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Chapter One

___________________________

____

~Brennan~

My name is Brennan Heth, and I’ve always had a problem with girls, even before I went away to college. I’m a shy type, and I mostly fantasize and watch online porn and get off on the stories of adventures my roommate Doug and my friends tell me. Now I’m not exactly built like a stud either. I’m kind of “invisible.” I’m about five feet, nine inches tall, my hair is curly, and I’m skinny as a rail. Everything was about to change in my junior year when a transfer student name Kylie moved into my dorm.

Kylie was everything I fantasized about, and she was really fucking HOT. She was five feet six inches tall, with raven hair past her shoulders and brown eyes. She had a perfect figure that she loved to show off in stuff like one-piece, mid-thigh PVC dresses that came up to about mid-thigh level. They made her ass wiggle when she walked by, and her hips bounced back and forth like a metronome. I have kind of a shoe fetish; and she wears these strapped high heels and PVC dresses – to class!

I’ve got an intro to economics course with her, and she likes to sit in an aisle seat with her legs crossed. So naturally, I make sure to sit about four rows behind her and in the first seat of the opposite aisle. I’d pretend to be looking at my iPhone and snap pictures of her which I would later pleasure myself to back in my room when Doug was out.

I never had the courage to approach her, but at a dorm party my roommate Doug was talking her up (he’s got balls that guy), and he introduced me. Kylie just gave me a nod and made like I didn’t exist for the rest of the night.

My shyness didn’t escape the notice of my friends, and they constantly teased me for the past three years about my inexperience and lack of interpersonal skills with girls. My looks only contributed to the abuse I took. I hated it and I was ashamed of myself. If they knew about my pictures and what I did with them afterwards, my life would be ruined. So I moved those photos to my trash folder, and before thirty days were up, I’d renew them. At that particular dorm party, I was all alone, feeling sorry for myself, and nursing a red cup of beer from the keg over in a corner of the room.

One evening I was doing my laundry in the dorm basement and Kylie was there doing her’s. She was putting her wash in and didn’t even say hello to me – not even a nod. What a bitch! But I came back and put my stuff in the dryer and noticed that she still had thirty minutes to go on her dry cycle. So I quickly ran to the door and looked out into the hallway, and it was empty. Then I went back inside the room and opened her dryer up. I got a chill down my back when I picked up a deep purple G-String from inside. It was still damp, and I placed it up against my face and inhaled the fresh, floral scent. It was made of satin and as I rubbed it between my fingers I imagined how it would feel on my cock if it was dry; so silky and “girlie.” It really excited me and made my mind go off in all sorts of crazy directions. Reluctantly, I placed it back in the dryer and the cycle resumed.

It seemed we liked to do our washes at the same time, and like clockwork we were always in the laundry room together. But every time it was the same story – she never said a word to me. It was as if I didn’t exist at all. I found out from Doug that Kylie had a boyfriend who lived in an apartment off campus; some asshole football jock named Vern. He was a senior and supposedly he was good enough to go pro. That only increased my feelings of unworthiness and hopelessness about ever getting to know Kylie.

~Kylie~

Kylie wasn’t really thrilled with her boyfriend Vern. He had different ideas about what “pleasure’ meant than Kylie. She met her best friend Jennifer one sunny afternoon outside on the quad for a cup of STARBUCKS Coffee to talk about things.

“So what’s going on between you and Vern, Kylie? You’ve been seeing him for what now – two months?” Jennifer asked. “And you don’t seem happy at all.”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Okay, so are you guys fucking like jackrabbits? I’ve heard these big, dumb jocks practically live by their cocks. Oh, sorry hun, I didn’t mean anything bad.”

Kylie laughed. “Oh that’s all right Jen – he is sort of dumb, but that’s what I like about him, and he’s sweet. The thing is, he’s like a prude when it comes to sex. It’s always the same ‘missionary position,’ or nothing at all. Of course, he loves it when I give him a blow job, but he’s not interested in ‘spicing things up’ a bit, you know?”

“You mean like toys?”

“Yes that’s part of it. I like furry handcuffs, being tied down, ball gagged and sometimes even whipped . . .”

Jennifer held her hands up like a stop signal. “Whoa girlfriend, that’s going a little too far,” she said laughing. “Even for me!” and they both laughed.

The two girls were silent for a bit, sipping their drinks and watching the other students pass by.

Jennifer placed her hand on her chin, turned to Kylie and said, “Kylie can you keep a secret?”

“Sure Jen, what is it?”

“I used to have a similar problem with Bud, but I found a great solution. So maybe I was just kidding when I asked you to stop describing your sex life to me.” Jennifer was grinning.

At this, Kylie’s ears perked up and Jennifer said, “I happened to notice Bud’s laptop open one day when I was in his room. I turned it on because naturally, he gave me – his girlfriend – his password. Now that I think of it, he probably wanted me to look at his files.”

“Okay, so what did you find? Did you discover he was a serial killer with a wood chipper in his backyard or something. A tub of acid maybe?” Kylie said laughing.

“No, but what I did find blew my mind. I discovered that Bud was turned on – very turned on by dressing like a girl, and then having sex with a woman while dressed like one. In other words, he wanted me to ‘feminize’ him; clothing, makeup, wig, the whole works. Well let me tell you something Kylie. I did. And since that day our sex has been incredible. He even loves taking a strap on dildo up the ass!”

Kylie was astonished, and her mouth opened into a big “O.” “C’mon Jennifer. You’re shitting me.”

“No I’m not – swear to God, hope to die, all that.”

Kylie shook her head. “Sorry Jen, that’s one thing I doubt Vern would ever go for. He’s too much of, of a . . . dumb jock.”

“Well you won’t know until you try Kylie. Besides, it’d be my pleasure to help you out. Maybe I could get Bud involved too,” she said as a mischievous grin spread across her face.

Kylie thought about that on her way back to the dorm, and it made her pussy moist just thinking about it. She was going to Vern’s house that night and she would bring it up. But first, she needed to do her laundry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

~Brennan~

Iwonder what would happen if I actually took one of Kylie’s G-Strings out of the dryer and kept it – sort of as a souvenir, Brennan thought to himself, carrying a load of his own laundry down to the laundry room. She’s got so many of ‘em she’d probably never notice as a wide grin appeared on his face.

Sure enough, like clockwork, Kylie was doing her wash. She was placing her wet clothes from the machine into the dryer, set the timer for sixty minutes and left the room.

Brennan put his wash in meanwhile, then left the laundry room only to return one hour later. He knew it would be cutting it close. He never knew how long it took her to collect her clothes from the dryer, or when she came down. So he had an idea. He would see how much time she had left on the dryer and be down there just as her wash finished the cycle. Then he would keep an ear out for footsteps coming down the hallway to the laundry room. He was only planning to take one G-String out. She’d never know it was missing.

Meanwhile, back at his room, Doug, his roommate noticed Brennan sitting at his desk with his laptop open and watching his iPhone all the time. He looked nervous.

“Hey, whatsa’ matter Brennan? You look like you gotta be somewhere. Anything going on tonight?”

