, but Evie likes it. Is there a problem?”

“No, I, uh, was just surprised is all.”

I still had my arm locked though his as we got back to the dorm about ten o’clock, and there were people in the lobby. Spencer walked up to us.

“Hi George, aren’t you gonna introduce me to your new friend.” I saw Spencer looked like he wanted to give me a good fucking, and when I looked at him, I bit my lower lip and kind of flirted with him. That made him freeze – it was hysterical.

“Oh yeah, Spencer, this is my roo, uh friend Evie.” Now that could have been embarrassing, and George’s face flushed.

“Hi how are ya, Spencer McNeil at your service,” and he did a little bow from the waist. I think George felt a little proud being seen with me. “So where did you guys go?”

“George took me to Lorenzos for dinner,” I said, in my most feminine voice I could muster.

“Oh yeah, I hear the food’s great there. Maybe I’ll take Cathy there.”

“You should Spencer, I’m sure she’d love it.” I said.

“Okay Spence, you must excuse us,” George said as he pulled me to him and started to walk towards the stairs.

“Sure, good night guys.”

“Nice meeting you Spencer,” I said, purposely looking him over.

As soon as we made our way for the stairs, another guy, Robert, ran up to Spencer, and said, “Holy shit! Who’s the new goth chick that George’s got? She’s fucking hot dude!” I just laughed, and George looked at me like he was seeing me for the first time, partly bewildered. But that was okay, I knew what to do.

George opened the door for me as if he was just getting to know me for the first time, which in a way he was.

H put some mellow music on, which he never did with “Herbie” before, and I sat on my bed and patted the space next to me. “Here, take a load off.” I said.

“No, I’d rather stand.”

“Okay, suit yourself,” I said, and stood up close to him.

“you know,” I said, “I’ve wanted to do something for a long time.”

Before he could respond, I grabbed him around the shoulders and kissed him deeply. At first he tried to pull away, because I was after all, his roommate, but he felt the same way and let the illusion take hold. Before we knew it we were grabbing for each other. I deftly unzipped his jean’s zipper with a gloved hand and reached inside when I felt a massive, throbbing pole. So, it turned out that all his bragging was true. He was a big boy all right – had to be at least seven inches, and I was hungry tonight.

He broke off briefly and kissed my neck and my face, and ran his fingers through my wig. Soon, my natural black hair would grow out, but for now the silky texture and feel of my hair in his fingers made him a bit talkative.

“I’ve always imagined you like this, and I’ll let you in on a little secret Evie.”

“And what would that be,” I asked misty-eyed.

“I was going to surprise you one day and bring home an outfit for you to try on, but the fear of how you would react kept me from it.”

“Well you should have George. I know now that I would have loved it.”

“I love you Evie. I want you like this all the time.”

I didn’t know what to say, and Sally was catching all of this on her phone. I didn’t answer him and pulled down his jeans and his boxers with the same hand in one smooth motion.

“Oh God,” he moaned. “Is this really happening?”

Through a kiss, I managed to say softly, “Yesss . . . it is George.”

Our tongues wrapped around each other. At first there was a sense of disbelief about it all, a taboo line that was being carefully crossed. But now, George and I were all in, driven by an intangible lust.

I turned us both around and sat George down on the bed. I knelt in front of him and gripped his meaty, throbbing cock with my gloved hand, seeing a little bit of pre cum leaking out from the tip.

I pushed into his tummy with my head, rubbing my silky hair on it, unbuttoning his shirt, and lowering my head onto his cock. I pressed my lips against it. It just felt so right, I can’t explain it. I opened my lips and sucked gently on the “helmet,” wrapping and rubbing my tongue around him, nice and wet and slick. My purple lipstick was coating it with color, scent, and softness. The whole goth thing was a real turn on for me, and I’m pretty sure for him too.

I increased both the speed and depth of my sucking. My mouth was so wet that I went faster and faster with ease, all the while maintaining a tight seal on his cock with my lips. Inexperienced though I was – this was my first (of many cocks), and yet I was a pro. Instinct, long buried inside of me was flowering into action. He shifted positions on the bed and bucked his hips to meet me thrust for thrust. He stiffened, moaned loudly, and I felt a flood of warm, wet, creamy cum fill my mouth. He shot at least three times inside me and I couldn’t control it – a massive glob leaked down from the side of my lips onto my chin and cheeks. I was hard as could be because now I was actually living my greatest fantasy – that of a reeky, cum-slut, whore – George’s cum-slut whore.

He pulled tightly on my wig, and I moved my head up to his fist because I didn’t want my wig flying off my head! He moaned to me, “Oh my God – Evie, I want you so much. I’m not letting you go . . .”

I felt love for George. I guess he did, but I think he tried masking his feelings all along with his abusive bullshit. I didn’t think I would see any of that anymore. I knew I wouldn’t. As for George, he was truly taken with the “new me.” Just one more thing remained: I needed to get off. My eyes were half-closed and misted over and I picked my head up to his and kissed him. He licked all the cum off my chin and the sides of my mouth. He fucking loved his own taste, and pulled me closer to him. My arms now were wrapped around his shoulders.

We broke off slowly, and stared at each other, deeply, wordlessly. “Would you like a cigarette, George, because I need one.”

“Yeah, of course. After sex it always excites me, especially the way you do it Evie.”

The way I held the cigarette, so effeminately, it came naturally to me. It made me even harder. Although I wanted to, I was so glad that I didn’t jerk off before I came over tonight.

I straddled his knees and kissed him, gently whispering into his ear; “I need to get off George.”

“Sure, I want you to,” he said, reaching for the front of my leather belt.

I gripped his hand. “No, not that way George.”

He looked at me wide-eyed. “Do you trust me George?”

“Yes, of course I do.”

“Good. Now I want you to climb on my bed and get on your knees.”

“Okay,” he said grinning.

I climbed up on the bed behind him. I reached into my black bag on the floor and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I glanced over at the nanny cam and winked into it, knowing full well that Sally was probably propped up in a chair with her legs spread, and fingering her own sopping wet pussy.

I squeezed a handful of the jelly out into my palm and smeared it over George’s ass and his cock too. He was shaved down there completely! There was evidently a lot that Georgie boy wasn’t telling me. It didn’t matter, as I put a nice amount of jelly over my own cock.

I pressed my tip gently against his cherry, puckered asshole – his boy pussy, his “bussy.” I stayed that way for a little bit, rubbing my tip over it, making him moan with pleasure, and unexpected delight. I entered George slowly. I wasn’t large by any means, but I wasn’t in the habit of measuring cock sizes. Sally told me I was big, so I took her word for it. Now I went inside of him, with just the head of my cock, and I moved it in a circular fashion. First he clenched his ass around it, which felt nice and tight – so much better than Sally’s or any girl’s pussy for that matter. Then he opened up some.

“Just relax George,” I said.

I pressed in farther and he was breathing heavy, and both of us were consumed by lust. I grabbed onto his back tight, pressing myself against him. My hips were grinding into him with a steady rhythm, and he met me, thrust for thrust. I went as far in as I could, and he reached down to grab his cock. I was breathing heavy, and I told him softly, “Take your hand off it George, trust me.”

