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BOOK ONE

CAUTION: SLIPPERY WHEN WET

[image: A person holding a caution sign  Description automatically generated]


Chapter One

_______________

______

It started out as a dare. My friend Colleen knew that I needed to earn some money; and fast. So one evening when we were studying together in the college library, she showed me an Internet ad for a “drag waitress” at a local nightclub in town. Now, I’m not gay by any means, nor did I ever have an interest in that sort of thing, but Colleen made it sound that through no fault of my own, I was “built” for that sort of a gig. That got me to thinking about my sexuality at the age of twenty.

“Brett, you’re not exactly built like a rugby player or a linebacker. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but you have kind of, I would say, an effeminate build.”

I looked at her wide eyed and shocked that she would say such a thing, even though I knew that in some ways she was right. I had skinny arms and legs, and my hips were a little bit on the “wide side.”

In fact, this aspect of my persona made me the target of endless torment on campus, from three guys in my dorm. My physique, my sexuality, and my life in general were under constant attack. It was like their college major was to “make Brett’s life miserable.” There were Dylan, Tom, and Joe; all muscleheads and gym rats. Part of what they did to me was to look at me with disgust; like I was something less than human. One day, behind the dorm and out of view of anyone who might be willing to help, I received the beating of my life. Joe held me while Dylan and Tom punched me almost to the point where I would have internal injuries. It was like high school, but more dangerous because these guys were not teenagers anymore – they were twenty, and twenty one year old men, and strong ones at that.

The physical beating was accompanied by homophobic taunts that were out of place because I didn’t consider myself to be gay. It wasn’t until Joe finally put a stop to it because he realized that I was near the end. They were careful not to leave any obvious bruises. I never reported it because there were no witnesses, and the authorities as it were, couldn’t be bothered. I never mentioned it to Colleen, who I considered my best friend.

“Look,” she said, “The money is quite good, and you can make a lot in tips it says here.” She saw the hang dog expression on my face and was quick to clarify herself to make me feel better.

“Your state of mind is important; you know who you are. You’re not gay, and you’re strong enough I think, to play a role, and leave the place of work and go back to being yourself.”

“But what if someone finds out, and how exactly am I going to pull this off?” I’ve never been attracted to girly clothes or makeup. (I lied). Occasionally, I liked to look at transgender girl channels on YOUTUBE, and I even joined some chat rooms under an assumed name. I thought it was just a harmless hobby. I mean, it’s not like I was going to act out on any of it.

“What am I supposed to do – put on a dress and just walk in and say, ‘please hire me?’ Come on Colleen, I’m sure I could find another job.”

“I tell you what Brett. I’ll help you with the dressing and the makeup, and after I’m done with you, no one will be able to even tell that you’re a guy. Besides, that’s the idea of a drag queen – a man impersonating a woman.”

I was very skeptical to say the least, but Colleen and I were friends for the two and one-half years that we’ve been in college together. That’s it, there was no romantic attraction there between us, we were just close friends.

“Tell you what; I dare you, and if you go through with it and you’re hired I’ll give you a hundred bucks!”

Now this shocked me and bothered me at the same time. I knew Colleen probably didn’t have that kind of money laying around, so how would she, or why would she make me that kind of challenge?

Something came over me and I forgot about any reservations I may have had, and I found myself saying, “Okay. One hundred bucks you say? I’ll do it!”

She smiled at me and said, “Attaboy, I knew you couldn’t pass this up! Now it says here the place is called ‘The Smuggler’s Cove.’ It’s on Madison Street and Delaney, downtown.”

“Have you ever been there before?” I asked her. She looked at me like I was out of my mind.

“Of course not! Why would I have any interest in going to a place like that? Unless of course, a very good friend of mine happened to be working there.” And she smiled at me. “You land a job there, and I give you a hundred bucks. What could be easier?”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “When do we start?”

“Well first, we’ll have to go shopping for some clothes. Why don’t we go down there and see what kind of clothes the drag queens wear? Then we’ll have a better idea of how to dress you.”

“Sounds reasonable. When do you want to go down there?”

“How about this Saturday night?”

“Okay, I have no plans, so let’s go.”

“Great.” She looked me over carefully, like a tailor would look over a client who wanted a custom suit. “I think you’ll be a hit,” she said confidently.

***

As it turns out, and I didn’t know it then, but Colleen knew “The Smuggler’s Cove” very well. Her brother Mike was the owner and he told her they needed some “fresh meat” there, and if she could find someone good, she would make one hundred dollars in a “finder’s fee.” He told her that he would also reimburse her for the clothing and any other expenses that would arise in developing new talent. Would I have agreed to this if I knew this in advance? Probably not, because it also happened that waitressing and performing on stage was not the only thing expected of the “drag queens.” This, I was to find out later. 

But since it seemed this was a spur of the moment type thing for both of us, I was agreeable. The mystery of the money I would get took a back seat to my curiosity in how I would actually perform.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________

____

The place was a little bit on the seedy side. It seemed that half of the audience were gay men and transgender women, some of them cheering on their friends on the stage. They had group acts, as well as single ones. I was only supposed be hired as a “waitress;” I couldn’t sing or act.

The numbers were corny, catering to gay themes, and some of them were quite talented. I looked at the waitresses. Some of them did go up on stage. If I did, I’d have to think of something to do. But the first thing was the outfit. Colleen and I got a table and ordered a couple of drinks and watched a couple of acts, and paid attention to the waitresses.

“Satisfied?” she asked me.

“I suppose so. I mean, if they want me to do something besides serve drinks they’ll have to teach me, right?”

“Of course. Don’t worry Brett. By the time I’m through with you, you’ll be a real drag star!”

So we left and the next day Colleen and I went into town and did some shopping. I was embarrassed as hell, I mean, walking into a ladies clothing store and looking at the inventory. I mentioned this to Colleen, and she said, “Brett, we’re both about the same size. You may be a bit taller but that’s okay – I can compensate and know what to get you.”

I placed my trust completely in her. We got everything from pantyhose to G-Strings, a girdle, high heel shoes, even a wig. In my case, since I had light brown hair up to my collar, she bought a long, auburn wig that went down to below my nipples with the top of it done up high. She picked out a black, short dress that came up really high. In a strange way it actually turned me on to think that I would be made up to look like a sexy woman – albeit a “female impersonator.” I didn’t tell this to Colleen, however.

Back at her room, she laid all the clothes out on the bed. “Now you know Brett, when you go down there, you’ll have to go dressed. I’ll even go with you for support, how’s that?”

“Yeah, that would be fine.” I was only half-listening because all my attention was drawn to the stuff on her bed, with a curious, new found interest.

“Okay, now take your clothes off,” she said, businesslike.

“Um, while you’re in here with me?”

“Come on Brett, I grew up with four older brothers. I’ve seen guys without their clothes on before!”

As soon as I took my jeans off, she noticed the generous amount of hair on my legs, and she quickly said “Oh no! That won’t do at all. I’m going to have to shave you Brett – all over.”

“Are you sure that’s really necessary?”

“Of course it is. What if you don’t wear the pantyhose for some reason? We have to plan for all contingencies you know.”

She had me get undressed in the bathroom and run the tub. With the soap in it, I thought I was safe from my friend’s prying eyes, that is, until she told me it was time to shave my balls. My chest and legs weren’t so bad, but having a girl  who I wasn’t in a sexual relationship with run a razor over my nut sack was a bit much. Still, I went through with it.

After we were done, and the cool air tickled my newly shaved skin, she turned to me and said. “There, that wasn’t so bad now, was it?”

“You have a light touch,” I said, laughing.

“Judging by what I see I have to work with, I think you’ll turn out great Brett!”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”

“C’mon, let’s get your dressed,” she said.

When I saw everything we had bought laid out on the bed, it seemed to have ‘flipped a switch’ in me. I was dying to see how all this new stuff felt going over me, I tried to hide my excitement from Colleen, but it was useless. The large boner I had standing in front of the bed put any doubts to rest.

She laughed and said, “Wow Brett, it seems that you really do enjoy this!”

In an attempt to maintain the charade I said half-heartedly, “Oh no, it’s . . . still an effect of the warm bath, that’s all.”

“Whatever you say,” she said with a smirk, handing me the G-String to try on.

I took the black, satin G-String from her and slipped into it, pulling it up over my legs. The cool, silky sensation was like nothing I had ever experienced before. My erection was only intensified, as all the dirty thoughts I had in my life came true.

“See, I had secret fantasies from watching YOUTUBE and XHAMSTER videos of transgender women, crossdressers “getting it on.” Since I wasn’t exactly a stud in dating circles, I wondered what it would feel like to have power and control over all the muscle heads and jocks who bullied me in high school, AND college.” 


Now, it was real because I was actually dressing, with a “real purpose” in mind. The guilt was erased. To Colleen, even though she may have guessed the truth, this was a bit more than just a job audition for me. I lingered a bit as I pulled the G-String over my hips and then placed the silky pouch over my junk. I loved the smooth rubbing of the material over the sensitive underside of my cock. It was delicious. The same feeling was there with the pantyhose; pure bliss. She even got me a bra with an elastic back that pulled my fatty chest in tight, and the cups were molded which gave me the illusion of cleavage.

After I had all the lingerie on, what turned me on most were the straps on the pantyhose and how they looked with the girdle that went on top of the G-String.

“Come on sexy, let’s go into the bathroom, and I’ll apply the makeup to you,” she said.

The seat in front of her bathroom mirror was turned sideways so I wouldn’t see what she was doing. She wanted to see my reaction when I was all done. I loved the feel of all the stuff in her makeup kit being expertly applied to my face and eyelids. She chose deep blue eyeshadow, and heavy mascara which really filled out my eyelids nicely. The best part was the cherry red lipstick going over my lips. Last to go on was the wig. That was a big turn-on for me. I loved the way it felt over my bare shoulders, chest and back. Colleen stepped back to admire her work.

“Wow Brett, you certainly turn out ravishing! Before you look, instead of the black, let’s put the slutty, emerald green cocktail dress on you.” It was the same tight and high dress as the black one we bought.

Now it was time for me to look in the mirror, but not the bathroom mirror. She marched me out into her room, and I stood in front of the long mirror on her door. My eyes almost fell out of my head! I looked like the object of all my fantasies come true. Hell, I just wanted to fuck myself!

“You certainly have the figure to pass for a cocktail waitress, I’ll give you that much,” she said, admiring her work. “Oh wait, one very important thing – the high heels. Now you’ll have to practice walking around in these before you go down there for the interview.”

Colleen handed me the three-inch stiletto heels with the straps that went around my ankles. I would definitely need to practice walking around in those, for sure. I put them on, and had to hang onto her dresser before I could take a few very well thought out steps.

My hard on didn’t go away but now it wasn’t noticeable because of the gaff that was built inside the G-String.

“Now I think we’re ready for you to present yourself at The Smuggler’s Cove. Let’s go over there on Thursday, late afternoon before they open up.”

“Sounds good to me. At least I have a few days to practice wearing the heels.”

“There you go,” Colleen said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

____

The “cage manager,” a heavy guy named Rocco, with no neck, lots of perspiration, and a cigar butt hanging out of the side of his mouth was to do my interview in a dingy office off a side corridor next to the restrooms. He looked like he was gonna slip off the beat up STAPLES surplus office chair on rollers he sat on.

“Now before you get the idea that you really wanna work here, Tina, (that was the feminine ‘drag name’ which Colleen thought up for me) we gotta make sure you’re the genuine article, you know what I mean?”

Colleen looked at me afraid that I might go running (as fast as the heels would let me) out of the room.

“What does that mean exactly?” I said in the best feminine voice I could muster.

Rocco rolled his eyes and said, “Kid, I gotta see your cock – make sure it meets our standards, capisce?”

“Ok,” I said, looking to Colleen for support.

“Go ahead Tina, honey, I’ll just turn my back,” she said.

So I faced Rocco, trying my best to hide my disgust, and flipped up my emerald dress, and pulled down the G-String, letting my cock fall out. I didn’t have an erection, (Rocco didn’t excite me), and he was surprised at my size. I had no idea about that since I never made it a practice to measure it.

“Hey, your cock here is pretty big,” Rocco said. “That’s good! Now we gotta put it to the test,” he said, gripping it lightly with his fingers and flipping it up and down. Maybe I should have picked that time to run out of the room, but I didn’t – I stood there, like a prize race horse being inspected by a prospective owner. Colleen acted like it was all normal.

“Follow me Tina,” Rocco said, prying himself out of the chair, and leading me out of the office to a lounge at the other end of the hallway. My view of the hallway was blocked by Rocco’s back – a mass of crossed suspenders and a sweaty white short-sleeve shirt that gave off a foul odor of dank sweat in its wake.

“I’ll wait here for you honey,” Colleen said, calling after me.

The room was decorated in a gawdy mix of two red velvet couches, a desk, and a couple of seedy chairs with rips in the fabric.

He looked at me with a lascivious smile and said, “Now ya’ gotta be tested by Hank.”

“Who’s that?” I asked, slightly trembling.

“Oh, he’s our quality control guy. You know, he makes sure ya’ got what it takes ta’ make the clientele happy. We only hire the best shemale sluts here.”

“But I thought this was just a drag queen waitress job.”

“What are you anyway, slow? Who the fuck just serves drinks in a place like this? Besides, you can make five hundred bucks a night! Do you think you can get that just by serving alcohol on trays to a bunch of horny motherfuckers?”

Despite Rocco’s descriptions of my work, any reservations I may have had were slowly going away. I loved dressing up, and I would actually be making good money for doing just that. Well, maybe a little more than that . . . which excited me.

“Now I’m gonna leave, and tell Hank you’re in here.”

I looked around the room, and there was a small bar on the wall opposite the entrance. I needed a drink, so I poured myself a double shot of whisky, and downed it quickly.

I heard a knock on the door. “Come in,” I said.

A tall guy with bulging arm muscles and a big chest with a six pack stood in the doorway, leaning on the frame. He was wearing alligator cowboy boots, had a western button down shirt, with a very small, tight waist. I got hard right away. He had piecing blue eyes and a short, conservative haircut. I could feel my newly inspected cock growing against my gaff.

He looked me over for what seemed like several minutes, undressing me with his eyes until he said, “I’m Hank. From what I see here, I think it will be a pleasure to break you in. Are you, you know, experienced?”

“Not really,” I said honestly.

He threw his head back and laughed. “I’ll take care of that. Now first order of business is you have to suck me off. Let me see what you got.”

“Okay slut,” he said in a commanding voice. “Get down on your knees and face me!”

I did as I was told and he stood in front of me and pulled down his zipper, reached inside his jeans and pulled out a monster cock, thick with visible veins.

“Think you can handle this?” he said with a grin, teeth showing like piano keys.

“Well I won’t know until I try.”

“Yeah, attagirl; that’s the spirit.”

I moved on my knees closer to him and he stroked his cock, making it big – I mean really big. I wasn’t sure I could take it all, but I had no time to think about it, as he placed it against my glossy lips. I parted them to let him in, and he shoved it inside my mouth. My mouth was wet from the drink; and I was feeling the effects of it, which knocked all my inhibitions away.

I grabbed onto his shaft that was outside my mouth and went to work. I was a natural, slipping and sliding all over it, putting it as far inside my mouth as it could go. I used my tongue to rope around it, licking the underside of his shaft causing him to hiss through his teeth. He placed his hands on my head and pressed me in closer to him, practically choking me, my mouth making a tight seal around his cock. He pulled himself in and out, and my head was bobbing on him up and down. The whole thing was surreal, telling me that my fascination with women’s clothing was just the first step in a process.

We got into a wet, slippery rhythm heading to a big climax. He let out a moan, and soon my mouth was drenched in a downpour of cum. He squirted three times, completely filling my mouth until I felt a flow coming down from the corners of my mouth, and he kept thrusting.

I licked his cock clean of all his cum. I loved the sweet/salty mix, which surprised me. It seemed like I was meant to be a slut from the time I hit puberty. That would explain why I never dated women. But I would only take on a man if I was dressed like I am now. I didn’t care what that made me.

He pulled out of my mouth and pulled me up. “You’re pretty good – nice and tight,” he said approvingly. “Now we got another little test to do. I want you to get on that couch over here, and get on your knees facing the door.”

I did as I was told without saying a word. He was on his knees right behind me, flipping my short skirt up over my butt, and he pulled my G-String over to the side.

“Now get ready for the ride of your life,” he said, very sure of himself. I liked it.

He was still hard. Hank had more cum inside him that still needed to get out, and I was more than willing to help him. Something about him turned me on fiercely.

He spit on his hands and wiped it all over my cherry asshole, or “boy pussy,” sticking his index finger inside me making me squeal and tense up.

“You like that you little sissy, don’t you?”

“Yes” I said gasping.

Then he lined himself up against me, placing the tip of his cock right over my hole and rubbed it around, sending an electric shock of pure desire through me. I backed up on him as much as I could go, and he got the message and thrust forward. I felt a searing pain rip through me, coursing through my abdomen and I gripped the fabric of the couch with my fists. But then, after more thrusting which I thought would tear my insides out, the pain became pleasure as his cock filled and stretched me.

“God Tina, you’re so fucking tight, and slippery,” he said in quick, staccato speech while he kept thrusting. Now we were in a rhythm, and I didn’t want this to end. I enjoyed being taken just like a slutty girl, because that’s what I was now. I was Hank’s slut.

Then, I felt a wet warmth travel deep inside me, going deep and far along the whole length of the inside of my ass. I felt some of his cum leak out and go down my butt cheeks. He hit a spot – my “p-spot,” which made me cry out and shoot a tremendous load inside of my silky gaff. It was my first “sissygasm.”

He kept thrusting. “I’m not through with you yet!” he growled. Soon I felt a new warmth and he came again inside of me. I too, shot another load inside of my gaff, making it soaking wet with my jizz. This was amazing.

Finally he pulled out of me, spanking my ass as he did so. “Did you enjoy that, because I sure did!” he said.

“Yes, it was great! Did I pass the test. Do I have the job?”

“You certainly do, Tina. I think Mike, he’s the owner, is going to keep you for special clients, especially me. See, I want you. I think you’re gonna grow on me, and I can get very possessive. So what do you say? You wanna be my personal slut, and be at my beck and call?”

“Yes Hank, I want that!

“Good. I’ll go tell Rocco to let Mike know. You start this Saturday.”

I cleaned myself up in the bathroom as best I could and did the slut “walk of shame” into the office where Colleen was waiting with Rocco. Hank walked into the room, smiling and whistling.

“She passed with flying colors Rocco. Tell Mike we got a great one here!”

I was proud, and eager to start work, and more excited about getting fucked by Hank on a regular basis. Colleen looked at me and smiled. She was quite happy. When we left and got into her car, she handed me two fifty dollar bills.

“Looks like you passed the challenge Brett, er, I mean Tina.”

“I think you knew that I would, am I right Colleen?”

“Yes Tina, I always had ‘ideas’ about you.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________

____

On Saturday I wore the high, tight black dress Colleen bought for me. She came with me for moral support. I had a good memory and I learned pretty quickly how to balance myself with the heels. Guys made passes at me, and I just fended them off. Hank was in the front of the club; he doubled as the bouncer, and he kept a possessive eye on me. But if something came along, he wouldn’t stop me. That was our agreement. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Colleen getting very chummy with Mike, the owner. I thought nothing of it.

Just then, after I was headed back to the tables with an order, I saw something that made me freeze in my tracks. Joe, Dylan, and Tom, the three murderous assholes from my dorm were seated at one of the tables! What the fuck . . . were they doing here? I thought. I mean, didn’t they know this place catered to mostly gay, transgender clientele? They were anything but, or so I thought. It seemed like they were having a good time. It was all very weird, but it also gave me an idea – for REVENGE.

My “new self” had a new power over big, asshole, horny muscle heads like them. I could pleasure myself while using my gurl-cock to pummel them and humiliate them. I might even be able to pull off some blackmail. My mind was racing with a million things I could do. The way I was dressed – as a sexy cocktail waitress would get their juices flowing, and they would never know it was me from the dim lighting in the place. I could take one or maybe a few of them to the back room and have my way with them. Hank would be close by and would protect me if I needed him. Maybe I should go speak to him first and let him know what I was planning.

When I told Hank, the first thing he wanted to do was to rip those assholes apart and dump them in a river somewhere.

“Here,” he said, producing a house two-way miniature radio. “Put this in your bag and I’ll be listening. If they give you any trouble, I’ll bust in and make them sorry they were ever alive.” I loved Hank even more now because of the protective instinct he showed me.

I was nervous as I left Hank and gave him a lingering tongue kiss. I found one of the other waitresses who I had struck up a friendship with – Felicity, and I bummed a cigarette off her. I only smoked when I was nervous, but smoking an all-white, long, feminine cigarette was also a turn on for me. I guess you could say it was small fetish that gave me a large, stiff boner; smoking while I was dressed. So we each lit up and I walked over to the table where the three of them were seated.

“Hi boys, what can I get you?”

“Well, hello there beautiful,” Joe said; the guy who held me down when I was beaten. Him I wanted to suffer. “Uh, you can bring us three cold Heinekens in frosted mugs,” Joe said, eyeing me from top to bottom.

“So, do you guys come here a lot?” I said, taking a seductive drag off of my Virginia Slims.

Tom answered. “Yeah, we like the atmosphere, you could say. You wouldn’t happen to be up for some ‘fun’ later, would you? I haven’t seen you around here before. You must be new.”

“I might be. I could get off early.”

Well, what do you know, I thought. Apparently these muscle headed idiots had a thing for drag queens or transgender girls. That could work to my advantage, I thought, thinking of Hank.

“Hey that would be great! What’s your name?” Tom asked.

“I’m Tina,” I said.

“I’m Tom, and this ugly shit here is Joe and that’s Dylan,” he said.

I left them after some small talk and came back with their beers. I wondered if those idiots kept this place a secret from everyone else, and that their gym-rat, muscle head act was just that – a cover for what they were really into. I would start with Tom, the one who gave me the worst of the beating that day.

After three drag acts were done on stage, I looked over at Hank and he nodded to me as I approached the guy’s table. I bent down to whisper in Tom’s ear. “We can go somewhere private in the back – I’m horny as fuck. Do you think you can handle me?” I asked as I smiled.

“Oh hell yeah!” he said. Turning to his two friends, he said, “Don’t wait up for me girls!”

As Tom and I walked to the back room where Hank had given me my “test run,” I said to him, “The fee for this service of our establishment is normally five hundred dollars, but I like you and it will only cost you one hundred.”

“Okay, sounds good honey, whatever you say.”

I would do this asshole for free, just for the satisfaction of what I had in mind, but I figured I could use the cash.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

____

The door to the room was closed, and I knocked on it. I was immediately sorry for what I did because it meant that one of my “sisters” was using it. The door opened and Tiffany came out, one of the girls who gave me some encouragement before I started here tonight.

“Oh hi Tina!”

“Hey, I’m not interrupting am I,” I said.

“No, nooooo . . . Ted and I just finished. He’s a regular of mine.”

I felt relieved at that, and took Tom in by the hand.

“You want a drink Tom?” I offered, pointing to the bar on the side.

“Yeah, I’ll have a scotch.”

“Good, I’ll have one too, and I’ll pour. Make yourself comfortable,” I said.

I handed Tom his drink and he sat on the couch next to me and we both finished up. As usual mine was a double. I lit another cigarette, and it seemed to turn Tom on as I saw a tent appear underneath his DOCKERS slacks. I grinned to myself.

As soon as he downed the rest of his drink he stood up, and banged the glass on the bar table, like he was a regular here and “entitled” to what would come next.

I reached over to Tom and my long, painted nails brushed against his cock, making him moan. I got down on my knees on the plush red carpet next to him and started opening the zipper and the button on his trousers.

“Yeah, yeah, now you’re talking Tina.”

I reached under his boxers, purposely giving the brute a little scrape on the balls with my fingernail as I pulled out his cock. He gave a little hiss at the scratch, but he seemed to enjoy it.

“You’re a rough one, aren’t you Tina,” he said.

I gave out a small laugh and pulled out his cock and his balls. He was smaller than Hank. Hell, I don’t think anyone could ever be bigger than Hank. He was hard right away, and I pressed my lips to his cock. I teased him before I did my thing. I just bumped the tip of his cock with my lips, placing them on and taking them off several times. I loved to tease the asshole. He threw his head back and moaned.

I was nice and wet as I placed my lips fully over the head of his cock and used my tongue to sweep over it back and forth like a fleshy paintbrush. I went back and forth, making a tight seal with my lips over just the “helmet,” saving the best for after. Tom was impatient however, and placed his hands on the back of my head and pushed me down onto him. I let him and in a flash I had him all the way inside my mouth.

I used my tongue over his entire shaft keeping my lips closed in a tight seal on him. He met my head thrusts with his own pelvic thrusts, hands just pressing lightly on my head. His moans got more frequent and louder as he kept going.

He was making wordless grunts and swaying back and forth. I increased my speed and felt a sweet/salty pre cum come out and float through my mouth. Then he let out a guttural growl and spewed like a lava flow out of a volcano; white, warm, gooey cum all inside my mouth. I sucked it down like a trooper, letting it hit the back of my throat, swallowing it all down. Some of it I let go down the sides of my lips like a real cum-slut. I loved it. I thought of Hank listening to everything from the little radio in my bag wondering if he was jealous or not. I hoped he would be.

I kept on sucking Tom’s cock, trying to forget his abuse, but I knew my revenge would come. Finally I pulled off him and I looked at him with the cum dripping down my exquisitely made up face; my eyes misted over from the excitement and enjoyment I got from sucking cock.

“Wow you’re like the best Tina!” Tom said, apparently very satisfied.

“I aim to please, Tom,” I said like a real pro.

“Now I need to get off,” I said. I knew this would tell me right away if he knew my “true nature.”

“Yeah then, let’s go!” he said, really shocking me.

Without me telling him a word, he got on the red velvet sofa where I had been just a week ago, and I tugged his pants down past his butt and his boxers too. I knew that this was not this cowboy’s first rodeo.

I got on my knees behind him and spit on my hands, coating his asshole with it, and rubbing it down his taint, sticking my index finger deep inside his boy pussy making him squeal – just like a girl. I spit again and rubbed it over my cock which was hard and pulsing since I stopped at the boy’s table.

Now I spread his butt cheeks apart and lined my cock up with the entrance to his pleasure palace. As soon as my cock tip touched him he moaned and stiffened. I laughed and I inserted myself into him, pushing in hard. This was for my pleasure, not his. He hissed through closed teeth, and then inhaled and exhaled deeply a few times. He was very tight, and it felt wonderful. I went faster and faster inside him, hammering him.

“How do you like being my little bitch now Tom?” I said. He just mumbled nonsense in reply. I picked up the pace and I could feel Tom bucking backwards against me, my balls slapping his butt cheeks in a solid rhythm. I was in control now. I was no longer an little uncertain bitch – I was the real me, and I loved it.

I heard him cry out as I hit his p-spot. It triggered me and I came with everything that was inside me, all the way. I spurt three times in rapid succession, and I felt the dripping of his cum down my butt cheeks. He was now my bitch! I was a total cum slut. I kept going, he was too slippery now for me to stop. I took several deep breaths, and I came again. He screamed, triggered by me and shot another load out onto the couch that’s seen plenty of action before.

Now I pulled out after first slowing down. He turned around and looked at me. I kissed him on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz, which he loved. Just then, I wondered if he dressed or not. I leaned down to the floor where my bag with the little radio was and I said, “NOW HANK!”

Tom was too worn out to say anything. He was completely taken by me. In just a couple of minutes the door opened up and Hank was standing there in the doorway – his girth, all muscle, taking up the narrow space.

“Who’s this?” Tom asked, totally bewildered and maybe a bit frightened too which I hoped he was.

“Oh Tom, let me introduce you to Hank. He’s part of what you’re paying me for.”

“What? I don’t get it?”

“You will soon, cowboy,” Hank said, a menacing look on his face.

“Tina, I think it’s time for Tommy here to see what’s behind door number two!”

Now I spoke in my Brett voice. “Hey Tom, remember me?”

A shocked look of fear and recognition spread across Tom’s face. “Brett? How did you . . . what are you?”

“That should be obvious to you Tom. The question is, what are you?”

“You’re the guy who likes to beat up on sissies I’ve been told!” Hank said. Then the realization finally dawned on him.

“Hey wait a second! I, I mean we were just having some harmless fun with Brett, uh, I mean Tina here! Brett! Tell this guy we didn’t mean anything by it! PLEASE!” Now Tom was shaking.

“You know Tom, Hank said. You should be man enough to know that you don’t beat up on your own kind!” Hank pointed to a little camera hidden in the chandelier on the ceiling. “We’ve got this whole session on tape!”

“Wait! I can explain! Dylan and Joe aren’t like me, I mean, they don’t . . . they’re STRAIGHT! They have no idea what I like. They just came with me tonight for the show – to watch the drag queens on stage.”

“Oh, so you mean if they found out you liked getting your ass pounded by transgender women they would be a bit surprised?” I said, batting my eyes.

Tom knew we had him. “Please, they don’t know the girls here – like Tina are transgender.”

“Okay,” Hank said. “Fair enough. Your friends don’t know you like taking big cocks up your ass do they?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean. I got a reputation to protect.”

“I’ll bet you do,” I said.

“So what do you think Hank?”

“I think,” Hank said. “If you want your reputation to be protected, you’re going to work here. You’re going to let us dress you up like the sissy you are, and let everyone who wants to, have you.”

“But look at me!” Tom pleaded. “I’d never pass for a woman.”

Hank laughed and looked Tom over. “Yes you would. I know lots of guys who would love a piece of you.”

“Hey, don’t knock it Tom. I tried it just to see what would happen, and I’m having a great time so far. Tonight was just my first night.”

Hank was smiling. “I’m a bit horny tonight Tom. I want you up on that couch. I promise I’ll go easy on you!”

Just like that, Tom hopped up on the couch again and this time, Hank took him. He seemed to enjoy himself, so we promised to keep his secret from his two friends.

In no time at all, Tom, renamed “Crystal” was the newest attraction at “The Smuggler’s Cove.”

As for Colleen, I found out the owner Mike was her brother, and I knew about the wager. I wasn’t angry with her at all. In fact I was grateful to her for helping me to become the slut of all my fantasies.

I became a regular at “The Smuggler’s Cove,” and Hank and I continued to see each other. The next year I even moved in with him. He loved having a transgender girlfriend, and I loved having a big guy like Hank around to make me feel like myself, and protect me from phony bullies with secrets to protect!

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK TWO

IN TOO DEEP

FORCED, FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION, CROSSDRESSING
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Chapter One

________________

____

Ijust got home after my second year of college and I was catching up with mom about things when she surprised me with some interesting news: The “ideal” married couple next door, the Hoods, John and Ella, had gotten a divorce while I was away. I had trouble believing it because whenever I saw them together they were always laughing, entertaining people in their backyard, and going on trips. They were in their late thirties, both professional people, and had no children. It seemed they were content to be with each other (and their Dalmatian, Sparky) and just do their thing. John was an accountant, and Ella was a dentist with a practice in a wing on the side of their house. John was the one who moved out.

It was sad in a way because whenever I talked with them, always coming and going, they were just nice people. They took an interest in my school and my social life – I had no girlfriends which they seemed to find strange since as Ella like to tell me, “You’re a good looking guy Paul, and smart. Any girl who lands you is going to be pretty lucky!”

I had a secret obsession over Ella. She was a very sexy woman; long, auburn hair that flowed over her very generous breasts, and a figure that looked like it just poured into whatever she was wearing. I had a bird’s eye view of her backyard, and whenever I got the chance, I would look out my bedroom window, hoping she would be outside “showing herself.”

I loved summers because she would be outside on a chaise lounge next to their in-ground pool, and she’d be wearing a skimpy black G-String, and just a black bra. I didn’t know much about women’s clothing, but I wouldn’t exactly call it a bathing suit. The way those perky butt cheeks raised themselves in the air, and those breasts – on my God, those breasts! They looked as if they were about to just pop out of the bra. I’ll be honest here. I would pull out my cock and have a good time just watching her, imagining all sorts of things of a rather lewd nature that she could do to me; all from my bedroom window.

Another thing about Ella: She also happened to be my dentist. Yeah, she would just say “open up,” and when she bent over to look inside my mouth I couldn’t help staring at her breasts through the “V” of the front of her scrub top. She knew. I mean how could she not? Her tits were so big, that one time I had a molar with a cavity that she filled, and her jugs were touching my chest through her scrubs.

I could feel the little dart tips of those tits pressing into my chest giving me a hard on which easily showed through my jeans, or tennis shorts if it was summer. It was a bit too cool now for shorts, but I had the whole summer, and I knew that soon I had a dental checkup scheduled.

Now, with the news that she was divorced, my mind went in all sorts of lewd directions; really fantasies. Now when she would lie outside in her backyard, there would be no husband around to “cock block” my fantasies. This was good, but they were only fantasies. For one thing she was at least twice my age, which meant why would she want to have anything to do with me? I imagined myself being her pool boy and becoming a sex toy for her to have around at her beck and call. In reality she had some company come over during the summer that serviced the pool. She also had a professional landscaper and gardener – the same one we had, so forget about that. I could think of no way that I could be of service to her.

She was friendly with my parents, so I would feel funny about getting close to her or actually asking her out – crazy, right? I knew something had to be done, and soon because I had a bad case of “Ella brain.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

________________

____

My dad knew the owner of a local hardware store, and it just so happened that he was looking for some summer help. The guy’s name was Tony Mugno, and he lived just a few blocks away and played tennis with my dad, Frank. Anyway, last Sunday, they got to talking “over the net,” and dad mentioned to Tony that maybe I could be of use to him over the summer. One thing led to another, and Monday morning I showed up at the store.

“Okay Paul, the big thing we do here is selling locks. I fix ‘em, install em, replace ‘em, you name it. How’d you like to learn?”

“Sure Tony, that would be great. Never hurts to learn new stuff.”

“Attaboy, then I’ll start teaching you today.” I was thinking about going back to school, and picking the dorm room locks of some of the girls I knew and maybe rustling around their drawers for “stuff.” Oh yeah, I should mention too that I had a thing, or more like a curiosity for the lingerie that ladies wore. I loved watching YOUTUBE videos and imagining how they would look and feel on me. I know it sounds sick, but I can’t help it. I suppose it’s a fetish of sorts, but it draws me in. I get hard even thinking about it.

So over the next few weeks, in addition to running the cash register and stocking shelves, Tony taught me all about different types of locks. I would accompany him on calls to different houses, cars; anyplace where someone was locked out. I was a fast learner, and when we got a call where someone was locked out of their house, I came along, and he let me do it myself; with him supervising me of course. But he was very impressed with how fast I picked up on it. I really enjoyed it too. In addition to locks, Tony rented out different types of power equipment – generators, chain saws, wood chippers, welding supplies. But none of that interested me as much as the locks.

In fact, I purchased my own set of tools on AMAZON and watched tons of YOUTUBE videos on everything to do with different types of locks and doors. I told Tony about it, and he was very impressed. He even asked me if I could work for him next summer. It's funny how when you learn a new skill, you get a chance to use it sooner than you think.

I was looking out of my bedroom window on a Saturday afternoon, after Ella finished seeing her morning patients. I hadn’t seen any cars in front of her house for at least a half hour, so I thought I might as well sit tight and see what happened. I was off for the day, and had nothing planned anyway; the mall was starting to bore me to death.

Then my afternoon suddenly changed for the better. Ella walked down the path from her front door to her car, a 2024 Ford Mustang GT Convertible – in fire engine red no less. Sweet ride. I pictured her shooting down the highway, mirrored sunglasses on, long auburn hair, wind-blown and flowing behind her, just screaming beauty and success. I would give anything to be sitting next to her. The car was a new addition, according to my parents, after the divorce. This told me that she had come out of it okay.

Later in the afternoon I was in the living room, and I heard the unmistakable sound of her car pulling into her driveway. So I ran upstairs to my viewing spot, and watched her get out of the car. She was wearing a very short black skirt with a slit up the sides, and what had to be at least four inch stiletto heels. I thought my cock would pop out of the sheetrock wall of my bedroom. Hell, I was already moist with pre cum.

She was standing outside of her front door unable to get into her house. Had she forgotten her keys? No, it looked like something was wrong, like the key wasn’t working! She stomped her heel into the ground, and her mouth was moving. If I was a lip reader I’d probably be listening to some choice curse words coming out.

I moved away from my window, and I lost sight of her. Then the doorbell rang, and my mom answered. It was Ella! I heard muffled sounds, and I came out of my bedroom and went downstairs.

My mom was telling Ella that my dad was out, but that I was home, and I worked for a hardware store. Both women turned to me smiling; Ella more than my mom.

“Paul, I was just telling Ella that you worked in Tony Mugno’s hardware store, and that you were being trained as a locksmith.”

“Oh is that right, Paul??” Ella asked, a hopeful smile crossing her face.

“Yeah, he’s been teaching me for three weeks now. It’s a big part of his business.”

“Oh of course!” Ella said. “I’ve seen his van around the neighborhood. Great! Do you think you could help me? My key just won’t turn inside.” Her eyes opened wide.

“Sure, I can try. I do have some tools here and some locks that he gave me to practice my skills with,” I said proudly.

“So can you come over now? I can’t get in through the front door, and I don’t have my office keys with me either!”

Mom looked at me proudly. She was very supportive of me learning new skills, especially something I was very interested in.

And here I thought I would have to wait for a dental appointment to see her alone. If it was anything like the last time she saw me in the chair, leaning over me in her scrubs with those tits banging my chest, I would fall asleep with Mountain Dew in my mouth to get a few cavities for her to fill. It would be worth it.

I ran upstairs to get my tool kit out from my room, and I came downstairs and followed Ella out of the house. She opened her storm door and I saw the lock. It was a new Schlage; very common, and using my took kit I had the door open in about two minutes. As soon as the door was opened, she went inside quickly to disable the alarm system. “Now just remember to use some ‘Lock Ease’ in that lock. These new locks are kind of stiff. Matter of fact I have some in my kit. I’ll put some in now.” That wasn’t the only thing that was stiff, that’s for sure.

“Wow Paul, you sure do know your stuff, thank you!” she said to me, her bright blue eyes gleaming at me. I felt myself melt right there. My cock was tenting up in my jeans. She had on this long sleeve white blouse with the three top buttons opened, giving me an unbelievable view of her cleavage, pressing tight against a black laced bra. Her long auburn hair was done up in a tight bun, and her eyes glanced down to my crotch, and she looked at me and grinned. I was “busted,” and I knew it.

“Have anyplace special you have to be Paul?” she asked.

“No, not really.”

“Great, then how would you like to stay for a cup of coffee?”

“Oh, I’d like that very much,” I said, very interested to see where this could be going.

“You know, since John and I got divorced three months ago, I’ve been keeping to myself, busy with my practice and not really getting out much.”

She sounded down, and what else could I say but, “Oh, that’s too bad . . . I mean, it’s kind of to be expected. It must be a traumatic thing to go through a divorce.”

“It is,” she said. “It’s traumatic and it’s liberating in a way too. Did you know that the fucker was cheating on me??? Can you imagine? With a client of his . . . A fifty three year old client, and another man no less. Well, a ‘shemale’ I think the right word is. That sick bastard. I hate his guts! My lawyer got him dead to rights. I took him for everything.” She laughed. “I even got to keep Sparky. He was a rescue, and I was the one who rescued him from the shelter, so that part was non-negotiable.” Just then, Sparky came into the kitchen and jumped on top of me. Ella tossed me a treat and I gave it to the dog, satisfying him.

“Look at me Paul. Who would want to cheat on a woman like me? What do you say?”

She had me tongue-tied. She was right. Apart from all else, who in their right mind would throw away a woman like Ella?

I stumbled a bit, and I cleared my throat. “I suppose you’re right Ella. I mean, yeah, John would have to be out of his mind.”