“No, just waiting for my laundry to finish drying, that’s all. Got a lot of work to do, and I don’t wanna go down there too late.” He noticed Doug had put on a nice shirt and sprayed some cheap cologne on.

“So where are you going tonight?”

Doug had a big smile light up his face. “Me? Oh buddy boy, I’ve got a date with Monica Cardo from downstairs. Know her?”

“Yeah, isn’t she the hot Brazilian girl Larry dated?”

“That’s ancient history bro’ – she’s really into me and I think I may be staying the night so don’t wait up for me, okay?”

“Can you do me a favor Doug?”

“Sure, what?”

“If you’re not coming back later, can you text me?”

Dumb fucking thing to say! Now I have to make up some bullshit excuse about why I wanna know! Okay, I know what to say . . .

“Why Brennan? You planning to bring someone back here after all?”

“Well, could be. See, in a half an hour I’m taking out a girl from my economics class and I might need the room.”

“Really Brennan? Two minutes ago you told me you were waiting for your laundry and that you had a shit ton of work to do. So, which is it?”

“Well, I do have a lot of work, yeah, but I’m just not in the mood, and this girl – Carol (quick thinking Brennan, attaboy!) from my eco class asked to go out with me any night I was free.”

Doug shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, I mean, I’ve never heard you talk about a girl before, but I guess you’re just a late bloomer. Cool, have a nice time – see ya’ later,” Doug said, giving a mock salute as he left the room shaking his head.

Brennan’s heart was beating fast as he thought about his little game of subterfuge and the now very real possibility that he would be able to pull off his “panty raid.” His iPhone told him it was time to go downstairs to the laundry room. He practically jumped down the two flights of stairs to get there. His cock was throbbing with delight just thinking about what treasures awaited him in Kylie’s dryer.

There was another girl putting away her stuff from the dyer, but she was nothing compared to Kylie. His dryer buzzed and he started putting his stuff into his basket very slowly. Then Kylie’s buzzer went off, and luckily the other girl left. He gave her a solid minute, (counting down from his phone), and went to the door to scan the hallway. It was empty! Now he ran over to the dryer with Kylie’s things and as soon as he opened the dryer he smelled the fresh scent of the paper fragrance sheet used.

Quickly, and keeping an ear out for footsteps, he rummaged through, skimpy blouses, bras, and assorted things. Then he struck gold! He found a purple G-String and emerald green satin panties – two things. Humm, he thought. Should I take out the G-String, OR the G-String AND the hot satin panties?

He wasn’t finished yet – because underneath the panties he saw an emerald green, laced stretch bra. Jackpot! Now he had three items to satisfy his fantasies!

Before his brain could truly register the choice, his hand grabbed onto all three. He quickly shut the door to Kylie’s dryer and put his new prizes in the middle of the clothes in his basket.

Brennan’s cock was rock hard as he mindlessly filled his basket, barely folding anything, thinking of the forbidden pleasure he would enjoy with Kylie’s things. Then Kylie walked in, maybe one minute after he pilfered his treasures. The act gave him new found confidence. He loved it when a devious little plan like this worked out. Wait a second, what’s THIS??? Damn! She looked so hot even when she just comes down to the laundry room. She was wearing a fucking one-piece hot pink silk teddy with the hem practically up to her breasts. There was no bra on underneath, and her tits stuck out like two newly sharpened pencils! She was wearing flip flops. Hell, have some decency girl. If you’re going to walk around looking like a slut, makeup and all – in the ‘laundry room,’ at least wear stiletto heels!

He took a deep breath as she was putting her clothes into her bag and said, “Hi, my name is Brennan. My roommate Doug introduced us at the dorm party the other week.”

She turned to him with a look of surprise on her face. “Oh yeah, hi. I remember. My name’s Kylie.”

Wow, she remembered me!

“Nice to meet you Kylie.”

“Brennan is it?”

“Yes.”

“I, uh, I have a little problem Brennan. I need a guy’s perspective. Do you mind?”

What was this? She noticed me, AND wants MY opinion??? Wow. Okay.

“No of course not,” he said grinning from ear to ear.

“Well it’s kind of personal.”

“Okay, I’m listening.”

“See, my boyfriend . . .” she took a deep breath, and her eyes became teary. “My boyfriend . . . he broke up with me today. Just out of the blue! I never saw it coming, and we were supposed to go to my sister’s wedding next month! I thought he was genuine, sweet, and . . . and,” then she broke down in sobs.

Brennan remembered. Her boyfriend was the big senior jock – the pro football prospect. Why the hell would she break up with him?

Before he could register anything, her head was in his shoulder and soaking his t-shirt. His cock was throbbing, and he was also at a loss for what to do.

“Don’t worry Kylie. If a guy breaks the heart of a beautiful girl like you, he isn’t worth shit.”

She stopped crying, pulled away, and looked Brennan in the eyes. He could see that her mascara was running down her cheeks looking like black tears. Her expression turned from bleak sadness to hopeful in a second.

“Do you really believe that Brennan?”

“Yes, yes I do – really. The guy sounds like an asshole, pardon my French.”

“Well that’s just it. He isn’t an asshole, and there’s nothing wrong with me, but I just don’t understand it.” Of course she didn’t tell Brennan that she wanted to feminize Vern, have him dress like a girl and have explosive sex which he refused.

“Yeah, I suppose guys can be such jerks sometimes.”

Then her expression changed. “But you’re not a jerk Brennan. You seem very understanding and, and really nice. I bet your girlfriend is lucky to have you!”

“I, uh, I don’t have a girlfriend,” Brennan stammered.

Kylie’s hands were on Brennan’s shoulders, and she moved in closer to him and felt his raging boner through his gym shorts. Now her expression turned into a smirk.

“Well Brennan, I guess that leaves an unlucky girl out there somewhere, right?” Fuck, is she rubbing her thigh up against my cock? Is this really happening??

“Uh, maybe.”

“Brennan, could you help me out?”

“Anything.”

“Okay, I’m going to close the door to the laundry room here and place a chair up against the door, and put the rubber door stop on the bottom so no one can come in, and then I’m going to sit myself on top of that utility trunk in the corner with my legs spread open, and I would like it very much if you fucked my brains out, okay?”

Brennan was stupefied. His wildest fantasy was coming true!

Now who can refuse that. Holy shit! Is that a wet stain on her teddy from her rubbing herself on my cock? I guess it is. Okay pal – go for it!!!

***

Kylie hopped on top of the utility trunk, kicked off her sandals and spread her legs open wide. Then she flicked her head, so her luscious, raven-colored hair fell forward, partly covering her face and the front of her shoulders. She looked at Brennan with a misty, faraway look of pure hunger. Her tits looked like they got even bigger and sharper, poking out from the silk teddy. Slowly, she shifted a bit and pulled the teddy up, exposing a beautiful and sweating pussy with engorged lips, and wetness leaking out of the gateway. She slowly took her index finger, not taking her eyes off of Brennan and rubbed it up and down over her sopping clit while moaning and playing with it like a rubber band, snapping it between her thumb and middle finger. She shivered and looked at Brennan, sticking her tongue out at him and licked her lips as she rubbed, her pussy juices pooling on the cover of the trunk.