He was obedient and did. I picked up the pace and went faster and faster. George was making wordless noises and I exploded inside of him, feeling the warmth of my jizz in his bussy surrounding my cock. It was wonderful, slippery, and so intense, so I kept thrusting, feeling my jizz as it ran out of him, and down the inside of his thighs.

George let out a wild yell and shot another huge load of jizz without even touching himself, all over my bed sheets underneath him. He kept moaning until he was done

I went slower until I finally stopped. “Spread your legs out a bit George,” I said tenderly. As he did so, I shifted around and got underneath him. I licked my cum off him, under his balls, his bussy, and the crack of his ass. I put his cock in my mouth and licked his jizz off it too.

“Oh my God Evie . . . you’re fucking magnificent girl.”

“Thank you George, you’re not so bad yourself,” and I got up on my knees, faced him towards me and kissed him. We played around like that for a while. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that we were being videoed. The original intent of that was long gone now, replaced by other, more pleasant, and unexpected emotions.

We broke off and looked at each other. “I suppose we have lots to talk about,” I said.

“Yes, I guess we do.”

“I’m going to leave and spend the night over at Sally’s place.”

He looked at me like a lost puppy.

“Listen to me George. I lied before. Sally is the one who helped me dress up. She knew where I was going tonight. She really digs “the new me.” Herbie is gone, and Evie is here to stay. I know for a fact that she will enjoy the three of us together very much. I love you George, and I’m sure Evie will too. It’s all fine with me, so how about you?”

“Yeah, it sounds good,” George said, but I could tell he was disappointed.

“Okay, okay. You know what?”

“What?” I picked his chin up with a gloved hand and looked him straight in the eyes.

“How would you like to come back to Sally with me tonight?”

“Really Evie?” George said, suddenly so excited. He was truly in awe of me. It was such a change from the alpha prick he was to me.

“Yes George, really.”

“Okay, so don’t you have to call Sally?”

“No George I don’t,” I said, glancing at the nanny cam, and expecting my phone to buzz. “I think Sally will definitely be up for it. A whole new world George.”

“It’s amazing. First, I never thought you’d do it.”

“And if I didn’t, would you have exposed me like you threatened?”

“No, I wouldn’t have, but I would have been crushed.”

“I know,” and I leaned into him to kiss him. “Now get dressed and let’s go over.”

“Evie.”

“Yes love?”

“You know I want more!” he said, the new lustful look appearing on his face.

“Yes I know you do George.”

❤️❤️❤️
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In college, I was a theatre major. I had dreams of moving to Hollywood when I graduated and making my way in show business. I was prepared to go out there and become a waiter and somehow “get discovered.” I knew the road wouldn’t be easy, but that was my dream. I didn’t want to grow old and have any regrets. I wasn’t bad looking by any means. I was certainly no Tom Cruise or Brad Pitt, but I had talent, always scoring the leading roles in high school plays and hanging out with the other theatre nerds. I had long, blonde hair which went just past my shoulders and blue eyes. Maybe if I was a gym rat, I could have been more popular with girls, but childhood asthma stopped me from active sports participation, or any of those “manly” pursuits.

So in my sophomore year at age twenty, (I had taken a year off after high school to back pack my way across Europe, and get “the adventure bug” out of my system). I didn’t think I was ready for college anyway after high school, so the trip did me some good. I declared a theatre major.

I attended the University of Maryland, which was enormous, like a city in itself. The student population was big – at least forty thousand students. Now in my college theatre troupe we were rehearsing for the play “Dolly’s Chance,” a musical about a girl whose lost love suddenly makes a reappearance in her life after she gets engaged to someone else. Without the music I think it would have really sucked, but, what the hell. I played the part of her long lost love, Roger. My real name by the way is Henry; Henry Hunt. I should also mention that I can sing – a very high tenor voice which made me a perfect fit for the two musical productions of last year.

“Oh SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!” Ms. Helen McGuire, the college theatre director yelled, stamping across the stage, almost breaking her high heels when we were readying to rehearse the first act.

“What’s wrong Ms. McGuire,” Allison asked, who was a good friend of mine and one of the female roles.

“Tracy called me just now. She broke her fucking leg skiing DAMMIT!!! Now what are we gonna’ do?! We have four weeks until showtime, and I don’t have a replacement!”

Tracy was the female lead, and the hot girl my character was supposed to be kissing. I think Allison was disappointed because originally she auditioned for the role of Dolly, and Ms. McGuire just passed her by on the stage, leaving her with steam pouring out of her ears. Suddenly, Ms. McGuire stopped in front of me and started rubbing her chin, staring at me. I think I knew what was coming, and was already preparing my rejection speech. All of a sudden, her demeanor changed.

She smiled; you know, the kind of smile that means can you do me a really big favor?

“What,” I asked rhetorically before she began to speak, like why are you looking at me for Christ’s sake.

“Henry, Henry,” she said, putting her arm around my neck, hand and forearm hanging down the side of my chest; demeanor totally changed from the tornado she was just a second ago to a bit patronizing. “I can’t even think straight right now, you know? Of all the fucking times for a disaster like this to happen. Now who am I gonna get to play ‘Dolly’ in this thing? Walk with me, I need a cup of coffee so I can think!”

“Uh, for one there’s Allison,” I said, attempting to free my head a little bit to nod in her direction. Allison and I have been close friends since the beginning of freshman year, and I know how much being the lead female vocal in this play meant to her.

“Uh yeah Henry, Allison’s a great backup singer, but she’s a total first soprano, you know? She isn’t capable of hitting the proper notes for Dolly.”

Ms. McGuire still had her arm around my neck when we were talking, and I didn’t really mind. All the guys in the theatre dept. wanted to get into her skirt from day one. Helen McGuire was one of those professors who could make reading a supply list seem like flirting. She just gave off a “fuck me and dream about it” vibe that made me and my friends crazy.

She had long, thick, wavy, auburn hair that went down to the small of her back, piercing, bright green eyes, and her tits were huge – with nipples like pencil points going through the starched white cotton blouse she wore today. Now, with her arm firmly around my neck and in her grip, I got a bird’s eye view of her cleavage, and the black, sheer, laced top bra she wore!

The combination of her incredible looks and the close scent of her perfume and her warm moist breath practically on my neck, made my cock go like a jackhammer, and I tried very hard not to turn so she wouldn’t feel me up against her. I’m sure it looked awkward as hell the way she was pulling me, collared; my neck in the crook of her elbow. I caught a couple of my buddies, also in my theatre troupe, Doug and my roommate Stu smiling at me as we went past. She was taking me off to the side of the stage as we were talking to where there was a lounge with a coffee table and a pot freshly brewing.

As aroused as I was, I was grateful when she let go of me so I could finally breathe.

“So what did you want to talk about Ms. McGuire?” I asked.

She released me, and when she did, I realized how much I enjoyed being pulled by her. She was pouring coffee into a ceramic mug that said, “The Director.”