Ella smiled at me in a funny sort of way which made my cock throb in my jeans. “I’ll go make some coffee. Have a seat.”

So we sat in her kitchen, and she asked me about school and my new found interest in locksmithing. I was always handy with tools, so it was natural for me. Then we talked about her dental practice and how I was due for a check-up.

“Tell you what Paul. I have time now. How would you like your check-up?”

This totally surprised me and also made me question if I was letting my imagination run away with me. Maybe she was just being nice, and I was letting my horniness show through. As she stood up to put the coffee away, she bent over to the bottom cupboard, and I got a great look at the black strap of her G-String hugging her ass crack nicely.

“Sure, I have time.”

“Great! Let me go upstairs and change really quick into my scrubs and then we’ll go into my office.”

“Okay,” I said, remembering last year’s visit when she bent into me to work on my molar. Speaking of which, she said:

“How’s that molar of yours I worked on last time? It was a really . . . deep . . .  cavity if I remember correctly.”

I swallowed hard at the way that came out. She got up and left and her heels clacked on her tiled floor as she made her way upstairs to change.

In no time at all she came down in her purple scrubs, but she was still wearing those heels! I mean, what dentist does that?

“Okay, follow me Paul,” she said, crooking her finger at me, and we walked downstairs to her operatory.

Ella was thirty nine years old by my calculations. How did I know? Because I read her website, and according to when she graduated Northwestern undergrad, and then U Penn Dental School, it would make her thirty nine or forty at most.

I took my place in the chair. She began her exam, picking and using her mirror. “Okay, good. I don’t see any cavities, and the molar looks fine, but I do need to do a good cleaning. Would you like Nitrous?”

“Yeah, sure, that would be great,” I said. I hated the scraping and the water.

In no time the gas was on, and I was floating and enjoying the gas buzz. Like last time, she leaned in close to me. I felt her nipples pressing up against me and looking down through the V of her scrubs I could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra. My cock was pressing against her thigh through the scrubs pants. I think that the Nitrous distorts the sense of time, because in no time at all, Ella was done with her work, and I was good for another year. She turned the gas off, took off her mask, gloves, and goggles and leaned in really close to me – much more than she would with any other patient, and she said, “Now how did that feel? You really are a good patient Paul.”

I could feel her warm, moist breath on my face. “Thank you? I mean, sure, no problem. You have a light touch.”

“A light touch?” she said, smiling. “Well how about this?” she said, biting her bottom lip as her hand went down to my crotch, rubbing my boner underneath my jeans.

“Umm, that’s a bit harder. I mean, uh, yeah, it’s good.” God! I must sound like such a jerk! I was a virgin too, I might add, and I was embarrassed because I think she knew that too about me.

She unbuttoned the top of my jeans, pulled my zipper down, and took my cock out and started stroking it. She felt the wetness of my pre cum, and rubbed it between her thumb and index finger.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

____

She straddled me on the chair just below my knees and pulled my t-shirt up, bending her head down, and placing the tip of my cock between her moist, red, glossy lips. She undid the tie in the back of her hair, letting her lush, auburn waves fall over my tummy. I was overcome by these sensations that were all so new and delightful to me. Having the object of my fantasies right before me now, in my grasp, made it seem all the more unreal, and yet – here it was.

She stuck her tongue out and the tip swept over my slit and went around the head of my cock. What a fucking tease! I wanted her to take ALL OF ME . . . but she took her sweet time. She stopped, pulled off and looked at me.

“You’re delicious Paul, and to think you’ve been next door all this time.” It was nice to hear, even if I was away at school most of the time, but now I could make the most of the summer. I looked down my chest and I saw that the tip of my cock was coated with her lip gloss.

She grinned at me and got back on, her lips making a tight seal around my “helmet,” and she swept her tongue around it, and grabbed my shaft with her fingers, playing me like a flute. Her nails dug into my skin, and it was a sharp pain mixed in with pleasure. I bucked my hips off the chair and tried to match her sucking movements with my body. I pressed the back of her head down on top of me, and she went deeper, taking all of me inside her mouth, using her tongue to rub my sensitive underside.

I was getting past the point of no return. “Ella,” I gasped. “I thinkI’mgoingtocum!” I said all in one fast word. That made her go faster and faster, and I shot my entire load into her mouth; spurt after spurt of white, warm cum, which she greedily took in. Not a drop leaked out; she swallowed all of me.

“Ummm,” she said, coming off me after licking me clean from top to bottom. “To think I’ve been missing this! It blows my mind.”

After hearing that compliment from such a beautiful woman, my “big head” was just as big as my “little head.”

Now she moved up on me and grabbing the back of my head, she kissed me hard on the lips, giving me a taste of my own cum. At first I was reluctant, but then my tongue started moving around hers inside my mouth. I experienced the sweet/salty mix, and I liked it! What does that say about me? I thought. Considering my fetish for certain women’s undergarments, did this mean I was gay? Or maybe, just a bit on the “eccentric” side? I tried not to dwell on it too much. I remembered an old saying: “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

She shifted herself and pulled the left side of her scrub top down, exposing her perky nipple, curving slightly upward, and placing it against my lips. I stuck my tongue out and swept around it in a circle, making her moan and twist her body. I sucked on it, and played with it.

Just then, Sparky began barking, running to the front door, and the doorbell rang!

“Now who could that be?” Ella asked, equally surprised. “I know it can’t be a patient,” she said, looking down at her scrubs. “But I suppose it’s good I’m dressed like this, just in case. C’mon Paul honey, pull yourself together and let’s go upstairs,” she said, grinning at our secret. I let her take the lead on this, and said, “Okay Ella, sure. I’ll follow you upstairs.”

So Ella left her operatory and went upstairs to answer the door. I hopped off the chair and pulled my jeans together, and ran up the stairs.

It was of all people, my mother. She was in Ella’s kitchen, seated at her table.

“Hi mom,” I said, totally embarrassed, but trying hard to remain calm.

“Ella was just telling me how quickly you were able to open her door! That’s so wonderful Paul that you were able to help her like that with your new skills.”

I almost choked as I heard those words come out of mom. “New skills” indeed!

“Yeah, and then Dr. Hood (referring to her by her title) realized that I needed my appointment anyway, so she worked on me.”

“Oh that’s great dear,” mom said. “Any cavities?”

“No Nancy, Paul was “all clean” this time,” she said, secretly winking at me. I wanted to crawl underneath her kitchen table.

So the three of us made small talk, and I was left wondering what would have happened if my mother – of all people hadn’t come over? Shit! I would have to think of some way to get over here again some time.

Back home, after dinner, my parents watched TV, and I went upstairs to my room and sat looking out my window at Ella’s house, replaying the events of the amazing afternoon over and over again. It wasn’t exactly pool weather, and I remembered from last summer how Ella with her then husband John, used to swim at night with the lights on and I would get a good look at her magnificent body, getting out of the pool, drying herself off, and then lying on her stomach on the chaise lounge with her butt sticking up in the air. I wondered if maybe some night this summer I could take the place of her ex-husband.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

On Tuesday night, around ten o’clock, my iPhone rang, and it said, “Dr. Hood.” Normally, I let my phone go to voice mail, but now I jumped at it. I was lying in my bed, rubbing one out and thinking of Ella.

“Hi Paul, I hope I’m not disturbing you, am I?”

“No, no, of course not. I’m glad you called.”

“You are? Really? That’s sweet because I was thinking of you.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, wondering what she could want. I was hoping she would want me to come over and fuck the hell out of her, or at least suck me off again.

“Paul, I have a three day dental convention in Chicago I’m going to on Thursday, and I’ll be back on Monday. I was wondering if you could walk and feed Sparky for me? I mean, I know you work and all. Can you do it?”

“Yeah, sure Ella, no problem. If I can’t, then I’m sure mom could.”

“Oh that’s great! I didn’t want to seem like I was imposing. You know Paul, I wish I could take you with me. I’m sure we’d have a great time!”

“Yeah, wouldn’t that be something,” I said. “Well, then I’ll see you when you get home, unless you have some time this week before you go away?” Now I was getting a bit pushy, but I mean, who wouldn’t?

“Unfortunately honey, this is a busy week for me, and I’m covering a colleague’s office across town on Wednesday before I go away. I wish I could. But don’t worry – I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

“Okay Ella, that’s fine.”

“Now,” (and she laughed) I know you don’t need a key to get in, but I’ll leave the keys to the house underneath the flower pot on the porch, okay?”

“Sounds good to me Ella. I’ll take care of Sparky. He likes me.”

“Not as much as I like you!” Well, I thought, at least I rate higher than the dog. That was comforting.

***

Thursday morning I walked Sparky, and went to work, and then on my lunch break I came over, fed, and walked him too. At night, I came back as well. Only this time, I stayed a bit. I wondered what sorts of “treasures” I could find in Ella’s bedroom. I got hard just at the thought. My “compulsion” was just too hard to resist.

I walked upstairs and her bedroom door was unlocked. Hah! As if it would stop me if it was locked!. Right in front of me stood her dresser draws. My heart started beating fast as I walked over and opened the bottom drawer. I figured that would be the most likely place women would keep the most interesting items, and I was right. Staring me in the face was an emerald green G-String. I picked it up and put it to my nose and it had her body scent on it.

I didn’t waste any time and pulled my jeans down, then my boxers, and I kicked them both to the side. I rubbed the satiny material between the thumb and forefinger of my right hand, and my cock was pointing up to the ceiling. I slowly pulled them up my legs, the soft material tickling my skin, until the elastic laced band settled around my waist. I adjusted them until the pouch was firmly over my junk, and the back G-String nestled itself in the crack between my butt cheeks. How come women got to wear such arousing, and soft underwear? Any guilt I had about wearing them was gone, but I did wonder what Ella would do if God forbid she ever found out what I was up to. No, no, that must never happen.

I stuck my hand down the front, underneath the waistband, and I gently rubbed my cock against the delicious material, sending chills through my body. The central air conditioning was on, and it made the experience so much more pleasurable. In the drawer, underneath the panties I found an assortment of bras with molded cups. I picked one up, and it seemed like Ella and me were almost the same size. It was a matching shade of green and I took my t-shirt off, slipping the bra over my head, until the straps settled on my shoulders. The bra stretched and pulled the fat of my chest in, so I had the illusion of cleavage.

Next were the pantyhose with straps and the girdle that went over the G-String. Now, I bent my right leg, keeping the left one straight. I looked at myself in the mirror over the dresser and ran my hands from my waist, over my tummy to my chest. Damn, I thought, I look just like a woman! Hell, if I could, I would fuck myself!

But why stop here? There were so many delicious items in her closet, and also makeup in the bathroom. What good is dressing if you can’t go all the way? I thought. I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to get the idea.

So, I went into her bathroom inside of the bedroom and found a makeup case sitting on the vanity counter. I put everything on, starting with the face makeup, all the way to the eyeliner and the mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough, so I didn’t need false ones. I chose a bright blue that went with my blue eyes. I had brown hair down to just below a shirt collar. Now what I saw in the mirror was magnified like ten times! I thought I would cum right there; rubbing my cock, looking at myself and licking my lips.

Coming back into the center of the bedroom, I saw a box on the top shelf of her closet. It looked like a hat box of some kind, but when I opened it, I discovered a long, jet black wig on a Styrofoam head! My cock was now thumping in the satin pouch as I slowly took the wig off it. It was made in the same style as Ella’s auburn hair. I slowly placed it on me, and as I did, I felt the soft waves gently rubbing my neck and shoulders. All the sensations; the clothing and the wig put me in a state that made me feel what I had been missing all my life.

On the bottom of her closet I found a pair of black stiletto heels, probably the same ones that she wore when she worked on my mouth Sunday. I slipped them on, and they were my size! I tried walking in them, but it was no good. I had to hold onto the night table to stop from wobbling and falling. If I was going to do this properly I would have to practice.

So I just lied down on the bed and played with my cock, rubbing it furiously on the inside of the satin pouch. I picked it up when I shot a full load onto my tummy, careful not to get any on the bra. I shot not once, nor twice, but three times. I pulled the G-String underneath my balls so as not to get any of my jizz on it. I used a few tissues from the nightstand to clean it up.

Looking at myself in the mirror again, I knew that I could remove the makeup and put everything away where I found it, but I wasn’t ready to; just not yet. I still had lots of admiring of myself to do.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

________________

_____

Suddenly I heard noise from downstairs! Sparky was barking, and I heard the front door unlock, and the alarm going off! WHAT THE FUCK???? Ella wasn’t supposed to be home until Sunday night! Who the hell was here? I remained absolutely quiet and went into the bathroom, careful to pick my clothes up off the floor and locking the door.

Then I heard someone running up the stairs with heavy footfalls. It was definitely not Ella. Who could it be??

“Hello? Hello? Is anyone in here?” came a familiar voice. Oh my God! It was my ex-neighbor, and Ella’s ex-husband John! What could he possibly be doing here??? Now my heart was beating out of my chest. If he were to catch me in here, I’d be dead! No, more than dead, if that was even possible, and I believed that it could be in my panicked state. The I remembered I left the fucking bedroom ceiling light on! What an asshole I was!

“Is someone in there?” John said, knocking on the bathroom door. Maybe, I thought, he wouldn’t recognize me, and I could say I was one of Ella’s friends who came over to use the pool? Walk Sparky? My mind was racing in a thousand directions.

“Come on, whoever’s in there, open up! I’m ARMED!!” he said which chilled me to the bone.

“I’m coming out,” I said using my best female voice, trying not to sound too nervous. When I opened the door, John was standing there with brown cargo shorts and a US Marine Corps T-Shirt and sandals. He had piercing blue eyes, sandy colored hair and a chiseled abdomen, and rock hard biceps and triceps. He could crush me in an instant if he wanted to.

“Who the fuck are you, and where’s Ella?” he said in almost a growl. Sparky ran up the stairs and came running into the bedroom standing by his ex-master’s side.

“Um, Ella’s away at a dental conference and I’m her friend Jillian from down the block. I walked Sparky and I was just going to use the pool.”

He looked me up and down like a hungry beast, probably with the most lewd and lascivious thoughts in mind. I looked back at him with my eyes wide open – a mix of fright and also . . . desire? Yes, desire. I’d never felt that way before, but I just could not help myself. I wanted this man, who I’d known for two years to take me from the ass and fuck me hard! I saw the bulge in his cargo shorts of what could only be a monstrously huge cock! I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted this uncomfortable encounter to end in a sexual way.

“Ella and I got divorced four months ago and I moved out last month. I don’t remember her mentioning a ‘Jillian.’”

“Oh, I live down the block, and my husband Roger and I are new patients.”

“Really? Cause you look a little young to be married and living in this neighborhood.”

I laughed nervously. “Ha! Yes, I get that a lot. I use a new cream that I’ve told Ella about, and . . .”

He cut me off in mid-sentence. “Well, if you’re going to use the pool, then where’s your bathing suit??” he said, grinning at me.

“Well, no one was home, so I thought I’d just go swimming on the spur of the moment. I came over to walk Sparky, and I didn’t think I’d want to go swimming.”

He came up and stood next to me. He was at least a full head taller. “I wonder what else you didn’t think about doing today – Jillian?” His eyes were melting through me.

Then I felt a bit gutsy and a little inquisitive, maybe a bit too inquisitive. I said, “So what brings you back here if you moved out?”

Wrong thing to say. “I really don’t think that’s any of your business Jillian. Something’s fishy here, and I’m going to find out just what it is! I have all the time in the world,” he said, his arms folded, and in a menacing tone which scared the shit out of me. We knew from Ella that John was a retired USMC Captain with four deployments overseas.

His fists were both balled up and the grin became something else, and his eyes narrowed into slits. I had to come clean and face the consequences.

Keeping my voice the same, and my head looking down I said, “I’m not Jillian, John. I’m, I’m . . . Paul from next door.”

I didn’t expect what came next. John started laughing hysterically, and pointing at me. He bent over and had to catch his breath.

“So, so, (laughing in between), Ella asked you to walk Sparky, and when you were all alone, you came, up, (more side-splitting laughter) you came up here to play dress-up because you’re a little SISSY!??”

He had tears in his eyes. “Does Ella know? Do your parents or anyone else know? How long have you been doing this? Did you . . . did you . . . no, that’s impossible, but did you fuck my wife??”

“Uh, no Sir, I didn’t fuck your wife or touch her, I just admire her clothes, that’s all.”

He looked me over differently now from head to toe.

“You know something,” he said. “You look just like a girl! Not just that, but like a really hot girl . . . I bet your ass is really tight too! You see, Ella found out that I like that sort of thing – young adult sissy boys, and she couldn’t take it, especially when she caught me here in the bedroom pounding one I picked up at a bar downtown. Well, that one was a bit older. Now you,” he said, putting his hand up to his chin, “You seem very convenient. Too bad I moved away. How would you like me to fuck you now? Right here? That boner in my wife’s (laughing again) G-String kinda tells me you would like it – very much!” Now I was scared and turned on at the same time.

“Tell you what we’re gonna do. I’m sure you don’t want your parents to know I caught you up here, do they Paul, er., ‘Jillian?’”

“Uh, no, I really don’t Sir.”

“Ok then,” he said with a malevolent grin, and he opened the zipper of his cargo pants and pulled out the largest cock I had ever seen out of them. “I want to see what you’ve got. Suck on me!”

I couldn’t hide my excitement any longer and I eagerly got down on all fours and took his cock with my hand, my fingers barely able to grab the whole width of that thick, veiny monster, and I placed it up to my red, glossy lips.

“Yeah that’s it!” he said. “Keep going until I tell you to stop!”

I stuck out the tip of my tongue and placed it against his slit. I could feel the sweet/salty mix of pre cum on my tongue, and I was as hard as a rock. Now I opened my lips and tasted the first cock of my life – the new me – ‘Jillian.’ I used my tongue like a whisk broom, going around and around his “helmet.” He was moaning and he placed his hand on top of my jet black wig, causing me to go deeper and deeper on his cock until I had at least three quarters of it in my mouth.

“Come on you sissy slut – deeper! Let’s go!” he barked at me.

So I tried as best I could. I started choking, taking a deep breath and steeling myself up to take it all in. It had to be an eight-incher at least. He was leaking more pre cum and I went faster and faster on him. Suddenly he pulled out, breathing heavily.

“I don’t wanna cum this way,” he said with an evil grin. “Now get on the bed on your hands and knees and face the headboard – NOW!!”

I quickly scrambled off my knees and jumped up on the bed and did as I was told. John got on right behind me and spit on his hand, parting my butt cheeks apart and wetting my “boy pussy” or “bussy” as I was to learn later it was called. He then rubbed saliva on his already hard cock, and lined it up against my cherry asshole. As soon as I felt it, I got an electric shock of pleasure running through my body. I wanted him deeply inside me.

Before I could get another thought in, he was pressing up against my hole and drilled me with the head of his cock. I hissed between clenched teeth, and I was grabbing the bed sheets with both fists. He knew it was my first time, so I think he purposely went a bit easier on me. He even said to me, “Let me know, my little sissy slut if I’m in too deep!”

“No” I said, with semi-bravado, “Keep going, I want ALL OF THAT COCK!”

“Oooh, now you’re talking,” and with that he pounded me so much that I thought I would rip apart. The pain was strange in that at the same time I felt pleasure. A good, hard, slippery cock filled me with everything I’ve ever fantasized about. My own wetness added to his and John’s speed inside me increased and I bucked my hips up against him; his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

“Now . . . how’s . . . thissss?” he hissed out at me, at the same time slapping my butt cheeks, left and right several times. That only added to my pleasure. I loved being spanked, and my thoughts turned to what a paddle would feel like. I had to ask him later about that because I knew this would not be my only time.

Then he hit that magical “p-spot,” that makes transgender women squeal, because that was what I was sure I was on my way to becoming. Back and forth he went, and he let out a scream: “Oh God Jillian . . . you’re the tightest I’ve ever had, fuck! I’m . . . cumming!!” And with that I felt flooded by his warm, wet jizz, all the way through and up my insides. Like a chain reaction I came too, right into Ella’s satin panties. He kept going, and I squirted three more times in the longest and best orgasm I ever had.

We were both panting, and he spread himself over me, his muscles felt like boulders over my back and butt.

“I’ve never broken in a new sissy before. Tell you what. How’d you like to come over to my house any time you want. I’ll even buy you some clothes. How’s that?”

“That would be great John. But I’m going away to school in the fall.”

“Oh yeah. Well, it doesn’t matter because I can come up to school any time I want, and put us up for a weekend in a nice five star hotel. Now how does that sound?”

“Really, you would do all that?” I said, thinking about the clothes and his cock pounding me on weekends.

“Of course I would. In fact, I’m thinking of being monogamous with you. What do you say?”

I turned around and kissed him hard on the mouth, roping my tongue around his, happier than I’ve ever been in a long time.

Of course Ella would know nothing, and I would have a relationship with her too. John wouldn’t be any the wiser. The thought of that bisexual relationship made me smile. I’d get the best of both worlds. But there was the matter of my transition. No matter, I had time. I had plenty of time.

♦️♦️♦️
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Chapter One

________________

____

TOWARDS THE END OF MY SOPHOMORE YEAR IN COLLEGE I was hard up for a summer job. As a junior, it was practically a tradition for all the guys to have a car. After all, I would be living off campus in a small apartment on Elm Street; a sloping street on a hill, midway between downtown Aurora and the campus. A car was something I needed for dating girls, right? I mean, what would it look like if I asked a girl out and I had to take the bus to campus to take her out, and then back home to campus the same way? It would look lame; that’s what. So I needed to make some money this summer, and I was open to all suggestions.

I was sitting in the kitchen with my mother during spring break and the topic came up. “Mom,” I said. “I really need a job this summer so I can afford a car to take to school.”

“Well that’s fine Kurt, but you know your dad and I can’t afford to put you on our insurance policy; the rates are outrageous for a twenty one year old man like yourself.”

“Well how about if we split it? If I work all summer and get a work-study job on campus at the library, could we afford it then? I mean, you and dad helped Stacy out when she was in college, right?” Stacy was my twenty four year old sister who moved out of the house after she finished college, and had a good job as a paralegal working and living in Chicago.

“Yes that’s right Kurt, we did. So if you can get a job like Stacy did, I suppose we could work something out. But now, dad is unemployed after getting laid off from ‘The Paint Shack,’ and money is tight.”

“Well, let me see what kind of job I could get, and then could we revisit this?” I was hopeful, but living off campus would be hard, in addition to a car, so I would have to give up living off campus. That would be a sacrifice I was willing to make. Mom was agreeable to that, so maybe it would work out.

So on Saturday night I was with my roommate Dan and sharing my tale of woe with him over a few beers when he came up with an idea. Dan preferred living on campus and I if I gave up my dreams of living off campus, I knew he’d be happy to keep me as a roommate.

“You know Kurt, my sister Valerie just opened a shop in town, and she may be looking for someone to help out.”

“Oh yeah, what kind of shop did she open?” I asked, my enthusiasm showing on my face.

He smirked at me and said, “I don’t think it would be for you Kurt.”

“Really?” I said. “And what kind of job don’t you think would be for me?” I was determined to do this – I was desperate.

Dan sighed and took a pull from his beer. “She opened a bridal shop with her friend Lacy, not too far from here as a matter of fact.” A moment of silence went by as I considered this.

“How busy is the store? I’m sure they could use someone to run the register, help with orders, book keeping, that sort of thing.”

He shrugged his shoulders, and it just dawned on my friend that I was a business major, so maybe it would work out after all.

“You know something Kurt; I’ll ask her. I mean, with your two years of business courses and . . . didn’t you say you were interested in accounting? It just might work. But, what if she needs help with sales?” Dan said, an evil little smirk running across his face. “I would think – now don’t get insulted, but wouldn’t a gay man, or a transgender woman be better suited to that?”

I gave Dan a friendly punch in the shoulder. “Cut it out dude! I’m being serious. If she wants me to actually sell dresses, then I’ll take a hike!”

Dan put his hands up. “Okay, okay, I can ask her. What the heck.”

The next day I met Dan for lunch at a wing’s place in town. “So what did Valerie say?” I asked, hopeful that this might work out.

“I’ve got good news for you buddy! She said if you make it down there this Saturday afternoon, like after four o’clock, then she’ll discuss it with you.”

“Oh wow! That’s great Dan! Thanks bro.”

Dan laughed and looked at me smiling. “Don’t thank me just yet. She didn’t tell me what she had in mind for you – exactly.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

________________

____

Iborrowed my dad’s car and drove to the address that Dan gave me. Just as he said, the shop stood on a tree-lined street on the corner. “Val’s Bridal Shop” still had the red, white, and blue bunting on it, and a “Just Opened” sign in the window, along with several bridal gowns, shoes, and accessories in a tasteful display. Maybe that’s what I’ll be doing, I thought as I looked at all the clothing behind the window. As I entered, a bell tinkled over the doorway.

The last time I met Dan’s sister was when both of us were starting our freshman year. When we were assigned roommates and we found out that we lived in the same town, that sealed it, and we hit it off right away. His sister was a very sexy brunette, with long hair and deep blue eyes. That whole orientation weekend that our families were together, I couldn’t take my eyes off of Valerie. I think she knew I “had a thing for her,” because she gave me little suggestive winks and I got hard right away. It was the end of summer, and she wore this very high denim skirt, with tons of makeup, and had the kind of personality that just sucked me right in.

Now this visit was business, but Valerie greeted me just like an old friend. “Hi Kurt, what a nice surprise,” Valerie said, wearing a very shapely black skirt, with a white blouse, open at the top, and showing off her generously endowed bit tits, and a black blazer. Her hair was worn the same way, nice, shiny, and long, and her makeup was perfect. I was falling in love again, and I was speechless.

“Aren’t you gonna say something?” she said playfully, taking both my hands and pulling me in close for a lingering kiss on the cheek and a hug. Her rose scented perfume got on my face as her cheek rubbed up against mine. For a brief second, her waist brushed up against mine, and I felt my erection bursting out of my jeans. I didn’t see any rings on her fingers either.

I was blushing like a rose, and I tried to answer her. “Uh, yeah, uh hi Valerie, it’s good to see you again. Oh! Congratulations on your new business. I know you’ll be successful. I love the window display and your location is perfect.”

“Why thank you Dan,” she said in a creamy, seductive voice. “So, come in. Let me give you a little tour.” There was a girl behind the register, and one older woman in her mid-thirties it seemed, putting dresses back on hangers from the dressing room. In the back, by the fitting room were a mother and daughter speaking animatedly with another sales girl.

“So how long have you been open Valerie?” I asked, trying to be as polite and aloof as I could, when I really wanted to tell her, You may be my roommate’s sister, but I’d like to bang the hell out of you!

“Since February Fifteenth,” which would make it about a month.

“Nice, and how’s business?”

“Better than I could have hoped Kurt. Much better than I could have hoped.”

I nodded politely.

“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked. “Coffee maybe? There’s a KEURIG machine in the back by the sewing room – here, let’s take a walk and we can talk. The three women were looking at me and smiling. I was turning red; embarrassed to tell you the truth and thinking that maybe this wasn’t such a hot idea.

“Sure that’s fine. I’ll take a cup.” Valerie moved to the machine. “No, that’s okay, I can do it myself,” I said.

“So Dan told me that you’re looking for a job for the summer, is that about right?”

“Yeah, I’m looking to get a car, and split the insurance with my parents.” She nodded her head.

“Oh, I remember what that’s like,” she said rolling her eyes.

“Well, I’ll tell you, I could use some help in the book keeping department. Dan tells me that you’re a business major, maybe wanting to study accounting?”

“Pretty much,” I said.

“Also, depending upon how busy we get, I may need some help in sales.”

This is what might have been a deal breaker. “Valerie, shouldn’t sales be something more suited to a woman? Besides I don’t know anything about dresses and that . . . stuff.”

Valerie looked at me up and down, with her hand on her chin and thinking. She smiled at me, and said, “Come over here Kurt and take a seat,” pointing to a table with a couple of chairs in a small break room.

“Normally, I’d say you’re right – women kind of expect another woman to show them wedding dresses, shoes and make suggestions. But, if you are properly trained to know what women want, once you start talking, I think all their preconceived notions about the gender of the salesperson become moot.”

“I see,” I said, looking at it from that point of view, but still being skeptical.

“So that means you would have to learn these products inside out. Also,” she said raising her eyes to mine, and speaking in a seductive voice, “In addition to salary, you would get a commission and earn more money in sales. Now what do you say?”

“That all sounds good Valerie. Like I said, I really need to make money this summer. But how am I expected to get this knowledge?”

She smiled at me. “I can have someone teach you everything you’ll need to know.”

Before I could say anything or object, Valerie leaned toward the open room next to the break room where all the alterations took place. “Denise!” she called out, turning her head. “Could you come in here please?”

Almost immediately, a tall red head with sparking green eyes, and long, nicely done-up hair and makeup came into the room. My eyes almost popped out of my head, and I was hard as a rock. Being a virgin and a horny twenty one year old, I was willing to do anything. TWO boner inducing women under the same roof.

“Yes Valerie, what’s up?” Denise said, with a sultry, arousing voice. She was dressed in a clingy, short, emerald green dress, with a low cut that showed off the most amazing breasts I’d ever seen.

“Denise, this young man is Kurt; the college roommate of my brother Dan. He’s thinking of working here with us . . .” Denise’s thin, brown eyebrows raised, and a smirky, sort of smile crossed her face, and she looked at me intently. “Mostly he’ll help me out with the books, and the EXCEL spreadsheet, and inventory, but I also want him trained to pitch in and help out with sales. That’s where you come in – I want you to teach him EVERYTHING about the wedding dress industry.”

Denise helped herself to a cup of coffee and sat down next to us. “Yeah, I could see him as a sales person,” she said. “I mean, physically he isn’t too imposing, and, uh, his build could be an asset.”

“What do you mean by that, Denise?” I asked, a bit surprised that she would go there. Valerie just listened, seeming to agree with her employee.

She looked at me and smiled. “Easy, I’ll spell it out for you Kurt – women don’t want a ‘muscle head’ with a six pack and mountains for biceps helping them pick out a wedding dress.”

“So what you’re telling me is that I’m what, effeminate?” I couldn’t believe I just said that. But somehow, Denise touched a nerve.

She looked at Valerie, who just nodded, then back at me, saying, “Yes, I do! But that’s not a bad thing. Combine your build with a solid knowledge of wedding and ladies apparel, and I think we have a winning combination.” Now I looked at Valerie, who rubbed her thumb and forefinger together, making a “money sign,” to tell me that I could make good money in commissions, and that she agreed with Denise.

“To be perfectly honest, something about learning the ins and outs of women’s clothes was an appealing prospect. I remembered back to when my sister Stacy was living was us, I would occasionally rummage through her drawers and pick up a pair of panties or two and rub the satiny, soft material between my fingers, loving the feel of them and imagining how they would feel on my cock. Now that the possibility of maybe wearing those items was real, I was very excited.” 

“Wait a second,” I said, not wanting to appear like I was too eager, “I’m not going to have to wear any of this stuff, am I?”

Both women laughed and Denise said to me, leaning in close; “Not unless you want to Kurt.”

“Kurt,” Denise said. “We close at six o’clock on Monday nights, so why don’t you come by at say, six thirty this Monday night. I’ll order a pizza, and we can get your training started, so that by summertime, you’ll be ready. Sound good?”

I didn’t want to appear too eager, (although my cock was jumping up and down inside my jeans) and I said, “Okay, it’s a deal. I’ll be in on Monday.”

“Great!” Valerie said, clapping her hands. “I promise you Kurt, I think you’ll learn a lot – you’re a smart guy, and you may even enjoy yourself a little bit.” The way she said it, it sounded like a question; a challenge even. But I was all in.
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Monday came along and I was ready to begin my training as a wedding apparel sales “person.” The “CLOSED” sign was hanging on the door, and I knocked on the glass. I could see the light on in the back room, and I saw a silhouette against the light walking through the doorway to the back. The highlighted tits told me it was Denise.

My dick was throbbing in my pants, and I felt that my words would be caught in my throat. My heart was beating a rapid pace when she came to the front and opened the door.

“Well hello Kurt! I see that our little job training offer was acceptable to you, right?”

“Of course, that’s why I’m here,” I said, trying to sound all business-like and serious.

“Come in, you’re letting the cold inside, and I’ll order a pizza. What would you like?”

I was a man of simple tastes, so I just wanted a regular pie, but Denise preferred eggplant, so we compromised – half and half. She was dressed a little bit more provocatively than for work; a long black dress, with a high slit up the side, black stiletto heels, and her red hair was down past her breasts this time, the ends curled, with heavy makeup complimenting her very feminine seductive essence.

Our food came and we made small talk. “I get a sort of vibe from you Kurt. Wanna know what I think?” It was a rhetorical question. “I think that you want to try on some of these clothes here.”

I was shocked that she went there. “Wait a second! No one said I wanted to wear these things! I was just supposed to learn about them.”

She looked at me like I was stupid or something. “How do you expect to learn about them unless you put them on first?”

Now I was scared, and also very curious. What was I getting myself into? I wondered.

Denise got up and left me at the table finishing my slice and came back in carrying a purple satin G-String, which she threw on the back of my chair. Her smile said everything as she stood there and watched. I got up from the table and washed my hands – I didn’t want to get any grease on the material.

When I came back I picked it up and ran the soft material between my fingers. My emotions betrayed me when I realized that my boner was sticking up through my jeans. Denise saw it and laughed, saying, “I don’t need to ask any more questions!”

How could I be embarrassed? This was me, like it or not. She reached behind her back and from a bag pulled out some more items for me to “learn about.” She made it seem like this was professional training, which in a way, it was.

She held up a laced, purple bra with a stretch back, and sheer, black nylon pantyhose, with straps that were meant to hook onto a purple girdle which was also in the bag. I was still rubbing the G-String between my fingers, and she said to me: “Come on Kurt, aren’t you going to try these things on? Or am I just wasting my time here?”

I hesitated. “Well, what are you waiting for? Yes, or no?” Just then Denise’s iPhone rang. “Hi Val., Yeah he’s here. I think he might be a little hesitant,” she said, smiling and looking at me.

“Oh, okay, fine. That’s what I’ll do then, I’ll talk to you later.”

Then Denise walked to the front of the store. “Where are you going Denise?”

“Valerie told me to lock the front door and not to let you out until I’m done training you for this evening.”

I was even more turned on by that. I felt different now. It seemed like my fate was sealed and I didn’t have a choice. I wanted to try everything, and more importantly – I wanted to become a slut! Denise would be my mentor in this new endeavor. I also thought of the extra money I would be making from the sales I would make. I had no doubt that I would be successful.

She came up to me, still sitting in the chair and said, leaning into me, her hot breath on my face – “So I think you’re in now Kurt. Be a good little sissy and take your clothes off,” kissing me on the mouth, her tongue working its way inside my lips. Then she broke off abruptly, leaving me stunned.

“What the . . .” I had never heard that word before, much less ever thought it would be applied to me.

“There’s much more where that came from Kurt. Now get undressed.”

She stood over me grinning, as I started to undress. First came my shirt, which I unbuttoned and dropped to the floor. She walked over to me and ran her hand over my chest, saying, “Humm, nice and flat, and not much hair – good!”

Then I unfastened my jeans and undid my belt, dropping my jeans around my ankles. I kicked off my sneakers and then my socks, piling up my jeans on top of my shirt. I was left standing in just my boxers. Denise walked over to me again, looking me straight in the eyes, and placing the fingers of her right hand underneath the waistline of my boxers, rubbing the small mound of pubic hair over my junk. Breathing close to my face and kissing me on the lips she said, “We’ll have to do something about that ‘scruffiness,’” and she crinkled up her nose. “But not tonight. We’ll do that before you start work over the summer. Or maybe you’ll do it yourself,” raising her eyebrows at me.

Now her fingers made a closed fist around my cock, slowly pumping me up and down. A drop of pre cum appeared on the top of my cock, and she withdrew her finger and placed it between my lips. Much to her pleasure I licked it; the sweet/salty mix of my own jizz surprisingly appealing to me.

“Take your boxers off Kurt,” she said, like an order.

I eagerly stepped out of my boxers and kicked them away, and she handed me the purple G-String which I placed over my feet and moved up on my legs. I was stunned by the cool, soft, satiny feel of the material as it slid over my skin. I got a chill all over and my cock was pulsating. Denise noticed and grinned mischievously as I did so. “I see you like that,” she said in that sultry, sexy voice I loved.

Now I placed the front of it over my cock, loving the feel, and placed the back string between my ass crack, and felt it settle in. I was smiling like a babe who was just given his first taste of candy. This was delicious and I was eager to get the rest on. Next, I slipped on the pantyhose, and the girdle, which I strapped in place.

Denise then took the bra and placed it over my head, the elastic on the back pulling in the skin of my chest in tighter, giving me the illusion of cleavage. The cups of the bra were molded, so it looked like I had breasts. There was a long mirror on the door of the room, and I was almost knocked over at how much like a girl I looked!

“My my Kurt, you certainly do dress up well. We’re just getting started. The makeup will come soon,” she said as she left the room. When she returned she was carrying a makeup case, and placed my chair in front of the mirror, but sideways.

“I don’t want you getting too excited Kurt! Not yet anyway.” I was seated in the chair and my knees were knocking together. Denise just laughed and did the facial makeup first; applying the compound, the lip liner, cherry red lipstick and finally moved onto my eyes. I had black hair, but it was too short – especially for a girl. So she left the room and when she came back she was carrying a black wig, parted in the middle, with waves down from my shoulders to just below my breasts. My eyes were a bright blue, so she decided on just a touch of eyeliner, and a small amount of mascara.

After the makeup and the wig was in place, she told me to stand up and face the mirror. Holy Shit!!! I look just like a girl. I was stunned.

“How do you like yourself now Kurt. Oh! I also have clothes for you which you can take home with you. She brought out leather boots that went up to my calves with cuffs, and a leather bodice with laces in front. The shirt was a black tank top. As for shoes she told me, “I’ll have to get shoes for you, and make sure they fit. I think next time I’ll teach you to walk in heels. Now how does that sound?”

Now Denise lit a cigarette; one of those long, 120mm ones – Virginia Slims 120s. “To complete the picture of a true slut, Kurt, you have to smoke like one.”

I didn’t tell her, but this was one of my favorite fetishes: Girls who dressed like sluts and smoked, and showed it off. As she lit up, she noticed my boner flapping around more, and she smiled.

“Oooh, it looks like we found out some more about you; your little secrets. Here,” s he said, “have one.” So she gave me one and I greedily puffed it to life, and did a nice French inhale. Denise was pleased. “Nice,” she said.

She sat on my lap and kissed me deeply, her smoky breath adding to my slut excitement. Her tongue rolled around me, coiling it around mine, rubbing it, and then gently touching my cock through the silky panties. “I don’t want you cumming yet Kurt,” was all she said.

Then she got down on her knees in front of my chair and pulled the pouch of the G-String down, pulling it down under my ball sack. I felt the satiny, moist feel of her tongue, lapping my ball sac, and then my cock. She went very slowly at first, moving her lips around in a circle. I was ready to cum and then she pulled off me. “Hey Denise! No fair. My God you love to tease!”

I don’t want you cumming like that Kurt,” was all she said. She walked into the fitting room and came out with a quilted blanket which she carefully placed on the floor.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

________________
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Now, I want you to fuck me – hard!” Wow, I couldn’t believe it. I was about to lose my virginity to the hottest woman I ever saw. She shimmied out of her dress, and came closer to me. I pulled at the front of panties – I was desperate to relieve the tension that had built up to a frenzy.

Then she said sternly, like a master to her pupil: “No Kurt! I want it hard – up my ass!” I had heard about that, and when I hesitated, she said, “Come on, you’ll love it – It’s ,much tighter than any pussy you’ll ever have!”

Before I knew it, she had unhooked her pantyhose from the girdle she wore over her G-String, and I was staring at her butt sticking high up in the air for me. She spit on her hand and rubbed it over her crack after moving the G-String over a butt cheek. She lowered herself down a bit for me as I crouched behind her, lining my cock up with her back door.