With her other hand, she crooked her index finger at Brennan to come closer. As soon as he was within reach, she pulled down his gym shorts, and Brennan pulled down his boxers, kicking both off onto the floor.

She scissored her legs around Brennan’s waist, and placed her arms around Brennan’s shoulders and deeply kissed him, biting his lower lip until she drew a little blood. “Ouch! What the fuck, Kylie?”

She laughed. “Sorry, come here,” she said, and tightened her grip on his shoulders, placing her tongue deep inside his mouth.

Brennan pulled off a second and stammered, “Uh, I’ve never done this before . . . and I,”

“Oh that’s so sweet. So you’re a virgin. That means you’ll always remember your first time, satisfying a very horny, hot and bothered woman.”

Now she grabbed for his cock – the trunk being the perfect height for them.

“Wow, such a big, hard cock! I may have trouble fitting this into my pussy,” she said with a fake frown. “But don’t worry,” she said, kissing him, and pulling off him, “I’ll give it back to you,” and kissed him again.

She grabbed Brennan’s cock with her fingers made into a tight fist barely able to cover his girth, and slowly rubbed the head of his cock from her mound to below her pussy, getting it covered in her juice which gave off a sweet-musky fragrance. When she rubbed it over her clit she shuddered.

God – when is she going to put me inside of that??

He didn’t have to wait long. She positioned the head of his cock right over the opening of her pussy and slid it inside of her, going as far as his head. The feeling was incredible; silky, wet and so TIGHT! Brennan thought he was going to cum right away without any more play, but Kylie hooked her legs harder, driving him in deeper. Now Brennan and Kylie got into a natural rhythm; the whole time her head leaning forward kissing him.

He broke off from her mouth – out of breath and moaned as he shot a huge load of cum deep inside her pussy. He kept going, and big globs of cum leaked out from the sides of his cock. They were locked tight to each other, and she let out a scream which could probably be heard all through the dorm.

“OH FUCK BRENNAN! You’re soooo good! And just think! This is only your first time!”

Brennan felt like he was going to collapse, and he was out of breath from the excitement of finally getting laid in such a mind-blowing way. Not only that, but Kylie was also his chief fantasy. Now, he thought, he could really enjoy the two “souvenirs” he had in his laundry basket.

“I have to have you again Brennan. This is such a difficult time for me, and you really helped me to get over my dumb jerk of a boyfriend!”

He was at a loss to say anything profound, and could only say, “Uh, sure, anytime. That was wonderful, Kylie.”

“Brennan, what number did you say your room was again?”

“I didn’t – why?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I just thought I might need to be consoled again soon.”

“Okay, I’m in 237.”

“Good, I’ll remember that Brennan,” She said and pulled him in for a long, good night kiss.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

_____

~Brennan~

The next day, Kylie and Jennifer were at their usual seats in the quad, just outside the STARBUCKS. “So what’s with the big grin Kylie?” Jennifer asked, as she sipped her coffee.

“I got laid last night, and it was incredible!”

“You mean you actually enjoyed fucking Vern?” Jennifer asked, amazed.

“Umm, not exactly. It wasn’t Vern!”

“NOT Vern??”

“No, it’s strange. I was alone in the laundry room with this guy from my dorm named Brennan. It’s funny. I never gave him the time of day before. I think I met him briefly at a dorm party a couple of weeks ago. But anyway, I was wearing my hot pink teddy, the one that drives Vern crazy – down in the laundry room!”

“Such a slut you are Kylie!” Jennifer said laughing. “In the laundry room?”

“I know. There was something about this guy. I seduced him and while we were fucking, I imagined him dressed like a girl – you know, how I wish Vern would let me feminize him. He was just ‘the type,’ you know – skinny, sort of an effeminate face. Like, he would be perfect to feminize, and I suppose I just got carried away. I even lied to him.”

“What do you mean?”

Kylie was laughing. “I told him that I broke up with my boyfriend, and I needed a little ‘consoling.’”

“God, you really are a slut Kylie.”

“Yes, the biggest!!”

“So what are you gonna do about Vern?”

“I don’t know yet. I know that now I want to feminize him even more. When I fantasized that this guy Brennan, who was a virgin by the way, was dressed as a girl, the sex was great. Now I have to get Vern to do what Bud could. I just wish I could find a way.”

“You’re a ‘cradle robber’ Kylie.” The both of them were laughing now.

That evening Brennan and Doug were in their room studying and Doug got a phone call from his parents. Evidently, his grandmother was in the hospital and Doug would have to go home for a couple of days. He only lived about an hour and a half away from the campus.

“That really sucks Doug, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah what can you do? I mean she’s eighty years old and each year it’s something new with her. So I’m gonna leave tomorrow morning after my poly sci class and I’ll call you and keep you posted.”

“Sure. Anything you want me to do?”

“Naw, that’s okay. I got a couple of guys to give me the chapter assignments and I can also tune in virtually.” That was a relic of the pandemic that seemed to stick around – hybrid instruction.

“Well okay. So you got your bases covered.”

Brennan’s mind was in a spin. Hell, he could even sleep in Kylie’s panties for a couple of nights! She’s got my room number too, he thought. Maybe if I see her I can ask her to stay over! The possibilities seemed endless.

The next night, Brennan made sure he flipped his door to the locked position, and opened up his bottom dresser drawer. He kept his souvenirs underneath his socks and gym shorts. He moved a couple of pairs of socks out of the way and ran his hands over the pouch of the G-String and then the emerald green panties. He threw the bra on the bed. That would go on last. His cock was immediately hard and aching. He stepped out of his gym shorts and boxers and decided on the G-String first. The pouch had an elastic lining and would easily hold his junk.

He sat on the bed and slowly pulled the G-String over his smooth, practically hairless legs. It felt cool and delicious sliding up them. Now he stood and positioned the pouch over his cock, and the strap in the rear between his butt cheeks. He loved the way the soft, satin material felt – nestled in snugly. He got a chill, like a strange twitching in his butt. So this is what it feels like when a girl wants cock, he said softly to himself.

He felt so bad. He’d never done anything like this before; so sneaky, so ‘sexy.’ He worked his hand down the front of the pouch and gently took his cock and rubbed it across the emerald satin. Oh my God this feels so fucking good! He didn’t want to cum inside the thong, but already a little bit of pre cum leaked out. So he took a box of tissues and placed it on his bed, wiping the tip of his cock with one of them.

The bra was a little tight when he slipped it on over his head. When he looked in the mirror, the illusion of cleavage was present. No, it wasn’t just an illusion – it fucking was cleavage!

It was like he was having an ‘out-of-body experience,’ because now he touched the tip of his cock again and stood in front of the long mirror behind his room’s door, admiring himself from another person’s perspective. This time he dabbed a bit of pre cum and placed it in his mouth, enjoying the sweet-salty taste. His t-shirt was off, and he actually had the shape of a real girl. His hips were just round enough.