“Come on Henry, sit down,” she said, patting a place on the couch next to her. Her mind worked quickly. “I need to ask you a favor, definitely Henry. I haven’t worked out the details yet, but I think that you could be the solution to our little casting dilemma.”

What did she mean by that? Did she think I had a friend besides Allison who was great? My mind drew a blank. I got some idea of what she was up to when I saw her grin that sultry, boner producing expression.

“Henry, you’ve spent a lot of time working with Tracy practicing your lines with her a lot, I know that” – she told me.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to follow her logic here.

“In fact,” she continued, very orderly like, “I’ll bet that at this point the two of you practically know each other’s lines by heart. Would I be correct in assuming that?” she said. I had to admit, she had me there – we did. Being what I considered a good singer; I even knew the words to her songs. I suppose I was a romantic at heart because this show affected me in a way that no other theatre production had before. I happen to like watching chick flicks which no one really knew about me, except for my mother, with whom I’ve spent countless hours in front of the TV watching them.

She shifted on the couch to try to get more comfortable, and she put her arm around my shoulders, teasing me past my limits. I was ready to explode and ruin a perfectly new pair of LEVIS. She picked up a curl of my blonde hair and twirled it around her fingers, lost in thought.

“Yeah, Tracy and I joked about it that we could even switch roles and sing each other’s lines.” I think I may have said too much at that point because Ms. McGuire smiled at me, nodding her head.

“That’s my point Henry,” she said, looking at me dead serious.

“I don’t want you to take this the wrong way. But YOU are the only way I can see salvaging this production at this point.”

“Oh no! Wait a second – If you think” - she raised a palm at me cutting me off.

“Now hear me out first Henry before you go jumping to any conclusions. I’m going to be very honest here, and I want you to hear me out. In the first place, this discussion is completely confidential – oh God! Would you excuse me for a second Henry?” she said as loud conversation came from the stage area. Helen got up quickly and went out to the stage entrance.

I heard Helen talking in a raised voice outside. “Okay QUIET EVERYONE! – until we solve the ‘Dolly replacement problem,’ I want the rest of you to pull it together and do Act II, Scene III, where Roger makes his entrance at the high school reunion. But we’ll do it without Roger because I’m speaking with Henry backstage, OK?? Doug, Stu, take it from the top,” and then she came back to rejoin me on the sofa.

“Okay Henry, I’ll cut to the chase. I think, no, excuse me, I know that you can play the part of Dolly in our play.”

Did I just hear Helen McGuire correctly? She actually wants me to play the part of – a girl – Dolly = the LEAD ACTRESS in the musical??

“Helen,” I said, a shiver running down my back. “How can I play . . . a girl???”

She was smirking at me now, and resuming that thing I loved – playing with my hair. “I think Henry Hunt, that you could make a very convincing Dolly.”

“But why?” I said.

Her eyes narrowed at me, and she continued. “Well for one thing Henry, it’s your physique. Yes, I mean, you’re not exactly a six-pack abs guy,” she picked my right arm up and squeezed a bit, “and your arms are very . . . well, effeminate.” She stopped and looked at me, saying in a low, seductive voice. “I’m not overstepping any boundaries here am I Henry? I mean, if I am, please tell me.”

She wasn’t overstepping anything at all – if anything I was enjoying being poked and prodded by the hottest professor on campus. It even made me think I should just drop the charade of being insulted. I couldn’t let her know how I truly felt about all of this, but I’ve always been curious: Just how would I look dressed as a girl?

“Oh no Helen, you’re not overstepping anything here. To be honest,” my voice lowered an octave here and became quiet, almost a whisper, making me lose eye contact. “I’ve sort of wondered what it would be like to play a woman’s role in a play.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really Henry? Would you? I mean, would you consider playing Dolly?”

“Yes Helen, I would. But who shall we get to play Roger now?”

She smiled at me in a strange way, almost as if she had planned this out, but that would be ridiculous. “I was thinking of your roommate Stu. Of course,” she said in a very calculating manner, “There will have to be some obstacles to overcome, but I think with the proper, mature, professional attitude, you can do it Henry.”

I didn’t really understand what I had just signed up for, but it sounded “enticing” to me.
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When I came back to my dorm room, Stu was there, but I didn’t tell him that I would be playing the part of Dolly, nor that Helen McGuire was planning for him to take over my role as Roger. I planned to tell him after I worked that out with Helen. In the meantime, we just exchanged bullshit about different stuff, and the “Tracy problem.” The consensus between the two of us was that “shit happens.” Then It dawned on me that if I was going to play Dolly, then Stu would have several kissing scenes with me. That caused a lump in my throat as I lay on my bed reading, and looking across the room at Stu sitting at his desk working.

I found myself wondering what that would be like, and at first it was embarrassing, but I thought, what if I could pull it off and he never knew it was me?? Could that be even remotely possible? How would I like it? That was the big question that would invade my thoughts for a long time. As I said, I was never a big shot with the girls, and I never had a steady girlfriend. Something about being with Stu “excited me” in a way I could not verbalize.

I got a text message from Helen, and right away I had an aching boner. I imagined her soft lips on my cock, and her pussy dripping with excitement over my touch. The message said (I did a double take!) to meet her at her apartment in town at three o’clock on this coming Saturday afternoon. Holy shit! I was without words!

Helen lived in Alexandria, Virginia which was about an hour drive from my campus in College Park, MD. My head was spinning with all kinds of thoughts. I wasn’t sure if my agreeing to play “Dolly” was the right thing. I mean, come on – it was most definitely an odd request! Who the fuck in their right mind thinks like that? Furthermore, what did that say about me?

There would be hardly any traffic on 495 that time of day, so the trip only took me about forty minutes. She lived on the first floor of a townhouse that I later found out she owned. Her family must have come from money. I mean, she was a thirty two year old college theatre teacher; how could she make that kind of money???

I went up the stone stairway with two lions sitting majestically on pedestals alongside the first steps. I rang her bell, and looked up – she lived on both floors; spacious indeed. I checked my phone to make sure I had the right address. It was the same address: 402 Cashtown Road. Okay, so I rang the bell, and I used the brass door knocker. That sucker was loud enough to wake the dead.

Then I heard the sounds of locks snapping open and with a loud squeak the door opened onto a hallway with raised floral print wall paper and antique sconces on the wall. The floor was black and white marble. Off to the left down the hallway was a large living room with a fireplace and a large seventy inch smart TV. A Play Station V console stood next to it – interesting. The room was decorated with plush, velvet chairs – all in red, with oak backing, and a huge sofa (also red velvet), with a glass coffee table in front, covered with books and magazines. A mixture of colonial and modern.

“Well Hello there Henry, glad you could make it. Would you like a drink?” Mellow “coffee house jazz” played from speakers somewhere in the room.

“Sure, thank you Helen. I’ll, uh, have whatever you’re having.” I sat down on the sofa, and I was balling my fists – I was nervous.

Helen noticed and said, “Relax Henry, I don’t bite . . . at least not yet,” she said smiling.

Embarrassed, I said, “Oh, sure, I’m sorry. I’ve never been in such a beautiful house before.”

“Thank you,” she said. This place has been in my family for at least, oh I’d say a bit more than a hundred and fifty years.”