“Spread my ass cheeks apart like a good little sissy!” she yelled.

My cock was slippery from her lip gloss, and spreading her ass cheeks apart, I placed my cock, wet with pre cum right against her. “Come on Kurt – DO ME!”

I entered her slowly and she was slick inside already and I went in easily. I tried my hardest not to cum so fast. I entered her more and we both began to moan; two horny creatures in total lust for each other. She backed up against me and I went in and out faster and faster, my ball sack smacking her butt cheeks. She stuck her hand down the front of her panties, rubbing her pussy furiously.

We were in a frenzy of back and forth, in and out, when suddenly I felt an orgasm working its way through me, and I shot a huge load – my first time into something other than a tissue!

She screamed and her body stiffened, her butt cheeks holding my cock inside her tight. I kept going in and out, I didn’t want to pull out, it was so good and wet inside. I loved the way my jizz felt around my cock inside of her. Each time I pulled out, my creamy, white jizz spilled out onto her ass, and onto the quilt. Still inside her, I leaned over her back and was exhausted.

“That was great Kurt,” she said softly. “Now get under me and lick your cum off me.”

I flipped around and stuck my head under her spread legs, licking my cum off her, all the way down her taint. I loved it. Something about being dressed like a slut, made me feel exactly like one.

I licked her clean of all my cum that flowed freely down her butt cheeks. I could never have imagined that my first time would be anything like this. Then she pulled off me and stood up on the quilt, and I was still on my fours. She laughed and told me, “Stay there Kurt. It’s my turn now.”

She stood in front of me, looking at me, her beautiful red hair flowing down her bra onto her chest; green eyes boring into me. “Now take a look at my pussy; pull my panties down.”

I hooked my thumb in the front of her G-String, and pulled them down, but what the fuck . . . The largest cock I had ever seen popped out at me. She stood there smiling at me, and I was in total shock. My eyes went as wide as saucers.

“What Kurt. You’ve never seen a transgender woman before? This is not really a cock. I call it my boy clitty,” and she laughed a huge, throaty laugh. But I was confused. Was I gay? What was I? She sensed my confusion and said, “I’ve been transgender for at least the last fifteen years, and you know what? I think you enjoy it too; more than you’d like to admit! Right?”

She had me there. I felt a level of sexual excitement dressed and made up like a woman; a slut, that I could never have felt as a straight boy.

“Yeah, I suppose I do like it. I mean, I’ve never done this before, but I really enjoyed it, I mean . . .”

“You can’t fool me Kurt. I know you were a virgin. I think that you’ll enjoy this next part. Well, I hope you do because the front door is locked, and you aren’t going anywhere!”

I pretended to be horrified, but it was all show. I was playing along because I loved it. I was dying to feel that gorgeous, big cock inside me. I think that my makeup and wig made me feel just like the woman I knew was locked deep inside of me. Really, it was the slut inside me that I loved the most. I felt great having Denise around to “show me the ropes.”

“Let’s go sweetheart, I’m really fucking horny now! Don’t make me have to pull my clitty myself. But first, I want you to suck me!”

I got back on my knees and Denise stood in front of me and placed her massive cock against my lips. My God, it was almost as wide as my mouth itself. “How did you, I mean, uh, hide it?”

“Plenty of time for that later. First things first,” she said as she moved closer to me placing the tip of her gurl cock up against my lips. I loved the hardness underneath the soft, pink skin of her. I gently opened my lips and pushed forward, my lip gloss coating the tip of her gurl cock like it did mine. She moved slowly back and forth, going inside my mouth deeper and deeper. I had to pull off to take a deep breath and try to steel myself from gagging on the gigantic tool in my mouth. My eyes looked up at her and she was smiling down at me. I felt the tip of her cock bounce back and forth against the back of my throat. My desire overcame any physical resistance.

She went faster and faster and my lips made a tight seal around her cock. I used my tongue as she had, gently rubbing the soft tuft of skin on the bottom, and it made her moan and hiss through clenched teeth. She pressed down on my head, thwarting any chance I might have to escape. I didn’t want to go anywhere. I wanted to taste a big load of her gurl cum inside my mouth. She surprised me again, by abruptly pulling out of my mouth.

“Turn around honey, and stick that nice firm butt up in the air,” she commanded me. I loved being her “slave,” her submissive sissy boy toy.

Her cock was nice and wet, and she pressed up against my virgin, cherry asshole. She licked her index finger and rubbed it around my opening, and I got a chill and a very pleasant sensation, unlike anything I ever felt before. Then she stuck her finger inside of me making me squeal. “The first time is always the hardest honey, but trust me; soon it will become second nature for you, I promise,” she said.

She spit on her hand and wiped it over my ass, my “boy pussy,” or “bussy” as I was to learn to call it later. Now she entered me and went up to the end of the head of her gurl cock. I felt intense pain while being stretched, and she was slow and patient with me until the pain was replaced by extreme pleasure. Now she went deeper and deeper inside of me and I was hooked! I didn’t want her to stop and found myself backing up on her cock.

We got into a fast rhythm and her balls were slapping my butt cheeks. I got an extremely pleasant sensation, and my cock grew harder than it ever did when I did it to myself. She hit my “p-spot,” and I gripped my cock in my hands and started stroking myself. Denise let out a scream and shot a full load into my “bussy,” and that triggered me as well. My jizz shot out like a cannon ball all over my hand, and I squeezed my cock, milking every last drop out of me. I must’ve shot three times.

She was gripping the side of my hips and tightening her cock inside me, still thrusting. Her cum leaked out of me, as she pulled out. She reached into her bag and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 cigarette and handed me one, lighting both of us up at once.

“So how do you feel, slut!” Denise asked, a big smile on her face. What turned me on a lot about her was that she was fifteen years older than me – at thirty four. I loved older women, or now trans women.

“I feel great. I don’t think I can ever have sex with a pussy now, after this – with you, I mean.”

“Ah, that’s sweet. But hey, nothing wrong with bio girls. You were a virgin until now, but don’t knock it. You can explore the best of both worlds. I’ve decided to take you under my wing, teach you more about possibly transitioning like I did, and also about this business. You will definitely make more sales as a T-Gurl than as a man.”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re going to need a female name. I mean let’s face it – Kurt just won’t do it.”

“Well then, keep it simple – call me ‘Kathy.’”

“’Kathy.’ I like it, has a nice ring to it.

Just then, Denise’s iPhone rang. It was Valerie. “Hi Val., Yeah, oh he did GREAT! Oh, better than I expected,” and she laughed. “I think,” she said looking at me while talking on the phone, “that we will have a dynamite salesgirl for the summer. Isn’t that something? Ok sure . . . uh huh, I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Oh sure – he, or I mean ‘she’ is right here,” and she handed her phone to me.

“So Kurt, how did you like Denise’s little ‘training session.’?”

“I really loved it. I learned some things about myself I never knew.”

“I’ll bet. She really likes you; I can tell. She’s never ‘flipped a guy’ before. You should feel honored. She must see something special in you.”

“She ‘tried me on’ and I guess I fit,” I said grinning.

***

I spent the rest of spring break going to the store in the evenings and getting some more “training” from Denise. During the summer when I started working at the shop, I began selling a lot of dresses as “Kathy.” I was getting a following. Valerie begged me not to go back to school. But I couldn’t do that to my parents. Of course, my roommate Dan never knew what happened until senior year, when I came out as “Kathy” full time. He was pretty cool about it.

I saw more and more of Denise, and today, being out of school for two years now, I’m living with her, and we couldn’t be happier. Who would have thought.

♦️♦️♦️


BOOK FOUR

HOTWIFE:

TAKEN BY THE CUCKOLDING TRAMP
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Prologue – Doing Penance

_________________

____

I KNOW I SHOULDN’T HAVE DONE IT – I was stupid, but I just couldn’t help myself. Okay, rewinding to the past: Ever since I was a teenager I had this thing for ladies lingerie; trying things on, parading in front of the mirror, and pretending I was a sexy woman. When I got to college it stopped. I forced myself to stop because I thought I was sick and that it was an unhealthy thing to do. Same thing when I got to law school – I gave up on it. However, the thoughts and desires were always with me in the back of my mind, and whenever I could, I’d watch YOUTUBE videos and set up media accounts under different names and watched transgender porn videos to get off on.

When I chose Lacy as a wife, I think I was trying to punish myself for my past behaviors. Behind closed doors, she was anything but the ideal wife. My career took off and I entered politics, leaving a successful law practice and being elected to the US Senate at the age of thirty nine. Now in my forties and with two children in college, I was at the pinnacle of success, heading the Senate Armed Services Committee – nothing shabby about that! What do I mean about Lacy? On show for the public, she was the perfect political wife – always smiling for the cameras, always giving supporting statements to the press, always by my side. But in private, she was an absolute tormenting BITCH!

She was unfaithful to the one-hundredth degree, throwing her affairs in my face, mocking my masculinity, and comparing me to her flings. Her escapades were covered up by my staff and the private security firm I hired to keep her drinking and unfaithfulness under control. If I didn’t let her keep her wild cuckolding ways, she would leave me and cause a big scandal. In my congressional district down south, a divorced man was not an ideal Senator that the voters wanted in Washington, so I kept my mouth shut, grinned, and bared it.

When she went out at night or traveled to some discreet man’s house or dating destination, she always wore a wig to cover herself up. Normally, she was a blonde with a very HOT, heart stopping body, and curves that just poured perfectly into her provocative clothes she always wore on those occasions. If I had a big event happen in my job, occasionally she would throw me a bone, in the form of a celebratory fuck, just enough to keep me satisfied.

In psychoanalysis, it was determined by Dr. Leiter that I was “doing penance” by staying in this marriage for my fetishes and the indiscretions of my youth. He was always encouraging me to “man up” and get out of the marriage and find someone who truly loved me. I had a very low self-esteem. I covered it up by using my wits and charisma to be successful at politics. In fact, my staff was urging me to try a run for the Presidency.

Inside I was busting. The conflict between what I really wanted and my personal life as it was, was too much for me to handle. I had to do something. I needed an escape. That something occurred one week when Lacy was out of town - officially to visit her mother in Dallas. She came home on a Tuesday; a day which changed my life forever.
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Chapter One

_______________

_____

Lacy Hartley, senatorial wife, and indiscriminate slut, traveling incognito behind big mirrored sunglasses, and a long, unkempt brunette wig stumbled out of the DELTA Airlines Terminal at Hartsfield International Airport in Atlanta, Georgia, wheeling her luggage to the curb. She wore wraparound sunglasses, a very short, red dress, with a short, black leather jacket with metal studs along each sleeve, four-inch stiletto heels and more makeup than a circus performer. Men’s eyes were drawn to her like magnets, often settling on her big bust which showed a generous amount of cleavage. She always flew first class, taking advantage of the unlimited drinks, and often passing out mid-flight. Today she had to be awakened by an “understanding” cabin steward, who she knew personally as “Randy” from her frequent flights to Dallas to rendezvous with her sometime boyfriend, Clint Snowcroft, a large, wealthy oil magnate, and donor to her husband’s political fund.

Earlier today, Lacy found herself spread eagle on Clint’s desk, doing what she knew best around men – wrapping him around her pinky finger with her voluptuous body. She stayed with Clint, Dallas’s most eligible bachelor, at his downtown penthouse, engaging in all sorts of fornicatoria, and debauchery. He called his private company limo for her to take her to the airport, almost missing her flight.

She didn’t have the decency to clean herself up for the flight, red dress creased, her mascara and eyeshadow running down her face from all sorts of bodily fluids (not hers), and her wig a mess atop her head. She screamed “bimbo” when she click-clacked through the airport and settled into the first class cabin.

Still drunk when her husband’s driver picked her up from the airport, she fell asleep across the back seat of the limo until she arrived home to the spacious mansion she shared with her husband, Senator Pete Hartley. George the driver nudged her awake.

“Mrs. Hartley . . . Mrs. Hartley, we’re home.”

“Oh fuck George, already?” she said, the words stumbling out of her mouth.

“Yes Ma’am we are. Let me get your suitcase from the trunk and I’ll walk you to the door.”

“Whatever,” she said with more than a small degree of disinterest.

Meanwhile, inside the house, her husband Pete was upstairs in his wife’s bedroom. They stopped sleeping together when their twins, a boy and a girl went off to college across the state. Pete had a particularly troublesome week in Washington and found that he needed a “break.” The XHAMSTER transgender porn videos he enjoyed watching just weren’t doing it for him, so he finally gave in to his long-kept secret desire to revisit his fascination with women’s lingerie. For the first time he opened his wife’s dresser drawers and pulled out a pink, satin G-String, that still had a musky odor from one of his wife’s latest trysts. He wasn’t worried about getting caught because Lacy told him she’d be returning on Thursday.

Giddiness overcame him as he felt the soft, shiny fabric between his fingers, rubbing it and encouraging a large erection in the process. He eagerly took his jeans off, then unbuttoned his cotton shirt, throwing them in a pile next to her bed. Next he took off his boxers and moccasins, kicking them next to the pile of clothes. He rummaged around the same draw and found a matching bra which was a laced variety with a cup to hold his wife’s large breasts.

He moaned with forbidden delight as he slipped the G-String over his legs, settling the soft, shiny strap between his butt cheeks and the front softly snuggling his junk. Oh my God, this is soooo good he cooed and laughed to himself, feeling a bit of wetness leak from his already hardened member. The pouch had

stains on it already (not his), so she wouldn’t notice his mixing with the others.

Next he slipped on the bra and loved the feel of the silky straps on his naked shoulders, and the back and sides of it molding into his skin. The bra was tight, and the stretch material pulled the fat of his chest together to give him the illusion of cleavage which made him more aroused. He looked at himself in the large door mirror, and bent his knee, turning from side to side to admire himself. He puckered his lips and blew a kiss into the mirror, wanting to kick himself for not doing this earlier.

In his wife’s closet he found a few of her slinky, whorish dresses; all short with plunging necklines. His cock was close to exploding, but he had to concentrate on not doing that – not yet. So he pulled an emerald green short dress that again smelled musty and was wrinkled. She liked to flaunt her whorishness around him at home. It turned him on, and she knew it, but the bitch would barely throw him a few crumbs.

Stepping into it made him moan with desire, as he felt the cool silkiness of the dress go over his bare legs and over his tummy and chest. The colors of the G-String and the bra clashed, but who cared. On top of the closet he found . . . a wig! Oh my God, Pete thought as he took the red headed wonder down off its Styrofoam head. His heart was pounding in his chest and his cock was saying release the pressure – please!!! As he placed it and fastened it to his head. He found a brush on her dresser to comb it out.

He again stood in front of the mirror, but something was missing – makeup! Pete walked into the bathroom and saw on top of Lacy’s vanity her complete makeup set. He had seen enough YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup. There was one video he remembered very well. It was of a twenty something crossdressing male who was made up by a transgender woman who had seduced him. This only added to his boner, and so, starting with the red lip liner, he spent about thirty minutes on applying the makeup. Now he was complete, except for one thing.

Lacy smoked the long, feminine 120mm cigarettes that really turned him on, watching her smoke. So he took a pack of Eve 120 menthols from her night table and placed it in his mouth and lit himself up. Now standing and sashaying in front of the mirror he was complete. His boner poked up through the material of the G-String and the dress. Something would have to be done about that. If this were to become a regular thing, he would have to get a gaff of some sort.

As he walked, the satiny material rubbed against his cock, and he was leaking pre cum. So he did the only think he could do – he lied down on the bed and pulled the dress high above his waist, up to chest level, and stuck his hand down inside the G-string and started rubbing his cock across the silk. He pulled a few tissues out of the box on the night table to use to catch his explosion which was imminent. Through a series of moans and stiffening his body, he shot a tremendous load of white, hot, creamy cum into the tissue, some of it dripping down onto his bare abdomen.

He was playing an old Donna Summer song from his iPhone that always made him horny and enhanced his orgasms, so he didn’t hear the front door open, or his disheveled and partly drunk whore of a wife coming up the carpeted staircase. When Lacy came upstairs she caught a whiff of smoke and the first thought in her mind was that her husband had some woman in her bedroom with him. This pissed her off, and she ran/stumbled her way to her bedroom and what she saw froze her with her mouth hanging open.
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Chapter Two

_________________

_____

Of course Pete had his eyes closed and was concentrating on “Bad Girls” blasting from his iPhone. It was the yelling that brought him out of his trance, but not before Lacy pulled out her iPhone and videoed her poor shit bag excuse for a husband crossdressed and masturbating on her bed. Now it was time for the explosion.

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING ON MY BED, YOU SICK, LITTLE SHIT?” the words coming out a bit slurred but sober enough to make sense. Pete opened his eyes and blinked, thinking that maybe he was hallucinating.

“Lacy!!? What are you doing home? You said you wouldn’t be home until Thursday!”

Lacy only mimicked him, an evil grin crossing her smeared, slut painted, runny face. “You said you wouldn’t be home until Thursday,” she said in a very good whiny imitation of her busted, embarrassed husband. “Well guess what shitbag! I got finished with my ‘business’ early. My mother had other plans for the rest of the week!”

“Your, your, mother?” Pete said meekly.

“Oh my God, you are such an idiot. Don’t pretend not to know I was banging your major campaign donor Peter. And by the way, his cock was something I wish I could have taken home with me. He ravaged me again and again,” she laughed. “You should have seen the stares of all the poor dickwads in the airport and on the plane, which thanks to you, I always fly First Class.”

“You’re drunk!” Peter said, in a silly attempt to distract her attention away from him.

“Well, fuck you too, Senator Hartley.” She waved her iPhone in front of him. “Look at you, you’re nothing but a pitiful trannie or crossdresser – whatever the fuck you are. I have everything right here on my iPhone. I made a copy and sent it to my friend Valerie. But don’t worry, she won’t post it. What I have here in my hands is worth millions. Do you hear me, my sweet, pathetic little sissy? From now on you’ll do anything I say or with the push of a button, you career goes careening down cyberspace like a shot down fighter jet. How’s that?”

Peter was shocked, and wanted to crawl into a hole and die. For a brief second he contemplated suicide. Then he came to his senses, and the skilled politician in him came out. “So what will you do with that video?” he asked sheepishly.

“I’ll hold onto it for insurance . . . hey, you know something Peter? You actually did a great job at imitating me . . . you know that. In a way I’m flattered that you thought of me in your fantasies. Maybe there’s hope for you yet. Now, I might even fuck you more often, the only difference being that you’ll have to be my little sissy slave and do whatever I want to you, got it??”

Peter realized he was trapped, in a very dangerous and humiliating way. He had no choice but to comply with all of Lacy’s demands.

“Oh I’m going to have lots of fun with you honey! I’m going to bring men here to fuck their brains out right in front of you, and make you watch – maybe force you to participate in some horribly degrading way,” she laughed maniacally. “I can’t believe it – I have the chairman of the most powerful US Senate Committee in the palm of my hands! Think of all the fun I can have!”

Now Lacy was not only drunk on six martinis from the plane, but she was drunk on the power that she wielded over her poor trapped husband.

The next day Peter had to leave for Washington where he would be for a week, and then come home. This gave Lacy plenty of time to prepare. Of course, this was much too juicy to keep to herself, and she immediately called her shocked friend Valerie to talk about the incredible video she had just sent her for safe keeping. She also had some ideas that perhaps Valerie, also a cuckolding slut could participate in. Valerie was all-in.

Peter’s week in Washington gave Lacy time to get some “toys” that she could now use on her now hapless husband. Her wheels were turning, which could only spell disaster for Peter.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

________________

____

When Peter came home she made him go upstairs to her bedroom and wait for her. There was a surprise in the room for him. Valerie was inside the room, smirking when Peter walked in.

“Well, well. Hello Senator Hartley. Did you have a good week, tending to our nation’s duties? I must say, you looked really good on TV. Who would ever have thought you were a crossdressing sissy!?”

“Hello Valerie,” Pete said, eyes downcast, turning to his wife’s best friend.

“Don’t look so sad. Valerie and I have lots of fun prepared for you tonight!”

Valerie and Lacy were the same height as Peter; five feet, nine inches tall, and Valerie’s clothes would fit Peter too. Lacy looked at her friend with a mischievous grin, saying to Peter, “Okay honey, take your clothes off, run the tub – I’m going to shave you – all of you.”

Peter did as he was told, and with Valerie looking on, Lacy shaved her husband. Valerie was also dressed like a supreme slut – Brunette hair, high in the front, with long curls that went down well below her generously endowed breasts, a slinky black cocktail dress with a high slit up the side, and four-inch stiletto heels with an open toe box through which her red toenails shown through.

After Lacy shaved Peter and he dried himself off, she put a studded dog collar and a leash on him and made him get down on all fours. She pulled him into the bedroom, crawling on his hands and knees, and got a silicone contraption from atop her dresser. “This dear is a cock-cage, a male chastity contraption, but I know that you know what it is – from all those YOUTUBE videos you watch.” Peter looked up from the floor with his mouth dropped open.

“Oh yes, I know all about them. I see that men getting pegged excites you too! Well, we can do something along those lines too,” Lacy said, causing both her and Valerie to laugh. Lacy bent down and snapped it around Peter’s cock and balls causing him to yelp with pain. “Ooh, I’m sorry. Looks like I pinched some skin there, but no blood, no harm,” she said laughing away. Peter could swear that he smelled alcohol on his wife’s breath. Maybe the bitch will die from cirrhosis soon, he thought.

She locked the tiny gold padlock and put the key inside the dresser drawer. “Now, you’re going to stay there just like a good doggie and watch ‘Auntie Valerie’ and me have some fun,” Lacy said. Just then, Peter’s cell phone rang. Lacy picked it up and smiled at Peter. Before she answered it she showed the screen to Valerie, which made her place her hand up to her mouth in disbelief.

“I think you’ll have to answer this call Peter – it’s President Milrose!”

Peter’s eyes bugged out of his head as he took the phone from Lacy. Lacy and Valerie both took out their iPhones and took a video of Senator Pete Hartley speaking to the President of The United States while on the floor of his wife’s bedroom, nude, and wearing a dog collar and a cock cage. Just for fun, while he was talking, Lacy tugged on the leash which made Peter’s voice change a bit. The two women had to cover their mouths to stop from laughing. “Lacy, I’m going to pee!” Valerie whispered loudly, trying her utmost not to breakdown laughing. She already had tears in her eyes.

“What’s that Mr. President? Oh nothing, my wife has the television on . . . right. I think we have a lot of support for that. Hell, even Mitchell wants a strong navy. That’s a lot of jobs for his people, yeah . . .”

The conversation lasted ten minutes. “Good night Sir,” Peter said and hung up.

“Very impressive Peter – you are excellent at multitasking, I must say. What would happen if I made it into a video call???”

Just the thought of that made Peter want to throw up. He would definitely kill himself if Lacy did that.

“Now stay there like a good doggy!” Lacy said. “Let me hear you bark like a dog!”

Peter did his best imitation of a large sized dog. “Ruff, ruff,” he sounded out.

“Good boy. Now get up on your knees and beg with both paws!” Peter did as he was told. “Okay, down boy,” and she motioned to the floor with her hands while tugging on the leash. In front of him, Lacy and Valerie stood closely face to face while Lacy gently swiped Valerie’s breasts with the back of her long fingers. Valerie began to breathe heavily. Lacy slowly undressed her, starting with the zipper of Valerie’s cocktail dress in the back. It fell to the floor and Valerie stepped out of it, kicking it away from her shoes. She too was dressed in sheer, black pantyhose, a black G-String, black laced bra, and a girdle that snapped onto the pantyhose. Peter’s cock got hard, and pressed against the silicone mesh of the cock cage. He let out a hiss, and Lacy turned to him, speaking to Valerie. “Look Val, our doggy pet is getting excited!”

“I guess so!” Valerie laughed. Then she turned to Lacy, and they embraced in a long, hot kiss. Valerie’s tongue entered Lacy’s mouth and soon they were locked together, eyes closed, and moaning through closed lips. Keeping her eyes closed, Valerie undid Lacy’s rumpled, short dress and pulled it down off her, Lacy letting it slide down around her ankles, and she kicked it away, just as Valerie had done. Peter was mesmerized. Embarrassed and trapped as he was, he was enjoying the show. He saw a dark, wet stain on his wife’s G-String, which only made him harder, straining the limits of the cock cage.

Now Lacy and Valerie got on the bed in a “69” position with Peter on the floor facing them. With her teeth, Lacy pulled down Valerie’s black G-String, which made Valerie gasp. She skillfully used her tongue on Valerie’s already sopping pussy to run it all around her clit, her tip acting like a stiff finger which made Valerie gasp. Likewise, Valerie did the same to Lacy. Both of them were stiffening and moaning. Lacy now went deep inside Valerie’s pussy with her tongue, plunging deep inside it. Peter was watching transfixed, unable to touch himself, remaining shackled by the cage.

Their hands now took the place of their tongues, each skillfully pulling and twisting one another’s clits, both shrieking and howling in pure ecstasy. He saw his wife’s fingers glistening in the light of the room, wet and stringy. They changed positions on the bed and were now lying there facing each other, kissing deeply like when they started, running their fingers through each other’s hair. Soon Lacy got up, leaving Valerie face up on the bed, panting.

She went into her night stand drawer and pulled out a long, pink, fleshy, veiny, silicone dildo which she immediately rubbed with K-Y Jelly, saving some for Valerie. She strapped it on and rode Valerie hard, making both of them squeal with delight. The thrusting motion made Lacy squirt a whole lake on top of Valerie and the bed below. The sight of Valerie’s pussy engorged and red made Peter try to unhook himself from the cage – but to no avail.

“Ooooh, Lacy said. Now it’s our sissy’s turn to get some.” At this announcement Peter was excited. He felt just like an animal, caged, waiting to be freed.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four - Peter

_________________

_____

Time to get dressed, Peter,” Lacy said, out of breath and standing right next to me with an evil grin on her face. She took the doggy collar off me, but left the cock cage on. She went to her closet and had all my clothes and lingerie packed up in a box. I got dressed like I always did, placing the G-String over my shaved legs, savoring the delightful, airy feel. Valerie looked on in startled amazement.

“Look at him Valerie. I think our little sissy enjoys it, don’t you Petey?”

I felt no point in lying at this time. “Yes I do,” I said meekly.

“Good, well, we’ll just sit back here and enjoy the show.” They both lit up cigarettes, and Lacy went downstairs and brought up a bottle of gin, with no glass. She was past the point of no return as far as the booze went, and she put the bottle up to her lips, taking two hefty slugs.

Next, I put on the panty hose, slowly again, savoring the cool, silky feel. Lacy was growing a bit impatient, and she placed the bra over my head and shoulders. Next came the panties, the wig, and the short emerald skirt.

“Can I do the makeup Lacy?” Valerie asked.

“Sure honey, why not. He’s your sissy too.”

Valerie took me by the hand and led me to Lacy’s bathroom vanity and had me take a seat. She was an expert, doing the same, if not better than Lacy, taking extra care with my eyeliner and eyeshadow. She stepped away and looked at me, then came back to me, placing a heavier amount of mascara on my lashes.

“Humm, this won’t do,” Valerie said, hand under her chin like an artist studying her model, and looking at my eyebrows. “What do you think, Lacy.”

“Yeah, I agree,” and then Lacy pulled out an electric razor from her draw and made my eyebrows, which were already thin, almost invisible. Now, on the Senate floor, I had no idea how I would hide this. Both of them laughed at my predicament, as Valerie used the eyebrow pencil to finish the facial makeup.

“Here little sissy cum-slut, look at yourself!” Lacy barked at me. I could barely hide my arousal and both women looked at the upward tilt of my cock cage. “Don’t worry Peter, relief is on the way,” she said laughing.

“Umm, can I please have a cigarette?” I asked, now going full slut on my two mistresses.

“Sure. Valerie, please give him one.” Valerie lit me up and I couldn’t believe what a great job she did with me. I left all traces of manhood behind. I had really been pulled over the line now, and I loved it.

“Okay slut, get on the bed on all fours and face the headboard-NOW!” Lacy said.

I was as obedient as I could be, wanting them to go easy on me. But really, I was hoping they would take my obedience as a sign that I really wanted what was coming and I did. While watching both of them in action, I actually found myself wishing for a pussy. I would have to make do with what I had, and I saw my caged cock as a “makeshift pussy.”

As soon as I was in position Lacy took the tube of the jelly from the night stand and rubbed a generous portion all over my cherry asshole. It felt cool and arousing. I never felt anything like this before, but I’d seen it in my YOUTUBE videos many times.

“This shouldn’t be new to you Peter. I know you’ve seen hundreds of videos.” Valerie just looked at Tracy.

“Yes Val, our little sissy here has been watching dirty videos on YOUTUBE, so nothing will surprise him, or ‘H U R’ I should say,” she said spelling it out. I was for all intents and purposes a real slut now.

Now she placed her index finger, coated in the K-Y inside my boy pussy, and the cool mix of pleasure and pain made a drop of pre cum appear on the top of my cock. She moved her finger around and around in a circle, making me moan. She pulled her finger out, and left me in a state of suspended ecstasy.

“What do you say Val; let’s give the sissy the ride of her life!”

“I’m all in Lace!”

Lacy pulled out the fleshy-looking silicone dildo and strapped it to her waist, then lubed it up with the jelly. She grabbed the sides of my hips and lined up the tip of the fake cock with my cherry asshole, or ‘boy pussy,’ and went in with the head part. When she pulled out, I felt full, like I had to shit, but when she went in again, it went away. I clenched the bed sheets with my fists because the pain of me being dilated was excruciating.

“Relax Peter, it will get better very soon, I promise,” Lacy told me.

The slipperiness of the toy made the sliding of it easier, and she went in and out of me with it, more each time. Now, strangely, it felt better than ever – a weird mixture of pain and pleasure. The end of Lacy’s belt had a curved prominence that also went in and massaged her pussy, making her moan with each thrust.

Now the entire toy was going in and out of me, and I met her thrusts with those of my own. I was craving the pleasure I got, which soon was greater than the pain. My cock was breaking itself against the silicone mesh of the cage. I would do anything to be able to stroke myself.

I didn’t want this to end, and Lacy stiffened and stopped thrusting for a second and she came, squirting all over my butt cheeks. Deep inside me she hit my male “g-spot,” and I shot out a big load of hot, white, sticky cum through the plastic cage onto the bed sheets in front of me. Lacy kept on going, prolonging my “sissygasm,” as I learned to call it. Lacy collapsed on top of my butt and back.

When Lacy pulled out of me and turned me over, she saw my jizz that covered the cage and the bedsheets. “Now you’re a real G U R L Peter, how do you like it?” Valerie and Lacy were both laughing.

“I think I enjoyed it.” That was only a half-truth; I fucking loved it!

“Well that’s just great. Your training and transformation has only just begun. Soon you’ll start taking real cock and loving it.”

I wondered what these two women had in store for me. The rest of the week, Lacy pounded me every night with the silicone cock. Each time, I found new ways to increase the pleasure. I noticed that if I wasn’t dressed like a slut I didn’t enjoy it as much.

After a week of Lacy’s hammering I had to go to Washington for a few days. I took an extra suitcase with me to the hotel which contained a similar outfit and makeup, and also a little box containing the dildo, cock cage and the lube. I had it set up so that I could back up against the toy without anyone else being present. This was my new secret. Lacy got me hooked. I would never straight out jerk-off again, or have straight sex again. It always had to be this way.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

____

When I came home after my week of my senate duties, Lacy looked at my little suitcase and opened the contents. She broke out into a wide smile when she saw what I had been up to while I was away.

“Oh Peter,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. “This weekend we’re going to have a few of my friends over at the house. I hope you don’t mind.” I froze up and a look of shock and horror appeared on my face.

“What do you mean? Do you intend to expose me and ruin my career?”

“Oh nothing like that, relax. Believe me, you can trust the guests to keep your secret. Besides, I promise you, you’ll have the time of your life.”

I noticed a bit of a change in Lacy’s attitude towards me. She was still a cuckolding tramp. In fact the week I was away she told me that she and Val had picked up men in bars and brought them over to the house. Just to rub it in a little, she had me sit in front of the TV in the living room to watch their escapades in her bedroom. She got a sexual excitement of showing off her escapades to me. I also knew that she liked me better as a transgender sissy-cum slut rather than straight Peter.

“Peter, I think we need a girl’s name for you. I was thinking of ‘Candy,’ what do you think? That’s kind of a hookerish name for you.” I liked the sound of it, so that was it then – I was now ‘Candy,’ transgender slut belonging to my wife.

“Okay, fine by me.”

“That’s great Candy because this Saturday night you’re coming out as ‘the real you!’”

On Saturday, I let Lacy dress me up in a purple dress version of my favorite emerald skirt. For a change, she got me a blonde “Bimbo wig,” from AMAZON, that looked like just the thing a cheap hooker would wear. And that’s what I was becoming, much to my excitement – a cheap transgender whore.

The doorbell rang around eight o’clock. A man with short, sandy hair, and huge muscles and a six pack abdomen was standing in the doorway. I was dressed up, and I could feel his eyes undressing me. I recognized him instantly. It was Clint Snowcroft, the wealthy donor to my campaign fund, come here from Dallas. I knew that this was the guy who had been plugging Lacy for a few years now, and cuckolding me. Evidently his tastes were more varied than I could have imagined. After all, he was Dallas’s most eligible bachelor.

“Hello senator how are you these days?” he said with a smirk.

“Take a look – how do you like the ‘new me’?” I said, now into my new persona.

“You look good enough to eat,” he said, devouring me with his eyes. I had the cock cage on me, and I could feel myself bursting against it. I actually wanted Clint to ravage me completely, and leave nothing left. I let all my inhibitions fly out the window.

“I decided to make this evening a little more intimate Peter,” Lacy said. After you get ‘broken in,’ we can expand your horizons a bit more,” and she laughed at the double meaning.

“Well what are waiting for Lacy, let’s get started!” Clint exclaimed.

Lacy walked up to Clint, and I stood there and watched my wife get felt up under her skirt and kissed by one of the wealthiest men in the southwest. It turned me on, and I followed them upstairs; Lacy wagging her finger at me.

“Have a seat Peter, like a good little slut. I know you love watching this.”

Clint stood in front of Lacy who was kneeling, and unzippering his fly, and she pulled out his massive seven or eight inch cock. It was at least the size of the fleshy dildo if not more.

Lacy got to work right away, sucking on Clint as he hissed through his closed teeth, getting her cheap, red lip gloss all over the tip of his cock. She slurped and sucked as I sat on the bed and watched, mesmerized, as my wife cuckolded me. Clint pressed his hands down on Lacy’s head, pushing her closer to his waist, almost choking her on his cock. Then suddenly she stopped.

“Hey, what the fuck, Lacy?” Clint said, puzzled and frustrated.

“I think we’ll let ‘Candy’ here finish you off. You see, she’s my newest creation, a very hungry cum-slut!”

“Great!” Clint said, turning towards me, his cock pointing up at the ceiling. “Okay bitch, get on your knees!” Lacy laughed as Clint ordered me around. It turned me on greatly.

Lacy stood up and I eagerly took her place on the carpet in front of the Clint monster’s cock. I licked my lips, my cock aching in its cage, and got right down to business. I sucked and slurped like Lacy did, but with more feeling than she had. I had been practicing all week with the sex toy, so I was ready.

Clint moaned, and rocked back and forth as I went up and down on him, my hands with their long painted fingernails massaging his balls. I of course, moaned through my sucking as well, dying for my release. Then Clint let out a muffled scream, and shot three times into my mouth, the warm, thick cum hitting the back of my throat. Lacy watched, grinning, at how her newest creation took to cock.

It was such a massive load that some of it actually dripped down the sides of my mouth and onto my chin. I didn’t let a drop touch the floor. I sucked him until there was nothing left on his cock – I licked it clean. Then I came off of Clint, and he stood me up facing him and kissed me on the mouth, getting a taste of his own jizz.

“Wow sen . . er, I mean Candy, you give the best blow jobs!”

I was very pleased with myself. “Well thank you honey, I loved it. Please do stop by the next time you’re in town.”

Lacy and Clint laughed. “Okay now slut!” Lacy barked. “Get up on the bed and do your thing. It’s time now for you to get off since you’ve been such a good gurl.”

I got up on the bed, and Lacy handed Clint a cock ring which was another toy from her arsenal. Clint slipped it on, and immediately his cock, which had started to sag a bit became fully hard again.

I was on all fours, and as soon as I flipped the bottom of my dress over my head Clint was on the bed behind me and pushed aside the G-String over to the side of my butt cheek. He smeared K-Y Jelly over my “bussy” and down my taint, and then spread a generous helping on his cock. He played around my hole with the tip of his cock just teasing me, the hardness of it making me crazy. Drops of pre cum leaked out onto the silicone mesh. I wanted to stroke my cock so badly. That desire soon passed as he entered me for real, gasping as he did so.

“Oh wow Candy, you are so fucking tight,” he said as he now entered me and came out again, inch by inch. I bucked up against him taking all of his cock inside me in a frenzy of desire. He stretched me out more with the girth of his cock.

He went inside me like a mixing spoon, his cock hitting the walls of my bussy, driving me crazy. Then he screamed and I felt his hot, sticky cum enter me and fill me up, so soon after I thought I thought I sucked all the jizz out of him.

He hit my “p-spot,” and I came too – much more intense than I ever did with Lacy’s toy; my jizz dripping out of the cage and shooting onto the bed sheet below me. Clint kept thrusting, the cock ring keeping him hard. My orgasm continued blissfully, even though all the cum was out of me. I truly felt what a girl must feel like.

Then Clint came off me and spanked my ass. “You give a nice ride, Senator Hartley!” Both he and Lacy were laughing hysterically, and I was smiling.

“Lacy, you did an excellent job. Did you know about your husband before this?”

“Well, let’s just say that this is all because of a temporary, but fortunate lapse of judgment Clint.”

“Humm, okay. How would both of you like to come to my private resort in Cancun some time?”

“That would be great Clint. Can Valerie come too?”

“Valerie. Oh! That’s your, uh, girlfriend right? The one you tell me you go out whoring with.”

“The one and the same.”

“Well sure, bring her along. We can all take my private plane.”

So this is how my little crossdressing secret helped make my marriage better. In a couple of short weeks I went from being a cuckolded husband with no sense of self-esteem, to the cum-slut whore of my dreams, and it would only get better from here!.

♦️♦️♦️
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QUICK AND DIRTY
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Chapter One

_________________

____

Ihad just graduated Oxford six months ago and decided to go to America to find a job, and think about what I would do with my life. Now, my major field of study was not exactly what you would call conducive to a money making career. I had a degree in philosophy and a minor in Latin. In addition, I took a broad range of courses which I believe gave me a one-up over less educated young men my age looking for a job.

My father had given me an allowance with which I secured a flat in New York City, and a job tip which he said, “would take you places, Niles.” It turned out my father was right, but not in the way I expected. My father was a wealthy investment banker and he had lots of clients and friends in America.

One of these friends were the Godwins who lived in a rather posh community in nearby Sackett’s Kill, Connecticut. They were looking for a Latin tutor for their twelve year old son Brandon, who would be attending a boarding school in England next fall. They were a family of money and power.

Now I was a rather handsome lad, with an athletic build, but not too “grotesque” as if I had been staking steroids – no nothing like that. I rowed Crew at Oxford, so my arms and shoulders were rather large, but I had slender legs and a shy temperament. You would think I would be surrounded by beautiful and sexy women, but that wasn’t the case. Women often found me “disinterested,” and the truth is that I was struggling with my sexuality. Hey, nobody’s perfect, right?

I was fascinated by transgender and crossdressing videos on YOUTUBE and various websites which catered to that sort of thing. They aroused me greatly, yet I had never actually cross dressed, much as I would have liked to “experiment.” I was curious. I had sex a few times with women, but I always felt “something lacking.” If my father had known the truth about me, I don’t think he would have supported me, or my trip to America, much less recommended me to the Godwins.