He posed in front of the mirror, talking dirty to himself. Oh how he wished he could be a real slut! He was full of envy for these women who could have these experiences. He wondered how the G-String felt against their pussies, so tight and good.

Next he would try on the satin boxer panties and jerk off in them, letting his jizz go into a bunch of tissues. It felt totally natural to him. He continued to strut in front of the mirror.

Just as he was done admiring himself and ready to slip off the G-String and place the panties on, he heard a knock on his door!! Doug was gone and he wouldn’t knock either, so who could it be? He had better keep quiet. Suddenly the door knob started to turn against the lock. It was smart locking the door he thought – his heart racing so fast he could almost hear it!

Then he heard a pop! The lock mechanism was weak. Now he remembered Doug telling him a while ago that they had to get the doorknob changed! Too late – the door flew open, and standing in the doorway was . . . Kylie.

“WHAT THE FUCK????? Brennan!?”

“Uh, Kylie, I can explain. I have a transgender sociology class.” Sure Brennan – you’re brilliant, as usual. Now you’re DEAD – BUSTED!

“Transgender sociology class my ass!” Kylie said. “With my thong and my bra????”

Instead of charging at him or screaming, Kylie had a big grin light up her face. “Why you little shit,” she said, feigning disgust. “I should have you reported for stealing my clothes.” His body was blocking the bed. “What other things of mine have you stolen?” she said. Then she moved her upper body around Brennan’s and saw the boxer panties on his bed behind him.

Before Brennan could respond Kylie had her iPhone out and was snapping picture after picture of Brennan wearing her thong and bra, and the green satin boxer panties on his bed.

“Boy I’ve got you now! Wait till these go up on my INSTAGRAM page,” she said with an air of evil triumph. Brennan was exactly where she wanted him. This couldn’t have worked out better if she and Jennifer had planned it. Just as that thought crossed her mind, Kylie called Jennifer and was staring and smiling at Brennan the whole time.

“Please don’t Kylie! Please!” Brennan was desperate not to let his secret to get out. His life would be ruined for the next two years, maybe for its entirety. He thought of his family – his parents and sister and even future employers who could easily check his social media.

“Hi Jen. You totally will not believe this! Remember the terrific sex I had like a slut in the laundry room the other night? Yeah, right. Well, you’ll never guess where I am now . . . NO, definitely not with Vern. Yes, I’m in the guy’s room. I walked in on him,” Kylie was choking up with laughter. “ . . . and he’s wearing one of my G-Strings and a bra! Can you believe it? The little shit pilfered it from my dryer. I should have known when I noticed some things missing last night. He’s always in the laundry room the same time as me . . . yes . . . of course not. I’m not telling Vern – I have an idea. Yeah, yeah, I’ll tell you tomorrow! Bye.” And she clicked off her phone.

She now faced Brennan with a look he hadn’t seen before. It smelled of mischief. “We have to talk my dear,” Kylie said. “By the way, I’m not angry but I have an offer for you that you absolutely will not be able to refuse.” She was right. She had Brennan dead to rights. Kylie picked up the box of tissues and looked at them with disgust. “You definitely won’t be needing these Brennan,” she said as she threw the box on the floor.

***

“You’re like a dream come true for me Brennan. I lied to you the other night. See, I never broke up with my boyfriend Vern. His problem is that he doesn’t want to play by my rules. However . . . I’m pretty sure that you would.”

“Are you gonna put those pictures on INSTAGRAM???? Or X?” His voice was trembling, and he looked like he was about to cry.

Kylie saw his distress and tried to comfort him, because she really didn’t want to hurt him – she needed him. “No, no Brennan. I promise those photos won’t go anywhere if you do what I want. I just have a feeling, seeing the way you are now, that you’ll love it too.”

“What do you mean Kylie?”

“Well, now don’t get upset please. I want you to enjoy my devious little plan. Let me explain,” she said as she sat on Brennan’s bed and patted the space next to her, wanting him to sit next to her.

“Okay, here’s the deal. I found that I really, really enjoy sex with a guy who has shall we say, certain effeminate tendencies. In short – I want to fuck a guy who crossdresses; who I can crossdress.”

“But Kylie . . .”

“No buts Brennan! I want you to completely crossdress for me. I’ve been trying to get Vern to do it, but he refuses. He’s boring, dull, a ‘Puritan.’ That’s where you come in. I’m going to let you continue to wear my G-String, panties, and bra . . . and what else have you got of mine?”

“Nothing else, I swear.”

“Okay, I believe you.” Kylie studied Brennan up and down. “You’re a bit taller and slightly heavier than me, but not by much. I’d like to take you shopping and get you your very own sissy wardrobe. You’re going to look fantastic as a real girl, and also act like a girl – if you get my drift. You owe me for your dirty little deeds. But don’t worry, I’ll still let you fuck me. Once Vern sees how much I enjoy fucking you, I think he’ll come around. Now what do you say? Don’t you want to keep geting inside me Brennan,” she said as she batted her eyes at him.

“Well yeah, I suppose I do.”

“Okay, now where’s your computer?”

“What for?”

“I wanna see your browsing history. If it’s anything like I think it is, you’ll be perfect!”

“But”

Kylie quickly interrupted him. “There you go with the ‘buts’ again. If you don’t want to play with me, then I’ll just have to post these pictures. I’m serious Brennan.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” Brennan said, realizing he was completely under the control of this HOT girl. Truth be told, he really did want to please her, and have his little secret shared – with her.

“So here’s what we’ll do. I’m going to get you broken in really good – makeup and all. I even have a best friend, Jennifer, the girl I was talking to just now. You see, her boyfriend Bud has the same likes as you, and he and Jennifer have loads of fun with him dressing up. When things started to suck between me and Vern, she gave me the idea and I fell in love with it right away! I’m going to have Bud break you in Brennan. What do you think? I know he’ll jump at the chance.” On second thought, Bud can wait. I’ll be your first.”

What she meant by that Brennan didn’t really know.

Brennan knew he loved the idea of dressing up, but having sex with another guy who happens to dress like a woman too?? He wasn’t sure.

“I don’t know Kylie. I mean I’m not gay.”

“Oh, I know you’re not, but you see, I want you to get the full experience of what it means to crossdress. Besides, you’ll experience sex just like a girl, and believe me, our orgasms are so much better than guys – just bam, cum, and you’re done. Trust me, you’ll love it. Just think of bud as another girl! By the way, Jennifer tells me his cock is ENORMOUS!”

Brennan was resigned to his fate, and knew that resistance was futile. Also, a little voice in his head said to him ‘do it.’

“Okay Kylie, when do we get started?”

“Attaboy. I knew you’d see it my way. Come to my room tomorrow afternoon after your last class and we’ll go shopping. I want you to pick out the clothes you think are really sexy. Then, on Saturday night, I’ll do you up and you can meet Bud and Jennifer. They live off campus and we’ll go there.”