“Wow, that long huh?”

“Yes,” she said as she walked toward a bar next to the wall, opening a bottom refrigerator and pulling out a bottle of red wine. It looked old. My family came from England and my great, great grandfather was a wealthy merchant. He was also a Union General who fought at Gettysburg, nodding to the glass enclosed saber on the wall.

“I’m definitely impressed,” I said.

She laughed and sat down next to me handing me the wine glass. “Yes, most people are,” she said.

“So Henry, I can’t tell you how grateful I am that you’ve accepted to play the part of Dolly in the play. You know that with just four weeks to go it would be impossible to get a replacement for Tracy.”

I took a big gulp of the wine, and said, “Yes, I imagine it would be,” still thinking of Allison’s disappointment at being passed over for the role.

Helen smiled at me and said, “You know this would be a fantastic feat if we could pull this off; I mean, with you being a male. But I promise you, no one will even be able to guess that you’re a male.”

I wondered how she could be so sure. “Speaking of that Helen. I have some questions. Firstly, I mean who would I be? What would you tell the cast my real name is?”

“Who would you like to be Henry? I mean we have what, like forty thousand or so students at the U, so you could really be anyone.” She lowered her piercing green eyes with her large black eyelashes, covered with mascara at me and said, “Come on, be creative. Think of a good girl’s name.”

She caught me. “Uh, I don’t know. Why don’t you pick one?”

“Henry, Henry,” she said. “Please relax. I told you that you have nothing to worry about. Let’s pick something common, something . . . (she waved her glass around) something believable. How about Debbie? Debbie Slater? You’re a junior, a friend of my family, a student at the U of course, and you’re a theatre buff, but changed to an economics major with a great singing voice, okay?”

She was a genius, really. “Okay, that sounds fine,” I said as I took another sip of the wine, which was really good and made me sorry I’d gulped the first drink down.

“Great, then it’s settled. Debbie you are! Oh here, let me pour you some more wine. I think that it’s helping you to relax, right?”

“Yes Helen, thank you.”

Helen poured both of us a second glass. “This is a forty year old bottle of wine – it should be savored, not drunk like ‘Sprite,’” she laughed, admonishing me playfully. I was starting to relax, and I couldn’t help staring at Helen’s chest, whose blouse was unbuttoned, a little too unbuttoned. I could see her breast through the sheer nylon of her laced-top bra.

She was leaning back on the couch and staring at me, turning me on and also making me a bit self-conscious. “What?” I said.

“I find you attractive Henry.” She again did that thing where she picked up my blonde hair and twirled it between her fingers. “Also, your blue eyes are very sexy.” She sat up straight on the couch, still holding her wine glass. “I know you don’t think that you have the most, how shall I put this without insulting you, but something tells me that I wouldn’t be.”

“And what would that be Helen?” I said in a shy voice, because I think I knew what she was about to say.

“I think you have the perfect body to play Dolly.” She looked me over from my head to my waist, and down my long, thin legs to my shoes. “You have a rather ‘curvy,’ feminine body type,” she said and held her hand over my mouth when I started to say something. “Please don’t be insulted because I don’t think I’m telling you anything that you don’t know already,” she said, placing her wine glass on the table, and then taking mine out of my hand and doing the same. “I don’t want you falling asleep on me Henry, we have things to do . . .” And with that she leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips. Breaking off, almost in a whisper she said, “And this is one of the benefits of playing with teacher.

She resumed kissing me and placed her long, red-painted fingernails over the bulge in my jeans, which I think were getting a bit moist from some drops of pre cum that had formed already. She began stroking over it, which elicited a moan of pleasure from me. “That’s a good boy. I wanna get you very, very, aroused,” she said, lifting her lips gently off me between the “verys.”

Being inexperienced (a virgin) like I was, my lips were closed, I let Helen take over; so she fixed that by sticking the tip of her tongue between my lips and gently pushed them open, sliding her tongue inside my mouth, and wrapping it around mine. I went along, doing the same. Before I could process what was happening, Helen started unzipping my jeans and opening the clasp, reaching into my boxers, and now gently caressing the soft, sensitive underside of my cock with her fingers. She rubbed the pre cum between her index finger and thumb saying, “Oh my, my, someone’s getting aroused, aren’t they?”

What could I say. In the middle of our kiss I mumbled, “Uh, huh.” Now she pulled my boxers and my jeans down past my knees. I shifted my torso up to allow her to do that. Now, her whole hand had her way with me, caressing, and wrapping her fingers around my shaft, pumping up and down. She shifted on the sofa and bent her head down and placed her closed lips on the wet tip of my cock, moving it around slowly, driving me nuts. Speaking of which, now she placed her mouth over my balls, sucking and licking, sending shivers down my back.

Her mouth was very wet and now she placed it completely over my dick’s head, closing her lips tightly around it, and stroking it with her tongue. I was thrusting with my hips and now Helen took all of me inside her mouth, sucking and pulling me into another universe. I stiffened and stretched, in total disbelief as to what was happening to me.

Meanwhile, Helen shifted so her waist was over my bare leg, and she was going up and down on me with her entire body. I couldn’t take much more of this and suddenly I exploded inside her mouth, a full hot, creamy load of white, thick cum. I saw a nice amount roll down from the sides of her lips onto her chin, and she opened her mouth, moaned, and went back to sucking, her tongue licking all around me. She came off me and looked up at me with glazed eyes and said with her warm, sultry voice, “Lick me clean Henry.”

I obeyed, putty in her hands and tasted my own sweet, salty jizz from her lips and face, licking and placing my lips against her cheeks. I licked her clean, and she kissed me again.

“Now Henry, it’s time for me to get off . . .” she said. I had never tasted pussy before, and I was in for a treat. She stood up and left me with my jeans and boxers pulled down around my legs. She moved away from the sofa and stared at me, unbuttoning her blouse, shaking her head, and letting her long, luscious, auburn hair flow over her tits, covered by the sheer, black, nylon laced-top bra she wore. She unsnapped her bra from behind, and I was staring at two exquisite pear shaped tits, with the nipples like two pencil points high in the air. She stuck her tongue out at me, and after circling her lips with it, she bit her bottom lip like a sweet, innocent girl, which she was far from.

Her palms gently caressed her tits as she hissed through her clenched teeth.
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Ifelt like I was watching a show, as she shimmed out of her short black skirt, letting it drop to the floor. She wore black, sheer pantyhose that went up to mid-thigh, with straps that attached to a black, laced girdle. Underneath she wore a black satin G-String, and kept her hookerish black heels on with straps around her ankles. “Do you think I’m beautiful, Henry?” she cooed.

“Ye . . . yes, I do Helen,” I said entranced by what I was seeing. Boy, if only Doug and Stu could see me now. What would they say? I smiled.

She turned around and I saw the black G-String nestled snugly between her butt cheeks, nice and tight. Then she turned around, and unfastened the straps from her pantyhose, letting them fall down her thighs. Not taking her eyes off me for a second, she slipped off her girdle and kicked it off too, leaving just her G-String and high heels on, facing me with her front. Then she played around a bit with her thumb down the front of her pouch, and slowly pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. The largest cock I had ever seen popped out from its black, satin nest. WHAT THE FUCCCCK??? I was in total shock, rubbing my eyes, making sure I was seeing what I was seeing.