So I took the train to CT, and the Godwin’s driver, also a British expatriate like me picked me up at the station.

“So what are they like Alfred?” I asked the driver.

“Well, the family is quite nice, and Brandon is a well-mannered young man. He has an older sister, Melissa, who is, I would say, a bit of a flirt. She’s twenty four, still lives at home and is trying, to ‘find herself,’” he laughed. “Also, and please don’t mention it, but I don’t think the Godwin’s have an ideal marriage.”

I laughed, and said, “Well who does these days?”

“I think my wife Gloria and I come pretty close, but Edward and Kathy definitely do not. He likes his rather young women in the city, often staying nights at his apartment in the Upper East Side, and Kathy, well, Kathy, ‘gets it when she can,’ as they say here in the States. Pretty much they live their own lives but are very devoted to their children.”

My mind took all this in. “Interesting,” was all I said.

“You seem like a nice young man Niles, and as a fellow Englishman I feel I should tell you something, but again, please do not repeat what I am about to tell you, all right?”

“Sure,” I said, wondering what could be so important.

“You are the third Latin tutor the Godwin’s have hired for Brandon so far. I’m not sure what happened, but they all just left abruptly.”

This should have made me more inquisitive, but I suppose that my ego wouldn’t let that bother me. “I’m sure Alfred that I’ll be just fine, but thanks for the head’s up.”

Alfred stopped the car and looked at me. “I’m sorry I said anything. Perhaps the fourth time is the charm,” and he gave me a smile.

Soon, after about a twenty minute drive, we turned into the Godwin’s estate. “That’s where my wife and I live,” Alfred said, pointing to a stone cottage by the pillars of the entrance gate.

“I also provide the security for the Godwins. I am ex-SAS you know, and they compensate me rather well for my services.”

“I see,” I said as we made our way to the car park just off the massive circular drive. The house was a mansion, much like the castles I was familiar with in the English countryside.

With his chauffeur’s cap in hand, Alfred and I walked up the six step stone porch to the large, oak front door, which had a large brass, Lion’s head door knocker that reminded me of the one on Ebeneezer Scrooge’s door in “A Christmas Carol.” Rather than use that, Alfred rang the front doorbell, which chimed Fredrich Von Schiller’s “Ode To Joy.”

The sight which greeted me at the front door was nothing like I had ever pictured when I left for America. The woman who answered was drop dead HOT, and looked like she stepped right out of one of those taboo YOUTUBE videos to which I happily masturbated. The shock must have been apparent in my eyes which were as wide as saucers.

“Hi, you must be Niles Canby,” the shapely, and provocatively dressed woman asked.

“Yes, and you must be Kathy,” I said, trying hard to control the tremor in my voice. Alfred cleared his throat, and clearly embarrassed, moved my two suitcases into the large foyer. He must have been used to this reaction when men, or in my case, very young, and virile men laid their eyes on his employer for the first time.

She looked at me through squinty, heavily made up eyes, and said, “Yes I am. Won’t you come inside and make yourself comfortable Niles? You must be thirsty and tired after your long train ride from Penn Station.”

“Yes, thank you, Mrs. Godwin.”

“Oh please, Niles. Call me Kathy. ‘Mrs. Godwin’ is Edward’s mother!” she said with an apparent amount of disgust, which shocked me.

Kathy had to be in her mid-forties and was, as I said was drop dead HOT. She wore a white, long sleeved blouse, with the collar up underneath her meticulously coiffed blonde hair, and the first three buttons opened, which revealed a magnificent cleavage. She wore tight-fitted jeans and red, three inch stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. The toe box was opened and revealed red-painted toenails, the same as on her long fingernails.

“Oh, sorry. Kathy it is then,” I said with a smile. I was shown the way to the living room, and sat down on a plush velvet sofa with a coffee table in front.

“What would you like to drink Niles? I have cold Coke, Sprite, tonic water, whatever you want.”

“Oh thanks. A Coke would be nice.”

“Good. Would you like something a bit stronger in it. I’ll have the same thing, but with a shot of bourbon.” It was only eleven thirty in the morning, and Cathy said, with a wicked smile: “I never drink before five o’clock, but somewhere it’s five o’clock, right?” she said laughing a throaty, smoker’s laugh.

I smiled, and said nothing while she disappeared into the kitchen, her heels making a sexy clacking sound as she made her way across the granite floor. My arousal surprised me – I was as hard as a flagpole. I knew that I could be headed for trouble.

“Hello mother,” a young woman’s sing-song voice called coming from the grand staircase which was just off the living room. “We have company?”

“Yes Melissa, we do,” Kathy answered, carrying a tray with two full glasses on it, the ice tinkling as she set it down on the table.

“This is Niles, Brandon’s new Latin tutor I told you about. He just took the train up from NY, and recently came from the UK. He is such a handsome young man, isn’t he dear?”

I turned beet red. I got a double erection looking at Melissa, the twenty four year old daughter of my employers. She had shiny, long, brunette hair which hung down to the middle of her waist. She wore a white camisole and a very short, black skirt. Her fingernails were long and painted just like her mother’s. It looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see her tits pointing out like two pencil points from beneath the blouse.

Melissa caught me staring at them, and she smiled at me, as if to say, these could be yours Niles, we have plenty of time.

“How are you Niles,” Melissa said, smiling at me, “And yes mother, he certainly is handsome.” Both women were staring at my arms and shoulders, and Kathy asked me:

“Do you work out Niles?”

I glanced at my upper arms and said, “Oh no. I rowed crew at Oxford, but I haven’t found the time to go to the gym lately.”

“Pity,” she said. “I would hate to see those muscles go to waste,” she said grinning. “Oh! We have a workout room here in the house,” Kathy said, her face lighting up. “I’m always looking for a workout partner. In addition to teaching Brandon Latin, I’m sure there are many things you could teach me, I’m sure!”

“Cut it out mom, you are such a slut . . . my God!”

I couldn’t believe what I just heard. Then I remembered what Alfred told me in the car on the way over from the train station.

Kathy and I finished our drinks, and then Melissa said, “Mom, why don’t I show Niles to his room?”

“Excellent idea Melissa, but be sure to leave some for me, okay?” Kathy said, sounding just a bit tipsy; pouring herself a second helping of Coke and bourbon.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_________________

____

This way, handsome,” Melissa said, with a low, seductive voice.

“So Melissa, what do you do? Are you in school, do you work?”

At the mention of work, she made a face like someone who had just eaten from a garbage dumpster.

“Work,” she said, “is a four letter word. No, I’m still looking around for something that I want to do. Right now, I’m trying my hand at acrylic painting. I’m thinking about going to graduate school at U Conn for art studies.”

She sounded almost as career solid as me.

“Okay Niles, here’s your room,” she said, as she showed me into a lavish bedroom with a large picture window and a sliding glass door that overlooked the expansive grounds of the estate.

“You know,” she said, “Someone could get lost very easily out there, and no one would ever know they’ve gone,” and she smiled at me, squinting her eyes. “Oh, here, let me get your bags from the hallway. I am such a terrible hostess.”

“No that’s okay,” I said. “I can get my own things.”

But I was too late. Melissa was standing in the doorway, and she bent over to get my bags, (definitely for my benefit) and I could see a soft, pink G-String running along the inside of her butt cheeks. In the light of the room, it looked like there was a slight wet stain on them. I didn’t think she saw me peeking, but she did.

“Say Melissa, I was going to ask your mother, but where is Brandon?”

“Oh, he’s in school. You’ll meet him later. I’m sure you two will get along just fine. As a matter of fact, I think you’ll get along well with all of us – especially mother and me.”

And with that, she pushed me down on the bed and sat next to me, taking my hand, placing it inside her skirt and touching her thigh with it. My heart started beating fast and I was becoming light-headed.

“Are you up for some lessons, Niles?” It was a question of who would be teaching who, and what. I quickly found out the answer to that when she grabbed the back of my hair, bending my head to her and kissing me hard, sticking her tongue inside my mouth. My cock was pulsating, and I could feel some pre cum leaking out of the top. The question was, what was I so excited about? What it what was happening to me, or wondering if I could switch places with her. In any case, I couldn’t stop.

Our tongues wrapped around each other, and my hand continued feeling around under her skirt. She quickly reached down and pulled her G-String down it until it fell completely down around her ankles. Now I had access to her sopping wet pussy. As soon as I touched it, her breathing became hot and staggered. “That’s it you fucker, keep going, don’t you dare stop!” she cried out.

My fingers were wet with her juices, and I stuck my middle finger inside her pussy, pulled it out and rubbed her clit with it, until it became a wet, slippery knob. I pulled at it, snapping it between my thumb and forefinger, making her scream softly through the kiss. I rubbed her clit faster and faster until she took my hand, and placed all my fingers inside her. I rubbed all three fingers around the inside walls of her pussy, and felt her stiffen and squirt right on my hand. Then she came down from her high, and pulled off me.

Melissa wasn’t even looking at me, and got down on her knees and unzipped my pants, undid my belt, and pulled my pants down around my ankles. She pulled out my stiff, leaking cock with her hand and knelt down, placing my cock tip in between her lips. Using her tongue, she skillfully circled the head of my cock, and now placed her lips over it making a tight seal. She went up and down the length of my dick, getting it nice and slippery. I had never seen hunger like this and wondered what it was like – from her end; wishing I could feel her pleasure. Faster and faster she went, my hips bucking back forward into her head thrusts. I felt all my lust bubbling to the surface, and I came big – shooting a full load into the back of her throat. Her lips remained tight and sealed against me, but still my cum dripped out the sides of her mouth and onto her chin.

She sucked me clean, not stopping at all until my dick had nothing but her saliva on it. Now she picked up her head, blue/hazel eyes half closed, high on pure lust, and she kissed me – giving me a taste of my own jizz. I never tasted myself before, but I liked it – The sweet/salty combo mixing with my saliva. She pulled me up and we stood facing each other.

“I’ve never tasted a Brit before,” she said, “And I don’t wanna taste anyone else,” she said. “We have a whole year that can be just like this.”

“Now Niles, I want you to fuck me before Brandon comes home . . . in the ass,” she said with a sly grin.

I was shocked, and also kind of excited. “What about your mother?” I asked her.

“What about her?” she said like it was the least important thing in the world.

“I mean, don’t you think she’s wondering what we’re doing in here for so long?”

“No, and I don’t really care. She has her ‘boy toys,’ and I like mine, so we’re even. She knows better than to intrude. Anyway, she’s probably passed out drunk on the couch like always.”

“Okay,” I said. “Fine.”

“C’mon, we’re wasting time,” Melissa said as she pulled her G-String down and hopped on the bed, turning her ass up towards me. She reached onto the floor next to the bed where her bag was, and she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She squeezed some out into her hand and smeared it all over her asshole and then reached behind her and rubbed my cock with it. I became hard again, much to my surprise after coming so soon. I never fucked a girl from behind before, and I was looking forward to it.

She wasted no time, and backed up on me, her butt taking all of my cock inside her at once. It was so tight; tighter than the one or two times I had a real pussy in my life. My balls were slapping her butt in a real frenzy. My cock went around and around inside her ass like a mixing spoon, and my fingers gripped the sides of her waist, and her ass moved back against me too. So goddamn tight!

Wordless sounds came out of her mouth, and I bent lower and placed my face in the silky hair streaming down her back. It seemed as if I was just getting started when I shot my load again, filling her back door with my hot, gooey jizz. The way it felt around my cock was incredible. This girl knew what she was doing, all right.

“Come on,” she said breathlessly, pulling off me. “My brother will be home soon, and you should meet him before dinner.”

“Okay,” I said, as I started getting dressed. “I’ve never had anyone like you,” I said. “This was the last thing I expected today,” I said, still wondering if this really happened.

She laughed, and threw her arms around me. “Just think Niles, you can have me any time you want.”

I considered that and my mind went in all sorts of directions. “Melissa,” I asked. “When do I meet your dad?”

“The fuck if I know,” she said casually. “He’s got an apartment in the city, and I really don’t know or care what he does there, and neither does my mom for that matter.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

____

Brandon came home from school at three thirty. Introductions were made and he seemed like a nice kid. I think we hit it off rather well. We had our first lesson before dinner.

“Brandon, I have a question,” I said.

“Sure, shoot.”

“What happened to your three previous Latin tutors? Why did they leave?”

At that, Brandon seemed to stiffen ,and he seemed to be searching for the “correct words.”

“I don’t really know. After about three weeks, they left abruptly and never even bothered to say goodbye.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, perhaps I’ll have better luck,” and I smiled.

Brandon shrugged his shoulders, and said “Maybe,” looking straight ahead at the wall of his study room.

After dinner, without Mr. Godwin present, I retreated to my room, giving the family some privacy. I felt it was the polite thing to do. I facetimed with my parents in Surrey, and did some reading. Besides, I was more comfortable alone, replaying the events of that wild first afternoon. I drifted off to sleep on my bed, and was wearing my boxers, and no t-shirt as I always did. The book was across my chest, a sheet half covering me, and the nightstand light was off.

Sometime during the night I had the craziest dream – someone was lying next to me on the bed and massaging my cock. I groaned with pleasure, and didn’t want it to stop. Then I opened my eyes and got the shock of my life – it was real! There was a woman in my bed. I smelled smoke and bourbon, but the room was pitch black; I had closed the curtains over the large window before I settled down to read. I could make out the silhouette of Kathy’s long, coiffed hair, and slender body. I felt her long, smooth legs straddling my left thigh. She was half on my bd and half off it. She was wearing silky pantyhose and a G-String, like Melissa’s.

“Surprise Niles, wakey, wakey love,” Kathy said in a low voice. “Melissa told me how good you were, and I just had to see for myself.”

Now I was wide awake, and I shifted my waist to get more of her hand on my cock. She laughed. “I know you love this, and if you think Melissa was good, you have never known what a more mature woman can feel like, right?”

“Uh huh,” was all I could say. I was just a passenger on a bus to another world.

Then she climbed on the bed and straddled me completely, moving lower and placing my cock inside her mouth. Her mouth was very wet and slippery. Her moans were a big turn-on for me as well. She went faster and faster on me, her lips making a tight seal around my cock, starting at the head, and playing with her tongue, placing the tip on the slit at the head of my cock.

“I bet you love this you little fucker, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer and my eyes were closed, enjoying it all. I was getting ready to cum as she went faster and faster on me, but suddenly, she pulled off me.

“What the fuck Kathy?” was all I could say.

“Oh you’re going to cum all right, but just not the way you thought!” and she was laughing to herself. “Now, turn yourself over and get on your hands and knees facing the front of the bed,” she barked. I knew what was coming, and I protested, but it was just for effect. I ended up doing it anyway.

“Good boy, good boy, there’s hope for you yet.”

I was in the “doggy” position, and I felt the same cool jelly that Melissa put on my cock before I fucked her. Now “the shoe was on the other foot,” so to speak. It felt so good around my cherry asshole and down my taint. Then Kathy stuck her index finger (with no nail attached) inside my asshole and I stiffened and closed tightly around it. An electric shock traveled through my body at the feel.

“Just relax Niles,” was all she said. The she stopped and I felt a rustling behind me, and I turned around to look. Kathy was wearing a belt with an enormous dildo, that had an attachment on the back that would go into her pussy with each thrust. In spite of the darkness of the room, I could see her grinning at me.

She slathered the K-Y Jelly all over the massive fake cock as well, then placed it up against my asshole. I was to later learn that my ass was called a “boy pussy,’ or “bussy.”

“You’re going to feel a bit full at first Niles, and then you’ll like it. I’m betting you won’t want anything else after you get a taste of this.”

She took over and entered me slowly, about two inches or so and then she pulled out. I felt like I had to go to the bathroom, and she distracted my feelings by smacking my bare ass a couple of times. Then she resumed thrusting inside me, going deeper and deeper and faster and faster. The pain was intense at first, and I fought by clenching my fists on the bedsheets and gritting my teeth. Then, something amazing happened. I began to like it; I mean really like it . . .

I didn’t want it to stop. She slowed down on purpose and my words seemed to come out of nowhere. “Please Kathy, keep going – this is amazing, please!” I begged.

“That’s a good little sissy slut. I’m so glad you like it,” she laughed, and kept thrusting.

I concentrated and my hand found its way to my cock, and I began stroking myself, when suddenly, she batted my hand away. “No touching yourself, you little shit! If you do that again, I’m going to have to place a cage on that little gurl cock of yours!”

I obeyed and my fists loosened their grip on the sheets, and I felt a pleasure I never thought possible existed. I was conflicted with my sexuality as never before, but I knew what felt good, and that was what was important.

Kathy was moaning as the little attachment on the dildo worked its magic on her pussy. Faster and faster she went until I felt a “sneeze” welling up inside me as she hit my “p-spot” with the silicone cock. The thrusting continued. I thought my ass would break when suddenly my cum gushed out a thick, sticky white. I shot out three or four times, and Kathy stifled her screams not wanting to wake the house up, but somehow I had the feeling that Melissa knew.

I felt a liquid, slippery wet warmth from Kathy’s engorged pussy run down the sides of my butt cheeks and my inner thighs, and then Kathy collapsed on top of my back, breathing hard, the dildo still inside of me.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

__________________

_____

The rest of that first week was what passed for “normal” at the Godwin Estate. I gave Brandon his Latin lessons after school, and had dinner with the three other members of the household; all except Mr. Godwin, who was still in absentia in NY City somewhere. At night, Kathy’s late night visitations continued, and I began to expect them. Then the following week, they stopped suddenly.

After dinner, I got Kathy alone and I asked her: “I missed you. Why have you been avoiding me?”

“I haven’t been avoiding you Niles. I just wanted to give you a chance to reflect and to see how much you enjoyed getting ‘pegged’ every night.”

“Well if that’s what you call it, then I suppose I like it,” I replied innocently enough. Kathy just laughed.

“Well, we’ll see tonight – that’s the real test!”

I must have forgotten what she said, because I fell asleep early. Then, I heard the door open and for the first time the lights in the room came on. It was ten pm. I squinted against the brightness and Kathy was standing just inside the doorway and holding clothing in her arms. She was dressed in her usual G-String and pantyhose. She smiled and laid several items on the bed. There in front of me was a black G-String, identical to hers, plus a stretch bra with molded cups, and black, sheer nylon pantyhose as well. I found myself get hard at the sight. Kathy noticed my large boner and smiled.

“These are for you Niles. Now you have a choice. I think you’ll enjoy these, but if you don’t, well I’m afraid that you won’t be of any use to me anymore, and you’ll lose out. Melissa will be very disappointed too, I might add.”

Oh, I thought. So that’s maybe why three of the last of Brandon’s Latin tutors left the house.

“Here, see how you like these. Put them on – no hurry,” she said with a salacious grin.

I picked up the satin G-String and stood up from the bed. They felt quite nice in my fingers; very soft and silky. I imagined how they would feel snug and soft against my junk; how they would feel going up against my skinny, hairless legs. I put them to my face and rubbed them around. They had a musky smell, that tasted like Kathy’s pussy, when she would touch herself and place her wet fingers in my mouth. That gave me an intense boner. Kathy just looked on and smiled as I stepped into them and moved them up my legs.

Then, I settled them around my junk. The G-String hugged the crack of my ass and felt fantastic, which maintained my boner. I smiled inside, a bit guilty about getting off like this, but I trusted Kathy, about where she was taking me on this journey of mine.

Next I slipped on the silky, sheer nylon pantyhose with the straps that hung down and attached to a laced girdle which I put on next. The last item, Kathy pulled out from behind her back, and she stood there grinning at me. It was a wig – a long, auburn wig with a part on the right side, and a tousled front with waves. I got excited when I saw her pull that out.

“Next, I’m taking you into the bathroom to do your makeup,” she proudly announced. I followed her into my private bathroom, and took a seat on a chair opposite the vanity mirror. Kathy went to work, wielding her expertise. Putting the makeup on me excited me more than any other part of getting dressed up. The lip gloss was a cherry red. Then there was aquamarine eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and heavy mascara over my big eyelashes. Next was the eyebrow pencil. She stepped back to look at me. “Humm,” she said. “I think before the next time, I’ll need to shave you – all of you,” she said with a smirk.

She wouldn’t let me look at myself until she was finished. She was beaming at me; her creation. “Now there is one last thing. You must learn to smoke.” And with that she pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes, and handed me one.

Truth be told, I had a big smoking fetish. I always wondered what it would feel like having a long, all white cigarette dangling from my lips, getting lipstick on the filter. I wanted to feel like an absolute slut. Now all the pieces fit together. I loved getting pegged, dressing up like a woman, smoking like a slut, and then I started thinking about what clothes I would wear.

I wanted to get pegged by a real cock, and to suck on one. I think that Kathy knew that, and it made her happy. I wasn’t sure why, but I would find out soon. So she looked at me smoking, and she lit up one herself, and I felt just like her. My cock was as hard as a rock, and it was pulsating with the pouch grabbing me.

“So how do you feel Niles”

“It feels . . . wonderful!

“Wait a second. We need a new name for your female persona,” she said. “How about ‘Tiffany?’ I like that, has a nice ring to it. Don’t you think?”

“Tiffany . . . Yeah, ok, that’s what I’ll be.”

“Good. I think now we’ve finally found a Latin tutor for Brandon that he can keep!”

So I thought to myself. This is what Alfred meant. None of the other three tutors would submit to this. I can’t understand how they could be so blind NOT to. 

“So what now Kathy?”

“Well if you’re willing for the final step in your transformation, there will be a significant pay raise for you, and a membership in a wonderful, umm, society that Melissa and I run.”

“And what is that exactly?” I wanted to know.

“I like to have gentlemen come over who have a particular taste for transgender women. Unfortunately, Mr. Godwin – Edward, my husband does not share my taste for exotic shemales, so he’s out of the picture and does what he wants.”

“I see. So where and when do you meet?”

“Here naturally. We have a playroom downstairs, and we meet this Saturday. Do you think you’re up for it Niles? I promise you that you’ll be ravaged just like a reeky transgender slut – the kind I have a feeling you’ve always dreamed of being.”

All my inhibitions were gone now, and I was ready to be just what Kathy wanted me to be.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____

Saturday was here. Over the week, both Kathy and Melissa took particular delight in taking turns “pegging” me, and I loved it. Melissa was the one to outfit me for the evening’s guests. They told me to go to sleep early on Friday night because I would need my strength.

I was in my bedroom, and Melissa walked in with a bunch of clothing in her hands. In addition to the lingerie and the makeup job courtesy of Kathy, I was to wear a short black miniskirt with three inch open toed heels. I practiced all week, so I was ready for my slut debut. Kathy had made sure I was shaved all over like she said I would be. My skin was as smooth as silk, and the nylons and the G-String felt so good going up all over me. My blouse was a white, long sleeved cotton, with the top three buttons open, and the illusion of cleavage was terrific.

Melissa stood back admiring her work. “My my Tiffany, you look terrific! Doesn’t she mom?”

“Yes Melissa, she looks like she could suck off an entire army which is probably what she’ll do tonight!” and both of them laughed. I was ready for my new self to finally “step out.”

Downstairs, the “playroom” had a bar, of course, a couple of couches, a love seat, and several velvet chairs. In addition to several male guests some really beautiful women arrived. Kathy told me that they were all trans women that she had proudly trained, along with Melissa. I never would have known the difference.

I was ready for the dirtiest and most delicious experience of my life.

Kathy stood in the middle of the room and called for quiet. Then she made her announcement. “Trannies and gentlemen,” she said laughing, along with several of the guests. “It gives me great pleasure to announce the newest member of our little society – all the way from the UK! – Tiffany. Now, Tiffany is new, and though she is a very horny cum-slut, and wants it very badly from all of you, I promised her that we all go easy on her for her first night with us.”

The crowd hooted and applauded. The lights dimmed, and the DJ whom Kathy hired began spinning some fast paced techno music from the back – very loud techno music. Kathy strode up to me. “Listen Tiffany honey don’t be shy here. Everyone knows that what happens here stays here. They all want the same thing, ok?”

“Sure Kathy, I can’t wait to get started, I said, as I took a very seductive drag from my long 120mm cigarette. At least one guy in the love seat in front of me had his hands down his pants playing with himself. I smiled to myself, remembering when I was in his place. Kathy told me that when I spotted my prey, I should take control like the bitchy slut I was dressed as. I could feel my cock getting extra hard as I stared back at him, finishing my cigarette.

I looked at myself in the long mirror on a closet door. The collar was up on my white blouse, with my long, auburn hair falling over the front of my shoulders and my face – a bit disheveled, and my right leg was sticking out in front of me; the guy’s eyes drawn to my strapped heels. Across the room, couples were pairing up. Most of the men were getting blow jobs from the transgender woman, and some of them were getting pegged by the shemales. The atmosphere was like some of the videos I had watched and gotten off on.

I crooked my finger at the guy on the love seat, and he put his drink down on a small table and walked over to me. He looked a bit on the wimpy side – like a displaced academic; wearing a rust turtleneck sweater and a tweed sport coat. I rolled my eyes and said to myself: A first is a first. I was taller than him.

“Uh, hi, my name is Devon,” he said over the music.

I looked him over and casually said with as much disinterest I could muster; “Whatever honey.”

I grabbed a velvet pillow from the loveseat and placed it down in front of him. I could see his small cock sticking up through his pants. I taunted him about how small it was and even asked him if I could find it to put it in my mouth. It was exhilarating to belittle them I found.

I knelt on the velvet pillow and opened his zipper with my long, red – painted fingernails, slowly pulling it down, looking up at him. He was smiling down at me like a child about to get his candy treat. I pulled at the top of his slacks and pulled them down, along with his boxers, and watched his cock pop out. I gripped it with my fingers like a flute and placed the tip of it against my glossy red lips. I could feel a little bit of pre cum already coming out. He was ready to go, so I now placed the head of his cock in between my lips and used my tongue like a paint brush to wash around it, again and again.

Some other guys were watching from the side and stood behind him, when one of them got the idea to form a circle around me. I guess I was a celebrity, but I had to take them one at a time! Now I slid my mouth down Devon’s entire length, and made a tight seal with my lips. He bucked his hips towards me, matching the bobbing of my head. I used my tongue to stroke the soft tuft of skin in the underside of his cock, massaging it back and forth. It didn’t take long for the poor boy to gasp out loud, stiffen and shoot a surprisingly big load of jizz which hit the back of my whore throat. I slurped and licked like a fiend, and pulled out before his last spurt, getting a nice amount of cum all over my face and eyes. It caused my mascara to drip and run. I loved it!

I cleaned up Devon pretty good, and the four other guys all had their hands down their pants, greedily looking at me, waiting their turns, and smacking their lips. The next one surprised me. He said to me, yelling over the music and the strobe lights, which added a surreal quality to the event; “Let me take you from behind slut!”

So I flipped my short skirt over my ass and lower back, bending over, and he pulled my G-String down, spitting on his hands and wiping it on my boy pussy or “bussy.” He spit again, wiping his cock with it, making it wet and slippery. This was my first real cock, and I was very turned on by it.

The guy was large – and he lined up his cock against me, and without so much as a “how do you do,” began thrusting inside of me. There was no pain, thanks to Kathy and Melissa’s training. He was all the way inside me, grunting and thrusting. He was a real slob, but I didn’t care – I was a real cock-whore, and I acted like it, backing up against all of his thrusts. Finally he let out a scream which I heard against the loud music, and I felt his hot, wet cum filling me up inside. This triggered me to cum as well – my first real “sissygasm,” and without even touching myself I came all over the granite floor; three big shots of my jizz. As he withdrew, I felt his cum leaking down the insides of my butt cheeks and my thighs.

My face was full of sticky cum from Devon, and I could hardly see through my sticky eyes, and I looked at Kathy who gave me a thumbs up and a wink.

The next guy wanted me to spank his ass and peg him, which I did gladly. He came pretty quickly, and then he turned himself around and wanted to suck my cock which I gladly let him do. He was very skillful, using his tongue and his lips. I could tell that it wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo.

I counted, and by the end of the evening, I had been fucked, sucked, and did my share of fucking and sucking. Kathy and Melissa were watching me and were busy themselves – the only bio women in the room.

*****

After the gathering was over, Kathy was counting the money – the “take” of the house. She made over twelve thousand dollars. “A slow night Tiffany,” she said to me. “There are some nights where we haul in twenty Gs!”

“You did very well Tiffany,” Melissa said to me. “Is it okay mom if I spend the night with her?”

“Of course my dear. What – you didn’t get enough action yourself tonight?” Kathy said laughing.

“Oh I did, I just want more.”

“I thought so. Sure Melissa.”

Kathy gave me fifteen hundred. “There’s more where that came from Tiff. You know, you were a hit tonight. You’re a very hard worker. Now for the final question: Will you transition? I use HRT for my ‘gurls,’ no surgery.”

“Yes, I’d like that very much Kathy.”

“Good. Now we’ll just have to let Brandon get used to his new ‘trans tutor.’”

So I gave up my apartment in the city for the new life here in CT with Kathy and Melissa. After all, I was an integral and very happy part of their business. It was easy and pleasant work – Very “Quick and Dirty.”

♦️♦️♦️


BOOK SIX

SISSY TOY

CROSSDRESSING, FORCED FEMINIZATION SHORT STORY
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Synopsis

Alan is a twenty year-old college junior who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. You see, he fell into a trap set by a scheming couple and a bunch of girls with very unorthodox sexual desires. After a wild night of partying which he has no memory of, he wakes up in a girl’s bedroom, dressed in women’s lingerie: bra, G-String panties and sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps!

The girl who woke him up shows him an iPhone video of him dressed and made up, and dancing on a table in the college’s rathskeller, making a pass at one of his guy friends! She tells him that she will post this embarrassing video on Tik-Tok, where it will be sure to go viral very quickly, unless . . . he agrees to

certain demands.

The first demand is that he dress up for a Saturday night bash at their dorm. The second demand is that he become a “sissy sex toy” for Linda and her boyfriend Jeff.

The stakes are high for Alan. If he refuses to go along, he risks exposure on social media which could have bad ramifications for future work, and if he does go along, what does it say about who he really is??


Chapter One

________________

_____


Iliked to party like every kid on this campus. Saturday nights were often drunken blurs of beer kegs and bongs. I made up for my lack of social skills, great physique, muscular arms, and six pack abs by following along with the other guys in my dorm and getting drunk and stoned. Usually, at the end of the night, I was back in my dorm room, trash can by my bed, puking, and not getting up the next day until noon. My roommate Mitch could consume huge amounts of beer and smoke his head off, and be like, “yeah, whatever.” He knew I had a low tolerance for stuff, and he was there for me on most Saturday nights, making sure I got back safely. I usually had no recollection of events.

One particular Saturday night was a first for me. I don’t know what happened to me except that the next day I didn’t wake up in my dorm room. There was no sign of Mitch, and I woke up in a strange girl’s room, hungover, and dressed . . . in a satin G-String, black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps, a stretch bra with cups, and wearing a long, brunette wig! What the fuck??

“Good morning beautiful,” a gorgeous red head with long hair, pretty face, a killer figure, and jeans said to me as she opened the blinds, making me squint as the sunlight hit my eyes. She was laughing, and pointing at me, and between belly laughs she managed to get out “Look at yourself!”

I stood up, wobbling with my head banging, and slightly nauseous, looking at the mirror over her dresser. I was shocked to see myself nude except for the items I mentioned above. In addition to the lingerie, my face was made up with lipstick, blue eye shadow, mascara, and eyebrow pencil over my thin, brown eyebrows. On the floor next to the bed was a green, one piece short dress in a pile. My eyes were opened wide, and I had no idea how this happened to me. I looked at this girl with more fright than curiosity.

“You really have no idea, do you Alan?” How did she know my name? I never met her before in the two years I’ve been on campus.”

“No, I don’t! Can you help me out here?” I asked; afraid of the answer. Now she stopped laughing, and her tone got a little more serious, but not totally.

“Well, your friends and you were at the rathskeller, and you were all pretty wasted, when Linda, that’s one of my friends, asked for a volunteer from your group to dress up like a hot-looking babe, and well, your friends picked you!”

She did everything she could to stop from laughing again, and told me that “We took you back to my room, and my friends and I dressed you up and made up your face, and brought you back down to the rat. You danced on top of one of the tables, and everybody, I mean everybody was whooping and cheering until the management threw everybody out. Your friends just left, and so my friends and I took you back to our dorm.” More laughs. “We adopted you as our ‘pet sissy’ for the night!”

“Where are my shoes?” I asked meekly and horribly embarrassed.

She pointed to the other end of the bed. “You danced in your sneakers. We thought you should wear heels, but in your state, you would have fallen on your ass, probably breaking your neck.” She paused, looked at me and smiled. “Oh, you also tried to dance with one of your dorm buddies, Greg, I think it was, telling him how hot he was and would he please dance with you!”

“No fucking way!”

“Yeah, you did! You even made a fucking pass at him; a pitiful attempt if I may say so, but Greg was embarrassed and moved away from the table. So you danced alone until all of us got ejected from the place.”

“Where are my clothes?” was all I could say.

“I don’t really know Alan. Oh, by the way, my name is Chelsea.”

“So, what am I supposed to do?” I asked, feeling more like a complete moron as each minute went by. Then there was a knock on the door, and Chelsea opened it. Three girls were peering into her room and staring at me and giggling.

“Look! It’s the dancing queen!” A thin blonde exclaimed. “Wow, you really put on some great moves last night Alan!”

The other two girls were laughing hysterically. All that was missing was a photographer from the campus newspaper. Speaking of which; one of the other girls came into the room, and Chelsea said, “This is Linda. She has the whole event, including getting you dressed up by us on her iPhone.”

“Hey Alan, you really outdid yourself last night!” Linda said, replaying the video. She showed part of the five minute video for me, and I felt a wave of nausea creep up on me. “Oh, I have your clothes in my room, unless you want to put my skimpy, slutty, green dress on – again!” she said laughing, and pointing to it on the floor, “and walk around dressed like a girl on campus! Also, I have to say that you look really HOT wearing all of my lingerie! But don’t worry; if you want to keep any of it, you can,” and all the girls were hysterically laughing, which just made me feel worse.

I was standing up now, facing the laughing girls, and my hands were down around my waist hiding, of all things, a very large boner!

“No need to hide it Alan,” Linda said. “We’ve all seen what you got under there.”

“Yeah, it looks pretty good to me,” Chelsea chimed in, causing more laughter.

I was grateful that Linda had my clothes, but I was worried about the iPhone video, and also who else might have one.

“Uh, I’d like to put my own clothes back on and go back to my dorm,” I said, picturing the reception I would get from my friends. It made me cringe.

Linda said, grinning at me, “Okay Alan, I’ll give you your clothes back but only under one condition.” Uh oh, I thought.

“And what would that be?” I said, summoning up all the last vestiges of dignity that I thought were in me.

“You let us dress you up again for our dorm party next Saturday night!” Now they were all laughing.

“And what if I refuse?” I asked in a feeble attempt at some bravado.

“Well, none of your friends took a video, and I believe that we have the only one. I’ll just post it all over social media. We all think it’ll go viral in minutes on TIK-TOK! Just think: ‘College boy gets wasted and dressed up like a girl, and dances on college rathskeller table top!’ We think we can make some good bank off it!”

“No – you wouldn’t,” I said in complete horror.

Chelsea shook her head. “I’d believe Linda if I were you Alan.”

I had no choice in the matter. “Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” I said, coming out of the fox hole with my hands up in defeat.

The girls squealed, and Linda said proudly to her friends, “See, I told you he’d do it! Now follow me to my room and you can get dressed. Oh, the makeup remover is in the bathroom. Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that, and there’s also something else you need to know.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_______________

____


My clothes were in a pile on the floor at the foot of Linda’s bed. I walked over to them and put them on top of her bed when she said to me, “Come into my suite bathroom Alan, and I’ll take your makeup off.”

“Now what was the other thing you were so anxious to talk to me about?” I asked with a looming sense of horror. I didn’t know any of these girls. I mean, shit, they could all be witches or some crazy group cult or something. I’ve heard of weirder things.

Linda came up to me and closed in the space between us. Then she placed her hand on top of my cock over her G-String. “If you’re wearing my G-String, then I own what’s under it,” she said rather matter-of-factly. She began rubbing me. “Feel good Alan?”

“Yeah it feels good.” This was all so crazy, but in the back of my mind it was sort of like a fantasy come true for me. When I was about sixteen, I imagined what it would be like for a girl to come onto me while I was wearing her panties. I suppressed those feelings – until now that is. I felt a drop of pre cum forming, and Linda felt the wetness through the material. She then gave my cock a good squeeze and took her hand away.

“No, I am not going to let you cum – just yet Alan. Now let’s talk,” and I followed her into the bathroom and took a seat by the mirror.

“You see Alan. I have a boyfriend, Jeff. You don’t know him, and it doesn’t really matter. Jeff and I have some ‘exotic sexual tastes’ you might say. This is where you come in. I mean, it could have been anybody really, but my friends and I picked you.”

“Picked me for WHAT??” The nerve of this teasing bitch. What the hell was she up to, and what did I give a shit about her and her boyfriend’s sexual tastes?

She stood over me as I sat in the chair. We were about the same height, and I fit almost too perfectly into her clothes. She picked my chin up with her fingers and looked me right in the eyes.

“A few weeks ago Jeff and I decided to spice up our sex life and we came up with a fun idea, which my girlfriends were only too happy to help me with. You see, Jeff told me he wants to have sex with me while a guy dressed up like a girl watches, and maybe even participates. Jeff happens to be bisexual, and I don’t want him straying from me, so I thought if I could get some unsuspecting guy – and this is where it gets fun – dressed up for us, then we could really have a great time.”

“But why me?” I kept asking.

“You may not like this part Alan, but since you asked, one of my girlfriends put a couple of “Mollies” in your beer, and before I knew it you were willing to come back here with me from the rathskeller, and I dressed you up and took you back there.” Linda was laughing now – a very evil, and frightening laugh.

“I suggested to you that you should dance on top of one of the tables, and Mollies make you horny as you know; so you made a pass at one of your friends – I think his name was Greg, yeah, Greg, and you even grabbed at his crotch! I mean all of your friends were drunk, and Greg pulled away, but I got it all on my iPhone! Of course you had no idea what was happening, and of course, no memory.”

“So YOU FUCKING DRUGGED ME??!!”

“Yes Alan, we did. I feel bad in a way, because it’s technically extortion – you either agree to ‘play’ with me and Jeff, or the video goes viral, and all your friends, and later on, any potential employers will see it too. Isn’t this a delicious scheme???” and there was that wicked laugh again.

I looked around for her iPhone and I spotted it on the vanity top, and I made a move for it, but Linda was faster. “You wanna take my iPhone and what – throw it away? Remove the evidence?” she said batting her eyes. “Come on Alan, I thought you were brighter than that. Several of my friends have the video. If you pull anything like that again, the video will go viral – I promise you!”

It looked like she had me there. I was forced to do what she and her boyfriend Jeff wanted. I thought about the legality of all this, but I couldn’t think of anything right off the top of my head. It was just a college prank – albeit a very devious college prank. I was now the official sex toy of a crazy college girl and possibly sadistic boyfriend.

“Oh come now Alan, don’t look so sad. I promise that neither Jeff nor me will hurt you. We just want to have some fun. Besides, there’s something very sexy to me about dominating a guy with sexual demands and ‘playing.’”

She took my makeup off, and I was sitting there wearing Linda’s nylon pantyhose, bra, and G-String. “Now come into the bedroom with me,” she said.

“Here, now sit on the bed, and spread your legs. You aren’t going to leave here disappointed. I promise.”

Well, I guess this could have been a lot worse – I could have left with blue balls, because I was horny as fuck, especially after Linda was playing with my cock.