There was no use pretending anymore, and Brennan’s eyes lit up, getting a smirk from Kylie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

~Brennan and Kylie~

Kylie knew that Brennan would be embarrassed about picking out women’s clothes and trying them on, so she tried to make it as easy as possible for him. He wouldn’t come out of the dressing room. Only Kylie would see him. At the mall, they found a big department store with a nice selection of clothes, and as a way of saying “thank you” to Brennan, she paid for everything – including a nice, long auburn wig.

Brennan knew exactly what he wanted. He loved the one-piece tight PVC dresses that Kylie wore. He also got a couple of really short denim skirts, both blue jeans and black, and camisole shirts that left Brennan’s belly button exposed. She went “full hooker” on him and got him pantyhose with straps, and a garter belt. The G-String she picked out for him had a gaff, since his cock was very large.

After Dinner, Brennan made his way upstairs to Kylie’s room “to play.”

The craziest thing was that Brennan saw his roommate and his friends differently now – not as annoying bullies who chided him constantly, but through the eyes of a girl would look to them as being potential sex partners. What was happening to me? He thought.

“Well hello gorgeous!” Kylie said as she greeted him. They didn’t have to worry about any interruptions because Kylie didn’t have a roommate. Kylie was wearing a deep blue PVC one-piece like she sometimes wore to class, and her makeup was stunning.

“I bet you couldn’t wait to come back here and try your clothes on, right?”

“Yes of course,” Brennan said with genuine excitement.

“After I make you up Brennan, we’re going to put your things on and have a ‘dry run.’ We’ll start with your favorite part, the G-String – so strip!”

Kylie watched Brennan closely as he stepped into the G-String, and smiled as she saw the expression of pure delight on his face. She saw how he took his time pulling the soft fabric over his legs.

“You know Brennan. Soon I think, I’ll have to take you into the bath room and shave you.”

“Is that really necessary Kylie?” Brennan wasn’t too thrilled with that idea until she told him that he would get the most pleasure by having it done to him.

“Yes it is dear, so why don’t we go there now and get it done?”

There wasn’t anything to shave on Brennan’s chest, and after his face, arms, and a bit on his legs, Kylie shaved his cock and under his balls. When Brennan saw his shorn ball sack in the mirror, it turned him on fiercely; along with wearing the G-String and all the pleasant sensations it brought him. The shaving exposed more areas of skin to get the full feeling of, well, femininity.

Kylie put a new stretch bra on Brennan. Kylie, like Brennan loved the way it pulled his chest fat together and made him look like he had a woman’s cleavage. How could I never have done this before??? It feels so . . . girlie, so bad and wonderful, he thought to himself.

Next to go on were the black, sheer nylon panty hose which strapped to the black laced girdle on top of the G-String. Kylie walked slowly up to Brennan and grabbed for his cock, which was warm to the touch and very hard.

“Wow, you certainly are turned on by this whole thing. Remember, if you want to have more sex with me and keep your nasty little secret my sweet little sissy – you have to get Vern to like this too!” This would be a real challenge for Brennan that he sincerely doubted he could pull off. Maybe Kylie wasn’t serious about the Vern part?? He hoped so.

Kylie was a real master with makeup. Brennan’s eyes were such a bright blue, she left off the mascara, opting instead for false, black eyelashes. The finishing touch was the raven haired wig – It had a small braid running across the top and fell to curls that dangled well below the level of his breasts. Kylie was smiling the whole time, and before she allowed Brennan to have a look, she placed lipstick on him – a bright cherry red; with some lipliner too. Now she allowed Brennan to look at himself. The rest of the clothes would be later. Kylie had plans for now.

“Okay Brennan, time to see the new you!” she said.

She watched closely as Brennan approached the long, door mirror. Standing in the reflection was another person – a truly hot-looking woman that Brennan wanted to fuck! But it was himself. How strange and intoxicating it all was. This is where his little panty fetish had led him to. There was no going back now. He would never be the same again. He stared at his massive cock tenting up the pouch of the G-String.

His mouth hung open and a misty-eyed Kylie walked up behind him, leaning her head against his left shoulder and grabbing for his cock. She placed her fingers underneath the pouch and held his cock in her fist. She played with the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath the head, which made Brennan moan with delight. She moved her head in front of Brennan and kissed him hard on the mouth, sticking her wet tongue all the way inside his mouth. He was breathing heavy when suddenly Kylie pulled off him.

“Don’t go anywhere my little sissy. I’ll be right back.”

Where could she be going now?? Brennan was frustrated and his finger tip felt pre cum escaping from his cock tip. When Kylie walked back in the room, she was only wearing her G-String and bra. Her hands were holding something behind her back and Brennan wondered what it could possibly be.

Kylie was grinning and held her hands out in front of her. She was holding a big, black silicone dildo with a curved piece of hard silicone underneath. It attached to a belt which she put on after slipping out of her G-String. The other hand held a tube of K-Y Jelly.

To Brennan, she looked like a “chick with a dick.” He knew intuitively what was about to happen and he didn’t mind. In fact he craved it – he needed it.

Kylie put a glob of the jelly on the dildo and the protuberance, and ordered Brennan to get on the bed on all fours, facing the head. He obeyed and Kylie now removed Brennan’s thong, slowly taking the back strap out from between his butt cheeks, and used her finger to tickle him there. It sent a shot of electricity through him – he loved it.

“You might feel a bit of pain and fullness at first my dear, but trust me – you’ll be begging for more when I’m done!” Her bravado was contagious, and Brennan’s heart was beating fast. He was becoming a real sissy!

Kylie spread Brennan’s butt cheeks apart and lined up the head of the dildo with his cherry ass hole. She gently placed the tip of the silicone cock around it and moved it in a gentle circle, stimulating him. Brennan hissed between his teeth as he felt the tip of the device enter him. It was painful being stretched. After a few gentle pumps, it started to feel pleasurable. Soon, Kylie got into a slow, rocking rhythm and the end of the hard silicone was entering her pussy as well, causing her to moan.

“Say . . . hello . . . to . . . your . . . boy pussy!” she said with staccato breaths. Brennan’s fists were grabbing the bed sheets and soon it was all pleasure as Kylie went faster and faster. He could feel Kylie’s pussy leaking out onto his butt cheeks in total arousal. Inside himself was a pleasure he never knew could exist, as she went faster and faster. So this must be what a girl feels . . . fantastic, he thought.

It wasn’t long before he used his hand to reach around and grab his cock. In the same staggered breathing, Kylie admonished him not to touch his cock, and he obeyed. He soon found out why. Each time she went deeper inside him, he felt that he was ready to cum – and cum big. She managed to hit his “p-spot,” and he moaned loudly as he shot out a huge load of jizz onto the bed sheets. The same time, Kylie screamed out and pressed herself even harder against Brennan’s ass. She kept thrusting on Brennan after they both came. Finally she pulled out and they were both exhausted.