She saw my confusion and said, laughing, “Yes Henry, it’s me all right. Nothing fake about this.” So was I to understand that the hottest female professor on campus was a, a man????

“What’s wrong Henry?” she said. “Never seen a transgender woman before??”

“Well, I,” I was at a loss for words, and I reached for the wine glass on the table, which made her, or him laugh.

“I mean, maybe I have? In magazines maybe, or on YOUTUBE videos?” The truth was that I had watched plenty of YOUTUBE videos on the subject, and also on FLICKR. I was conflicted because I think in a way I was jealous. These were people who got over their insecurities and weren’t afraid to reveal who they really were, while I still had mine. I had a feeling that soon, very soon I would be joining their ranks.

“But what the fuck Helen? You have beautiful tits, er, I mean breasts, so how?” I said, my voice trailing off.

“It’s easy Henry – Hormone Replacement Therapy. I started right after I got out of college and I realized I wanted to be me, Helen. Here Henry, touch me,” she said in a soft voice, slowly moving towards me, her heels clacking on the marble floor. Before I could think, I had a wide, seven inch cock staring me right in the face at the level of my lips. I was on complete autopilot here, my hands reaching out and touching that behemoth. It was soft, fleshy and when I squeezed it, it was like it was reinforced by steel. It was slightly curved and pointing upwards, fully erect. I marveled how it could have stayed in her panties without my noticing anything unusual.

“Come on Henry, that’s it – just rub me. I’ve had a feeling about you ever since the semester began. I know you like this,” she said with certainty. I used the fleshy tips of my fingers and ran them across the soft underside of her “she-cock,” which made her moan and hiss. After a few anxious minutes of this play, and with the taste of wine on my lips, she moved forward and placed the tip of her cock on my lips. I opened up slightly due to her pressure as the soothing jazz piano music played in the background. Her tip was bumping up against my teeth, and she was looking down at me, smiling. “Come on Henry, be a good boy and open up for teacher, why don’cha,” she said with that husky voice.

I quickly obeyed and soon she was inside my mouth, and I was wrapping my tongue around it, and she went in farther, almost making me gag. I took it as far as I could, making it wet and slippery with my tongue going around and around it. I was shocked as my lips were touching the base of her cock.

“Ooooh, what a good boy you are Henry. You must be hungry,” she said, as she thrusted back and forth until I tasted a familiar sweet, salty mix. “Now, I don’t want to cum too soon, now do I?” she asked rhetorically.

“Come on Henry, take your jeans and your boxers off, I wanna see that cute pink, virgin ass of yours.” I obeyed, stood up, and took off my jeans and boxers, kicking them off to the side of the couch.

“Just a second Henry, I’ll be right back,” she said, and left the living room, clacking down a connecting hallway and up the stairs. I wondered what she was doing and tried to wrap my head around what was going on here – but I think I knew. I just needed to get rid of the last threads of denial and embrace the moment.

She came back smiling, holding something behind her back. She was still wearing her blouse, unbuttoned, collar up, with her tits playing hide and seek with the material.

“Okay Henry,” I want you to get on your knees and face the end of the couch, ok?”

“Sure Helen,” I said.

“That’s a good boy. Now what’s coming next may be just a tad uncomfortable at first, but I promise you that you’ll love it,” she said. “You just have to trust me Henry. Consider this: I don’t know, your initiation to ‘advanced theatre,’ maybe?” and she playfully laughed.

As soon as I was on my knees, I felt something cool and wet on my asshole, and down my taint. It was a hefty amount of K-Y Jelly – I saw her holding the tube as I looked back. She rubbed it in, and it felt good, making my cock hard again. Then she took some on her fingertip and gently placed some with her index finger right up my ass. It felt like she cut her long index fingernail just for this. I was grateful; I didn’t want that long nail to rip anything. Speaking of ripping . . .

When her finger went inside me, I reflexively scrunched my butt cheeks together. “Relax honey,” she said. “Just relax.” It actually felt good the farther and farther inside me she went. I was in a twilight zone of pleasure, pain, and disbelief. She moved her finger around and around, applying pressure to the inside of my asshole.

Then, finished, she climbed onto the sofa behind me, placing the jelly on her cock as well. Now I felt its soft, fleshy tip right up against my asshole, clenched closed. She played around there a bit, circling it, and then pushing in very lightly, so just her wide cock tip was inside the very beginning of my ass. She tested me and went in farther and farther, a mix of deep pain and pleasure overwhelming me. My instinct said to pull away, but I trusted Helen and kept still. She went in deeper and deeper, and I picked up the rhythm and went back on her, not quite all the way, but slowly.

I’d lie if I said it didn’t hurt, but soon I felt pleasure, and amazingly I got very hard. “You’re going to have the best orgasm of your life Henry, trust me . . . and so will I,” she said, panting with staccato breaths.

Our little “ballet” continued, slowly and only gradually picking up speed. Trust Helen, trust Helen, I kept saying to myself. I had the urge to touch my cock, and as my hand went underneath me to grab it, Helen reached in and took my hand away. “You don’t need to do that,” she said breathing heavily.

She began bucking faster and faster, and I met her thrust for thrust, my butt slamming up backwards against her ball sack. Then, like a sneeze coming from deep inside me, I let out a scream, and I saw colors flashing in front of my eyes. “Oh . . . My . . . Goddddd!” I screamed as I let loose a flood of hot white cum over her couch.

Then, as if on cue, Helen screamed as well, her mouth opened like an “O” and I felt hot, wet jizz – a flood, enter my until now virgin asshole. It made me shoot out even more jizz. This was the longest, most pleasurable orgasm I ever had in my life. She was still riding me hard, and I thought she would cum again, but then she slowed a bit and pulled outside of me.

She turned me around and straddled me, her cock dripping a bit of cum onto my tummy. “There now Henry, you did wonderful. How did it feel?” she asked, grinning at me.

“I loved it Helen, I really did. But I didn’t think I would.”

“I think you’ve been wanting this for a very long time,” she said. “And, I think maybe honey, you’ve uh, been repressing some feelings, yes?”

A moment of silence ensued as I thought about my dismal dating life, and my numerous failures with dating. I was ready for something else. I was ready for surrender.

“Yeah, I think I have Helen. Then almost in a whisper, I said, “I want to dress up.”

Helen pretended she didn’t hear me, but I think she did. “What was that Henry?”

“I said,” taking a deep breath, “I want to dress up, and become ‘Debbie.’”

She laughed to herself, as if giving an acknowledgment to what she knew all along. “I kinda thought so, and it makes me very happy! You know that you’re saving our production by agreeing to do this, right!? No really Henry – er, ‘Debbie.’ I’ll call you Debbie from now on when we’re alone which will be many times,” she said smiling.

“I’m, really glad I could help out. I think this weekend, I’ll rehearse Dolly’s lines.”