Linda looked up at me and smiled, as she gripped my pulsing, moist cock with her fingers clenched in a fist around its shaft. I wasn’t a small size by any means, nor was I a giant. Inexperienced though I was, I thought I was normal. Now she placed my tip very slowly in between her glossy, moist red lips; the end of her tongue coming out to greet me. She liked to torture me, this much I could see already. She very skillfully used her tongue, circling the head of my cock, getting it slippery and wet – and she was only getting started.

“Hold on tight Alan . . . .” she said as she took all of me in her mouth, making a tight seal as her lips reached my balls. I thrusted my hips forwards into her face, and she kept in rhythm, going faster and faster. Her eyes were closed as if in deep concentration over what she was doing to me. She grabbed my ball sack with her right hand, long painted fingernails digging into my skin; the pain mixing with pleasure.

I tightened up and balled up my fists as I erupted into her mouth. Imagining Linda as a slut made it so much more pleasurable. I came three times – three large shots of white, sticky cum hitting the back of her throat. Just as I was being emptied of the last of my jizz, she pulled her mouth off of me, letting it run down the sides of her mouth, and chin. She looked up at me, her eyes glazed over and closed like slits, the cum on her face the most erotic sight I’d ever seen except in the videos I enjoyed watching on YOUTUBE.

She licked me clean until there was nothing left on my cock. Then she stood up and leaned into me on the bed, kissing me and giving me a taste of my own jizz. I loved it. I’m not sure how much being dressed in lingerie had to do with it – but I think it did.

“You are delicious Alan! I think Jeff and I are going to have loads of fun with you! Last night was nothing. I’m going to make you into the sluttiest sissy toy of your dreams.”

“I think I’d enjoy that Linda,” I said, not knowing where that came from. She laughed.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say that the thought of being with Jeff and me really turns you on. But, honestly, it’s more fun if you resist, so can you promise me that it looks like you’re being forced to do this stuff in front of Jeff? Please? For me?”

So here I was with the woman who drugged and blackmailed me, actually enjoying what I was being forced to do. Now I felt like part of the conspiracy instead of a victim. It was so strange.

“Now Alan, you’ll get dressed and be at our little dorm party on Saturday night. I want you to come straight to my room at five o’clock, and I’ll dress you up so good. Oh! We’re going to invite your friends over Saturday night too, but don’t worry – the way I’ll make you up, they won’t even know it’s you.”

“Okay Linda, sounds good.”

“Now I have to leave. Get dressed in here, and lock the door on your way out, okay?”

“Sure thing.” Now the only thing was what I would tell my friends, especially Greg. Obviously I couldn’t tell them that I was coming here on Saturday night. I’d have to make up some bullshit excuse why I couldn’t come.

Speaking of Greg, I wondered if the real reason I made a pass at him was not out of any real sexual desire, but that it was all drug-induced? Still, I liked the way I looked dressed up as a girl, and I did want to go through with Linda’s plan.

I stood in front of the mirror studying myself. Damn, I thought. I look really good as a girl. They say that alcohol relaxes your inhibitions, and mine were certainly absent last night. I thought of my “little secret.” Now that I was at least “semi-sober,” I could think clearly. The G-String felt really good against my cock, and snug against my balls. I loved the way it felt in between my butt cheeks; the way it cradled my asshole. So I stuck the tip of my hands down the front and grabbed my cock which was now as hard as a rock, even so soon after Linda’s work. I bit my bottom lip as I felt a bit of pre cum leaking out from the tip of my cock. I decided that I would keep the G-String and stuff it in the front pocket of my jeans.

But first I paraded around the mirror, admiring myself. Humm, I thought. I loved the long, black wig. The makeup was smeared, but I bet the girls could help me out and do a much better job Saturday. I mean, the girls were drunk last night; imagine if they really concentrated on what they were doing! The thought excited me and brought back some early teenage fantasies which I had suppressed for many years. The truth was that I wasn’t angry at all. I kind of liked how I looked and felt. Maybe this could actually turn into something good.

So I hurried up and got dressed. I would pretend to be humiliated and embarrassed by last night, and I would let the other girls keep thinking I was. Last night was actually a bit of serendipitous luck for me.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

_____


Now what would I tell Greg? I’m sure he was embarrassed last night when, according to the girls I asked him to dance and made “a pass” at him. I wouldn’t say anything to him. I would wait for him to approach me on the subject. Greg was a good looking guy. He was a member of the college swim team, and had very broad shoulders, a rather thin waist and well-developed thigh muscles – just like a champion swimmer. I’ve only been to one of his swim meets, and I think he looked kind of hot – especially with that cock-bulge under his swim trunks.

Wait! What the hell am I saying? I mean, I’m not gay, or even bisexual. Yet it was undeniable; the attraction was there. I reasoned it out by thinking that he was only attractive when I dressed as a female. Yeah. That would be normal, right? A hot looking girl would find a guy like that attractive, so I was just “falling into the role.” I would have to be like that for Jeff and Linda anyway. Just take it slow Alan. There was a whole week until next Saturday. I was really looking forward to that.

On Sunday night I was back in my room doing some studying when my roommate Mitch walked in. “Where the hell were you last night? Oh my God Alan, you were drunk out of your mind, and you let these girls dress you up as a co-ed and you were dancing on top of the ratskeller table! Don’t you remember that?” Mitch was smirking, and laughing.

“No Mitch I don’t. I woke up in one of the girl’s rooms, and I was still dressed up. They had a really good laugh, but I was still too hungover from last night to really pay it much attention.”

“Yeah, and you also made a fucking pass at Greg!”

“Oh my God! I did?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“You really did, and you tried to put your hand on Greg’s crotch, and drunk as he was, he still had enough sense to back away from you. What the hell is wrong with you anyway Alan?” Mitch was grinning, like he was privy to some private joke.

“I, I, I’m not sure Mitch,” I said, confused as hell, and mad at myself for blacking out – I never black out.

“Well it seems that last night you really did. I mean none of us knew those girls and you just went away with them – you let them dress you up in a blackout, and lead you back to the rat where you did your table dance!” Now Mitch was laughing hard.

“Oh Jesus Alan – I so wished I had thought of getting my iPhone out and taking a video!”

“Mitch,” I said as innocently as possible, trying not to give anything away. “Do you think they could have slipped something in my beer that would have made me act like that?”

“You know, thinking about it, I suppose it’s possible. I should have followed you Alan, I’m sorry.”

“Never mind Mitch, it’s okay.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____


Ihad a late class the next day, Monday, and Mitch had an early one, so I was alone in our room. I reached into the pocket of the jeans I wore on Saturday night, and I pulled out the panties I was wearing, which belonged to Linda. Just like yesterday morning, when I pulled them up and down my legs, I enjoyed the soft, satiny feel of the G-String going up my hairless legs, and then settled them over my cock, and in between my butt cheeks. Now I placed my hand down the front pouch and started rubbing my cock back and forth until I was hard as a rock. Oh how I wished that I could put makeup on and that wig, and dress fully! But I would have to wait until Saturday.

I was glad that the girls would invite my friends over to their little soiree. But was it really possible that with different makeup and a different wig, the guys wouldn’t know it was me? What was I thinking? But I had no choice unless I wanted to become an overnight Tik-Tok sensation. Come on Alan, I said to myself – Be honest here. You really DO want to seduce a guy dressed as a girl! I was in a real dilemma here, but everything pointed to that idea. I was still a virgin, (did a blowjob count?) and my dating life was anything but good, or even fair. Sure, I pretended to like girls when I was with my friends. I think they figured that since I was the studious type, maybe I didn’t have time for “distractions.”

Now I was rubbing myself to the point just before orgasm, so I grabbed a bunch of tissues and lied down on my bed. Before I could make another full pass with the panties, I shot a huge load of sticky, white cum all over my belly and chest, pulling the panties under my balls, so I wouldn’t soil them.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____


On Tuesday, I came back from the library about ten o’clock, and Mitch was in the room at his desk, studying. He was more social than me and did his best studying in the room. He liked interruptions.

“Hey, there he is – the campus drag queen!” he was laughing.

“Very funny Mitch,” I said.

“Come on, you know I’m kidding – happens to the best of us! Hey, I got some news for you. Those girls that we partied with last week at the rathskeller; they invited us over to their dorm for a party Saturday night! What do you think? I promise we won’t drug you and force you to dress up!”

“Oh that sounds great, but unfortunately I won’t be coming.”

“Why not? What are you – antisocial or something? Especially after last weekend!”

“No, I have a huge psych project I’m working on that’s due on Monday. It’s a group thing, and I’m meeting some others from my class, and we have to work on it.”

“On a Saturday night? Come on man, don’t be a dick about it.”

“Really Mitch – psych is my major, you know?”

“Okay, okay, don’t get so defensive. I just thought you might have a little fun. I mean, you never get out much anyway.”

“Well, maybe if we finish up early, I’ll come over, ok?”

“All right, fair enough. Do what you gotta do. But I’ll bet Greg will be disappointed,” Mitch said with a big grin.

“Cut it out man, besides, he isn’t my type!” and we were both laughing now; but I was for a different reason.

***

Saturday afternoon Mitch was out, and just to convince him that I meant what I said, I took my psych book and my laptop and left the dorm and headed over to Linda’s dorm on the other side of campus. The girls from the other night were all piled together in Linda’s room. I got a nice reception when I first walked in.

All my clothes were nicely laid out on the bed, when Linda said, “We have to shave you Alan. The other night your hair didn’t matter, but tonight is the real thing for you, so off it must come. Follow me into the bathroom.” So I got into the tub, and she shaved what little hair I had on my legs, my face of course, and then lastly, my balls. My cock was erect the whole time. All my pubic hair came off too.

There was a skimpy, hookerish, navy blue, one piece spandex dress on the bed, (another Linda special?) along with a Styrofoam head with a long, auburn wig on top. The strapped pantyhose were there, along with a pair of stylish, black pumps in my size – walking wouldn’t be so hard after all. This time there was a black G-String.

Linda said to me, “The girls all think it’ll be a blast, watching you seduce your friend, and don’t worry Alan. When we’re done with you none of your friends will know it’s you. What excuse did you give them for not showing up here tonight – I mean, as Alan?”

I shrugged and I said, “No big deal. I just said I was going to the library to work on a psych project.”

“Smart. Hey, by the way, the panties I lent you last Saturday are missing. You wouldn’t happen to know where they are now, would you?” The other four girls, Marcie, Donna, and Robin, the skinny blonde, and Chelsea were all laughing. I turned a bright red.

Then Linda said, “Relax Alan, we know you took them!”

I was quiet, and much embarrassed. “Hey, it’s okay,” Linda said.

“The girls all know your little secret, and we think it’s cute! We’ll help you along with this.”

Robin was looking at my crotch. “Look, he’s got a boner. Alan, mind if I touch it?”

“What a slut you are Robin!” Linda said. “Lay off him, he’s my creation.”

“Okay, maybe later I can get a taste,” Robin said, and winked at me. I was certainly the man, or the girl of the hour.

The bra was the one from the other night – the one that pulled the skin of my chest in tight and gave me the illusion of cleavage. By the time the girls were finished with me, I looked good enough to fuck! Linda’s auburn wig was wavy on top and had a slight part on the right side, with curls that fell below my breasts. Surprisingly, the shoes were comfortable, and I had no trouble walking in them. I had a small enough cock, but just to make sure, Linda placed a gaff inside the front of the G-String, to hide any bulge.

Linda did my eyes with just the right amount of mascara to really do a good job of hiding me. “Hey girls, we have to give Alan here a girl’s name. What do you think we call ‘her’ Amber?”

“Hey I like it! – Amber – Robin said. I think it suits her perfectly.”

“See Alan, er., Amber. We got all the bases covered. You don’t have to worry about anything!”

“Yeah, you really do,” I said. To their delight, I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror.

“Now bend over Amber!” Linda said. “Give us a good show of your ass.” I looked behind myself as I bent over in front of the mirror. I could see the G-String as it covered the crack between my butt cheeks really well, and I could see the straps of the pantyhose as they rose to the girdle. I didn’t see how any guy could resist me now! I wanted to be taken in the rear by some big hulking guy like Greg . . .

Then someone else came to Linda’s room – her boyfriend Jeff; the reason for my “capture” and makeover. “Wow Linda, is this our new ‘sissy toy?’”

“Oh, Amber, I’d like you to meet Jeff, my boyfriend.”

“Hi Jeff,” I said in my best high, female voice I could muster.

I got a good look at him. Aside from his big white teeth which were grinning at me now, he had a rugged complexion, a full head of black, wavy hair, and an athlete’s build. I knew that part of their sexual plan involved me being an unwilling partner with them, so I had to play shy in order to get Jeff off. This is what Linda had told me earlier. The more timid and hesitant “my act” was, the more of a turn-on I’d be for him.

I wondered how he would feel if he saw me with Greg, or any other guy first. I was about to find out.

The common room of the dorm was all set up with kegs of beer. Some of the girls had their boyfriends over to help them set up. They had a DJ doing some techno music, mixed with everything. Couples were dancing, and I walked in with Linda, Chelsea, and their friends. Linda gave me a bump in my side, and over the loud music she yelled in my ear – “Your friends are here, Amber. Time to do your thing!” Then she came closer to me, and said, “Jeff is watching, and I think it will really turn him on if he sees you hitting on some other guy, okay?”

“Sure Linda – I’ll try.” This was going to be some feat. I had to actually seduce one of my guy friends without them knowing it was me. Dressed like I was, I really wanted to, that’s the funny part.

They had strobe lights hung from the ceiling which made my cover complete because I would be harder to identify. I looked over at Greg, and I got a stirring in my insides. Holy shit, I feel like a real woman. This is more than just dressing up! I was fucking horny.

I got myself a cup of beer and I walked over to where Greg was standing with some other hot guys from the swim team, but I wanted him. He had blonde hair and blue eyes. In the most feminine voice I could muster, I said, “You want some company? My name’s Amber.”

Greg stood away from the bar after turning his head and looking at me. Holy shit – it’s working! I thought to myself.

“You live in this dorm?” he asked. “I haven’t seen you on campus before, but I gotta say, you look fucking hot.”

“Why thank you!” I said. I think the very short, skimpy blue dress with the tons of makeup did it.

“Oh, sorry, my name’s Greg.”

“You look like you work out a lot,” I said, eyeing him from top to bottom, my eyes lingering on his crotch, where I could see his boner pushing through his jeans. Over my shoulder I could see Linda and her boyfriend smiling at me. I could tell Jeff was getting off just watching me talk to Greg.

Then I did what only two weeks ago would have been unthinkable. I said to Greg, “You know Greg, we could stand here and talk all night, but that hard, fucking cock of yours is just too irresistible!”

Greg looked like he was stunned. Just then I felt like the cheapest slut in the world. “You know Greg, I think there’s a nice bathroom on this floor we could sort of use,” I said as I grabbed his crotch.

“Well then,” he shouted over the music, “What the hell are we waiting for? Let’s go!”

So I took Greg by the hand and purposely we walked right in front of Linda and Jeff. Linda looked like she was about to choke, and Jeff was grinning from ear to ear, and flashed me a ‘thumbs up’ sign.

The bathroom on the first floor was empty and I led Greg inside. My cock was throbbing underneath the gaff. Locked in a frenzied tongue kiss with Greg I pulled him into an empty stall, pulling his hair, with my hand now groping underneath his jeans. I loosened his belt, pulled his zipper down and then his jeans, letting them fall around his ankles. I got down on the cold tiled floor and grabbed his massive cock with my fingers making a fist. His eyes were closed, and his hands were pressing on the top of my head as I guided his cock in between my ruby red glossed lips. I played with the head of his cock by sticking the tip of my tongue into his slit.

I wasn’t sure if his massive cock would even fit into my mouth. Dressed as I was, I had a hunger that I never knew I had. I had to have him inside my mouth, and have him explode in my mouth. My lips now formed a tight seal over the head of his cock, and I slid my lips over his shaft, till about half way. I couldn’t fit any more of it inside me. I tasted a sweet/salty mix of pre cum leaking out of it.

He matched my sucking back and forth with hip thrusts that almost made me gag. I went faster and faster and he hissed between clenched teeth. Then suddenly I stopped.

“What the FUCK AMBER!??” he yelled out. “I was just gonna cum!”

“You will Greg. I just want you to fuck me in my ass.”

Astounded, Greg’s eyes lit up. “Really?” he said. “You’re into that sort of thing?”

I laughed. “If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t have asked you now would I?”

“Well okay then! Let’s do it. You’re fucking WILD girl!” My asshole was throbbing underneath the soft, satin G-String. I wanted him inside me in the worst way. I was a total slut, and it was great.

I bent over and ripped the G-String from in between my buttocks over one side. Greg spit on his hands and rubbed them over my cherry asshole, my ‘boy pussy;’ my bussy. I had watched many YOUTUBE videos in secret over the years and now it was like I was in my own fantasy show come true.

He lined his wet cock over my cherry and went in with his head. I gasped because I wasn’t stretched at all. Too late to prepare, but I wanted it badly. I felt full at first, and when he pulled out each time, it was like I had to shit, but that quickly was overcome by a mixed sensation of pain and pleasure. The deeper he went, the better it felt. Unlike my mouth, my ass could and did take all of his cock inside. I loved it and backed up against him, his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

I felt a strange sensation coming from deep inside me, sort of like a sneeze welling up. He hit my p-spot, and with each thrust the sensation grew. Greg let out a loud moan and shot a full, thick, warm load right into my bussy. I could feel it running down my butt cheeks, which only made his cock slicker, and he kept going. I couldn’t take it anymore and I shot my wad too – right into the gaff, soaking it through completely. I screamed. I never felt anything like it before; total erotic electricity. By far it was my longest and strongest orgasm.

He pulled out of me and thick, white rivulets of Greg’s cum ran down my pantyhose. I would be doing the walk of shame out of the bathroom for sure. That turned me on almost as much as the actual act.

We stood facing each other and kissed. I wanted him more and more, and I knew that someday soon I’d be staying over in his room. I wondered how he would take the fact that I have a cock. Somehow I didn’t think he would mind. I straightened myself out a little in the bathroom and put on a fresh coat of lipstick, my ass tingling as I stood there. I was a champion. I was the biggest slut on campus, and I loved it.

Greg and I walked off together. “I’m going to go hang out with my girlfriends. They’re probably wondering what happened to me,” I said, looking up at Greg, who was at least a head taller than me.

“Sure babe, go do what you have to do. Say, could I get your number? I want to see you again.” I smiled and texted him my number. That reminded me – I would have to change my voice mail message!

I did the slut walk of shame over to where Jeff and Linda were standing, after giving Greg a lingering good night kiss. Linda looked at my face and I didn’t have to say anything. She wasn’t angry. I mean, why should she be? She was pleased with her new sissy toy – me. She looked me over from top to bottom and she noticed the telltale cum stains running down the middle of my pantyhose and her mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide.

“What? You’ve never seen a transgender slut before Linda?” I said proudly.

“I, I didn’t expect, I mean, so fast??” I just looked at her and smiled. Jeff noticed too and grinned.

“Listen, let’s get out of here, and go up to your room Linda,” Jeff said, not taking his eyes off me for a second.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Six

________________

_____


Linda, Jeff and I made our way up to her room on the second floor of the dorm. Earlier this evening, the room was a circus as I got dressed for my “debut,” but now there was no sign of the activity that went on earlier. Linda and Jeff would see the culmination of their efforts to create a “sissy toy” out of an unsuspecting male college student. The one thing they didn’t count on was my willingness to go through with it, but like Linda had told me, Jeff got a “thrill” out of his fantasy of a forced feminization that he could share with his girlfriend. So here I was, pretending to be “acting,” and taken against my will – blackmailed and feminized. I played the role very well.

“Okay slut, let’s see what you’ve got!” Jeff barked out at me. Linda standing off to the side and smiling, sort of “directing me.”

“What do you intend to do to me sir!?” I asked, feigning fear.

Jeff growled out, “I want to take you from your ass, so get on that bed on all fours like the cock-loving slut you are!”

Meanwhile Linda sat on a club chair across from the bed, lifting her short dress up and sticking her fingers down the front of her G-String, her legs spread eagle.

I got in position on the bed with my ass up in the air facing Jeff who hopped on behind me. It was the second time I handed my ass out for a pounding, and I was ready to enjoy every bit of it.

Jeff was a rough one. No lube, and just like Greg, he spit on his hands and rubbed it all over my ass. It was still sticky from my roll with Greg, but he didn’t seem to mind. If anything he was turned on by the fact that I was “broken in” already.

He entered me quickly, giving me a start and making me stiffen. I gritted my teeth and gripped the bed sheets with my fists. “Wow, you’re so fucking tight you little slut!” Jeff grunted out. I was in pain, but not like with Greg. He was so big that now I felt I could take any size cock that happened to find its way into my ass. Again, as with Greg, I went back on him meeting him thrust for thrust. His hands gripped the sides of my butt cheeks, spreading them out.

Over on the club chair Linda was sitting in a puddle of her own juices, her middle finger sliding up and down, playing with her clit and going deep inside her pussy. I was turned on watching her. She was moaning, and Jeff was grunting. It was a well-choreographed scene, with my own moans adding to the sound.

I felt Jeff’s ball sack smacking into my butt as he was fully inside me. I let out a scream as my p-spot was hit full on and I came a second time that night into my already wet gaff. At the same time, I felt Jeff’s cum shoot up high inside me, which only made him thrust even faster than before. It dribbled down the sides of my butt cheeks as before. I had no doubt in my mind now that I would transition to be a transgender woman.

Jeff pulled out of me and startled me by smacking my ass with his open palm. I winced, but at the same time I enjoyed it.

“I WANT A COCK!!” Linda yelled from the club chair.

“Well climb onto the bed then babe!” Jeff said hungrily.

“Please Jeff! Let the sissy fuck me!”

“Okay babe. While he’s fucking you from behind he can suck me off.” It was then I noticed that Jeff was wearing a little device called a cock ring which kept him hard for multiple orgasms.

Linda hopped on the bed on all fours, her ass high in the air. I pulled my G-String down, and my cock showed itself. “Look at her – her cock is so big Linda!”

Linda looked back at me. “Wow Amber, you are sooo big! See jeff, I know how to pick them!”

“Yeah, you really do,” he said as he stepped to the side of the bed next to my head, as I mounted Linda.

Linda’s pussy was already slick, and she eagerly reached behind herself and put my cock right inside her. It felt nice and surprisingly tight. At the same time, Jeff put his cock right in my face and he bellowed, “Suck me BITCH! Do what you do best, slut!”

Before I could say anything I was choking on Jeff’s cock as I thrusted inside his girlfriend’s pussy. My lips tightened around him, and I teased him by not going down all the way and pulling off. His eyes were closed, and his head was facing the ceiling.

As I went deeper inside of Linda, making her moan, I sucked harder on Jeff. His hands pressed on my head so I couldn’t come off of him even if I wanted to. It went on for what seemed like forever. I was getting “double teamed,” and I loved it.

The moans were broken by Jeff’s grunting out – “SWITCH!”

I pulled out of Linda and Jeff took my place on the bed. Jeff wanted me next to him where he could suck my cock! Now that the tables were turned I was dizzy and consumed by pleasure; pure hedonistic delight.

Jeff moaned as he shot his cum into Linda, and he almost bit off my cock, but he just kept sucking, and seconds later I came right into Jeff’s mouth. He sucked every drop of me in. Nothing was left and he licked me clean. He was bobbing up and down on me, and Linda moaned with another orgasm. Who knows how many she had from watching us?

The three of us were all sweaty and happy. Of course, my makeup would have to be touched up before I went downstairs. When I came out of the bathroom with more mascara and more lipstick on, Jeff and Linda were both looking at me.

“Linda,” Jeff said, “Does Amber here know that she’ll have to be with us whenever we want her, and do whatever we want, or we show the video on Tik-Tok?”

“Yes, I believe she does. Don’t you Amber?”

“Yes, of course. I have no other choice but to be your sissy toy from now on.”

Of course, Jeff didn’t know what Linda knew – that I had found myself, and would play with them anytime.

♦️♦️♦️


BOOK SEVEN

SERVING HIM UP: CROSSDRESSED FOR WORK

[image: A person wearing a black lingerie  Description automatically generated]


Chapter One

______________________

_____

During my sophomore year of college, my life changed abruptly. I got laid off from my part time job at an electronics store in town, and I had no way to pay for my car insurance, maintenance, and other “luxuries.” As it is, I’m only able to attend school with bank loans that will eventually have to be paid back some day. I don’t come from money. My twin sister Jessica goes to the same school, and our parent’s budget is stretched thin. It wouldn’t be right to ask them for anything.

So, the next day after my lay-off, I found myself in Jessica’s dorm room, looking to wallow in self-pity and perhaps get some ideas. Jessica was always sharp, and she had a job – a good job as a waitress at a high end bar in the middle of midtown.

“That’s a real shit break, Tommy,” Jess said, sitting next to me on her bed. “I’d help you out, but I can barely spare anything myself. You know, I’m saving up for my own apartment off-campus for junior year.”

“You wouldn’t consider living together . . . you know, split the rent, cut costs?” I asked hopefully.

“Maybe, yeah, but you’d still need a job,” she said and laughed. “I can’t support you.”

“I know, I know,” I said, beginning to feel utter despair at my situation.

“You know,” Jessica said, thinking, “We do need a bartender.”

“Come on, Jess, what the hell do I know about tending bar?”

“You’re a smart guy Tommy, you can learn.”

I thought about it. Maybe I could, but I would have to be fast, right? I mean they all seem to mix quickly and get the drinks out.

“You can make three hundred dollars on a good night Tommy, but there’s one catch: They are looking for a woman.”

“Well, fuck,” I said. “That’s too bad for me,” I said, thinking of other retail jobs I might be able to get.

“Don’t look so down.” She said. “There may be a solution here, but you probably won’t do it.”

I decided to humor her and hear her out. I thought I knew what she was going to say, and I was right.

She was laughing a little and said: “Please don’t be insulted Tommy, but I think we can pull it off. I can teach you to be a girl just for this job.” She was looking me over. “They don’t know I have a twin, but you could easily pass as my ‘twin sister,’” she said.

I looked at her like she was crazy, but she continued, and I listened. “I know that you’re not exactly an ace in the dating department, and you’re not bulging with six pack abs and huge muscles and a hairy rug on your chest.”

“Oh, so you’re saying, what; that I’m effeminate?”

“No Tommy. I’m just saying that we could pass you off as a girl for the job. Look, why don’t you let me dress you, put some makeup on you, and teach you the ins and outs of being a girl.”

I actually considered it. I mean three hundred or so a night wasn’t exactly chump change, and I’d certainly be able to contribute to the rent if we moved in together.

“Look Tommy, I’m not asking you to have sex with men, just look and act like a woman for the job and go home at the end of the day. Really, the crowd there for the most part, are not a bunch of sleazy dudes who’ll hit on you constantly. Besides, you’ll be busy! No one will be able to see your dick either. I can take care of that. So what do you say? Three hundred to three fifty a night.”

The dollars hung there like a carrot in front of my eyes.

“Okay, okay, we can try.”

“Great!” Jessica said. “But we’ll have to move fast. You’re a smart guy and you’ll learn the job quickly. I’ll tell Gus the owner tomorrow night about you. Come over tomorrow night and I can start prepping you, ok?”

Somehow I thought I’d be terribly sorry for what I was going to embark on, but I really needed the money. Dressing up as a girl was only a costume, right? I mean, just a “rig” for a job. Besides, even if I did get off on this stuff. Nothing wrong there!

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

______________________
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I once heard a saying. I think it went, ‘If you tell a lie often enough, it soon becomes your truth.’ 


Well, now that you’ve had a night to sleep on it, have you had a change of heart Tommy?”

“No change of heart Jess, I trust you. Besides it might be a lot of fun. You know like the old army commercial ‘Be All That You Can Be.’”

She smiled and clapped her hands. “That’s the spirit.”

“Now look, you can wear girl’s jeans, and judging by your hips, I think they’re wide enough for them to fit you.”

Normally, that remark might offend me, but she was right – I did have wide hips.

“What did Gus say?”

“To be honest Tommy, they were looking for someone experienced, but since they like me and you’re my broth . . . er . . . ‘sister,’ he’s willing to train you. You’ll have to come in a few hours before opening for a few days and be trained by Ken, one of the senior bartenders, or ‘mixologists’ as they like to be called now. How many days depends on how quickly you learn. In the meantime, I got you the drink menu, and you can watch YOUTUBE videos in the meantime. I know you’re a quick learner!”

I appreciated her confidence in me. I was one of those people with an eidetic memory, so it shouldn’t be too hard. School came easily to me. I never had to study. I learned during classes. It made my classmates jealous as hell of me.

“Okay, so when do I start?”

“You start your training Saturday afternoon at three o’clock. When you start working depends on how fast you learn. They’re not going to use real booze to train you on, because that costs money. They’ve got like a mixologist training kit or something. Just learn the menu and watch YOUTUBE, okay?”

Speaking of YOUTUBE, I had a “little hobby” that Jess knew nothing about. In fact, NO ONE knew about it. I liked to go on YOUTUBE or XHAMSTER.COM and look at all kinds of transgender porn videos. They all looked they were having fun. I mean some guys dug trans girls, right? I just did it for kicks, but still, I felt somewhat ashamed of it. A couple of times I even pleasured myself to what was going on in one of them, telling myself any guy would get off on this stuff. Nothing wrong there!

“Okay, sounds good,” I said, as she handed me the menu.

“Now let’s finish getting you to look the part, okay?”

On her bed was an assortment of girly clothes, including lingerie. I didn’t think that needed to be part of it, but Jessica was in charge, so I went along.

“Okay, I want you to take your clothes off.”

“In front of YOU???” I was aghast.

“Yes, in front of me silly. I’m your sister after all, and it’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s dick you know.” I didn’t want to go there – TMI I thought.

As soon as I took my shirt off, she said, “Hummm, I thought so.”

“What?”

“I have to shave you Tommy.”

I swallowed hard. “Really, is that necessary?”

“Yes, I’m afraid so; chest, arms, legs, and we might as well do your groin and around your ball sack too – but I’ll let you do that part. Oh! Your eyebrows are too thick – I’ll need to trim those too.”

I rolled my eyes, and said, “Okay, do what you have to do.”

Then my eyes caught something else on the bed that I missed before. It was a long, jet black wig with a green highlight down the right side, and a slight part on the right side. Jess saw me looking at it, and she said, “Yes, a wig Tommy. Remember, we’re going all the way. I mean you do have shoulder length hair, but longer is better, and this wig is thicker than your hair. Let’s give you some personality. Speaking of which, we need a girl’s name for you. ‘Tommy’ just won’t cut it.” She looked at me and mumbled names to herself, and then inspiration hit.

“I know! ‘Tiffany,’ you like it?”

“It’s got a nice ring to it, yeah, okay.”

“Remember Tommy, er, Tiffany – THREE HUNDRED FIFTY DOLLARS A NIGHT!”

That was the thought that got me through this.

After she and I finished shaving me – all over, I was ready to get dressed.

I picked up the pink G-String from the bed. It was satin, or silk, I didn’t know, but it felt great in my fingers, and I rolled it around, savoring the cool, smooth texture. Jessica respectfully turned her back as I slipped them on. Then the thought struck me: What would they feel like over my cock and my balls? The thought soon became a desire to see, and then, a need. An absolute need.

My shaved legs were an entirely different experience for me. I felt the cool air tickling them as the breeze came in through the half open window in her room. As I slipped the G-String up my legs, I actually enjoyed the feel. My dick surprisingly got hard! I mean, what the fuck?? I’m not supposed to get turned on by this stuff, yet here I was – excited more than I ever thought I could be. The front pouch of the G-String was padded, so my average sized cock didn’t poke up, although it was as hard as a steel pole. It felt so damn good around me, and I started rubbing it just a little bit. Next thing I knew, there was a bit of liquid leaking out. I began sashaying my hips side to side, trying to get the pouch to rub against my cock. Jessica noticed but said nothing.

Then I put the black sheer nylon pantyhose on. Again, the same erotic, enticing, guilty feel of the smooth satiny material going up my shaved legs. They went up to mid-thigh level and had a frilled top with straps attached that would go onto the black laced girdle I put on.

Jessica got me a black, thick, stretch bra with semi-hard cups that pulled my fatty chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. I couldn’t help admiring myself in the mirror! Now Jessica couldn’t stop grinning.

“Hey! You’re not gonna tell mom or dad about this, right??”

“Of course not Tommy, er, Tiffany. But it seems as though you enjoy this dressing up thing,” she said winking at me.

“Stop that Jess!”

“Let’s be honest here dear brother; you do like it, am I right?”

“Yeah, I do – but ONLY the strange feel!”

She put both her hands up. “Whatever you say.”

Truth be told, it turned me on a lot. I wrestled with that fact a little bit, and I thought I looked better as a woman than I could ever look like as a guy. There was no doubt about that, especially after the wig and the makeup went on. She looked down at the bed and shook her head. “No, no, no. These won’t do at all,” and she went over to her closet and brought back a short denim skirt with a wide white plastic material belt.

“Here, put this on.”

After I did it, she said, “Instead of heels I have a pair of black leather boots that go up to half your calf level. Remember, you’ll have to move around quickly. I’ll train you in heels another time.”

Now, looking at myself, I looked like a girl I would really love to bang. The dark purple eye shadow, thick black mascara, eyeliner, purple lipstick, and the eyebrow pencil made me look completely different than “Tommy.” Good thing for the gaff padding in the G-String because I was really turned on, and was in no hurry to change. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself.

“God, I am such an artist Tiffany. You look fabulous! I wouldn’t be surprised if customers hit on you.”

“Stop it!” I said. But really, the thought gave me a chill down my back. What was happening to me? For a top, Jessica gave me a black, plunging neckline, nylon stretch blouse, that showed the top of the bra and my cleavage. Both Jessica and I were the same height – about five feet, eight inches.

“You know Tiffany, it seems a shame to take all your makeup off now just after we went through all the trouble to make you look hot, so why don’t we go out a little bit tonight?” It was a Monday, and I had no studying to do, and Jessica had an economics exam on Wednesday night, so fuck it, we just decided to go to the campus rathskeller. I wasn’t afraid of anyone recognizing me because I rarely went out, and I didn’t look at all like Tommy. Jessica’s friends didn’t know she had a twin anything. She’s a very private person, and the only person she told was her roommate Sally.

The rathskeller was practically empty because it was a weeknight, so most of the students there were like education or theatre majors. Besides, this outing would be a good chance for “the new me” to make my appearance on the world stage.

We found a table, at my insistence in the back facing the front doors. If I saw someone I knew, I didn’t want to be taken by surprise. I rehearsed my female voice with Jessica on our way to the rat – we walked the mile from the dorms.

I loved the way the silky hair felt on my shoulders and down my cleavage; the silky, moist texture of my lips, and the way the G-string made itself at home in the crack between my butt cheeks. I was pulsating. My mind was playing tricks on me, and I really wanted the ultimate test – to talk to a guy and have him see me as a . . . woman. But it was more than that – I wanted to actually kiss a guy, to be treated as a girl. This is natural Tommy, I told myself, it’s all part of the illusion. I was lying to myself. The chill the soft material between my butt cheeks gave me told me a different story. Of course, I never mentioned it to Jessica.

As I was sitting, I was slowly rocking from side to side, feeling my cock rubbing the satin pouch of the G-String, my heart racing, and pre cum coming out again. Jessica was talking to me, but I wasn’t really paying attention to her.

“ . . . and what do you want?”

“Huh?” I asked Jessica.

“You haven’t even heard a word I said, did you?” she said with a grin.

“Sorry, no I didn’t. I guess I’m still trying to adjust to this new me.”

“Okay, I’m getting a Seabreeze. I think I should get you one too. It’ll calm your nerves down.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“It’s also ‘girly,’” she said.

We were sitting there, enjoying our drinks, and nibbling on some peanuts, and a guy started walking towards Jessica. “What are you looking at Tiffany?” she asked.

“Don’t look behind you, but there’s a guy walking towards us.”

She started to turn, and I said, “DON’T!” Too late, she already did.

“Oh hi Bob!”

“Hey Jess! Who’s your beautiful friend?”

“Bob, meet Tiffany, Tiffany meet Bob. Tiffany is my twin sister Bob!”

“Really . . . huh. Yeah, yeah, I can see the resemblance.” Then Bob addressed me. “Tiffany, do you go to school here?”

I answered in the girly voice I practiced with Jessica. First, I had to clear my throat. “Yes, I do. I’m assuming you do too Bob?”

“Yeah, I’m studying engineering and I’m a junior. You know your sister and I work at the same bar in town – McNally’s Pub.”

“Really?” I said, now more keenly interested in Bob. My mind was spinning with the possibilities that offered. “And what do you do there?” I asked.

“I’m a bouncer,” he said proudly. Looking with a keen interest at his muscular, tattooed, bronzed arms, I could tell. It also turned me on something fierce. Still fighting these feelings.

“So, what’s your major then?” Bob asked, smiling.

“Uh, right now I’m undecided – just liberal arts.”

“Okay, fair enough,” Bob said pleasantly. He hadn’t taken his eyes off of me since I made eye contact with him when he was walking over to us. I think Jessica was a bit jealous too, which on the face of it was ridiculous; yet here it was.

Jessica noticed Bob had a beer mug in his hand and she patted the booth’s leather seat next to her and said, “Come join us Bob.”

“Thanks Jess,” and he sat down.

Bob was really handsome I thought. I was stirring again where the G-String went between my butt cheeks – no denying it. What was that about? He had a handsome rugged face, with a twenty four hour tan, and sandy brown hair. He wore a short sleeve polo shirt, and he definitely worked out, accenting those pecs. Maybe because I’m dressed like a girl is the reason I’m having these feelings? I thought. I mean, I’m definitely not a homosexual. So why then?????

Bob took his place next to Jessica, but he couldn’t take his eyes off me. “You’re a pretty attractive girl Tiffany,” Bob said, but then realized he should mention Jessica, so it didn’t appear that he was denying her beauty, I mean after all, we were twins.

“I mean yeah, you’re both beautiful; you both look great together. Where have you been keeping her Jess?”

“Tiffany is independent. She lives over in McKeever on the other side of campus.”

“Oh I see. I have an apartment this year, because I’m a junior, and I’m tired of the whole dorm scene.”

“Bob, Tiffany is going to be working with us at McNally’s.”

“Oh really!? Doing what? – Waitressing?

“No Bob, Tiffany will be one of our new bartenders.”

“Nice. Do you have experience Tiffany?”

“No, but I’m a fast learner. Ken will break me in.”

“That’s really great. Ken’s a good guy. He’ll show you the ropes.”

“So Jessica tells me.” I was dying for him to ask me out. I wanted to experience what it would be like to actually be on a date as the “new me,” but I wasn’t ready for anyone to find out what I had between my legs, just yet.

“Hey guys, wait right here. I’m gonna go up and get a refill. Want anything?”

“Yes, I’ll have another Seabreeze if you don’t mind,” I said.

“Sure, coming up,” he said, and got up and walked over to the bar.

“Something tells me Tiff that you really like him. Bob’s a good guy, just not my type,” she said studying me. Then what she said next surprised me, and she leaned into me.

“Listen, Tiffany . . . I’ve seen what you’ve always liked on your laptop, so don’t bullshit me. You love transgender porn, am I right?”

She had me – busted! I was always curious, and I’ve fantasized about some of the videos I’ve seen, and I’ve been jealous of transgender women who let themselves be handled roughly by men who liked that sort of thing. Bob was just the kind of man I’ve wanted to take me. Now that I was dressed the part, I felt my inhibitions go and decided to “follow my instincts.”

“Jessica, I want Bob to take me; take me hard.” She didn’t look surprised. I think she knew all along about my inner struggles.

“If I’m gonna work there, I wanna ‘move into the part.’”

She grinned at me. “So what do you have in mind little brother?” Jessica was actually two minutes older than me.

“You’ll see,” I said, my cock as hard as a rock as I saw Bob walking back to the booth.