However, Kylie wasn’t done with Brennan yet. She turned him around and placed her lips over his cock which was still hard, and licked and sucked all the cum off him. Her eyes looked up at him, begging him not to take his cock out, as a child who wanted candy. Brennan was about to do no such thing. Kylie’s lips; wet and slick, made a tight seal over his cock and her tongue masterfully played with his cock, licking it around the head and twisting from top to bottom.

Brennan, on his knees on the bed began bucking his hips into her mouth, the two of them in a good rhythm. This was his first blow job, and it was a memorable one. A wave of pleasure came over him as he shot another load of cum into Kylie’s mouth. She was good – not letting a single drop escape. He had never been able to cum twice in such a short period of time.

After he came, Kylie pulled her mouth off Brennan and kissed him, giving him a taste of himself. He loved it. The invisible line had officially been crossed. He was having sex as a girl – a girl with a cock of her own.

It was one am by the time Brennan got back to his room. Doug called and said he would be back tomorrow – Thursday. Before he fell asleep he thought about the events of this afternoon and evening. Did Kylie really like me, or was she, as she said, just extorting me to induce her boyfriend to crossdress and become a sissy for her like she was doing with me? And then what would happen to his relationship with Kylie after he did what she wanted? Did that mean he would “learn a new lifestyle,” only to be left out in the cold with no girlfriend? These were uneasy questions that he would just have to play along with. But what choice did he really have?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________

____

~Brianna & Vern~

At five o’clock Saturday evening, I went upstairs to Kylie’s room to dress and get made up for the little party at Jennifer and Bud’s house. I thought it best to keep those nagging questions to myself for now.

When Kylie opened her door she was very excited to see me. “So this is how it’s going to go down,” she said. “Bud will be dressed and ready to play as he always does with Jen by the time we come over. Then, when Vern comes over he’ll be thinking it’s just another double date with Jen and Bud. Now imagine the shock on Vern’s face when he sees the ‘real Bud’ there, and then you and me! He’ll be confronted by his girlfriend with another girl – you, and Jennifer and Bud! Then the fun will start. I’ve been thinking that I’ll have you feminize Vern. If you aren’t successful, I’ll end it with Vern, but I think I’ll keep you Brennan. You’ve sort of grown on me these last few days, and you really do make a terrific sissy. I believe that deep down inside you want to transition – full time. Now how’s that? I have to have a transgender boyfriend one way or another.”

I was starting to think a little bit about transitioning someday, and the encouragement I was getting from Kylie made me think more seriously about that. But I still had a debt to pay to her first.

“Somehow Kylie, I feel like I’m being used.”

“Well now, you did steal my clothes didn’t you? I think the least you can do is to help me. Or else, like I said, your little secret will be out. Now I don’t think you’re really upset Brennan. I know you loved it. I spent a lot of money and time on you, and I know I loved it.” This was very true.

“I’m sorry Kylie. I was being an asshole. You’re right.”

“See Brennan! I knew you’d want to play along. Also, don’t forget that I picked YOU. Did you think I would just let any guy fuck me in the dorm laundry room? I do have some morals, as corrupt as they may be!” and she laughed. It made me smile too. “And don’t discount my instinct. I had a feeling about you. I also know you were snapping pictures of me in lecture hall! Someday you must show them to me! I’m not an idiot.”

Both of us wore the one-piece PVC dresses. I wore three-inch stiletto heels. I practiced Thursday night, and I picked up on it quick. My calves hurt, but that would get better the more often I wore heels, which I knew I would. But before Kylie and I left the room there was one small thing.

Kylie said, “Brennan, we need a girl’s name for you. I’ve given it some thought, and I think ‘Brianna’ suits you well. Do you like it?”

“Yes! Brianna sounds wonderful. From now on, that’s what I’ll be – Brianna the cum-slut whore. Brennan’s on vacation,” and we both laughed.

“Oh one more thing. Here, we both have to smoke like sluts. I know that turns Vern on – watching hot girls smoke.” With that said, she reached into her black leather bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette for herself and “Brianna.” She lit us both up. I had never smoked before, that is cigarettes, but I did smoke a joint now and then, so I didn’t choke. I thought I looked really sexy as fuck. That really completed my slut makeover, and it’s what kept me hard.

My dress was a deep blue, and Kylie’s was a hot pink. We both looked stunning and when the two of us walked out of the dorm, guys (and girls) heads turned. We looked like two hookers out for a night on the town; quite a change from usual upstate campus dress. It wasn’t just my looks. I had an aching boner, and I wanted to be fucked by a guy really badly. I was glad that Kylie wanted me to take the lead and get the first piece of Vern. I think that would make Kylie very happy.

Kylie drove us to Jennifer’s. It only took about ten minutes. Even though it was a nice night, I didn’t feel like walking in stiletto heels!

We both strutted up to Jennifer’s door. “Well hello guys!” Jennifer said.

“Hi Jen,” Kylie said as they kissed on the cheek. “This is Brianna. She is going to be having lots of fun helping Vern become all he can be!” and the two girlfriends laughed.

“Hi Brianna! Kylie has told me so much about you. Thank you for agreeing to help her out with Vern.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said without going into the whole story which he was sure she knew already.

When we walked in, Bud came to greet us. He was wearing a long, blonde wig, had green eyes, and a very hot figure. His little boyish features lent themselves very well to feminization. He looked hot in his blue denim short skirt, and one piece white camisole. I couldn’t help noticing his cleavage was something ‘a little bit more’ than just having chest fat pushed together.

“Well let’s move into the living room and get started on the drinks before Vern comes in,” Jennifer said.

“I told him to come at eight thirty,” Kylie said.

“Perfect Kylie,” Jennifer said. “Oh by the way – Bud brought over a couple of outfits for Vern to put on.”

“Thanks Jen,” Kylie said. “So how do you like Brianna? Stand up honey and show ‘em whatcha’ got!”

I was very embarrassed at first, but when I saw the way Bud was looking at me and smacking his lips, my embarrassment quickly faded. So, I decided to ask Bud a question.

“So Bud, what is your ‘girl’s name?’”

Bud was thrilled to speak to me, and his interest was very evident. “Danielle. Jennifer calls me Danielle.”

“Oh cool, okay.”

“Hey, listen Brianna,” Danielle said to me. “You can have first crack at Vern. I’ll watch – it really turns me on.”

“Sure thanks. I’m curious. How did you first start crossdressing?”

“Well, Jennifer and I wanted to spice things up a bit in our relationship, and transgender women, or femboys, crossdressers really turn her on, so it was a no brainer. I’d do anything for Jen. And what about you?”

This is where it got embarrassing for me. Jennifer and Kylie were speaking amongst themselves and paid no attention to what Danielle, and I were saying to each other.

“Well, it’s a bit complicated. I live in Kylie’s dorm, and I have a thing for girl’s clothes, and I always felt ‘different,’ you know. So I got to know Kylie and she helped me with my transitioning.” I didn’t know how much Jennifer told her transgender woman boyfriend about me, so I thought best to keep my story short and sweet.

Well, if Danielle did know, she didn’t show it, and that was that. The way that Danielle eyed me made me very aroused, and I moved around on the couch trying to get my stiff cock as comfortable as possible.