“That’s wonderful, I like that Debbie. You’re jumping all in.” She paused a minute and looked at me. “Now your do realize that the kissing scenes with Dolly and Roger are now going to be between you and your roommate, Stu. How do you think he’s going to feel about that? More importantly, how would you feel about that?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Why does he have to know anything? I mean, other than that I’m just a substitute actress from the student body who happens to have a lot of acting experience.”

“I like your attitude, and I can surely help with your makeup so that he won’t know a thing, but there is something else,” Helen said studying my face.

“How will it appear to the other members of the cast when all of a sudden with just a few days’ notice on Monday, ‘Debbie’ shows up out of the blue, not even a member of the troupe, and ‘Henry’ – you, slip away and out of the show?”

She had a point. What would I tell Stu and Doug? Doug had a minor role as part of the chorus, and how exactly would I be able to get away with making out with Stu without him realizing it’s really me?

I have to be honest here, the thought of kissing and making out in tender love scenes on stage with my roomie Stu really excited me . . . He was everything that I wasn’t in the masculine and buffed department. He had six pack abs, the whitest, biggest teeth you ever saw, and kinda looked like a younger version of Tony Robbins. He had powerful arms that could crush me. I told myself over and over again that I was not gay! The thought of making out with Stu, or any other male for that matter, was only appealing to me if I was dressed up as a woman – never as a man!

“Debbie,” Helen said, deep in concentration. “I’m going to call Stu and tell him he’s got to learn the part of Roger. Do you think he’s capable? Of course it will mean you’ll be spending a lot of time in rehearsal with just him going over your lines.”

“Okay Helen, that’s all well and good, but there’s one slight problem as you said: What do we tell Stu and the rest of the cast about what happened to me – I mean the real me – Henry?”

I wasn’t even sure who the real “Henry” was anymore, or even if he existed. For this play I would be “Debbie” acting the part of “Dolly,” but what about after the play is done with its three performances? Then who would I be? One thing at a time, Henry boy, slow down . . . I told myself. Take it nice and slow – Easy Does It.

Suddenly Helen lit up like a Christmas Tree. “I have the answer, Debbie,” she said with her hand on her chin, planning. “I’ve been a professor long enough to know how Mononucleosis can keep a student out for a long time, so that’s what you’ll have, and you’ll go home. Dr. Josh Chamberlain over at the college infirmary is a good friend of mine, a really good friend of mine,” she said grinning, “and he’ll write a letter for you, and even give you a prescription that you can show to your parents. It’ll keep you out of classes for a while, and I’ll tell your other professors. Now how’s that?” she asked.

“Helen, if you can tie all these pieces together, I think it will be great!”

“Oh believe me Debbie, I sure can . . . WAIT!” She stopped as if a light bulb had just gone on over her head. “I just had a very pleasant thought. You won’t be going home to recover. I mean you’ll tell your friends that, but you’ll live here with me! – I’ll drive you to campus every day, and even drop you off where you’ll be meeting Stu to go over both of your lines. What do you say to that, huh? You don’t even have to tell your parents you’ll be missing school!”

She placed her arms around me, kissing me deeply, giving me another charged boner, and said, “How do you like that? I get to have my way with you, keep you dressed as Debbie and fuck you six ways to Sunday while you’re here!” she said, as her enchanting green eyes opened up wide. Helen was definitely into me – as Debbie.

“Now when you leave campus tomorrow, you are to come straight here – and I get to dress you up! How do you like that?”

“Yeah, yeah, I think I’m gonna like it.”

Her expression changed. “What’s wrong Debbie – having second thoughts? No, don’t answer. Listen, I trust my instincts and I know you want this. Now run along, get squared away with Stu, tell him you’re not feeling well, and that you have to see Dr. Chamberlain tomorrow at the health center, and then after you get your script and letter, leave the dorm, and come here, okay?”

“Okay Helen, sounds good.”

“Trust me Debbie – we’re going to have loads of pleasure for the next few weeks that will blow your mind. Today was just a small taste!”

❤️❤️❤️
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Well Stu took my news with a great deal of disappointment of course. I mean he’d be losing his friend and roommate for a few weeks at least, but smiling to myself, I knew that he’d be gaining much, much more – DEBBIE! I had the letter in hand from Dr. Chamberlain, wondering what he did to owe Helen McGuire so much. The whole thing was kind of funny in a way. Mono is spread by kissing. Henry had Mono, and Stu would be kissing me, but it wouldn’t really be me that he was kissing. He’d be kissing Debbie. I just hoped that Helen could pull it off.

So I actually packed in the room with Stu because I would need things at Helen’s place. He had gotten a call that morning from Helen about his new role and he was excited about being bumped up to lead man, and curious about what “the new girl” would be like. Helen told him something, whatever it was that put his mind at ease, and it worked out.

Now I was off to Helen’s to dress-up and then call Stu, introduce myself, and make up where to meet him later that night.

The Sunday traffic was even lighter than yesterday, and as soon as I rang the bell and was let inside her place, Helen was beaming, and couldn’t take her eyes off of me. I was her new “gurl toy” to play with and mold into shape.

“Okay Debbie, here’s some wine. After we unwind a bit, I’ll take you upstairs to my bedroom, and you’ll use my private bathroom and take a bath – I need to shave you,” she said with a salacious grin. “So drink up and get that lovely firm ass into the tub missy!”

Holy shit – her bedroom was almost as big as her living room, and I was very excited to be staying here for at least the next four weeks; however long it took me to “recover.” She had a brass bed with a canopy, a nice oak dresser drawers, and a large armoire opposite the bed. The floor was plush, royal blue carpet.

“Okay Debbie my dear, get undressed and into the bath you go – come on now, scoot my dear,” she said playfully, giving me a sultry kiss on the lips, making me harder than I was on the drive over.

“What time are you meeting Stu tonight?” she asked.

“Eight o’clock in the theatre, so I can sing on stage. We’re gonna do a read through too.”

“Good, I’m impressed. You guys don’t waste any time. Now let’s get down to business here. Oh! I’ll drive you to campus and pick you up. I think for fun I’ll sit in on your read and rehearsal if you don’t mind.”

“Oh not at all Helen, it’s fine.”

“I’ll give you time to get acquainted, then I’ll come in about nine.”

“Great.”

I was in the warm bath water, and the soapy water felt good on my skin. Helen came in smiling, carrying a pink razor and some depilatory shaving cream.

I was used to being shaved, though not my balls, which Helen insisted on. She shaved me with one hand, and I held my balls to keep them from moving, as she grabbed and stroked my cock with the slick, soapy water, It felt amazing.

After I was shaved and dried off, I went into the bedroom and saw “the new me” all laid out on the bed. She had a long, blonde wig on a Styrofoam head, with a part on the right side, and bangs falling over the forehead, and it went down to the middle of my back. She had the same pantyhose , girdle, and G-String for me too; all in sheer black. The bra was a one piece, elastic job that pulled my chest skin in tight to give the illusion of cleavage.