No sooner had he sat down with us, then I ‘popped the question.’ “Say Bob, I hope you don’t find me too forward, and I rarely do this, but how would you like to go out this week? I have to train at McNally’s on Saturday, so I thought we could go out on Thursday night.”

Bob Looked at Jessica, who smiled back at him, then at me. “Sure, why don’t I pick you up at your dorm at seven o’clock.”

“Uh, I have a better idea. Pick me up at Jess’s dorm, okay?”

“Sure, whatever, sounds great.”

After Bob left, Jessica turned to me and said, “Why you little slut you!” I just smiled back.
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On Thursday I went to Jessica’s dorm at four o’clock after my last class. My mind wasn’t on school that day. All I did was fantasize about Bob and what he had in his pants and what he would do to me. I was “cock crazy.”

She did me up the same way as Monday night, except this time I was in black, three-inch heels, and a black, satin midi-length skirt. For the past two days she helped me learn to walk in the heels. I wasn’t the steadiest, but I took to them rather well I thought. They were real killers with straps that went around my ankles. “You know,” she said, “By you getting with Bob, it will help you with your job. He’ll keep obnoxious patrons from trying to hit on you, right?”

“Yeah, I think so. I may be a slut, Jess, but I’m a very discerning slut!” We both had a good laugh.

“You know,” she said, “I’ve always wanted a sister.”

“Well now you’ve got one!”

At precisely seven o’clock on the nose, Bob knocked on Jessica’s door. He stood there, and I melted. I tingled all over. He was wearing a swede jacket with fringes and jeans and cowboy boots. I could see his chest bulging out from underneath the buckskin, and his arms showing through as well.

“Hi girls,” he said. He was carrying a bouquet of flowers. “Here Tiffany, these are for you.” I almost fell over; what a gentleman. I loved being treated as a “helpless woman” by a big, strapping man with what I assumed was a large cock under those jeans.

“Why how nice Bob! They look lovely,” I said.

“Gee Bob, I’ve never known you to be such a romantic!”

Bob was blushing. “Well your sister just brings it right out of me,” I hoped he was right about that!.

So we got into his car, and I said, “So where are you taking me?”

“I thought we’d stop by my place for a few drinks first, and I’ll fill you in what you need to know about McNally’s. Maybe some stuff that Jess didn’t fill you in on.”

“Like what?”

“Like, how to maximize your tips, you know, that sort of thing.”

I had no idea what he was talking about, so I just said “Okay.”

“Yeah, Jess said I could make three hundred or three fifty a night in tips.”

Bob smiled and said, while he was looking at the road. “Well, you may not make that at first, but to get there you have to make the customers feel welcome.”

“But you’ll keep me safe, right Bob.”

“Oh HELL YEAH, babe. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

“Good. I kinda got that vibe from you.”

Bob lived in an attached townhouse he rented, on the second floor. I was wearing a nice perfume that I know turned him on. “Come on in Tiffany, and have a seat in the living room,” he said with a lusty grin. I was dying to grab him and stick my nails into his skin.

“So would you like a beer? That’s all I have.”

I laughed. “You work in a bar and all you have is beer?”

“Yeah, I lead a simple life.”

He brought over two bottles and two mugs and sat down.

“So tell me some more about yourse - -”

He barely got the words out and I grabbed his shoulders, spun him around and started kissing him. I shoved my hungry tongue in his mouth and down his throat. I felt the full silkiness inside the pouch and a drop of pre cum forming on my cock. I broke off from him gently and said, “I’m a complete slut, and I crave good cock!” If I live to be a hundred, I’ll never know what came over me. If you told me a month ago this is what I’d be doing, I’d have said you were crazy. But now . . . but now . . . things were very different.

We continued kissing. I didn’t want to rush this, and when he pawed at my crotch, I stopped him and whispered, nibbling his ear, “Wait just a second Bob – be patient.”

“Oh babe, you make me crazy!”

After a few minutes of very wet tongue roping and kissing I grabbed at his zipper with my long, false purple nails and slowly pulled it down. He was moaning. I stuck my fingers inside his jeans and pulled his massive cock out from his pants. I stroked the sensitive tuft of skin on the bottom of his cock with my fingertips, and breaking off to kiss him on his face, getting my purple lipstick on it. Then I undid his belt and pulled his jeans down, along with his boxers. The extent of his cock was quite apparent. It had to be seven inches long. My own cock was pulsating in confinement. I swiftly broke off the kiss and got down on my knees, and looked up at him saying, “I’m sorry Bob, but I’m a real cock whore!”

Half mumbling with his eyes closed, he said, “Okay baby, do your thing.”

I played around with the fleshy tip, sticking my tongue in his slit, and gently placing it between my lips, coating it with the purple lip gloss. My mouth was very wet, and I made his cock very slippery when I forced all of it into my mouth. First I thought I would gag, so I pulled off and went in for second run. I made a tight seal with my lips and made his toes curl. He took off his boots and his socks – like a real cowboy. I went up and down, picking up speed, and he met me thrust for thrust. He moaned, and then I suddenly pulled off when I tasted the sweet/salty mix of his pre cum.

His eyes suddenly popped open. “Hey! What the fuck babe? Why are you stopping?”

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” I said, batting my eye lashes. He gripped his cock trying to control what was an imminent ejaculation.

“Oh HELL YEAH!” he exclaimed.

He grabbed my at the front of my skirt and again I smacked his hand away. “What the fuck – again??? You really are a fucking tease, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am, but you’ll love it, I promise.” I stood up and let my skirt down and it fell around my ankles.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I heard myself say.

“Wow, I love that – you’re wild! Now you’re talking, you kinky slut!”

His cursing turned me on even more.

I got on the couch, facing the end with my butt high in the air. So he mounted me, pulling away the strap from the middle of my butt cheeks. He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my cherry asshole, sticking his wet index finger up my ass to the second knuckle. I moaned in a mixture of pain and pleasure. He spit again and rubbed it over his already wet cock.

“I hope you realize what you just asked for, BITCH! You like it rough, right? Well here goes!”

He went right in – about half way, right away. I screamed, and he went deeply in and out. I met his thrusts until we were in a rhythm going back and forth, his ball sack striking my butt. I was a virgin, but I couldn’t imagine a real pussy ever being this tight. All the videos I watched came back to me. Any thoughts or inhibitions to the contrary were gone.

“Harder you bastard, harder,” I yelled.

“Oh yeah baby, I’m gonna fuck you senseless!”

He kept his word, and went even harder into my bussy (boy pussy), which to me now was a cunt, and my cock was a gurl clitty. I stuck my hand under my pouch and stroked my gurl clitty.

Then he hit my “p-spot,” and I screamed bloody murder and shot a huge load into my gaff, and he shot his load – load after load all the way up inside me, moaning loudly.

Panting, he said, “You get off too baby?”

“Yeah,” I managed to get out, his warm jizz running out of my bussy onto the insides of my butt cheeks and down my thighs. He stopped bucking, and pulled out of me and slid underneath me. I got a “bonus prize.” He licked me clean, even sticking his tongue inside me which drove me crazy. I was a girl – a real cum slut!

“I love eating my own cum,” he said. He then collapsed on top of my back, and wrapped his arms around me, squeezing the black bra through my black nylon blouse.

I pulled away and stood up. “Now I want you to eat me.”

“Yeah, fuck let’s go!” he said.

I stood up and bit my lip as I looked at him. Again my instinct took over, and I slowly pulled down my G-String. He looked at my moderate size, normal cock, my “she-cock,” standing stiff as a board, and his mouth dropped open. My groin was shaved as well as under my ball sack.

“Fuck Tiffany, I never expected this!! I know Jessica knows, and she’s okay with, I mean, with you this way?”

“You mean as a tranny? Yes she is. How about you.”

“Me? Babe I’m all in one hundred per cent. I love Ladyboys! I spent a summer in Bangkok and Phuket, I fucking really dig it! Come over here!”

I felt a huge sense of relief that I wasn’t getting my head bashed in, and with my gurl cock sticking straight up, I walked over to Bob and embraced him. My secret out and my inhibitions gone we kissed more, but this time it was more powerful, my secret having been revealed and accepted.

Now Bob dropped to his knees and took my gurl cock in his mouth. The stickiness was soon replaced by his mouth. I knew it wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo and he was a real pro. I took lessons from him as he put all of me inside his mouth and went back and forth, increasing his speed. I bucked my hips and met his thrusts with my own, back and forth we went.

I dug my nails into his shoulders and pulled his hair. Even though I had just cum, I couldn’t stop, and I was so full of pure lust that I screamed, and I shot a big load right into his mouth. It was such a large amount that it dribbled down his chin and the sides of his lips. I loved it so, and I lapped it all up. My tongue wiped him clean. He swallowed most of what was in his mouth, and he pulled off me and looked at me with glazed eyes. We both stood up and kissed. The jizz in my mouth mixed with his, and we were locked in the embrace.

“This is only the beginning Tiffany – you’re mine. You’ll learn quicky at McNally’s I’m sure. Ken is a good teacher. But you now have a very jealous boyfriend – me! Anything any of those other guys can give you, I guarantee that I can give you more and more! Got it?”

“Oh yes, Bob, I sure do.” I wouldn’t want anyone else.

*****

I was at the same time, surprised and pleased. Ken taught me well, and Gus was pleased with Jessica’s “sister.” On campus I had to reluctantly revert to Tommy. But when I went to work and I was with Bob, I was always Tiffany. I never let him see me as Tommy. That would ruin everything. I didn’t consider myself gay. I considered myself a trans woman, and the following year, I began HRT, and no one was more pleased than Bob. In the middle of my junior year I moved in with him. No one was happier than me, and Jessica finally had the “little sister” she always wanted. We went everywhere together, but I was her “wingman” when we went out. Come to think of it, Jessica was a great waitress. I mean, she served Bob right up to me!

♦️♦️♦️


BOOK EIGHT

SURPRISE PACKAGE

CROSSDRESSING, TRANSGENDER ROMANCE
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Chapter One

________________

____

The beer bottle was flipped up in the air, turning from end to end, and each time she caught it one-handed. She did it about four times as she lay on the couch, arm bent, and her head resting in the palm of her hand. The other girls watched quietly amused, waiting for her to speak, or drop the bottle. It was a Saturday afternoon, and they were all bored as shit. The girl flipping the bottle was Samantha, the president of the goth girl sorority on campus; the local chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta, nationally known as a women’s service sorority.

Samantha Prince was a junior and the founder of the sorority, but getting it a campus charter and founding it wasn’t easy; but leave it to Sam. She seduced and blackmailed the dean, making him cave to her demands, becoming a legend on campus. Everyone knew Samantha – an oversexed, cunning, bisexual, beautiful, and sexy goth girl. Her specialty, and that of the other girls, many of whom were transgender women, was in taking innocent sissy boys and making them crossdress, and some of them transform into transgender women. (For more background information and a GREAT STORY, see GOTH GIRL'S SORORITY SERIES also a Kindle e book by the author).

“So what shall we do ladies? We’re due for some fun,” Samantha said to the group of her followers.

Slade, a twenty five year-old transgender women, said, “let’s do what we always do – find a straight guy, and turn him.”

“But that’s so boring already Slade,” said Lilith, a tall, curvy, big breasted brunette – also a transwoman.

Samantha suddenly caught the bottle for the last time and sat up on the couch, smiling. “I have an idea, and it’s like a ‘Secret Santa,’ though it’s a long way to Christmas.”

“Oh yeah babe, what did you have in mind?” said Karen, Samantha’s redhaired lesbian lover and roommate.

“You know the jock frat, Tau Sigma Pi?” Samantha answered.

“What about ‘em? They’re a bunch of meat-headed assholes.”

“What do you suppose would happen if a box appeared at the door of their frat house, addressed to ‘Occupants,’ and it contained an assortment of women’s lingerie – G-Strings, boxer panties, bras, even a wig with a makeup kit?” Samantha said.

“They would fucking throw it out!” Karen answered.

“Maybe not,” Slade said from her place in the armchair, now sitting up straight. “I betcha’ someone there decides to keep it, and maybe even tries some of the stuff on???”

“I think if it gets taken in, we should leave another or maybe two more similar packages and see. We could always check their dumpster out back and see if they threw them out,” Samantha said.

“Okay, so suppose they take them in, and they don’t wind up in the trash. What do we do then?” Slade asked.

“I think . . .” Samantha said, her hand up to her chin and her wheels turning, “We should maybe leave notes like ‘Did you enjoy the package?’ or something along those lines. I know they’ll be curious as hell to see who it was that dropped them off.”

The room was silent, and then Samantha spoke again. “What about Mark?”

“Oh yeah honey, MARK!!” exclaimed Karen. Mark happened to be the dean’s son, and shortly after the sorority was formed last year, Mark, then a freshman, was caught snooping around outside the sorority house and was wrestled to the ground by Slade, a former combat Marine, and the strongest and most agile of the transgender sorority girls.

Mark was given a “choice” by Samantha and the other girls, that he either cross-dressed for them or he would be arrested by the police and charged with trespassing. Being that he was the dean’s son, he was willing to do anything to avoid an embarrassing situation. Truth be told, Mark had a certain fetish anyway, so changing him wasn’t all that hard. Mark was well known as an IT whiz kid, and knew a lot about planting cameras in buildings where they wouldn’t be noticed. This way, the girls could see who exactly may have tried the lingerie items on. They had christened Mark with the name “Melissa,” which he gladly accepted.

So it was decided that Mark, aka Melissa, would plant a couple of cameras in key places in the frat house. Samantha would have no trouble getting blueprints of the frat house and passing them over to Melissa. She had an “arrangement” with the dean. He really had no choice but to be at the sorority’s beck and call.

“I’ll put the first package together, and leave it on their porch step as soon as Melissa plants the cameras,” Samantha said, an evil smile on her face. “Melissa” was very nimble like a spider, and able to get up on the roof of the frat house and install cameras into the six upstairs bedrooms, the main room on the ground floor, and the porch – The porch was key – to see who took the box inside. The rest would unfold. Then the girls would be able to plot the next step. . .

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_________________

____

ARNIE

I kind of scrambled during pledge week to get into a frat. My main reason was academic and social; the old exams that always popped up, the parties, the “status” I guess of being a part of something during my college years. But what did I know? My name’s Arnie and I’m an eighteen year-old freshman here. The jock frat wasn’t my first choice, but like I said, I scrambled during pledge week, and this is what I got. I heard the vote by the brothers was close. I’m not athletic by any means. I’m a virgin, and I’m shy around girls. I don’t exactly have the manly physique that girls seem to like, and I received constant torment from the other guys here. People that come to our house say the place smells like a locker room.

There’s something else about me. When I see guys with their girlfriends I get envious, but not in the way that you’d expect. I’m jealous of the women, not the men. The women don’t have to work for anything. The guys have to struggle to get into that one little silky, fleshy pocket the girls have – the holy pussy. The old joke goes: “Men fight like hell to get out, and they spend the rest of their lives fighting to get back in.”

I wanted to be the one that sat back and who enjoyed being fought over. I thought that was foolish, because, after all, I have a penis, and nothing could change that. But just imagine if I didn’t, or if it didn’t matter somehow? Things would be different. I was always excited by certain ladies undergarments; the sexy, smooth satiny texture, the feel. It made me hard just thinking about them. As a teenager and living at home with my older sister and my parents, there were a few occasions where I would sneak into my sister’s bedroom and try a few things on. I remember my first time; it was only three years ago. I was fifteen and my sister Jamie was a senior in high school.

I opened her dresser draws and went into the drawer that contained her silky undergarments. Why was it that these things were only for women? Why did men’s underwear have to be like sandpaper and with no tactile sensation? It wasn’t fair. So with my heart racing, I took my pants and my boxers off and I stepped into a pair of black satin panty shorts. WOW! I couldn’t believe how great they felt going up my skinny unshaven legs. My cock was as hard as a rock. As soon as I placed it over my waist and covered my stuff, I was rocketed into another dimension. I rubbed my cock against the silky fabric of the panties and quickly a drop of pre cum appeared at the tip of my cock and onto the satin, but since it was black it wouldn’t show. And so this first time opened a Pandoras Box for me of sinful pleasures – I couldn’t stop! I dressed every time that I could.

I was also turned on by women who smoked those long, 120mm cigarettes. That plus the lingerie were two fetishes that followed me away to college. But now in college, and moving into a frat house, how could I indulge myself – and with what??

On Tuesday I didn’t have class until three o’clock – a two hour freshman economics class. So I hung around the frat house and did some catching up on my other class assignments. None of the other ten guys was home. Since I was a latecomer to the frat I had my own room down the hall – the last room. This afforded me a measure of privacy and immediately my thoughts became this is a waste of a great opportunity. What was I supposed to do? BUY my own lingerie? I was dying just to wear a pair of panties underneath my jeans. I’d give anything to be able to do that! But the situation was hopeless.

I took a break from studying and went down to the kitchen where I had a couple of snacks put away for myself. All the guys had their own drawers. They thought it was funny to rob me and take my stuff for themselves. They knew a scrawny, brainy kid like me would be afraid to make a big deal of it. It was almost like being back in high school where I was constantly teased for my “effeminate physique,” and the fact that I was a total zero on the dating scene. I was the butt of their jokes, but they tolerated me. By November it quieted down except for when they got rowdy. When they threw dorm parties, no girls wanted me. They invited hot cheerleaders and “jock groupies” who idolized those big lummoxes, thereby leaving me alone.

I went to my snack cupboard, and when I opened it, it was fucking empty! I had power bars and cookies in there. Shit! I was pissed. There was a note in the bottom of the drawer.

MISSING SOMETHING? [image: Grining and sweating face outline with solid fill]

FUCK THOSE GUYS! I thought I would go outside, maybe take a walk. It was a crisp sunny day, and it might help to calm me down. I opened the front door and on the wooden, fenced porch, I saw a cardboard box with packing tape over it. It was simply addressed: “OCCUPANTS – TAU SIGMA PI HOUSE The return address simply said “FRIENDS.”

What should I do? Leave it for the others and say I found it on the porch? First I had to have a look inside it. I picked up the box and carried it into the kitchen, grabbing a pair of scissors from the drawer and used the tip to open the tape. I couldn’t believe what was inside. There was girlie lingerie in there of all types! I thought somehow someone knew about my “secret,” but that was impossible! I never dressed since I got up here, and no one knew – not even my sister. I went out on the porch again and thought I might see whoever left this sitting in a car looking at the house, but there was no one at all.

Then my heart started pounding – Christmas came early this year for Arnie! That was for sure. Hell, I wasn’t gonna leave this out because I knew the guys would tease me about it endlessly. Some of the guys like Howser or Mercer, the two giant football jocks might even force me to wear them and take pictures and post them on social media. If they were the ones who planted it on the porch to trap me, they might ask me about it. I would deny knowing anything. So where was I going to hide this? The box was bulky, so maybe I could place the stuff in a laundry bag with my things that weren’t too smelly on top. That would be the last place the others would look.

I carried the box up the stairs and ran with it down the hallway to my room and opened it up. The first item I picked up was a G-string purple satin pair of panties. There was also an identical one in green, two pairs of black sheer panty hose with straps, a girdle, and a stretch bra with a thick strap – also black, and blouses and even a one-piece dress. There was one item that stopped my breathing – a pair of black, three inch stiletto heels with wraparound ankle straps.

I held the purple panties in my hand and rubbed it between my fingers, the cool, soft satin making my cock hard right away! My heart skipping beats, I unsnapped my jeans and pulled my boxer shorts down. I took my shirt off as well. The I stepped into the G-String and slowly pulled it up my legs, the satin gently caressing my skin. I got chills because I felt so, well feminine. Then when I slipped the front pouch over my ball sack and my cock, I was rocketed back to those old days at home, stealing my sister’s panties.

The G-String caressed the crack between my butt cheeks and felt like heaven. So this was what girls felt every day as they dressed. I rubbed my stiff cock through the soft, satiny material. Next, I slipped the panty hose on. The feeling was the same. They went up to mid-thigh and had a lace top with straps hanging down. Next, I picked up the girdle and fixed it around my thin waist. How the fuck could the sender even know my size – perfectly? Was this intended for me? That was impossible! I strapped the panty hose on and picked up the pair of heels. Again, they fit perfectly! Wow!!!

Feeling girly and sexy I paraded around my room stopping in front of the long mirror on the back of my door. My cock was an average size yet it tented up through the panties lifting the elastic band away from my groin. I will have to do something about that, but what??? I rummaged through the box some more and I found a thick, foamy piece of fabric with a note attached to it. The note simply read: “GOT A COCK PROBLEM? THIS WILL HELP! PUT ME ON!” There was a slim pouch in the back lining of the front of the panties and it slipped right in. Presto! My cock bulge was gone. I felt evil, but in a good way. I looked at myself and thought that I look just like a woman, holy shit!

In the box there was a full makeup case and a long, auburn wig on top of a Styrofoam head with waves and a part on the right side. It came with a cap which I put on and tucked my scraggly disgusting man hair into it and then fastened the wig in place. I knew nothing about makeup and would have to watch some YOUTUBE videos I supposed but the illusion was taking shape in an awesome way.

Well, before I watched any videos I thought I could handle the lipstick, so I picked up the tube of cherry red lip gloss and placed it on. I loved the soft, moist sensation, when out of nowhere the thought came to me: I could give a guy an awesome blow job! What was happening to me? I also found a deep blue, very short one-piece dress which I slipped over my head and shoulders. Now my illusion was complete. I struggled in the heels, holding onto the side of my desk as I attempted to walk, but after a few minutes I was getting the hang of it.

I wobbled over to the mirror and couldn’t believe how fucking HOT I looked!! I felt a new power, a new identity, that dumpy, dorky Arnie could never feel. But the question was what could I do with this, this ‘new me?’

I lay down on the bed, unhooked the panty hose, pulled down the girdle and picked up a pair of emerald green boxer panties and rubbed them over my cock. I was telling myself how sexy I looked, and I knew that I wanted to actually suck a cock, and I felt a tingling in my ass that told me I was craving being taken from the rear just like a woman. I soon blew a thick load of white, sticky cum all over my belly, careful not to drip on the dress or any of the other things. I was in total fucking erotic bliss.

Three hours of “play” went by, and I realized I had to put this stuff away and get dressed as Arnie quickly so I could get to my three o’clock class. I worked on emptying the box, and packing everything into one of my laundry bags, crumpling up some clean clothes and placing them over the girlie stuff. Now, if someone knew about the box, they would never know where to look for anything. I was on my way – but on my way to what??

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

___________

The Goth Girls

Later that same day, Samantha and Karen came back to the house from classes, laughing and holding hands. Slade was on the couch in the large common room watching TV with Mark.

“Hey guys, what’s the good word? Did anything fall into our trap, or is it still out on the porch, or worse – in the garbage? Because I’ll tell you why – That shit’s expensive, and if those knuckleheads threw it out, I’m not springing for another box. Maybe we should try another frat, and not a jock frat. Those guys are too big in the ego department to appreciate that stuff!,” Samantha said.

Mark (Melissa) smiled and lit a Virginia Slims 120mm Menthol cigarette and did a snap inhale. Since he decided to take HRT he was already growing in nice breasts.

“What are you smiling at beautiful?” Samantha asked, suddenly looking hopeful.

Melissa seemed excited and Slade said, “Sam, we caught a BIG ONE! Let me get my laptop! You won’t believe what I got!”

Melissa ran upstairs to get her laptop. “Slade, did you see what she got? Is it any good?” Samantha asked.

“Sam, it’s better than good! I’m not gonna spoil it for you. Let Melissa show you. She’s a fucking genius. In Afghanistan I knew people like her, and they worked for the CIA!”

“Really. So where is she already?” Samantha asked excitedly.

Melissa came down with her MacBook Pro opened up. She sat down on the couch and Karen, Samantha and Slade crowded around her as she got the software going.

All eyes were on the screen as the girls watched a scrawny guy with spidery legs and an effeminate chest and arms go out onto the porch and bring it inside the frat house. Then all six bedrooms upstairs came on the screen, and the kid went into the last bedroom in the hallway. The girls watched transfixed as he rummaged through the box and took the items out. Melissa turned up the audio, and the girls started laughing when he talked sexy to himself and writhed around on the bed yanking his cock and giving himself an orgasm. The three girls, all transgender, began touching themselves along with the mysterious “victim.” They hooped and hollered when he paraded in front of the mirror fully dressed with the lip gloss on.

“Someone has to teach that guy how to put on makeup,” Samantha said.

“Oh FUCK she’s hot,” Slade said.

“Now what do we do?” Karen asked.

“What do we do? We get another box and leave it on their porch next Tuesday morning just as we did today. We’ll place a ‘comforting welcome note’ in there too. I haven’t decided yet whether we’ll reveal ourselves to our anonymous little cross dressing sissy slut,” Samantha said. “In the meantime, any way we could get his identity? He certainly doesn’t look like a jock, so what the fuck is he doing in that frat?”

Melissa was smiling. “Don’t worry girls, I’ll find out,” she said.

The Next Week ~ ARNIE

Next Tuesday morning, Arnie waited; his studying interrupted by his frequent trips to the porch to see if there was any package left there. About eleven o’clock he went downstairs and received a surprise – a box was waiting on the porch, only it was bigger than the box left last week! Arnie’s heart started beating fast and he looked around, not seeing any cars parked near the house, nor anybody walking on the sidewalk that wound through the campus residential areas.

Arnie quickly picked up the larger box, and it was heavier too. Like last week he took it into the kitchen and used the point of the scissors to open it up. He didn’t wait to go upstairs to look through the contents either. There were several skort skirts, some kind of one piece leather body corset with buckles in the front with pre-molded breasts, and “chains.” One looked like a belt. There was another Styrofoam head in the box with a jet black wig on top that had a bright purple highlight running down the right side. Inside the makeup case were fake black fingernails with glitter, and heavy black false eyelashes. What is this? Morticia Addams? He thought. I think the word for this is punk or goth . . . Also inside was a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and a thin black butane lighter. He froze. How could anyone know this was one of my biggest fetishes? Then came the BIGGEST SURPRISE – and he immediately knew what it was from the secret, raunchy videos he’d seen on YOUTUBE. A large, seven inch fleshy dildo with protruding veins and a tube of K-Y Jelly. He froze in horror. Stepping back from the bed and looking at the vast array of things on his bed he became extremely hard, but also curious, and placed his hand under his boxers and rubbed his cock.

Now he carried the box up to his room, and like the last time, put on the clothes and the makeup. This time, he was more aroused, much more aroused than before. In the very bottom of the box was a six by nine black envelope containing a card with butterfly pictures on it. It read:

“SO I SEE YOU’RE BACK. I HOPE YOU ENJOY THESE EVEN MORE! WHY DON’T WE MEET UP? BE AT THE CAMPUS STARBUCKS TONIGHT AT TEN O’CLOCK. DON’T WORRY, SOMEONE WILL APPROACH YOU. XXOO YOUR SOON TO BE NEW FRIENDS.”
ENJOY, LOVE. XXOO


“Oh my God!” he said aloud. “WHO are these people?” His mind raced. “This can’t be a set up from the guys here. They’re too unsophisticated and dumb to know what all of these things are.”

After he dressed and placed the makeup on, he opened the pack of Virginia Slims and placed one in his mouth, dangling it to the side just like all the women he fantasized about in his youth, and lit it up with the butane lighter. Standing in front of the mirror and turning girlishly from side to side, puffing away, he was too aroused to continue. He had to jerk off . . .

So that’s exactly what he did, using the same pair of satin boxer panties he used from the first box. Now he moved all of the stuff from last week into his locked footlocker. The guys wouldn’t dare open this, he thought with a big smile from ear to ear.

After he was done, a thought occurred to him. Why not wear the panties under my jeans – all the time? He did it, even though there was always a chance one of the guys would sneak up behind him and give him a “wedgie” as they’d done on several previous occasions while hurling horrible insults his way. He hoped that one day he would leave this frat house and perhaps move back to the dorm, but he enjoyed the privacy of his own room. But even in this frat house, they got to him. One night when he was away, the guys put shaving cream all over his bed. I hate those mother fuckers! he’s told himself on more than one occasion.

At nine-thirty he got ready to leave the frat house and make the ten minute walk to the campus STARBUCKS next to the big campus fountain.

He never got coffee this late unless he was studying for finals or some major exam – but he wasn’t. Tonight he needed one. He got himself a strong coffee with a double shot of espresso, and took it outside to one of the wrought iron white metal tables in the outdoor eating area of the STARBUCKS. He sat with his back facing the windows, so he could spot anyone coming. There were only three guys seated, all with their heads down and on their iPhones.

He was midway through his cup when he spotted a tall, leather skirted girl with jet black hair, and what looked like black lipstick, walking his way, approaching the STARBUCKS since there was nothing else this way. The campus store was closed at this hour, so this had to be her destination. She didn’t even look at him and went right into the shop to order something.

When she came out however, she was carrying a tray with a couple of croissants and two cups of coffee. She was smiling at him, pulled out the chair opposite him, and handed him a croissant and a cup of coffee. He couldn’t help noticing the studded black leather fingerless gloves she wore. She was gorgeous; beautiful figure, voluptuous breasts visible through the same type of corset that was in his second box. Long jet black hair with a striking emerald green highlight on the right side of her hair.

“Hi, I’m Jade,” she said. Of course she is, Arnie thought, referencing the wide emerald highlight. “You must be Arnie?” she said smiling. How the FUCK did she know my name???

“Uh yes, I am. Tell me – I’m assuming you left the box on our porch, and secondly – why did you leave it?”

“I didn’t leave it actually. One of my sorority sisters did. It was Karen. She’s our president’s girlfriend.”

Arnie’s mind raced; he couldn’t place the sorority. “So tell me, why did you, I mean Karen leave that?”

“It really started out one afternoon when some of our sisters were bored and we wanted to do something ‘out of the ordinary,’” she said, making air quotes. “So we came up with this. You see, I’m guessing that you’re unfamiliar with our sorority. We are Alpha Gamma Delta, more commonly known as ‘The Goth Sorority’ on campus. We’re known for having a large transgender female and lesbian group of girls. We love doing things like sucking cocks and taking men and turning them into sissies and then maybe even into transgender women with a ‘goth side’ like us. We have a leader, Samantha, who’s known for blackmail, unorthodox and really dirty things. We felt we needed new sissies to practice on.”

As she spoke, Arnie listened, mesmerized that such a place even existed on campus, with such a charismatic and strong leader who could pull off some of the exploits that Jade elaborated on during her explanation. What astounded him more was the nonchalant way she talked about “sucking cock,” giving blow jobs, anal sex, and other sexual practices. It aroused him too, the clothing and her soliloquy giving him a hard on.

“But how did you know my name?” he asked, really curious.

“That’s our little secret, but if you really want to know, you’ll have to follow my instructions. Something tells me Arnie; you’ll really be happy you did.”

I sat back in my chair and looked Jade over. She couldn’t help but notice me looking at her beautiful, full, and supple breasts.

“You know Arnie, I really like you, but tell me something; how is it that you belong to a jock frat, especially one that’s populated by some of the biggest assholes on campus?”

“That’s a good question. I wanted the frat life because of shit like access to tests and all that kind of stuff, you know, advantages.”

“I know all about that. In fact, in our sorority, Samantha gets us access to exams even before they’re given to any other class!”

“How the hell does she do that??” I was really interested. I blended well with Jade. Not only was she hot, but she was easy to talk to as well.

“Samantha has her ways. Let’s leave it at that.” Then she lifted my chin up with a gloved hand, and moved it from side to side. “All in due time my dear.”

I had a million questions. I should have felt embarrassed because Jade probably knew all my secrets, especially my little bedroom masturbatory delights, but every time I got curious, she pre-empted me.

“Okay, here’s the deal, Arnie my love. Bring the large box and whatever you want from the smaller one and come to our house at eight o’clock on this Saturday night, OK?”

“Yeah, but what if one of those idiots want to detain me, or asks questions?”

Jade shook her head and gave me a slip of paper. “Here. You run into any unexpected delays – you call me, got it?”

“Okay, sure. I’ll see you on Saturday.”

“One more thing Arnie. As much as you enjoy it, stop wearing the panties around the jocks. One day they’ll give you a wedgie and it wouldn’t surprise me if you end up out on the sidewalk with all your shit!”

I shook my head. Not only was Jade beautiful, but she was perceptive too, also, how the hell did she know I did that??

“Okay then. Nice meeting you Jade and I’m looking forward to Saturday.” I really didn’t know what I was getting myself into, but something about Jade was reassuring and made me think that everything would work out just fine. As we got up to leave, Jade stood in front of me and gave me a long kiss on the lips, and those ungloved fingers brushed against my steel cock.

“There’s lots more where that came from Arnie,” she said with a wink.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________

____

When I came back to the frat house, Mercer, and Howser, two of the biggest idiots were in the large common room watching some adult cartoon on TV. I guess that was the limit of their intellectual capabilities. Too many knocks to the head.

“Well look who it is! ‘Arnie Fanny!’ Hey dickhead – Did you have a hot date tonight? You’re never out this late on a weeknight,” Howser, in his south Georgia baritone voice asked.

“No, I just met a friend at STARBUCKS.” The two idiots looked at each other and the blond, curly headed asshole Mercer burst out laughing, like at an inside joke which I knew was me.

“Well, he met a friend. Did you suck his cock?” Now both of them were rolling around on the floor, playfully wrestling; my anger and contempt burning. I shook my head and went upstairs to my room and locked the door.

I didn’t have a car on campus ,and I wondered how I was gonna bring all my clothes to the sorority house, so I decided it would have to be one morning this week. So I called Jade, and she was very sympathetic. She had a car, and she pulled up in front of my frat house Thursday morning at eleven and I carried my box down to her car and left it on the backseat. I walked over to the driver side window smiling, and relieved in some way. I bent down and she kissed me deeply on the lips again. Today I had no class in the afternoon and Jade’s schedule was clean also.

After we broke off from the kiss and talked about our empty schedules for the rest of the day, she had an evil, sinister grin come across her face. So that’s how we both ended up in my bedroom. Today Jade wore black, studded boots that went up mid-thigh level with a really, really short black leather miniskirt, and a leather bustier corset like mine.

She sat on the edge of my bed a lit a Virginia Slims 120 and winked at me. Taking a drag, she asked me, “Aren’t you gonna dress for me? Come on my beautiful sissy, what are you waiting for?”

I smiled back at her and for some reason I was nervous as hell. FUCK! I couldn’t get it up decently. Things had better change, and FAST!

So once in the bathroom I started to dress. Jade called out to me: “Arnie, when you’re dressed let me in and I’ll do your makeup – properly!”

How the fuck did she know? I had tons of questions that maybe would be answered – and soon.

I chose the black leather miniskirt with the similar bustier. The difference between now and the times I did this alone was that I had shaved my legs (and my chest and ball sack and groin) this morning in preparation for Saturday. When I slipped the smooth nylon pantyhose up my legs the feeling was incredible – silky, soft, heavenly. I chose a new G-String; this time bright red. I stopped a bit to rub my cock in the soft, satiny fabric. Now I was harder than a rock, even big for my smallish cock size. I loved the look of the wig. What turned me on the most was that I resembled Jade. We were both the same height, and our waists were almost the same size.

“What are you doing in there Arnie? Jerking off?” she said and laughed.

“No, of course not, come in.”

When she came in she stopped, and her mouth opened wide. “Oh my God, you look better than . . . uh, never mind.”

I wondered what she meant by that? She pulled me close, and tongue kissed me deeply, whispering into my ear, “We’re going to have LOTS of fun tonight my dear.”

She was a master at the makeup, and I took mental notes of all the prep she did, and how smoothly everything went on. After the makeup was on and we were back in the bedroom, she pulled off my skirt and unhooked my pantyhose from the girdle. At the same time, she pulled down my G-String and I stepped out of it. Then she brushed her soft, silky hair against my hard cock.

“Oh, the hair is real Arnie.”

“Sure feels like it,” I mumbled, almost falling over.

“You look beautiful Arnie, good enough to eat!” she said.

“Here,” and she pulled off her leather skirt, kicking it to the side, and unhooked her pantyhose. She looked me straight in the eyes and next pulled down her G-String. I was not prepared for what I saw next. Jade had a COCK!!

“Don’t look so surprised. What, you never saw a gurl-cock before?”

“No, no, this would be the first.”

“Just think, this could be you some day.”

I tried to wrap my head around that, but somehow, I just couldn’t yet. Still, the strange craving that I felt since I got hold of the first box hit me, and I was licking my lips for what came next.

Jade placed both hands on top of my head and pushed me down to my knees in front of her.

“You know what to do now I assume, right?”

I could only look up at that beautiful woman smiling down at me, and I felt a fleshy protuberance pressing against my chin. My lips touched the tip of her soft cockhead, and got some of the black lip gloss on the tip. Jade had done me all up in goth style. She slowly pushed her waist into my face, the head of her cock now firmly between my lips. I stuck my tongue out and slowly licked around the bulbous head, making Jade moan. I tasted a sweet/salty mix in my mouth; her pre cum. My mouth was very wet, and I took my fingers and gripped her shaft tightly while I moved my head onto her completely taking all of her cock inside me. Now we got into a good fast rhythm. By some instinct, my tongue did it’s rope dance on her, teasing, and frustrating her.

“Ohmygod!” she said quickly and in one word. “What are you doing to me?”

I didn’t think I needed to reply, and I kept going, sucking, and licking like this was the only nourishment I’d had for days. Finally Jade threw her head back and shot her load right into my mouth. She pulsed at least three times, sending waves of warm, creamy stickiness all through my mouth and dripping down my throat. It was too much for me to handle, and some of her jizz dripped out of the corners of my mouth and onto my chin.

She pulled out of my mouth and stood me up next to her, kissing me, and licking all the cum off of my face.

“You’re incredible, you know that Arnie?” she said with a creamy mouth, slick with her own jizz that she’d licked off of me. “I’ve never had a blowjob like that!” She resumed kissing me, and she felt like any other woman, at least I thought so, because I was a virgin and I never had anyone before Jade.

“Now get on top of the bed, and face the head with your beautiful pink, soft butt high in the air,” she said as she got on the bed behind me.

She smacked my butt playfully a few times and laughed. “That’s just to soften you up a little bit.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a silicone ring which she slid over her cock. Almost immediately, she became hard again.

She got on her knees behind me and reached into her bag, pulling out a tube of K-Y Jelly and she squeezed out a glob, placing it in her hands, and then rubbed the cool gel all over my asshole and on down my taint. My cock was so hard it began to ache. She took her cock in her hands and applied the jelly to that as well.

“Now hold on sweetheart, this may be a little uncomfortable, but soon it will feel great, I promise you,” she said.

Now I felt the same cock, but it was doing a different dance. It was pressing up against my cherry asshole. She playfully hit it a couple of times and rubbed it all over my opening.

“Ooooh you shaved! All over I see. How sexy and thoughtful you are Arnie!”

Now she gripped my buttocks and spread me apart as she entered me; very slowly at first and then pulled out again. Each time she pulled out I felt as if I had to go then bathroom, but that feeling soon subsided. Each time she went in a little deeper and deeper. I clenched my fists on the bedsheets because the pain deep inside me was unlike anything I had ever had before.

“Ahhhh,” I screamed out.

“C’mon Arnie, stick with me. I promise you’ll love it.”

I listened, and with each thrust she went deeper than before, but now I felt better. The pain was mixed with an indescribable pleasure that came from deep within me. I wanted her more and more; deeper inside me. She picked up her speed and I could feel her balls slapping me across my butt. Then she stiffened and I heard her scream as a torrent of the same hot cum filled up my asshole, some of it even dripping down my butt cheeks. At the same time, I felt a feeling deep inside me – my “p-spot,” and I shot the largest load of my life onto the bedsheets below me.

I had my first “sissygasm.” It was more powerful than I could ever get jerking off myself. I suppose that I was no longer a virgin either , but it was not in the way I could ever have imagined.