“It’s close to eight thirty and I just got a text that Vern is on his way,” Kylie said. I saw Vern as competition for Kylie’s affections, but there was little I could do about it now.

After becoming mellowed out by a few drinks, I decided that with Kylie’s ‘permission,’ I would put the moves on Vern, and take him upstairs, while the other three did their thing down here. The first hurdle would be to see how Vern reacted to Bud’s feminine alter ego.

***

The bell rang and we all smiled at each other as Kylie went to the front door. Vern was a big boy – six feet, two inches tall, and with broad shoulders. He’d make a big woman. Although he was top heavy; his waist could pass for a girl’s nicely. This boy had possibilities. After Kylie and Vern kissed at the door, she took him inside to the living room. The first thing the star quarterback saw when he and Kylie came into the living room was Jennifer and . . . some new crazy version of Bud, but Vern wasn’t sure.

“Bud . . . Is that YOU????”

Bud smiled and was very matter of fact about it. “Yes, it’s me Vern. I was gonna tell you eventually, but you see, Jennifer and I decided that things would really heat up between us if I let her feminize me. It really has made a difference in our relationship!”

Vern’s jaw dropped as he just stared. His voice seemed to disappear, and all he could do was stare at “Bud turned Danielle.”

“Damn, it is you!! Fuck! I can’t believe it. I mean, what do you do exactly?”

We all started laughing, including Kylie.

“Well, we fuck a lot bro,’’” Danielle said.

Vern looked around at everyone, suddenly got the drift of what was going on and he said, “Wait! No fucking way am I going to dress up like a woman.” He looked at Kylie remembering what they had discussed. When Kylie wanted something she usually got her way, but Vern was still very much on the fence about the whole thing.

Then Kylie spoke up. “Here Vern. I’m giving you permission to take my new friend Brianna here, upstairs. I promise you won’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

There was an uncomfortable silence in the room, but I was attracted to Vern in some curious way, and I imagined how it would feel if Vern unleashed his cum all the way inside my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.” Vern was hot – steaming hot as a matter of fact.

“I got this Kylie,” I said.

I stood up, sashayed over to the bar, and brought a beer over to Vern. He was turned on immediately by my appearance and tight, compact ass. As he took his beer from me I saw how his eyes were checking me out from top to bottom.

“Okay, deal. I’ll take; what’s her name again?”

“Brianna,” she said.

“Yeah, okay. I’ll take Brianna upstairs and see what happens.”

I took Vern’s hand and brought him upstairs to Jennifer’s large bedroom. The beer seemed to have mellowed him out a bit, as I smoked seductively in front of him. My first football player I thought with a big smile inside. This was a real mind fuck for me.

I walked slowly towards the bed ahead of Vern. “How’d you like it if I sucked your cock first,” I said smacking my lips and exhaling a blue cloud over Vern’s head.

“I’d love it. Hey! Just because I let a shemale or whatever suck my cock doesn’t make me gay, does it? And you have to promise me that you won’t let this get out on campus, okay.”

“Scout’s honor,” I said. “I won’t say a thing.”

“Now come over here, sit on the bed and let me do my thing,” I told him in a low growl.

Vern was seated on the bed with his legs spread apart and I got down on my knees, taking my cues from the YOUTUBE videos I watched, and I undid his belt and slowly pulled down his zipper. When I reached inside his jeans and placed my hands on my first cock it felt so natural – weird even.

“Oh my, such a big boy you are! I’m gonna love putting this inside my mouth and making you cum baby!”

“Well go right ahead bitch! Do your thing. Lemme see what ya’ got!”

I was as horny as hell and very turned on, and it didn’t take very long for Vern’s cock to be sliding in-between my lips, my tongue at first going up and down on Vern’s slit.

Vern put his head back and supported himself on the palms on his hands in back of him.

“Oh fuck this is sooo fucking good Brianna,” he moaned.

I tried hard not to think that this was the first cock I had ever tasted. My dress and heavy slut makeup was a sort of a mental shield against any feelings of guilt or remorse. It was all pleasure.

As I started sucking, my eyes turned upwards to Vern, and my cherry lip gloss coated the tip of Vern’s cock. His head was so massive that my mouth was almost stretched to the limit taking it in. Vern lifted his body up from the mattress and bucked into my mouth. He went in easily because my mouth was so wet. I used my tongue as skillfully as Kylie had; roping around the tuft on the bottom of Vern’s cock and sliding all around his cock.

Vern took one hand and ran it through my silky, lush hair. He was staring down at my cleavage (which turned me on even more) and was impressed with how real it looked. I loved the way his pre cum tasted; the sweet/salty mix. I let gravity take me and I went faster and faster keeping my lips tightened over his shaft.

“Ahhhhh . . .” Vern hissed out between his teeth, as he shot his load into my mouth hitting the back of my throat. He came several times, and I couldn’t help leaking out cum which dribbled down my cheeks and chin. It was a big turn on for me and fit my idea of a perfect cum slut to a tee. Next to come was something I had fantasized about for a long time.

I came off Vern’s cock and sat on the bed next to him, with a full, creamy cum face. “Come on Vern, lick me clean baby.”

Vern was hesitant at first, so I leaned into him and kissed him giving him a taste of myself. He didn’t pull back away and licked the inside of my mouth. I pulled off and let Vern lick his cum off my chin and the sides of my mouth until I was wiped clean. We stayed kissing for a while, and I loved it. Now was the real test, and another first for me.

“Now it’s my turn to get off Vern. I’m a very horny girl. Please get on the bed and kick your jeans and your boxers off.”

Vern said nothing and did as he was told, which surprised me. I guessed, correctly it turned out that he had “caught the vibe” so to speak.

He was on all fours on the bed facing the head. “Is this gonna hurt?” the manly star quarterback and pro pick of the college football team asked.

“It may just a little bit doll, but I promise I’ll go easy on you your first time.”

“Okay, okay I’ll do it. I don’t want to lose Kylie.”

That comment hurt me now because I was attached to Kylie and Vern. Did breaking in Vern mean I would lose my lover and

mentor? I was getting feelings for Vern because underneath that rough exterior was really a sweet guy. I felt conflicted, but acted “as if,” and completed my deal with Kylie. What choice did I have?

In Jennifer’s dresser draw was a tube of K-Y Jelly just where she said it would be, so I took it out, and told him “This will make it much easier on you Vern, trust me.”

“Okay Brianna, whatever you say. I wanna prove to Kylie that I’m open to this thing. Hell, if Bud is man enough to take a dick in the ass, then I can too.” I laughed at that bit of jock head bravado. 

Actually the only “dick” that Bud had taken in the ass was the same as me– a silicone dildo. But that would change too.