I knew Stu would be turned on – and so would I. I had a white, starched, cotton blouse, just like Helen’s and a blue denim skirt, with black high heels that strapped around my ankles. The more “hookerish” the better. I was very turned on by it all, and thinking of later tonight when I would get some quality alone time with Helen. The best part would be no studying tonight, which was a usual Sunday evening ritual. My only course while I was “sick” was theatre – perfect!

After I dressed, Helen placed a cap on my head, and then the wig. She wouldn’t let me see myself in the mirror until she was finished with my makeup which was fine with me. I wanted the excitement to build – and it did.

So I followed her back into the bathroom and took a seat on her vanity chair, while she brought her large, red makeup case out. “You’re going to love this Debbie. I just know it.. It will blow you away!”

“Yeah, I’m sure it will – can’t wait.” I was, really excited, my initial inhibitions gone, especially after yesterday when I got my first taste of what a transgender woman in action felt like. I was going farther than simple crossdressing which was a hobby. This was a totally new lifestyle I was embarking on.

She worked like a professional would. She placed deep blue eyeshadow on me, black eyeliner, thick, false eyelashes, foundation and coloring to my face, lip liner, and cherry red lip gloss. She made little “oohs’ and “aaahs,” while she worked, which excited me even more. She combed my wig out, and put just a touch of hair spray on me. As far as the G-String went, she told me that the front pouch contained a “gaff,” extra material which hid the bulge of my cock which was present as soon as I slipped the cool, satin G-String up my newly shaven legs. When the front of the G-String settled over my cock, the feel of the satin was indescribable, and took me back to just yesterday when I had my first “sissygasm” as Helen called it.

“Oh my God Debbie!” Helen squealed. “You look good enough to eat, so help me! I’ve never seen a more beautiful, hot, sexy blonde like you before. This face is going to be a hit on the stage, combined with your moves and your singing voice! I can’t wait to hear you and see you up there. I must say I do such a better job than the makeup girls do back stage. Of course, now you know how to guide them when they work on you.”

“Now,” she continued. “Are you ready to see yourself, Debbie?”

“Yes, of course I am! Just one question Helen. I know that Dolly, well, isn’t really supposed to be a slut in this play, but could I please be one for you I mean?”

“Humm,” Helen said. “I think for a real slut one thing is missing,” and she rummaged around in her bag which she brought upstairs. Here, take one.” She pulled out a long, all white 120mm cigarette. “Yes, YES . . . This will make you the perfect slut, would you agree?”

Actually the sight of slutty, hookerish women which turned me on greatly wasn’t complete without a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. It turned Helen on too, and after she lit both of us up with her silver butane lighter, she cooed, “Just perfect Debbie. Perfect.” I had smoked off and on, especially when I was a teenager and I liked to lounge around in my sister’s lingerie with lipstick on, puffing away in front of the mirror. I loved my new self.

“if you didn’t have to go and meet Stu now, I would just keep you here and have you fuck me right now. But like I said,” and her eyes narrowed with lust, “There’s plenty of time for that later tonight.”

It was seven O’clock, and I didn’t want to keep Stu waiting, so both of us set off for the campus in College Park.

Helen parked around the corner from the fine arts building, and she stayed in the car as I went inside. My heart was beating quickly, and I wasn’t sure how to handle this, but I remembered what Helen told me in the car – just be “yourself,” and let instinct guide you. I had my script copy with me. Actually, it was a new one without Henry’s name on it. It was rolled up, and I had the pages marked out that we would rehearse tonight.

I walked into the theatre and the stage was lit up, and Stu was sitting in the first row waiting. I smelled like perfume and tobacco, which would throw Stu off because “Henry” didn’t smoke.

My heels made a very sexy sounding “clack-clack” on the solid floor as I made my way down to the stage. I had to practice steadying myself because I wasn’t used to wearing heels.

I came up to the side of the aisle where Stu was seating. “HI, you must be Stu,” I said in my most feminine voice that I practiced with Helen in the car.

Stu’s head turned towards me like a whip, and his mouth dropped to the floor, I like to think because of my disarming smile in addition to how I was dressed.

“Debbie?”

“Yes, Debbie Slater in the flesh,” I said, barely able to contain my excitement at seeing Stu, with his hairy, masculine chest. He actually made a better Roger than me.

“Oh, well, really nice to meet you Debbie. This whole thing is crazy right?” he said with a genuine tone. “I mean with Tracy breaking her leg, and then Helen coming up with a replacement so quickly on such short notice. And did you hear about my roommate, Henry? The guy who was supposed to play Roger?”

“Yes, Helen told me; Mono, how terrible, the poor guy.”

“Yeah, when it rains it pours, or like my dad’s favorite expression – Murphy’s Law.”

“Uh huh. Well, let me tell you a bit about myself. I’m a junior, and in my freshman year, I was in the theatre group, but I changed my major to economics, so I had enough elective credits.”

“Boy, that’s some change,” he said. This whole thing was surreal. Part of me wanted to say, Stu, it’s me Henry, now Debbie, just take me.

But I played along. “Okay, now I looked over the script this morning, right after Helen called me, so let’s take it from the top of Act II, Scene III.”

So we sat there and just read along until it was the time for Roger to reconnect with his long lost love, Dolly.

“Are you ready Stu?” I asked in the sexiest, most lustful voice I could manage.

“Sure, let’s go,” Stu said, his eyes scanning me from top to bottom and we walked up to the stage, me holding his hand tightly.

When we got to the stage, we followed the script a few lines in to the kissing scene. I was as hard as an iron rod, (good thing for the gaff!) and we faced each other on stage. Stu (Roger) placed his arms around my neck, and we were in character now.
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Ican’t tell you how much I’ve missed you Dolly.”

I leaned into Stu (Roger), and said, “Roger, I’ve always loved you,” and that was it.

I kissed him deeply and something within me stirred. This was after all, my best friend, and my roommate for two years. My eyes were moist with tears of joy. Stu noticed and said, “Wow Debbie, you’re really in character - you’re magnificent!”

We got back to kissing, and I think we went off script a little bit, because I stuck my tongue out a little into his lips, which opened up for me. That only made me kiss him harder and wrap my tongue around his, rubbing, and sucking.

We parted and we were both panting and staring at each other. “There’s something about you Debbie. I feel like I’ve met you before. I just can’t put my finger on it.”

“Well Stu, it’s a large campus. We’ve probably seen each other.”

“No, no. It’s not that,” he said. “I mean I really think I know you from somewhere.”

“Okay, well, maybe it’ll come to you,” I said.

“Hey, we gotta get back on script,” and he held up his tattered, highlighted copy.

I pushed it down. “There’s plenty of time for that Stu,” I said as I grabbed him by his hoodie. “Meantime I want to give you something.”

“Wh—what’s that?” he said.

“Come with me,” I said and took his hand through the left door of the stage into the lounge. We walked inside – “Wait, how do you know your way into here??”

“I told you Stu, I was in Helen’s troupe as a freshman.”

“Oh yeah, right,” Stu said, a bit confused.

There was a couch in the room along with the omnipresent coffee urn.