“Jade, there’s something I want to talk about with you,” as we sat and smoked a cigarette together.

“Oh, sure, but before we do, we need a new name for you. I don’t think ‘Arnie,’ will cut it.”

“Okay, so what did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking about “Lisa.”

“Lisa? Uh, okay then, ‘Lisa’ I shall be known as from this day hence, as long as I’m with you and your friends anyway.”

“Good, now that’s out of the way Lisa . . . what was it you wanted to talk to me about?”

“There’s a bit of a problem I have with the guys in my frat house.” I went on to tell her about how they abused me to the point of where I had to get out of here; all the torment and suffering I had while living there. So we came up with a plan. Jade and her sisters would invite the members of my frat to a mixer at the sorority house. Mercer, the curly headed asshole was the one I targeted to wreak my vengeance on. I planned it out with Jade, and she assured me that after that night I would no longer have any problems with those guys.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____

The night of the mixer was set for the following Saturday night. Back at the frat house the guys were in our large living room with the TV on. The invitation was left in the mailbox. Howser was the one to pull it out of the box and tell the rest of us about it. He walked in the living room and put the TV on mute. “The Equalizer” was playing, and a lot of curses were hurled at Howser, but he was the chapter president, so they kind of had to listen to him. Denzel would have to wait.

“Listen up guys,” he began. “I’ve been hearing a lot of buzz lately about a party this weekend on campus at the goth girl’s sorority, you know, Alpha Gamma Delta,” he said, waving the flyer from the mailbox in his hand, And I thought . . .”

Howser was quickly interrupted. The guys started groaning , some laughing, some booing. Dinger, one of the offensive linebackers on the football team stood up, and with his booming voice over the group said, “NO FUCKING WAY HOWSER.” He looked around the room. “Everyone knows those girls are bat shit crazy, and the rumors are that most of ‘em are not even real women.” I was listening to him, and smiling to myself. Those idiots don’t know what they’re missing. He continued. “The only guys that will go there are probably desperate to have their cocks sucked, or get a dick up their asses!” With that, everyone broke down laughing.

Then Howser quickly regained composure and said, addressing Dinger, “Well, what else the fuck have you got going on for Saturday night?” Others in the group seconded this with many “yeahs” and “he’s right,” mumbling to each other.

“QUIET!!” Howser yelled. “Okay then, how about this then – we throw our own bash, we get beer and cold cuts, you know, shit like that, and we have our own party. We’ll certainly attract more babes than that Lesbo-Transgender house of ‘evil!’ Now what do you say?”

Howser’s buddy in torment of me, Mercer said, “How can we do this on such short notice?”

“Bobby,” he said, addressing Mercer, “It’s just a couple of kegs and a trip to the deli. How bad can it be? Remember the mixer we threw last fall?” Bobby didn’t because he blacked out midway through it. But others did, and they sided with their president. This made Arnie (Lisa) think. This might just work out well. I could meet up with Mercer, and let him take me back to the frat house. We would have good privacy, and it will put him exactly where I want him. He won’t know what hit him!

“Okay then. We have to get someone to arrange it all. Any volunteers?” Howser said, looking around the room. Then my nemesis spoke up.

“How about our latest edition – the fairy sitting in the back!” Of course, they were referring to me – Arnie. I was the butt of everyone’s insults, but Mercer’s favorite target.

“Yeah, we’ll send Arnie to get everything then – it’s settled.” Then, looking at me, Howser said, “Alright cupcake?”

“Yeah, okay, I’ll go.”

“Good! We’ll have Dinger go with you. Beer kegs are heavy, especially for someone like you!” Again, the humiliating laughter.

******

Now, I knew Mercer’s schedule, and I would come on to him tomorrow as Lisa, and get him to ask me. He thinks with his cock, and I’d even lie and tell him I was a bio woman if he asked me. I called up Jade and told her what was going on, and she was sorry I’d miss their mixer, but she was all in favor of me getting my revenge on my chief tormenter, so she said she would do anything to help me out. She insisted that I video the whole thing. She happened to have a “nanny cam” that I would somehow have to plant in Mercer’s room. It was about the size of Jade’s cigarette lighter.

Mercer had football practice which ended at four o’clock in the afternoon, and I would leave my class an hour early to dress up at Jade’s room and then she would drive me to the football field where I would take my place in the stands.

I arranged the beer place to have the three kegs delivered to the frat house, and I also did the same with the deli. Those guys weren’t too smart, so they never even considered delivery. They barely knew how to use their iPhones.

I told the guys I was going to the goth sorority party and of course there was the usual harassment which included things like “Arnie likes to get it in the ass, right Arnie?” They went a bit easier on me than usual because I arranged to have the beer and food delivered. I purposely didn’t wear my panties that day, which was a good thing, because Howser gave me a very painful wedgie which got howls from all the guys in the common room. That was considered an “easy day” for me at their hands.

I decided it was best to meet Jade at her house in the break before my class and would go to my class dressed as Lisa because it was large room, and although I would get glances, I was sure that I wouldn’t be recognized.

After jade finished dressing me, just as she had the first time, she said, “Wow Lisa, another masterpiece! I’m sure you’ll be able to get this dude to do anything you want!” and we both laughed. Before I left, she gave me a big wet tongue kiss, which of course made my cock crazy. I also had a “tingle” in my ass, which was a new sensation, but hardly surprising now that I had been “broken in.”

She drove me to the football field and there were a few people in the stands – mostly girls who loved their big studs in cleats. I got out of the car and took my seat up in the stands. Of course, Mercer was hitting a big padded thing and pushing against it, and he had his own little batch of groupies admiring his big muscles as he fought against that thing that was even smarter than he was. I sat right in the middle of the stands, and immediately drew stares from the women who were probably jealous of how great I looked.

When practice was over, he had his time with the groupies, and I slowly made my way down the steps. He caught a glimpse of me out of the corner of his eye and stared at me. The last thing he would have expected would be to see a goth girl at a football practice. Of course I did my homework, and I knew of his exploits on the field.

There he was now, walking on his way to the locker room with three of his teammates. It was now or never I thought as I made my way up to the group from the front.

“Hey Bobby, can I talk to you?” I said in my most seductive voice.

His friends looked at me and shrugged. One of them said to him, “See you inside Bobby,” and off they went. Good sign.

“Hi, and who are you?” he asked, eyeing me over from top to bottom.

“My name’s Lisa, and I follow football, and I just wanted to get to know you. I think you’re the most underrated player on the team.”

“Oh really?” he said, his eyebrows raising. He couldn’t resist a fan, especially a hot one like me. I wore a one piece short black sleeve top with a plunging neck line with a black laced bra underneath it.

“What makes you say that?”

“Well I saw you play last weekend against Clemson, and I saw you cut right through that line and make that tackle. I don’t think the school sports writers give you enough credit.”

“Really? Yeah, yeah, I know that.” He stopped walking now and really checked me out. The gods were smiling down at me that day because the next thing out of his mouth was, “You know Lisa, my frat is having a party this Saturday night, and I’d love it if you could come over and hang with me.”

“Really!? Oooh, I’d love that!” I said.

“Oh cool. You know my frat house, right?”

“Yeah, who doesn’t.”

He loved it and said, “Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock?

“Deal! I’ll see you then.”

“Great. Hey, I gotta go. Great meeting you Lisa. We can talk football.”

“I’d love that,” I lied, and I smiled inside of how I was going to enjoy the night.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_________________

____

Saturday night I made my way to my frat house, or rather, “Arnie’s frat house,” and I saw the line of cars parked in the driveway and in the street on both sides. The music was loud, and I could hear it a block away. I had the nanny cam in my black bag. I lit a cigarette before I got there, because I was nervous about how Mercer would take it when “the big reveal” happened.

I saw that all the beer and food I had procured arrived and was set up. I found Mercer at the bar filling up a mug and walked up behind him. “Hey, aren’t you gonna offer a lady a beer?”

His eyes lit up, when he turned around, and I suppose his friends were wondering why I wasn’t with my sisters at my party. “Sure, here you go,” and he took out a frosted mug and filled me up from the keg. It was good beer.

“Thanks. You guys always pull in a nice crowd,” I said.

“Yeah we try.” He was a great conversationalist – so full of wit and wisdom.

I was rubbing his arm as we drank, and he looked down at me and smiled. “Hey, you wanna go somewhere private and talk?” he said.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“You’ll see,” he said, grinning, and locked arms with me as we made our way to the stairs. We went up to the bedroom floor, and his door was the third on the left from the staircase. He opened it up and the inside smelled like a locker room. Now I knew where the pungent scent in the hallway came from. Didn’t this guy ever do laundry, I thought as my nostrils flared. “Hey, I’ll be right back, let me go freshen up,” and he went into the bathroom.

That gave me time to quickly set up the nanny cam which went right to my iPhone through the WIFI which was already on. I placed it on a bookshelf in between two new textbooks, one of which was still in the plastic wrapper – a real intellectual this guy was.

As soon as he came out, smelling like a scented soap, I took control immediately, throwing my arms around his shoulders, and pressing his waist into mine. His cock must have been gynormous, because I could feel it pressing against me through my gaff. I was extremely hard myself and my heart was racing.

I pulled his head down to mine, my hand on the side of his neck, and kissed him. He tasted of beer and stale pretzels. I shoved my tongue deeply into his mouth, and roped it around his.

I used my right hand and stroked his cock with my fingernails. “I’m seducing you big guy,” I said softly.

“Fuck yeah baby – let’s go!” he said.

I placed my hands underneath his t-shirt and rubbed his hairy, sculpted chest. The tingling sensation came back to my asshole, or my “bussy” as I learned later was what my soon to be transgender asshole was called.

He pulled me down to his bed, but I resisted and whispered into his ear, “I want to suck that big cock of yours,” and I forcefully untied his sweatpants and pulled down them and his boxers underneath.

“Let’s see what we’ve got here!” I said, hungry for cock. It was just as I pictured it – long and thick. I dropped to my knees on his rug, kicking away smelly underwear and shirts to make a place for myself. I pressed the fleshy head against my moist black lip gloss, and stuck my tongue out to play against his slit.

Bobby moaned and pushed himself into my wet, drooling mouth. “Oh my God baby, you’re so good!” he sighed.

The camera was doing its thing and so was I. I managed to fit all of him inside me, and my tongue was busy rubbing the fleshy underside of his cock, making him hiss through closed teeth. I tasted the sweet/salty mix of his pre-cum and now I knew was the right time to pull off.

“Hey baby,” he said startled. “What the fuck? You done??”

“No, I want you to fuck me.”

“Wow yeah, I gotta cum baby!”

He pulled at the front of my leather skirt. I unfastened it and let it drop to my ankles and I kicked it off to the side. “No, not there,” I said. I hopped on his bed with my ass up in the air facing the head of the bed. “I want to feel that large, delicious cock up my ass,” I said.

“Wow, you’re so fucking wild,” he said.

I wasn’t wearing a girdle this time, just a G-String, so I let him move the strap between my butt cheeks to the side. I reached into my bag for the tube of K-Y Jelly, I didn’t want spit. I was a real cock whore, but I hated spit. So he took the K-Y Jelly and squeezed a generous helping onto the palm of his hand and smeared it all over my bussy, and on his cock, so it was nice, hard, and slippery.

I felt the tip of his cock against the opening of my bussy and then before I knew it, he had penetrated me. Good thing I had practiced with the giant dildo Jade had given me, so I was ready for Bobby Mercer. He went in slowly with just his tip and moved it around the sides of my bussy, making me groan with pleasure.

“Oh my God Lisa, you are so fucking wild!” he said over and over again. Then he went in full steam; in and out, his balls slapping my butt cheeks. I got in-sync with his massive thrusts and backed onto his cock. He kept hitting my p-spot and driving me wild. I felt that familiar “sneeze” well up inside me. He groaned and suddenly I was filled up with warm, creamy cum, at least four full squirts that I could barely contain. It dripped down the insides of my thighs. Then I shot a full load right into my gaff, and moaned.

Out of breath he panted, “I got you goin’ too baby?”

I was in the same state of excitement, and I said, “Yeah you did, Bobby. I’ll have to reward you . . .”

I don’t think he heard me because he kept pounding away at me. His thrusting continued and he came a second time, and so did I. I didn’t think it was even possible. Finally he pulled out of me, and I said, “I want you to lick my ass clean Bobby,” and he got underneath me while his tongue went to work, licking up all the cum that dripped out of me. I shivered as I felt the tip of his tongue going up and down my taint, an inch or so away from my ball sack which remained hidden. Then he did something I never expected: He stuck the tip of tongue in and out of my asshole driving me to the moon.

Both of us now on our knees faced each other and kissed, his tongue, tasting of his own cum inside my mouth. He played with my hair behind my neck, stroking it gently. All my senses were heightened. I didn’t want it to stop.

“Now I have something for you,” I said, as I got off the bed, and stood at the side, facing him.

“Oh yeah babe, what’s that?”

“You’ll see.”

I looked at him and bit my lower lip with my teeth, as I hooked my thumb under the front of my G-String. I pulled it down slowly, revealing my cock and shaved ball sack to him. His eyes widened in surprise. I tensed up, because camera or not, I thought he would kill me. But seeing it, he just smiled.

“You’re not surprised?” I asked in astonishment.

“No I’m not. When I met you I wondered because most of the girls in your sorority are trans. I happen to enjoy that, and it totally grosses out the other guys in my frat.” His smile told me lots.

“Now I want something from you Lisa,” and he grinned, while turning around on the bed and taking the position that I just had. I couldn’t believe my luck. Fuck the nanny cam. I didn’t have the heart to tell him. I looked at my tormentor with fresh eyes, with Lisa’s eyes.

“Oh sure!” I exclaimed. I was so hard, even after shooting a load in my gaff. I took the tube of K-Y and spread it over my cock, and all over his ass. I didn’t wait and I pressed my gurl-cock right against his ass. Surprisingly it entered easily. There was a secret this husky linesman wasn’t telling me, but he didn’t have to.

I went in slowly at first, and then picked up the pace, going faster and faster. He growled as I dug in deeper and deeper. Then he screamed out and I shot a huge load right up into his ass. It was so tight, so warm, tighter than Jade, but still excellent. He was busy jerking himself off to what I was doing. Then he shot his load out onto the sheets below him. I kept thrusting and thrusting, and he soon shot out another load. I kept at it, I came too, but I wasn’t sure if there was any more cum coming out of me.

I came off him and we kissed again. I was curious and asked him: “Is there something you want to tell me Bobby?”

“Yeah,” and he was almost pleading. “Please keep this between us Lisa. I don’t want the other guys knowing anything about this, okay? Let it be our secret please?”

“No problem. You can have me any time you want, I really like you.” I wondered if I should reveal myself to him. Then things just happened.

“I have a secret too Bobby.”

“Another one?, what’s that,” he asked as he lay on the bed, elbow bent with his palm resting against his head.

“Do you recognize this voice?” I said in my Arnie voice.

“Of course I do . . . Arnie.”

I was floored. “You mean you knew all along.”

“Yes I did, but you’re hot, and I love trans women; so it doesn’t matter. You’re a lot cooler as Lisa than Arnie if you don’t mind me saying so.”

“No, and my opinion of you has changed a lot. I’d love a big linebacker in my life.”

“Listen,” he said, with his eyes looking down. “I’m sorry for all the abuse I gave you. Can you forgive me Lisa?”

“Sure I can Bobby.”

“You mean we can do this again.”

I leaned in and I kissed him hard. “Yes Bobby, again and again.”

*****

Eventually, I moved out of the frat house, and I moved into the sorority house with Jade as her live-in girlfriend. Bobby came over and stayed over a couple of nights a week. I also discovered another secret. It got him really aroused when he put on a pair of my panties also. So now every time we fucked, and even when Jade joined in, he wore panties. I began HRT and my transition into Lisa full time. Bobby was happy with me and Jade, and his fetish for now. Who knows what will happen tomorrow?

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK NINE

HAPPY TIME

A YOUNG MAN’S CROSSDRESSING, TRANSGENDER FANTASY
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Chapter One

________________

____

All of a sudden, the dynamics in my house changed with a bang. While dad had been seeing Lacy for about three years, they had never discussed moving in together. But now, with me, Connor Miller, having just turned eighteen and preparing for college in the fall, I suppose dad wasn’t happy about being alone anymore. I’m an only child, and since my mom passed away in seventh grade, it’s just been dad and me. Now Lacy was a very sexy woman who set off major alarm bells in my head. She was a tall, curvaceous blond, with a perfect, tight ass, deep brown eyes and had a knack for wearing dresses that fit her figure perfectly. But there was another part “of the package” that came with Lacy; her twenty four year old daughter Marilyn, who was almost a carbon copy of her mother.

I’ve had three years of being in the “orbit” of these beautiful creatures, and I’d always assumed that if anything major came of dad and Lacy’s relationship, then I would be out of the house, away at school in the east. So imagine me, a horny teenager who spent his formative years of puberty lusting after these two women, now having them living under the same roof! Not only was Lacy satisfying to the eye in every way possible, but I could tell there was “something” about her when she was in my presence. It seems she enjoyed flirting with me when my dad wasn’t around.

Last week, before I left for class, Lacy and Marilyn came down for breakfast, and both of them were wearing their sleeping lingerie – without even a robe over them. I knew that both of them were very gregarious people, always quick witted and loving a good joke, but this seemed to pass the boundaries of all decent behavior. My dad sat at the table with his iPhone and coffee, and seemed not to notice a thing.

I had made breakfast that day and Lacy stopped me from clearing the dishes and cups off the table. She turned to me and smiled as she emptied the dishes in the sink, bending over as she did it, giving me a full view of the tight G-String that hugged her snuggly between her butt cheeks, underneath the nighty. Neither Marilyn nor my dad saw anything out of the ordinary, so it just made me crazy, causing me to stir in my chair at this outward act of flirtation.

I should mention here that I had a secret of my own which now I felt might cause me to be headed for trouble; lots of trouble. In the three years that Lacy was with my dad, I had imagined her dressing like she did now, except that I was the one wearing her lingerie . . .

Now, endless possibilities seemed open to me with her and her nubile daughter living under the same roof. One day about a month after they moved in, I had the house to myself. Dad and the two women were at work, and the master bedroom door was unlocked! I had nothing but indecent thoughts on my mind. I had about three hours until they all came back from work. Marilyn worked as a dental hygienist in my dad’s dental practice, and Lacy was the office manager, so they all got home about six o’clock and traveled in to work together.

My heart started beating fast as I stepped into the bedroom, staring at Lacy’s dresser drawers across the room. I opened the bottom drawer first where I knew she kept all of her “naughty items.” Tucked underneath a couple of satin boxer panties and G-Strings, I saw my favorite – the grey satin, one piece nighty; the same one she wore that day at breakfast when she teased me by bending over. Immediately, my eyes locked onto it like a laser, and I reached into the drawer and picked it up, savoring the silky texture between my fingers. I became hard right away, more so than if I just saw Lacy wearing them. Then it dawned on me: I wanted to wear them. I wanted to try them on, and feel them slide over my privates.

Of course I rationalized it; just a harmless fetish, no big deal. I would probably grow out of it. In the meantime, I couldn’t allow myself to get caught! I quickly stepped out of my jeans and t-shirt, and saw myself in the mirror – a scrawny eighteen year old, with curly hair and thick glasses, flabby arms, a flat chest, and legs like sticks. It was no wonder that girls never flocked to me except for when they wanted help with science homework. I was planning on being a premed student when I got to college.

I took a deep breath – this was it. I took off my boxers and threw them on dad and Lacy’s bed. Next, I stepped through the neck of the one-piece slice of silky, feminine heaven, and slowly worked it up my legs. I was a little “too small” to be considered a stud, but none of that mattered now. All my concentration was on . . . feeling feminine. My legs had a fair amount of hair on them, but I thought that if I were to shave my legs now, the guys in gym class with me would notice right away and my reputation would be ruined.

So up they went. I took my time going slower and slower. The feeling when I pulled it over my thighs was indescribable; electricity of a very primitive and primal kind came over me, tickling me and making me feel “cute.” What the fuck was I thinking?? Instead of shoulder straps, they came with a band that wrapped silky and cool around my neck. Now I felt the cool satin against my junk, causing me to take my hand and rub myself through the material. A drop of precum formed, and I quickly hiked it over my waist and grabbed a tissue from the nightstand, wiping myself dry – or so I thought. There was a little stain of wetness that I could see through it. I figured it was just something that would dry and not leave a stain.

Oh my God! I was in heaven. I laughed to myself and called this “Connor’s Happy Time.” I stood in front of the mirror, turning to the side, and teasingly saying out loud, “You dirty little pervert, what do you think you’re doing?” I walked around the bedroom, sashaying back and forth, and rubbing more. Finally, I reached a point where I couldn’t take it anymore and I grabbed three tissues from the box and lay on my back on the bed, rubbing my cock against the incredible satin nighty. Then I came, and shot a huge load over my tummy and didn’t think my jizz would travel so far – but it did. It went as far as my face (I know, gross, right?) and the material in my clenched fist! I quickly used the tissue to wipe myself clean and ran into the bathroom, still hard and leaking, and ran hot water over the desecrated piece of heaven. I took Lacy’s hairdryer and ran it over the washed satin until it was dry, and took a deep breath of relief, not seeing any residue of my deed (or my seed) on the material.

As I carefully folded the garment, and looked around her other drawers, I knew I would be back to “play” some more. I was hooked, and wished that this could have happened a few years ago. In a sick way, it could have made sense at sixteen; a horny kid in puberty “experimenting” with ladies lingerie, but now at eighteen? This was more than a simple fetish. I chose not to dwell on that and concentrated on not getting caught the next time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_________________

____

For the first time, shortly after my “Happy Time,” Lacy became more overt in her flirtations towards me – continuing to wear enticing nighties and slips with tops around the house; bending towards me and rubbing her breasts against me, as if “by accident.” A hard on for me at the breakfast table and even during the day around her became normal.

I sneaked into the bedroom several times, and the same as before, just played with my favorite nighty. I soon became bolder and put on a silky, pink G-String, and for the first time black, sheer pantyhose. Now I was really into uncharted territory, and sorry that I didn’t shave my legs. If I was in gym class and I put my gym shorts on and faced away from the guys, so they didn’t see the front of my legs, I figured I was safe. So one afternoon I ran the bath and used one of Lacy’s razors and shaved my legs and my balls. I stood there a minute and thought what the hell, and I shaved my chest too.

Now when I put on the G-String and the pantyhose on, the feeling was magnified a thousand times! It seemed that the more effeminate I became in my attitude and my little afternoon secret sessions, the more I wanted to wear panties all the time – under my jeans. So I tried it. It was my sick little perverted secret. I took a pair from the bottom of Lacy’s collection, sure that those would never be missed.

I began wearing them to bed, and I loved seeing my cock tent up underneath the pouch of the G-String. At night too, I would “borrow” a tube of Lacy’s or even Marilyn’s lipstick from the bathroom vanity, and put a coating of the lip gloss on; careful to wipe it off in the middle of the night and flush the tissues down the toilet.

YOUTUBE had plenty of smutty videos of crossdressing guys, and the more of them I watched, I noticed a pattern: It seemed that women loved men who cross dressed.

In no time at all, I had THREE pairs of panties, one pair of emerald green boxer panties, and two G-Strings of Lacy’s. But why stop there? Marilyn was just like her mother, and wore the same lingerie. So I added a few of her things to my collection, careful to store everything at the bottom of my sock drawer. I did my own laundry, so it wasn’t a big deal.

But then, things took an unexpected turn. I went with two of my friends to the mall on a Sunday, and before I left the house, Lacy got me alone in the entrance hall.

“Connor,” she said. “I see how hard you’re working in school and all, and I’ve decided that it’s no big deal for me to do your laundry. Now how would you like that? I mean, I do my own and your dad’s on Sunday, so it’s really not a big deal.”

Alarms went off in my head. “Uh, Lacy, uh, I don’t really think that’s necessary. I mean, I’m gonna have to do it myself when I’m away at school next year anyway.”

She grinned at me, and held my gaze for a little too long for comfort and said, “No, I’ve decided that’s my special gift to you.”

I was trapped. I wanted to run upstairs to take my stash and hide it high in my closet in a box or something. I could shoot myself – asshole! That’s what I should have done all along. Now, standing in the foyer, getting ready to leave, it would raise suspicions if I suddenly ran upstairs. I reasoned it out. My socks and underwear (my underwear) were clean on top, and the dirty ones, after she washed them, she would lay on top of the clean ones.

“Okay,” I said, with a nervous smile, “That’s great Lacy, thanks so much.”

“Good,” she said with that same grin. “Maybe I can do more favors for you to show my appreciation for how well you’re adjusting to Marilyn and me being in the house.”

I had a shiver run down my back as I left. Maybe I could get home quick enough and take my clean clothes out of the dryer and put them away before Lacy did it.

*****

When I got home, my dad greeted me at the door. “Hey Connor, how’d you enjoy your day? Was the mall crowded?”

“Good dad, really great. Uh no, we just tried out some new video games, nothing special.”

Tracy came into the kitchen, and Marilyn was curled up on the couch watching a movie.

“Greg, Connor,” she said to me and my dad. “You guys feel like ordering in Chinese takeout tonight?”

“Sure honey, that would be fine.” He then walked over to Lacy, who was wearing really tight jeans with a white camisole top that left her pierced navel visible, and put his arms around her shoulders and kissed her. Lacy glanced at me out of the corner of her eye and winked. I turned bright red, and left the kitchen to go up to my room.

“Hey dad – could you call me down when dinner is here. I’m gonna take a nap for a little bit. I’m feeling a bit run down.”

“Okay Connor. What’s wrong, you feel sick.”

“No, but I might be coming down with something.”

“Alright, food should be here in about an hour.”

“Great, thanks dad, Lacy,” and I ran up the stairs to my room. I went straight to my dresser and all my clean socks and boxers were neatly placed on top of the ones already in the drawer. I breathed a huge sigh of relief. Lacy did as I thought – she just placed the clean ones on top. Then I pushed those aside to see my stash of panties and pantyhose. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. Sitting on top of the lingerie was a crisply written Post-It Note in Lacy’s distinctive block print. It said, “HUMM – SOMEONE LIKES LADIES LINGERIE!”

To say the least, dinner was very uncomfortable. For the rest of the night though, it was business as usual in the Miller household. We all gathered in the living room after dinner and watched a movie. It was a chilly night, so the fireplace was going. Lacy mouthed to me “we’ll talk later,” and I swallowed hard. If she said anything to my dad I would have to die. I wasn’t sure how Marilyn would take it, but I knew I would have some very uncomfortable explaining to do to Lacy.

I went to sleep that night after studying in my room and Lacy didn’t come in to talk to me. I think she wanted to torture me and string me out a bit more to see if maybe I’d approach her. I tossed and turned for a while and I was wearing an emerald green G-String panty with the strap in the back securely between my butt cheeks. I rubbed one out quickly and did it right into a tissue – nothing flying over my head.

I was sleeping on my side, and about two AM, I felt fingers tickling my inner thighs. At first I thought I was dreaming, but then I bolted upright. My room was pitch black – that’s how I like to sleep, with no light at all. But I knew it was Lacy! Now her hand was tugging on the front of the G-String I was wearing, and I looked at her, my eyes open wide like a deer caught in the headlights. Of course I was hard because her fingers were grasping my cock and rubbing it. I could barely make out her face, and she said in a deep seductive voice, “So I’m guessing you got my note?”

“Yeah, I did,” I said, barely above a whisper.

“You’ve got quite a collection there ‘missy.’”

I didn’t respond.

“You know,” she said. “I could tell Greg, but then that would probably ruin you. I mean, what you did is a very bad violation of a woman’s privacy, and your dad might think you should be punished for that.”

“But you WON’T tell him right?” I said, scared out of my wits.”

She laughed, and touched the tip of my nose with the index finger of her other hand – the one not massaging my cock.

“No I won’t, and you know why?”

I was silent.

“Because I happen to find it very sexy when a man, especially a virgin like yourself wear’s ladies underclothes. I mean, it’s a real turn on.”

Before I could answer her she placed her lips on my mouth and stuck her tongue into my mouth. My lips parted for her, and she continued stroking my cock. I had a few drops of pre cum come out onto her fingers. She broke off me and said, “Oh no, you’re not going to cum that way. I have a treat for you Connor.”

She straddled me over my knees, after pulling the sheets away. With her hand, she pulled down “my” G-String, and placed her lips on the tip of my cock, and stuck her tongue in the middle of my slit. Making a tight seal around the head of my cock with her lips, she rubbed her tongue around it. Her mouth was very wet, and it felt like a silky sandpaper rubbing the sensitive skin on the bottom of my cock. I was a virgin, so this was better than anything I could ever possibly imagine.

Now her very wet mouth was going up and down the entire length of my cock. She didn’t say a word about my size, which was polite on her part. She used her teeth to play bite me, and she was driving me over the edge. Meantime, I could feel her sopping pussy gliding over my bare thigh, and she moaned and squirted on me.

I moaned and I felt my orgasm welling up and then I shot a huge load into her mouth. I came about two or three shots, and I could feel my cum dripping onto my shaved groin. She kept sucking and licking harder and harder, not letting any of the precious fluid get away.

When there was nothing more to lick, she came off me and rubbed her index finger over my shaved groin.

“Ummm, that was so good Connor.”

Referring to my groin, she said, “You know, I think your little fetish here goes much deeper than simple cross dressing.”

I was still lost in the pleasure of the blow job to respond with any coherence, and she just laughed again. She bent down to my head and kissed me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own cum.

“So how do you taste, my little sissy? Do you like it?”

I was honest. At this point being anything else wouldn’t get me anywhere. “Yes, I do Lacy. I think I enjoy tasting cum. I’d really like to become a slutty cum-whore.”

“Now you’re talking. Oh! There’s one more little thing you have to do for me, so I don’t tell your dad about this.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_________________

_____

Iwondered what else there could be. “This has to do with Marilyn, Connor.”

“Oh yeah, what about her?”

“Well, I found a couple of pairs of her panties in your little collection you know. I told her about it, and she said that I could handle it any way I saw fit. So this is what we’re going to do.”

Now I was sitting straight up in bed listening to what my penance would be. “Marilyn is turned on by guys who like women’s clothing too, and I think she would like to have you too. What do you say to that?” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. “But wait,” I said. “Doesn’t Marilyn have a boyfriend?”

“Not really. She’s seeing a guy, but he doesn’t really do it for her. So we were talking, and I think you’d be a nice diversion for her. A nice little sissy for her to play with. Next week as you know, your dad has a dental convention in Denver, and I’ll be going with him. That means that you and Marilyn will be together all next week – home here alone. All you have to do is to make her happy. Think you can do that for me? And if you do, we can still have our little times together – I don’t mind sharing, Connor. Not at all.”

For the rest of the week Marilyn was giving me little glances too and giggles; once having to cover her mouth to keep from laughing in front of my dad. Of course he saw nothing. Marilyn was even more flirtatious than her mother, flicking her tongue around her lips while staring at me. Her smooth skin and cleavage was made all the more enticing by the fact that, like Tracy, she didn’t believe in wearing a bra. I had to be careful what I wore around her, because my boner, although on the small side, would be totally obvious. If she was anything like Lacy, I knew I would have a good time. Hell, I would take that “punishment” any time. I couldn’t wait.

Of course, Marilyn had to work in the office with my dad’s associate, so she came home at 6PM on Monday. I got home from school at my usual time, and I had a few hours to kill until she got home from the office. I was a complete bundle of nerves. Marilyn was a different sort than her mother. She had a bit of an “evil” streak going on. Nothing malicious, but just bossy. She was just a twenty some odd years younger version of Lacy.

Tonight she brought home a pizza for dinner. She had called me earlier and asked me, giving no hint of anything kinky going on tonight. I was really nervous. Even though she was Lacy’s daughter, and I knew her – sort of – this was all uncharted territory for me. While we sat at the table eating dinner, Marilyn took off her sandals – she had changed out of her office whites when she came home, and stuck her big toe inside my crotch, rubbing my cock, making me ooze a bit. I was stirred immediately. All thoughts about this being inappropriate were gone. Hell, the whole thing – even with her mother was inappropriate, but I just didn’t care one bit.

I threw away the plates and took the pizza box out into the garbage, and when I came back into the house, Marilyn was on the living room sofa wearing an incredible outfit.

She had on a short, black, leather shirt and a one piece blouse with her tits making pencil points through the material. As usual, she wore no bra. As soon as I walked into the living room, she got up, and dragged me by the arm upstairs to her room, down the hallway from mine.

“You’re all mine tonight, my little sissy slut! It seems you enjoy wearing my lingerie too. I’ve known ever since that last Sunday when mom did your laundry. How long have you been doing this anyway, Connor, you dirty little perv!?”

“Not long. I mean I’ve fantasized about both you and your mother since before you moved in with us, and since then; well, I couldn’t resist.”

“Humm, I see. Well tonight, I’m going to toss your salad over really good . . . and teach you a lesson you won’t forget.

“I understand that you enjoy blowjobs, would that be correct?”

Not knowing what else to say I answered truthfully. “Yes I do.”

“Good, now get down on the carpet on your skinny little pathetic knees, bitch!”

I did as I was told.

“Wait, wait,” she said, holding her hand up. “First, STRIP! I wanna see what you’re wearing under those jeans.”

Normally I would have run for the hills, but Marilyn knew I had a thing for panties, so it didn’t surprise her that when I stripped I was wearing a dark purple G-String that belonged to her.

“Well, well, what do we have here? A sissy wannabe in MY PANTIES!”

I did as I was told, and I was caught standing there, my hands over my cock sticking up underneath Marilyn’s G-String.

“Stop hiding it. I can see your pathetic little cock underneath there. I’ll bet it feels good, doesn’t it femboy?”

I said nothing and Marilyn snorted in disgust of me, but all it did was turn me on even more.

“Now place your hands over your head!”

The second after I did that, Marilyn took out a pair of pink plastic handcuffs with a faux-fur lining and shackled my wrists. A large grin appeared on her face.

“Good, now turn around and face the wall,” she said in a commanding voice that it would do me no good to argue with.

“This is your last chance to say no if you want out, in which case I’ll tell your father everything. From now on, you’re mine, and just to make sure you don’t wimp out on me later, I’m filming our little tryst tonight on my iPhone!”

I had no plans to escape, so I decided to “heighten” my pleasure and surrender to her commands.

“Oh no Marilyn! I’ll do whatever you say,” with a mock sense of horror.

“Good girl,” she said patronizingly.

She went into her bathroom and came out ten minutes later wearing nothing but her black, nylon pantyhose, a black laced garter over a black G-String, and a leather, steam punk bustier with buckles that looked like it was molded especially for her. She also carried a small cat-o-nine tails in her right hand, and stood there grinning at me like a horny demon. She also wore kick-ass sexy black boots that went up into a cuff just above her knees.

“Now get down on your knees femboy!” she barked. “Good. Now bend over and let me see that pretty little ass!”

She pulled down my G-String, and my pink, fleshy ass was on full display for Marilyn and the camera. Slowly, she walked around to my front, and lifted my chin up with the handle of the whip, smiling. “You’re pathetic, you know that?” she said in a low growl.

In her other hand, she had a small pink plastic cage with a lock on the front. She reached down and slipped the cage thing over my cock and my balls, and I tensed up and hissed through clenched teeth.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” she said as she walked around me, swatting the whip on the palm of her hand.

“Uh, it’s a bit tight.”

She mimicked me: “It’s a bit tiiiight. Listen to yourself, you pathetic piece of shit.”

Then standing in front of me, she slipped off her girdle and then she hooked her thumb in her panties, looking down at me, her blonde hair wildly sweeping over her face. Now I was getting scared for a second wondering what the fuck I’d gotten myself into. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She pulled down the G-String and it fell around her ankles, just above the instep of the black boots she wore. Staring at me at the level of my face was the largest cock I ever saw.

“Marilyn, WHAT THE FUCK!!!!??”

“Calm down Connor. Haven’t you ever seen a cock before? No, of course you have. The proper question would be – have you ever seen a Ladyboy’s cock before?”

“No, no, I haven’t.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter. You said you liked blow jobs, so here, I’m giving you a chance to prove yourself.”

I never said I liked giving them, but now I had no choice. To tell the truth, it kind of excited me. I was aroused when I licked my own cum off my face using my finger in “the old days.” My cock bulged against the cage, and a strange sensation of pain and pleasure mixed.

She pressed the fleshy protuberance against my lips and just stood there, circling my lips with it. Then she pressed it against my lips, entering them slowly, and I tightened my lips around her head, my mouth filling with saliva. She moaned a bit and went in and out, my tongue now circling her shaft. I didn’t even gag, I loved it, and my heart was beating fast. I tried my best to please her, and she reached down and grabbed my curly hair with her fist, going in and out faster and faster to meet my sucking.

My cock was growing bigger than I thought it could, pressing against the plastic mesh. She let out a groan, and soon a wet warmth entered my mouth. It was a strange mix of salty and sweet, and it was too much for me to hold in my mouth, so some of it leaked out down the corners of my mouth onto my chin.

“Suck it all up sissy boy . . .” my mistress commanded me. I had seen enough of these dominatrix videos on my websites, so I kind of knew what was expected of me. I obeyed her command until all traces of her she-cum were gone from her cock.

“Now stand up,” she said, lifting up my chin with the handle of the whip once more. “Turn around.”

As soon as I did that, I felt a SMACK land on my butt cheeks. I yelped out in pain, and she did it to me three more times. I was cuffed and caged, and could do nothing but obey. Where this would all lead, I had no idea, but the fact was, I enjoyed it tremendously.
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Now stand up and face me!” she commanded me. She took her fingers, collecting all of her cum from the sides of my mouth and chin, then sticking her finger in my mouth until all of it was gone from my face. I smiled – involuntarily! I actually liked it.

“See? That’s encouraging! What a good sissy you are. Now it’s my turn to get off. Hop onto the bed on your hands and knees with your butt facing me!”

As soon as I was positioned on the bed, she reached into her night table and withdrew a tube of K-Y Jelly. She spread a nice amount on her hand, and lathered it all over my puckered asshole and down my taint. It felt amazing, because now she went a little farther and stuck a cool, slippery index finger up my ass, giving me a chill. I clenched, so she spread my butt cheeks apart a bit more.

I girded myself up for what I thought was coming next, but she surprised me again. SMACK! She whacked my but cheeks three times again, causing me to yelp the first time, but then a strange voice came from somewhere inside me and I said, “Can I please have some more Mistress Marilyn?”

“Now that’s respectful! I’ll give you some points for that Connor,” and she whacked me three more times, but this time, I didn’t yelp. I loved it too much.

I heard the whip fall to the carpeted floor, and the next thing I felt was her very hard and large cock right up against my asshole. She went in very slowly at first, in and out, in and out. I felt “full,” like I had to go to the bathroom, but then that feeling was gone and replaced by a nice feeling of pleasure. The deeper and faster she bucked into me, the pleasure alternated with pain, and through my handcuffs, I gripped her bedsheets. I felt her shaved balls pressing into me, and reflexively I backed up against her with each thrust.

She began to moan, and so did I. Before I could process anything I felt the most pleasurable sensation, unlike nothing I had ever felt from jerking off. It felt like a sneeze welling up from deep inside me, right up against what I was to later learn was called my “p-spot.” This caused me to shoot an incredible load, without even touching myself through the pink plastic of the cage, onto her bed sheets. I cried out in a long moan of pleasure. Marilyn was laughing, and then she too, came with a volcanic eruption, filling my ass with a wet warmth of her cum. She shot out three times. I couldn’t imagine anyone ever having that much jizz locked away inside of them.

Finally she pulled out of me, and I felt her cum drooling down the insides of my butt cheeks. Now with her hand, she smacked my butt again several times. “Here, now suck my cock clean and dry. I know how much you love it – you little prissy ass slut!”

What could I do? I licked her clean until she was satisfied, her cock growing big again.