I squeezed out a glob of K-Y onto my hand and rubbed it all the way down Vern’s taint. For added effect I stuck my jellied index finger into Vern’s asshole which made him squirm and hiss through his teeth. My “gurl cock” was throbbing and I slowly caressed the entrance to Vern’s boy pussy or “bussy” with the tip of my cock. I rubbed it around in a circle on the outside, tickling Vern and he stiffened and moaned. Next, I pushed in slightly with just the head of my cock, and pulled out, causing Vern to squirm. I wanted to break him in gently, so I repeated it a few more times until Vern dilated a little more before going in further. Vern was so good, so tight, and felt so delicious.

I picked up speed and went faster and faster, deeper and deeper, spreading Vern’s butt cheeks apart. He didn’t complain. I suspected he was in great discomfort, so I slowed it down, for that reason as well as I didn’t want to cum yet.

I went in even deeper than before, in and out, and then Vern took hold of his cock with one hand and screamed in orgasmic bliss – he shot a full load onto Jennifer’s bed. He just had his first sissygasm. I could hold back no longer and came myself, letting a tidal wave of warm, gooey cum enter Vern’s bussy. It made me go even faster and faster, and some of my jizz started dripping out of Vern’s bussy, down his butt cheeks. I held myself still inside him, rubbing my cock along his insides around and around like a wooden mixing stick. It was a good comedown for Vern who squirted out several loads of jizz.

“Oh God Brianna. That was fucking wonderful! But you gotta swear to me you won’t tell anyone about this!”

I had to stop from laughing because it was really very funny. I felt that way the first time with Kylie’s dildo treatment on me.

“Don’t worry Vern, your secret is safe with me,” I said as I kissed Vern softly on the lips. We kissed and embraced tenderly on the bed. Vern was a natural romantic. Will surprises never cease? I thought, amused.

“I think we should go downstairs now Vern. Oh! Leave your jeans and your boxers up here.”

Vern said nothing and treated my request as if it was routine. But I couldn’t help wondering what was going through his mind. I’d find out soon enough.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

____

~Three Dicks and Two Chicks~

When Vern and I came downstairs, we were greeted with a sight that caused Vern’s eyes to pop open. Jennifer and Danielle (Bud) were on the big couch, with Jennifer behind Danielle, wearing a strap on dildo with the same contraption as Kylie’s, thrusting furiously into Danielle’s bussy. Danielle had on her long, blonde wig, and tons of whorish looking makeup which made my cock do summersaults inside her G-String.

Jennifer was nonchalantly smoking a Virginia Slims as she pounded Danielle. I saw that Vern was a bit uneasy, noticing his state of shock seeing what Danielle was doing, and I reassuringly placed my arms around his waist and pulled him closer into me, whispering, “See, look. Bud, er, rather ‘Danielle’ is taking it and loving it just like you did. Danielle is Bud when she goes around campus, and only gets dressed here for Jennifer. Now don’t you think you could be with Kylie and do with her what we did upstairs,” I said, lightly kissing Vern on the neck and cheek.

“Yeah, I suppose I could if he can. But, Brianna, I have to ask you. I enjoyed us together upstairs very much. Do you think Kylie would want to share?”

That lit me up like a four alarm fire. I tried to suppress my elation at that.

“I don’t know Vern. You’ll have to ask her that question.”

Kylie was sitting on a loveseat close to the couch and really into what Danielle and Jennifer were doing. She had her legs spread apart like that night in the laundry room and running her wet index finger up and down her sopping pussy. It was clear that Kylie loved to watch and “play along” as much as she loved to fuck anyway that she could. As soon as she saw me and Vern her eyes lit up and she fixed me with an expectant stare.

“I think Vern here will do just fine Kylie.”

Kylie just nodded as she was sweating and squirting on the love seat, enraptured by Jennifer and Danielle. She stopped what she was doing and was breathing hard. She looked at Vern with misty eyes. He had never seen his girlfriend so excited, and a smile lit up her face.

“Vern stay where you are!” Kylie gasped out.

Kylie reached into her bag and pulled out her own dildo contraption, the same one she had used with me to break me in, along with a tube of her K-Y Jelly. She placed a bunch of throw pillows on the floor, and beckoned for Vern to come closer.

“Are you ready to have some fun now with me Vern?”

“Sure babe! Let’s get to it.”

Without any prodding Vern got down on the floor on top of a few throw pillows and Kylie got behind him, her belt firmly secured. She took the K-Y Jelly and slathered it over the silicone cock and the protuberance. Then she squeezed out some more and was pleased to see that Vern’s bussy was already glistening with gel and my cum.

“Oooh, lookie – someone’s been a bad boy!” she said looking at Vern and laughing.

“Well, this is what makes you happy, right babe?”

“Oh, you’ll never know honey.” Now be a good little sissy and stay there.

I thought that the macho quarterback would wince at having his girlfriend call him a sissy, but he didn’t seem to mind at all.

Just like I had some minutes before, Kylie mounted Vern from the rear and inserted the dildo into his broken in and red bussy. She went slow at first, arching her torso so the back end entered her pussy at the same time. She was far up Vern in no time, and in a continued state of bliss which she started by herself watching Jennifer and Danielle.

Speaking of which, Jennifer was moaning loudly as she leaked out down her legs, and Danielle grabbed his gurl-cock and shot a huge load on a sheet on top of the couch.

I stood off to the side, lit a cigarette and watched the two couples go at it. I laughed to myself as I thought of me as the “odd sissy out.” Vern had clearly found something new in his relationship with Kylie, with some help from me. But this whole experience made up my mind to fully transition into a real transgender woman and not just a crossdresser. I needed to prepare for all contingencies, and I wanted some amount of independence in case things didn’t work out. I knew I could never have sex with a woman or a man unless I was dressed as Brianna.

The question was, where would I fit in with Jennifer, Danielle, Kylie, and Vern? So for now I contented myself by watching and stroking my gurl cock in a chair. I had a lot to discuss with Kylie – tomorrow.

❤️❤️❤️


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Here are links to some of my favorites

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

SURPRISE PACKAGE

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST

I WANT MORE

SILENT SECRET

GUILTY PLEASURES - 7 BOOK COLLECTION

STAGE FRIGHT

NAUGHTY NEIGHBOR

STEPMOM'S PET SISSY

SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES

THE CRIME BOSS'S SISSY

BUSTED SISSY! Book 1 of 2

BUSTED SISSY! Book 2 of 2

BUSTED SISSY Series Compilation

REMAKE

A COLLECTION OF HOT, STEAMY, LEWD, SLUTTY EROTICA TALES

GO AHEAD - MAKE ME BEG FOR MORE!

EVERYTHING SISSY - 9 BOOKS IN ONE!

FOXY SISSY

GIRLY BOY

LADY BOY IN BLUETHE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

HIS INNER SISSY

MISS SISSY MADISON

TWIN SISSY

HIRED SISSY

RAUNCHY REVENGE SISSY

GUARDIAN SISSY

OUT OF TOWN SISSY

WHAT THE F*&%$ HAPPENED TO ME?

STEPMOM UNWRAPPED

TOO MUCH TOO FAR

NO FREAKIN' WAY, YES WAY!

WHAT DAD DOESN'T KNOW

BECOMING LONI

MILF OBSESSION

THE JOB


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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