“Here, let’s sit,” I said, my heart racing. I went all out now. I pulled him close to me and resumed kissing him, and now I grabbed for his zipper and unbuttoned the front of his jeans. We kept kissing and Stu didn’t stop me. He pulled away a bit, looking at me and smiled. I pulled him back to me, not wanting to let go. My hand now explored a bit. My fingers pulled the elastic rim of his boxers away and grabbed for his stiff, hard, meaty cock. I never knew my roommate was that big. I felt a little pre cum on the tip of my index finger and thumb, rolling them together. The poor boy must be suffering. Mustn’t let that happen.

So I lifted his legs up, and laid him lengthwise on the couch. “Is this really happening?” he said.

“Yes Stu, I think it is.”

I didn’t waste any time and I bent down over him, straddling his legs, and put my lips up against the tip of his cock. He moaned with pleasure. Now, I took him in as far as the whole head, my lips making a tight seal around it. I used my tongue like a paint brush, and went around and around him. My mouth was very wet, and in the next second, I took all of him inside my mouth. Now he wasn’t as big as Helen, but he was still large and even wider than Helen. I went down on him like a hungry, starving beast. I picked up speed, sucking with a tight seal and licking all around. He made a hissing sound through clenched teeth and pressed my head down onto his lap.

“Oh fuck – I’m gonna cum – Jesusssss,” and he did. He shot a huge wad of jizz that took up all the space inside my mouth, my long, blonde hair brushing back and forth over his tummy as I kept up my sucking. He lifted up his hips to meet me as his cock shot out even more. I couldn’t help it, but his jizz was rolling down the sides of my lips onto my cheeks; the thick, white warmth painting my face.

Then I pulled off him and kissed him, giving him a taste of his own cum. He seemed to enjoy it, licking my face clean and going back to my mouth and sucking it all in – all the sweet, salty goodness.

We were both breathing hard. “I want you to fuck me now Stu,” I said in the sexiest voice I could muster.

“Oh yeah baby, bring it on – you’re terrific!”

“Do you think you can handle me?” he said.

“Yes, I think I can,” he said, and I laughed my sluttiest laugh.

I leaned into his face, and I said, “Good boy, because I really need . . . a good fucking. I want you to be rough with me baby.”

I took my denim skirt off, showing my girdle, pantyhose, and G-String. His mouth fell on the floor, poor boy. I unstrapped the girdle and the straps fell to the sides of my thigh.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I said like the true slut I had become.

“You’re a wild girl, you know that?” he said.

I laughed. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“I’ll bet!”

I got on my knees on the couch, my ass sticking up into the air. I pulled the G-String to the right of my ass cheek, and he spit into his hands and wiped them all over my ass, and then some on his cock.

“Wait a second,” I said. That won’t do at all. My ass was still smarting from last night with Helen, so she gave me a tube of K-Y Jelly to take with me.

“Here, use this.” I pulled the tube of K-Y Jelly out of my new, black, leather bag.

“Okay, sure,” he said, applying a generous helping into the palm of his hand and wiping it all over my “bussy” and his cock as well. He lined himself up with me and played around at the entrance, mumbling incoherently. I wanted to laugh out loud at the subterfuge, but I kept quiet.

He pressed against me, and I was dilated enough from last night so that he slipped in easily enough. I was seeing stars it was so good. Wow, this kept getting better and better. I wanted this badly.

He went in easily and my ass swallowed him fully. He spread my ass apart more and true to his word, he rode me hard.

“Oh that’s it Stu, keep going, don’t stop. I felt moisture inside my pouch, and Helen taught me that I didn’t need my hand to help me cum. I had my head up, and I looked out the partially opened door and I could see Helen sitting outside, her gurl cock in her hands, rubbing, and watching us! Holy shit! But I was glad she didn’t bust in on us. I think she knew that her newest little slut would be doing this.

I moved in rhythm with Stu, my ass backing up into his balls which were slapping me again and again with each thrust. I heard him let out a load moan, and I felt the familiar wet warmth enter me, like Helen’s last night. It was actually turning me on more to know Helen was watching us, and I fantasized about the three of us together at her place.

Stu kept on thrusting, and I felt his cum leak out of my ass onto my butt. Now I felt him hit my “p spot” that Helen told me about, and I let out a scream because it was so good. I shot an enormous cannon ball of thick, creamy cum into my gaff; spurt after spurt, non-stop coming out. I wondered if it would show.

Stu slowed down and came off me, spinning me around and both of us were on our knees, facing each other and kissing.

“You’re something else Debbie, you know that?”

I laughed. “So I’ve been told.”

We kissed some more and then I said, “Stu, there’s something I think you should know.”

“Oh really, and what would that be?” he asked, genuinely clueless.

So I stood up and faced him. I bit my bottom lip, making him a little crazy, and I slipped my fingers into my wet pouch and shimmying off my girdle, which fell down to my ankles and the tops of my heels. Stu took in the sights with his mouth open. Then, I hooked my fingers underneath the elastic on the front of the G-String and slowly pulled it down over my newly shaved pubic area. I made up my mind then and there that I would go on HRT like Helen. I would truly become a transgender woman.

Then, my still erect and wet, sticky cock popped out, and with it Stu’s eyes, but he said nothing. He just watched, enjoying the show and smirking.

I was confused. “Aren’t you going to say anything Stu?”

Nothing could have prepared me for what he said next, and I imagined Helen falling off her chair. “No I’m not going to say anything HENRY, except that I’ve dreamed of taking you this way since freshman year.”

“Really??? How, how long have you known?” I asked – stunned.

“Since the first time we kissed outside in the auditorium.”

“You’re not angry Stu? You’re not gonna kill me?”

“Kill you??? Babe, you’re the best thing that’s happened to me since I got up here. It’s been my dream to do it with a transgender woman.”

“Even if the transgender woman is me?” I said coyly, but very happy indeed.

“Especially because the transgender woman is you,” he said.

“Yeah Stu, I’ve wanted you badly too. Like you, ever since we were freshmen.”

And with that, we came closer and kissed each other hard. He licked his remaining cum off of my face.

“What dumb luck, huh?” he said.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“You know, all the events since Tracy broke her leg – the play. By any chance did Ms. McGuire have anything to do with this?”

I felt it was time. “Helen, could you please come in here.”

Stu had a look of total surprise on his face. We both heard the clacking of her heels come into the room.

“Hi Stu. I heard everything. Did you know that ‘Debbie’ here was my idea?”

“I figured something was up. Don’t tell me that you too . . .”

“Yes Stu, I’m a transgender woman too.”

“Well in that case, why don’t the three of us go and have us some fun.”

“That sounds wonderful Stu. We can go back to my townhouse in Alexandria and spend the night.”

“Wow, sure! I’ll even let you fuck me Helen.”

“My pleasure Stu, my pleasure.”

“You see Stu, ‘Debbie,’ that’s her new name now, had to get over her stage fright somehow, and I guess this was it,” Helen said laughing. Then we all joined in and laughed, and made our way back to Helen’s.

I stayed with Helen until after the play was over, and then it was time for “Henry” to come back to school since his Mono was over, but in the privacy of our dorm room and Helen’s place, I was free to be “Debbie” anytime I wanted – which was every night.

❤️❤️❤️
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