“Well now,” she said, smiling. “There’s hope for you yet. “I’ll be right back.

She went to her closet and then out to her mother’s and my father’s bedroom, and came back with an armful of clothing.

“Here, all of this is for you, and then I’ll take you into the bathroom and apply the makeup. I know you’re loving this Connor, am I right??” she said, playfully batting her eyes in her first display of kindness bordering on tenderness all night.

“Oh, one more thing. Connor will just not do. We need a female name for you. I like a slutty name for you since that’s what you’re becoming. Now how does ‘Candy’ sound?”

“I like it,” I said, willing to do anything that Marilyn suggested.

“Good, because eventually all the boys will like it too! You see, mom and me have big plans for you ‘Candy!’”

She dressed me in the pantyhose I liked; frilled at the top, with straps that hooked onto a girdle, and my (her) purple G-String, and a stretch bra that pulled my chest in tighter.

“How do you like this?” she asked me, holding up a blue, one piece short dress with a plunging neckline. I loved it. All of my fantasies were coming true.

“I love it Marilyn. Can I keep it?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Of course you can. I have enough of my own clothes.”

The best part was the long, auburn wig she pulled out of a box. It sat atop a Styrofoam head, and had waves throughout, a bit of lighter frosting, and a wave across my forehead. In the bathroom, she worked magic on me with foundation, powders and lip and eyeliner. I had practically no eyebrows to speak of, so she used a matching eyebrow pencil and false eyelashes. I couldn’t see what she was doing until I turned around and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror.

“So what do you think, slut?”

“You’re a genius Marilyn,” I said.

“I know, Candy,” she said, addressing me with my new female alter ego. “Of course I am,” she said with a triumphant snort.

I looked so good I wanted to fuck myself. I still had the cage on my cock, and looked down at my groin, but the dress was in the way. Marilyn saw me look, and she said: “That cage, in case you’re wondering, is necessary for you to keep wearing to become a proper sissy!”

I couldn’t stop parading back and forth in front of the mirror. I wondered what Lacy would think.

“Now this is how it’s going to play out, Candy, from now on. Mom and I are going to have you whenever we want, and of course your father will never know a thing. Do you like that?”

I looked at her like what a question, and she laughed.

“Now you’re probably wondering about me. I transitioned after high school. My mom was pleased because she always wanted a daughter, and I knew that. But much like you, I started with just a simple ‘curiosity;’ a fetish that soon became much more.”

*****

Like she said, Marilyn and Lacy had more plans for me. Aside from being their “house sissy” in this unusual home arrangement, frequently they brought over other men, some of them friends of Marilyn for me to entertain. I became quite good at the transgender game, and by the time college rolled around, I gradually made my full transition into the transgender woman that I am today. Just think – it all started with a little harmless “HAPPY TIME.”

❤️❤️❤️
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If you have a secret desire that you believe strongly would ruin your reputation with your friends if somehow it got out, would you still act out on it, but take all necessary precautions to make sure that those closest to you would never find out?

This was my problem in my third year at the State University where I was a student living away from home. My name is Scott Hancock, and I’m twenty one years old. Since I was a teenager, I’ve been fascinated by girl’s clothing. This is gonna sound really stupid, (I’m very shy, so for me – writing this story takes courage!) but I’ve always wondered why girls had to wear things that seemed to feel so good on their bodies, while men just put on any old things that didn’t excite or open up any feelings. Like, why did girls seem to have all the fun?

So when I was about fifteen I found myself home alone when my parents and my older sister Jane were out of the house. Call it impulse, but I got a wicked thought that sent chills up my spine and a bulge in my jeans. My family was what you would call a right-wing Christian household in the southern part of Georgia. Church and Puritanical beliefs about sex were common. I was ambivalent about religion, and as I reached my middle teens, I lacked the enthusiasm for church that my parents and Jane had. This distressed them greatly, but they didn’t force their beliefs on me.

I was ambivalent about dating women, and the usual male sex drives in me were replaced by more of a “curiosity” in the opposite sex. So there I was, standing by the door to my sister’s room and staring at her dresser drawers, thinking of all the wonderful and new things that awaited me in there.

My heart was beating fast as I approached the dresser. I opened the middle drawer where I was sure the “forbidden stuff” was. I was wearing a track suit because I had just come home from cross country practice.

The first thing that grabbed my eyes was a pair of hot pink G-String panties. I loved the feel of them between my fingers, and what happened next was beyond my conscious control. I took off my track suit bottoms and my boxers, and placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into them. As I pulled them up my legs I felt the incredible satin-smooth feel of them going up my legs, and when they covered my junk, I thought I had died and gone to heaven – it was that good! Oh my God, I thought, what have I been missing? I walked around in them, and the way they rubbed me, was beyond description. I had just discovered the secret to unimaginable pleasure. I never went past the lingerie stage, stopping at pantyhose and trying on bras. Harmless “hobby,” right? I was about to find out much differently.

♦️♦️♦️
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Being away at college I didn’t have many opportunities to indulge my guilty pleasure. I had to wait until vacations from school when I could go home. My sister still lived with my folks taking a local job as a dental hygienist, so I had easy access to all her stuff. I wished that somehow I could buy my own clothes now – not just lingerie, and bring them to school with me, but since I lived in a dorm, that would be too risky. My roommate John would surely find such a stash.

I wasn’t much for the dating scene, because it didn’t really excite me to have “vanilla sex” with a girl. I went onto different websites that showed married couples where the wife indulged her husband’s desire to crossdress, and I thought, Aha! That’s for me! I was just confused, being honest. I wasn’t sure what I really liked, so I tried to keep an open mind.

I had a “girl friend” on campus, who was just that; a friend. There was nothing romantic about our relationship. Her name was Leslie, and she and I confided in each other. I didn’t however tell her about my secret crossdressing desires. But I felt that if I had to eventually “come clean” to someone it would be her. Leslie was an incredibly HOT girl. I mean, if there was one girl I would have asked out it would have been her. She had long, auburn hair, a tall, slender build with a cute ass and nice cleavage. She had what I like to call “truth eyes;” piercing green that sucked you in, “read your thoughts,” and that you couldn’t escape from.

One afternoon, Leslie and I were at the campus STARBUCKS sitting outside having coffee. It was warm weather for early March. She had the campus newspaper in front of her and something caught her eye. Immediately, she grabbed my forearm. “Scott! Look at this,” she said. “There’s going to be a drag show in town at a club on March 20th! It’s open to all males. There is a . . . get this – a FIVE THOUSAND DOLLAR PRIZE to the winner!”

My sense of pride, or maybe defense mechanism kicked in and I said, “Wait a second. What makes you think that I would be interested Les?”

She took her hand off my forearm, realizing that maybe she said something to offend me. “Oh, I didn’t mean you, I just thought it would be fun to go to. Whaddya say, can you go with me?”

“But wouldn’t it be more fun to go with your girlfriends?”

“No, not really. They really aren’t interested in that kind of thing. They’re, well, they’re mostly boring Scott. I mean, can you see Cathy or Sue Ellen – my roommate, going to something like that? I mean they’re all conservative Christians. This campus, with few exceptions is all ‘Jesus this, and Jesus that.’ FOX NEWS practically plays from loudspeakers all over campus. I mean they even have it playing on the TV in the student union for God’s sake. I think if I see one more ‘My Pillow’ ad I’m gonna heave!” We both laughed.

“Yeah I guess you’re right. Okay, okay, sure I’ll go with you.”

Leslie and I were very compatible, but I was afraid that if I tried to make it more than a friendship it would ruin things. Or was that it?? I wonder how she felt. Maybe she knew about my desires and didn’t want to embarrass me. Perhaps she really wanted me to enter the competition.

“Great” she said. Then out of the blue it happened. She said, “I wonder Scott, do you think you might want to be a contestant? I’ll dress you up, and you could sign up under a false name, what do you think? Come on, it’ll be fun.” The venue was a country music club in town called the Hayloft. It catered mostly to the LGTBQ community, but curious straight men and women went there too. It had a bit of a seedy reputation because of a room that was rumored to exist there, called “The Glory Room,” because it was a room filled with “Glory Holes;” the perfect place for anonymous sex.

I tried to subdue my excitement. It was the last thing I expected to hear come out of Leslie’s mouth. I feigned annoyance and shifted in my chair. I was also curious to hear her line of thinking.

“And why do you think I’d make a good contestant Leslie?” I may have come off sounding a little annoyed. I think she felt bad.

“Oh come on Scott, I didn’t mean to insult you.” A period of quiet ensued, and she had that I’m sorry look on her face. “Can we be frank here?” she said, folding her hands in front of her.

“Yeah,” I said, making it sound like a question. “I’d appreciate that.”

She took a deep breath and placed her hand on my forearm again. “Please Scott, don’t be insulted. For one thing, you’re not built like a jock. You’re on the tall, skinny side, and your hips, are well . . . rather wide,” she said, her voice trailing off. I think she expected me to go running off after she said that.

I nodded my head, and then I said it, I put it out there. “Is that why we’re not dating?”

She got quiet for a minute, and looked at me, waiting for me to supply the answer.

“I really like you Leslie, I really do, but I have these thoughts.”

“What kinds of thoughts Scott?”

I felt no reason to hide them any longer – not with Leslie. “Uh, dating has always been a problem for me. “I’ve done a lot of thinking, and . . .”

“And what Scott?”

“And I don’t think I could enjoy sex unless I’m dressed like a woman.” I was tempted to look around, thinking that someone else made that voice come out of me. With anyone else, I think I might go and look for a bridge to jump off, but not with Leslie.

“To be honest with you Scott, I got that feeling from you early on in the time that we’ve been friends. I don’t hold it against you. I really feel honored that you could open up like this with me, and I care about you. Have you told anyone else?”

“No, no I haven’t. You are the only person who knows.”

“Have you ever dressed up before? I mean, completely dressed up??”

Now that question gave me the biggest hard-on of my life. It took my closest friend to bring it out of me.

“No I never did.” I went on to tell Leslie about my experiences as a teenager of trying on my sister’s panties, pantyhose, and bra, and how aroused they made me feel. I also told her about how I really wanted to do the same thing here in my dorm room, but that I couldn’t because of my roommate, John.

“Oh I see,” she said after listening to me pour my heart out. The best part was the acceptance I felt from her. She didn’t look at me with any disgust.

Leslie stood up, looking at my cup. “You want a refill? I’m gonna get one.”

“Sure, thanks Leslie, that would be nice,” I said.

As soon as she came back, a hulking guy who looked familiar came over to our table. I knew right away that I wasn’t the reason this big side of beef came over to our table.

“Hi Leslie,” the hulk said. “Oh hi Roger.”

“Say Leslie, I was wondering if you might like to go out this weekend.”

What a set of balls on this guy! He didn’t care that I was sitting next to her, didn’t know a thing about me. Maybe I could have been her boyfriend. He didn’t care. He was blonde, with arms like jackhammers, very tall, and a chest as wide as the Great Wall of China. Then I remembered him from the sports section of the college newspaper. He was Roger Stratton, a star linebacker on the college football team, The PANTHERS.

“Oh hi Roger, this is Scott.”

He looked me over as if I wasn’t there, a look of disgust on his face. He just grunted in my direction; eyes glued on Leslie. Then she turned to me.

“Scott, Roger is my roommate Sue Ellen’s EX – BOYFRIEND.” She meant that as if to say, that he was dumped by her because he was an asshole, which turned out to be true.

Then she answered his question like it was the most unimportant thing in the world. “I don’t think so Roger. I have plans for this weekend.”

“Plans?” he said. “You mean with this beanpole???” he said, jerking his thumb at me. I stirred in my seat. “You got something to say asshole?” he said, in an attempt to dare me to stand up. I had no desire to visit the county hospital, (or the morgue) so I sat quietly, enduring his onslaught.

“Yes, yes I do have plans Roger – With Scott as a matter of fact.”

He snorted like a bull. “I should have known. Sue Ellen never did have much taste in roommates. But I can’t for the life of me figure out what a hot girl like you sees in this guy.” Conversation effectively over, but his huge ego wouldn’t let him go without a parting jab.

“I better not see you around too much asshole. You could be sorry,” he said, knocking my drink over into my lap.

“Hey what the FUCK MAN!!!”

I stood up, my jeans covered with burning hot coffee. He came closer to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Oh see, there he is. Let’s go shit head.” Then he shoved me. Leslie had a look of disgust on her face. Some people from the surrounding tables looked over at the commotion, but I turned and walked away into the STARBUCKS, going to the men’s room to clean myself off.

“Thought so shit head!” he called after me.

“I think you should go now Roger, you’re not welcome here anymore!”

Roger nodded his head and smirked at Leslie. “Enjoy your date Leslie – that is, if you can find it,” he laughed pointing to his crotch.

“You always were an asshole Roger. I’ll never know what it was that Sue Ellen saw in you.”

“And guess what Leslie,” he said, pointing again to his crotch. “And you never will.” With that last barb thrown in, he left.

♦️♦️♦️
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The drag show. What harm could it do? With Leslie’s help, I could really make myself look HOT. Who knows I might really like it, and finally explore a new side of me that had been lying dormant for all these years. But then I had a thought. A thought I never would have had if Leslie hadn’t suggested the show to me. Some of my corridor mates went to The Hayloft. My roommate John even went, and even asked me to go one time, but I refused. It wasn’t for me. That’s not completely true. What if I were to go there after Leslie dressed me up? I mean, just for fun, you know? I wouldn’t do anything. I would just observe – dressed up as a female; a potential contestant. The thought excited me in a way I did not fully understand.

I called up Leslie and went over to her place on a Saturday night. I would let her dress me up and we’d go out together, like two girlfriends. She laughed at first, but then was into the idea. I suppose if I couldn’t be a boyfriend, then I would be her girlfriend.

Leslie’s roommate Sue Ellen was away at home that weekend, and Leslie was free to make me into “the new me.” It would also be a trial to see how I looked for the show. We were about the same size, and I was amazed when she laid out the clothes for me to wear when we went out. The only question mark were the shoes. Leslie had a pair of high heels that strapped around the ankles. How would I walk in them. We put them on first, and initially I had to hold onto her dresser and a chair to practice walking, until, stumbling a lot at first I finally got the hang of it. Leslie was impressed because I was a “fast learner.”

She was a genius with the makeup. I told her that if I was doing this, the sluttier she could make me, the better. Then she had a surprise for me. “Scott, I got this from AMAZON; it came yesterday.”

It was a long, brunette wig, that went down past my shoulders, had a part in it, and the front was done up in a wave to the right over my forehead. My cock became as hard as a rock just looking at it, and I think that Leslie knew because she gave me a little smirk.

“Humm,” she said, squinting her eyes, “I had a feeling you’d like this.”

My eyes were glued to her bed where everything was laid out, especially the G-String panties, the black, sheer pantyhose, and the elastic stretch bra with molded cups to give me the illusion of cleavage. I was hard as a rock looking at everything, and now that I was stripped down to my boxers, my hard cock became apparent. I looked down at it, and then at Leslie with an embarrassed grin.

“Come on Scott don’t be shy. It’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s privates before.” I was still conflicted. On one hand, this was my greatest fantasy coming true, and on the other hand, I still felt embarrassed in front of Leslie.

“Uh,” she said looking me over closely. “I think I’m going to have to shave your chest and your legs,” she laughed and said, “We’ll save your balls for another time.”

She took me into the bathroom and with a cream and a pink disposable razor she shaved all the hair off my legs and then my chest. I wore my boxers with my visible hard on as she shaved me. Then I stepped into the shower to wash everything off. Now I really felt undressed.

I dried off and came back into her bedroom still wearing my boxers.

I was going to take them off and I looked at Leslie like are you going to watch me put these on?

“What’s wrong Scott? Are you shy?”

“Uh, yeah Les, still just a little bit.”

Leslie let out a sigh and smiled at me. “There’s really no need to be . . . ok, well, how about I go into the bathroom while you put on the G-String and the pantyhose?”

“Thanks Leslie. I’m sure I’ll overcome my shyness,” I said, half-believing myself.

I just needed a little “alone time” while I delighted myself with the clothing. I kicked off my boxers and I placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my newly shaved legs. The feeling was incredible, and it brought me back to my teenage years when I put my sister’s stuff on. The pleasure this time was more than I had then. I fucking loved the way the front felt when it slid over my cock and my balls. I began rubbing myself and then abruptly stopped, feeling guilty because I remembered where I was!

Next were the pantyhose with the ruffled tops that went up to mid-thigh. Again, the sensation was amazing. There was a girdle, also black that I place on and attached the straps. My heart was beating fast as I placed the wig cap on – it was the first time I wore a wig, and I really felt feminine then! The wig attached to the cap, and I adjusted it, moving the black hair out of my eyes. I loved the way it felt on my bare back and shoulders. I think that if Leslie was into it, I would have fucked her like this. Now I knew that I could never have sex with a woman or another man unless I was dressed like this. I called Leslie into the room.

“Leslie, come on in – I’m ready.”

She came in and just stared at me. “Oh my God Scott! Is that really you??”

“Yeah, I guess you could call this the new me.”

“I swear to God Scott, you absolutely DO look like a woman. I must say you transition well!”

I blushed with the compliment.

“I can’t wait to put the makeup on you – come on in the bathroom and have a seat by the mirror, but I don’t want you looking until I’m done, ok?”

“Sure, let’s go,” I said. This part excited me the most.

She was a genius with it all: The foundation, the blush, the lipstick pencil, and the eyebrow pencil. I was reluctant at first, but she had to trim my eyebrows a little bit. She chose a deep blue eyeshadow to match my bright blue eyes. My eyelashes were on the short side, and instead of applying a lot of mascara, she had a set of false eyelashes.

“Okay Scott, now you can look.”

I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I couldn’t believe how beautiful I looked! I wanted to fuck myself! Something else that was unexpected. I wanted to suck a cock! Holy hell, where did that come from? It took the step of dressing up to bring that slutty though to my mind. I even mentioned it to Leslie, and she laughed, but not in a bad way.

“Oh wow, I think I created a monster!” She placed the black bra over my head, and it pulled my chest in tight, so it gave me the illusion of having real cleavage. Last to go on were the clothes. She bought a white cotton blouse for me with long sleeves and a collar that was turned up. She stepped behind me and placed my hair over the back collar, and brushed the wig out a little. Next was a satin midi-length skirt. I had long legs, so it looked perfect.

“Look at you Scott! I don’t even recognize you. I don’t think anyone will. There is one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“We need a female name for you. I was thinking of ‘Shantay.’ What do you think?”

“Shantay” – it has a nice ring to it. I suppose that’s the name I’ll register under for the drag show.”

“Okay then, I guess you’re ready. Now for the real test. Are you ready to go out, Shantay?”

“Absolutely. I thought we’d go to the place where the contest is – ‘The Hayloft.’”

“That sounds perfect. It’ll give us the chance to check the place out.”

“Okay then, let’s go!” I said, anxious to make my debut.
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The parking lot was crowded, it being a Saturday night and all. We made our way to the front door. I was careful walking in my heels. I was a bit slow, afraid my ankles would wobble, and I would fall. That would not look good at all.

“Well here we are Shantay,” Leslie said smiling. “What do you want to do?”

“Uhhhh, I’m not sure,” I said; wondering if I could go through with something if some guy, or transgender woman came up to us, or me.

“Look,” Leslie said. “Let’s ease on up to the bar and we could get a couple of drinks.” She looked straight ahead as we made our entrance. “Oh look! There’s the stage and the spotlights. I think this contest will be fun, and you don’t have to win, although judging by the guys checking you out already, I think you just might. To be honest, you look like a woman!”

Leslie was right. A group of guys at a corner table were checking us out, and two of them came up to us. As they got a bit closer, making their way across the dance floor, I recognized none other but the asshole from the STARBUCKS incident! It was Roger.

“Look Shantay, it’s Roger and a buddy of his. I know him, but I can’t remember his name.”

“Well, if it isn’t Leslie,” Roger said. “Look, I’m really sorry about the other day. I acted like a jackass.”

Leslie was unmoved. “Well you were an asshole, especially when you knocked the coffee over and shoved my friend!”

He ran his hand down over the back of head. “Yeah, that’s what I meant. I wanted to apologize. Oh this here is my friend from the football team, our quarterback in fact; Dalton.”

“Hey, who’s your sexy friend? I’ve never seen her on campus before,” Roger said.

Something came over me. Roger looked attractive. His muscular arms and that big chest made me excited to see what might be down his pants. I remember a saying, “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

“Oh, this is my friend Shantay.”

Roger was eyeballing me up and down. He was making me hard.

“How are you tonight, Shantay?”

In my best female voice, I said, “I’m doing just fine.”

“That’s good, you wanna dance?” he said.

I did. I was just wondering what a guy like that was doing in a place that catered to the LGBTQ scene.

“Sure,” I heard my alternate self say. “I’d love to, let’s go.”

I was really a horny bitch. I grabbed his arm, and we went out to the dance floor. Leslie and Dalton followed us.

Roger placed his arm around my waist, and I hung my arms around his beefy shoulders. He tried to grind his waist into me, and I felt an extremely large boner, exciting me greatly, but I was careful, lest my secret get out.

It was a slow song and I found myself putting my head on his chest, and his arms drew me in tighter. I wondered what it would be like to suck his cock – this guy out of everyone. I looked over at Leslie, and she didn’t seem too interested in Dalton, but we made eye contact, and she rolled her eyes at me, as if to say, that asshole?

I couldn’t resist, and I said, “You know Roger, this place has a room we could go to, that’s sort of anonymous, and . . .” he cut me off.

“I know what room you’re talking about. Tell you what,” he said grinning. “I’ll go on the outside, and I’ll knock on the plywood, and you’ll know it’s me.”

I smiled up at him, and made my way to the “Glory Room” without saying a word.

When I walked in I was shocked. There were ten spots, with all transgender women down on their knees and sucking cocks. Two holes were open, and I saw a new cock come through. I was pretty sure it was Roger’s. It was huge, so I thought pretty sure of myself that t was attached to Roger.

I walked over to the cock in the wall and gave it a tug. Immediately, I heard a frantic knocking on the other side of the wall. So I got down on my knees and did what strangely felt natural to me.

I placed my fingers around it, grasping it tightly, some pre cum dripping out of the tip and I went to work. I stuck my tongue out and played around at the slit. I heard a moan come from the other side, clearly distinguishable from the other moans. It was Roger’s deep voice.

Now I placed my lips, painted with cherry lip gloss around the tip, and made a tight seal. I went up and down on it, licking my tongue around it, teasing him, making it come farther through the hole. It was big enough for his balls to come through there. I took all of him in my mouth, getting it nice and wet. I was full of saliva, and it made his cock nice and slippery.

Now I went full thrusting on him, and he went back and forth from his side, shaking the plywood walls. His was a big cock, at least seven inches, though I didn’t have a ruler to measure it. I heard a load moan come from him, and next thing I knew he shot a big, thick creamy load of cum right into my mouth.

I was a total slut. This was my initiation. He squirted out three times, each load a s big as the last, but I was careful not to let any drip out of me. But then I couldn’t help it and his cum was dripping out the sides of my mouth and onto my chin. I licked and sucked him clean.

It was a nice mix of sweet and salty. I took to it like a fish in water. I said through the hole after he pulled out. “Think you can take care of me?” I said.

“Like, how.” God this guy was dumb as he was big.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass.”

“Oooh, now you’re talking babe!” he said , very excited.

So I did what most of the other transgender girls were doing. I pulled my skirt down, and placed the G-String strap over my butt cheek, leaned against the hole, and spread my ass wide. I spit on my hand and rubbed it over my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

As soon as I did, I felt a nice, fleshy Roger cock against my virgin boy pussy. He was still hard as a pole, and I girded myself up for what was to come next. He wasted no time and stuck himself deep into me. Fuck! I clenched my fists and stifled a scream. It really fucking hurt. This was my first time – my initiation. He went faster and faster, and gradually the pain mixed with an incredible pleasure I never thought was possible.

He kept going, thrusting faster and faster, and I moved my hips up against the wall taking all of him in me. He hit my p-spot just right, and I moved against it to try and make him hit it with each thrust. Then, without even touching myself, I had my first “sissygasm,” and it was huge. I think it was even more than Rogers because I was so fucking horny.

Then I heard him scream and I felt a wet warmth go all the way up inside of me. It made me cum even more, and my insides were so slippery I didn’t want to stop and neither did he. When I pulled off him, I felt his cum dripping down my butt cheeks. I was breathing hard from all the excitement, and his touch. I wanted more; glad my secret was still safe.

I pulled myself together and went back to the bar where I saw Leslie and Dalton. Then Roger came along with a big goofy grin on his face, which I was beginning to love. When he got to the bar he placed his hand on my ass and rubbed it over my satin skirt, giving me goosebumps.

“Hey Leslie, your friend is one wild girl, you know that?”

“Oh yeah, she’s absolutely insatiable.” It didn’t look like she really hit it off with Dalton. Too bad. She didn’t know what she was missing in that room.

Roger grabbed me, stepping away from the bar and kissed me, our tongues grinding against each other.

“Hey, so when can I see you again, in a more intimate setting?” he asked.

“I’ll give you my number, and you can call me.”

“Oh now you’re talking,” he said, still grinning. I would have to change my voice mail, that’s for sure.

So Leslie and I left, and I was had my official christening as Shantay.

♦️♦️♦️


Five

_________________

_____

“So how does it feel slut?” Leslie asked me after we got into the car.

“It feels better than I could have imagined.”

“Just think Scott, er . . . I mean Shantay, you got fucked and sucked off by the same asshole who shoved your male alter ego, and now you’re crushing on him. I can tell kiddo; even in the light of this car.”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “It’s funny how that shit goes, right?”

Then Leslie had a mischievous look across that beautiful face of hers. “Hey, so now, why don’t we prank Roger and teach him a good lesson.”

“Yeah, I was thinking of that,” I said, “before he fucked me, but now . . .”

“Oh come on Scott! (she did it again. But I forgive the little minx, old habits die hard), we’re not gonna kill him for Christ’s sake, just have a little fun, that’s all.”

The first thought that popped into my head was the drag show. I mean, some part of me wanted him to see me dressed up and on stage.

“Why don’t we ask him to come to the drag show?” I said.

“I don’t know Shantay. How would we pull that off?”

“Leave a flyer under the door of his dorm room? Put up a copy of the ad in the ‘State Times’ at the entrance to the football locker room? Fuck, Leslie, I don’t know.”

*****

Nothing was resolved that day about how to get Roger to come to the show, but one thing was sure: I was hooked on the bastard. Yup, the same bully asshole who shoved me at the STARBUCKS. Funny how shit like that goes. Hell, I was dreaming about getting that big cock inside me, drilling me again and again. After that Saturday night, I didn’t hear anything for a week or ten days, I don’t remember – coulda’ been longer. Then my iPhone goes off, and lo and behold, its Roger!

“Hey Shantay, how’s it going babe. You wanna meet up this weekend??”

This weekend was the weekend of the drag show. How could I possibly be in two places at the same time? My mind was working overtime on this one. Then suddenly inspiration struck me like a bolt of lightning.

“Sure Roger, I’d love that. How about Saturday night, but I wanna talk to you about it first. Can you meet me at the STARBUCKS on campus??” I asked as innocently as I could.

“Uh, sure. Why don’t we meet there at say, ten o’clock tonight?” he said.

For once in the short time I’ve known him, and after what Leslie told me about him, he sounded civilized for a change.

“Alright, see you there.”

I got there at nine-thirty, took a cinnamon latte outside, and I think I came up with a great scheme. Roger was early too, coming about ten minutes before the hour. He had a regular coffee in his hand; and I found myself staring at that beefy, muscular arm, with the skull-crushing linebacker’s fist attached pulling away the chair.

“Hey babe,” he said, putting his cup down and staring at my gorgeous Shantay face. “So what did you want to talk about? It sounded urgent. “ My dick was so hard because he put his hand on my forearm and a sexy look of concern came over his face.

“You’re okay right? Is someone bothering you,” he said using every ounce of his caveman mentality.

“Oh no honey, nothing like that,” I said, using my sexiest voice possible. “How’d you like the chance to make some money this weekend?”

With that, his ears perked up. “Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“Well this is kind of sneaky. Do you know about the drag queen show at the place we met the other night?” The thought that I might even be transgender never entered into his thoughts.

“Uh, yeah, I saw the signs when I went in. Why? Do you wanna go with me?” he asked.

“Yes! Okay, check this out,” I said. “There is a five thousand dollar prize for the winner of the drag show. I could wear, like a bulge, in my panties and pretend that I’m a male drag queen. I bet I could WIN! The best part of it is Roger, that if I win I’ll split the money with you. How does that sound? Then we could fuck somewhere afterwards, and you’ll be two thousand five hundred dollars richer!”

“Oooh, I love how you think babe! That’s so fucking devious – it’s genius!”

“I just knew you’d think so honey. So why don’t you meet me there at eight thirty?”

With a big smirk across his face, Roger said, “Sure! Sounds fucking great!”

♦️♦️♦️


Six

_________________

_____

Iwas at Leslie’s room about four thirty Saturday afternoon. “Now, I picked up some really slutty clothes on AMAZON just for you Shantay,” she said, giving an exaggerated accent to my female moniker.

She opened the boxes and put everything out on her bed. She pulled out a very slutty emerald green one piece nylon – sleeveless stretch dress, with a high mini-skirt. I saw it would make my butt so tight and harden every cock in the audience. She also had some costume jewelry: a gold bracelet, a gold teardrop necklace, hoop earrings, and stiletto black high heels. I was looking like a total assassin when I put it on.

“Shit, Shantay,” she said after putting on my makeup, making it extra slutty. This time, my wig was auburn – she spared no expense. It was real human hair, and went down past my bust line, and was wavy, bangs down my forehead and at the bottom. It had lighter highlights on the right side, “you’re a fucking bombshell!”

I looked at myself in the mirror, turning from side to side. I was used to walking in high heels, so three inches was no big deal for me. Being skinny worked better for me as Shantay than it did for Scott.

“Come on sexy, let’s go!” Leslie said excitedly. “I can’t believe you got caveman boy to go with you. It gives a testament to the almighty dollar, doesn’t it?”

“I think it’s the hope of fucking me after the show whether or not I win.”

Leslie laughed and said, “God, you are such a slut,” she said. “Remember, all you have to do is walk sexy across the stage and do some ‘sexy shit’ in front of the judges, ok? Think you can handle it Shantay???”

“Oh I got this Leslie, thanks to you!” and I leaned in and kissed her. But it wasn’t just a peck on the cheek, it was a full-blown lips on lips, deep tongue kiss. This made me harder than I ever was as Scott with Leslie. Pretty soon things got out of hand, and before I knew it, her arms were around my shoulders, and I had her sit on top of her desk, throwing everything off the desk with one swipe of my arm.

Before I knew it, I had Leslie’s legs spread wide apart, and to my surprise she wasn’t wearing any panties and was sopping wet. I hiked up my dress and pulled my G-String all the way down, stepping out of it. I pulled her towards me, and I put the tip of my cock against her clit, using my hand to rub the knob and the surrounding folds. She was moaning, and I pulled my cock away for a second and used my index finger and my thumb to play with her clit, snapping it like a rubber band. I felt a shower of her pungent pussy juices running down my hand and she whipped her head back, her long auburn hair hanging down between her shoulder blades. She hooked her legs around my waist.

Leslie was ripe for the picking and my cock was throbbing. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening to me – Leslie, the one girl I wanted; out of reach for three years – now mine. I didn’t wait and I entered her slippery pussy, rubbing my cock around in a circle, pressing against her flesh. She dug her nails into my back, above the neckline of my sleeveless dress. We got into a fast rhythm, my balls slapping her pussy like a steady drumbeat. She screamed out, cumming a second or third time – I lost count.

I felt it welling up inside me, a huge wad of thick, creamy Shantay cum entering her insides. I shot at least four big loads, high and deep; so much so that it ran down the insides of her thighs. I still kept thrusting, ready to cum a second time, and to my surprise I did . . . but it was nothing like the first time; all feeling, little jizz.

I pulled out, and we just kissed, her butt still planted firmly on her desk, papers, a lamp, and even her laptop on the carpeted floor. It looked like a tornado had hit her room.

We were both panting, and she said, “Oh my God Shantay, that was sooo good. Now we gotta go. You have a drag show to get to and five thousand dollars to win. Remember what I taught you okay?” she said, my chin cupped in her fingers. Then she kissed me again, and we were off.

******

The show started at nine o’clock and we got there a bit early, arriving in Leslie’s car at eight. We had to park in the back, farthest away from the main entrance. The place had bunting up and there was a poster board on an easel at the entrance, announcing the show. The stage was lit up, colored spotlights on the stage, and an announcer’s podium on the left of the stage. Techno music was playing from the speakers, and the audience was a mix of trannies and guys, (probably gay) with a few bio girls. The place was packed, coming close to the fire department limits I’m sure. Leslie walked me up to the announcer’s booth to register.

“Evening ladies,” the announcer, a bald, muscular guy with tatts on his arms said as he greeted us. “both of you entering tonight?” Leslie looked at me, and looked pissed.

“No, just my friend here, she’s the drag queen!” Leslie answered, her anger apparent.

The big idiot smiled, quickly realizing the insult, and said, “Oh, of course, of course,” he was laughing. “It must be the lighting.”

“Yeah, it must be,” Leslie answered.

“Okay,” he said. “Name please?”

“Shantay.”

He looked down at a clipboard and wrote my name in. “Okay, you’re number five. Wait on the side with the others and we’ll call your name.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving him a look.

Altogether, there were only ten who entered. Sometimes these contests had late entries. Out of the corner of my eye as we stepped away from the podium I spotted Roger. I gave him a wave and a wink. He smiled and got a seat at a table. Not surprising, he was seated alone. He was probably embarrassed to let his jock friends know hee was coming.

Some stagehands moved a stripper’s pole into the middle of the stage, and I looked at Leslie. “Don’t worry honey, just glide up and down the pole. They’ll be looking at your butt – trust me.”

“Okay, let’s go,” I said, pointing off stage to where the other contestants were seated. There were actually twelve “girls,” some of them looked like they were just doing this as a gag, with five o’clock shadow on their chins and “Arsenio Hall” lips painted in the gaudiest colors. Then there were me and about four other contestants who were serious. Leslie leaned into me and told me that I was a sure thing. Who knows? Maybe I’d win and try for something like “Ru Paul’s Drag Race.” Imagine – me on national TV. Well, a girl can dream right?

The first two got some laughs – they were two of the unserious ones. One of them actually slipped off the poll, breaking an ankle! I took that as a lesson because although I could walk in heels, I was still a “rookie” at the whole thing. Leslie surprised me by pulling out a flask from her bag. “Here, have some of this,” she said. “It will calm your nerves.”

“But really Les, I’m not nervous.”

“Oh yeah? Wait till they call your name!”

So I took a slug, and I felt a five-alarm fire go down my throat.

“Leslie!” I said in a loud whisper. “What the fuck is in here?” I said, trying hard not to choke.

“Never mind,” she said, her eyes on the contestant gyrating around the poll.

My name was finally called, and the anxiety, which I had done a good job of suppressing, came out. The booze did just the right job in helping suppress it, but not enough to make me wobble on the stage.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Leslie grabbed my arm and said, “You got this Shantay!” and I walked out into the glare of the spotlights. I didn’t really prepare a routine beforehand, so I just did my thing, total ad-lib. I strutted across the stage, like I was on a fashion runway, looking at the audience and blowing them a kiss, my costume jewelry shimmering in the light. I made sure to wiggle my tight butt, which generated applause.

They were playing some techno music and I moved accordingly towards the pole. I hung on with one hand and spun around without losing my grip. I made sure to stick my ass out far enough. Then I did some stuff where I stretched and stuck my long leg out, and whipped my head back and forth, the auburn hair flowing through the air, the highlights reflecting back in the light. I was on for five minutes which seemed like forever; interrupted by applause. Finally I finished, walking off the stage like I had come on, blowing a final kiss to the audience.

We sat through the remaining seven, two of the other girls getting applause. I considered those two my only serious competition. Finally the judge made his announcement.

“And there we have it! All the contestants in this year’s ‘Haystack’s Drag Queen Show.’ Let’s have a big hand for all our contestants.” Again, applause.

“Now ladies and gents, we come to the judges’ decision.” There were three judges, two men and one woman. “First we will announce the three runner’s up, and then the winner. Will the following four ladies come up on the stage?”

The serious two I had chosen confidently walked up on stage, then one more was called that I was on the fence about. The announcer walked over to the judges’ table and conferred briefly with the three, taking an envelope in his hand.

“The last of the four runner’s up is . . . SHANTAY!” I got the loudest applause, the audience on their feet. I could see Roger standing in the back, a big smile on his face. Even on stage I was hard. I hoped it wouldn’t show to maintain the illusion which was the whole idea of the show anyway.

The announcer called two names who sullenly walked off the stage, obviously disappointed. One of them was actually crying for God’s sake.

“And now we’re down to our final two. The first runner up is . . .” I was holding my breath. “The first runner up is ‘EBONY!’” That meant I fucking WON! I FUCKING WON!” Ebony, a slim black girl looked disappointed but still brought me in for a hug. “Call me,” she whispered.

I was alone on the stage soaking up the applause and the announcer handed me the envelope, and inside, as promised, was a check for five thousand dollars. The audience stood up, cheering and hooting!

When I went off to the side, Leslie grabbed me and gave me a big hug and a lingering kiss on the lips. “Congratulations girl, you did it!” She stepped back and applauded me. “Hey,” she said. “Do you think you could enter more prize shows and I’ll be your agent? Ten percent, whaddya say baby?”

I laughed. “Sure Les, no problem. Listen, I have a fan in the back who wants to see me.”

She looked at me and said. “Go ahead, do what you have to do.”

I made my way to the back towards Roger which took about ten minutes to get through my adoring fans. I had my check in my hands, waving it in front of Roger’s nose. He gave me a big hug and a large kiss on my mouth, immediately sending his tongue to work on me.

I broke off briefly and said, “So, do you think I fooled them?”

“Absolutely, Shantay! My God, you were terrific. I’m surprised they didn’t check you for a cock when they gave you that check!”

“Well they didn’t.” I was as horny as fuck. I was sizzling inside for a taste of Roger’s cock, so much so that my arms were trembling.

“Hey. I have an idea, Shantay,” he said.

“Oh yeah, and what might that be Roger?”

He looked towards the Glory Room. “Oh, I get it, you dirty man you! Okay, so what are we waiting for?”

He placed his beefy arm around my waist and led me to the plywood room in the back. I was sure it would get very crowded soon, with all the trans drag queens wanting some “consolation.”

Both of us walked in. Roger looked me with an unnatural gleam in his eyes and flipped up my dress before I could stop him.

“Hey Roger! What do you think you’re doing?”

“Oh, I’m just checking to see if you’re a drag queen.”

The next thing I knew, he had pulled my G-String down and was gripping my hard cock in his hands and grinning at me.

“How did you . . . did you know . . . all along?” I said shocked.

He just let out a large laugh. “I’ll let you in on a secret,” he said.

“What???” I said, still in shock.

“I knew from the first moment I met you,” he said. “And it made me want you even more. You see, girls like you are my favorite,” and he leaned in and kissed me. “But you have to promise me that you’ll keep my secret, and I’ll keep yours, Scott!”

“Holy shit Roger! How did you know it was me?”

“Oh, I’m just good at facial recognition, so I just played along with you. I have to admit, he said with his hand on my cheek, you’re a much better looking trans woman than a male.”

My hand went up to my mouth. My head was spinning, but Roger looked at me with genuine feeling, and affection. What do you know, the asshole wasn’t such a brute after all. He held me close, and we rocked back and forth, holding each other tight, my G-String down around my knees and my skirt up. Roger kissed me and undid his belt and jeans, dropping them down to his ankles. He got down on all fours in the middle of the carpeted Glory Room. Another couple came in and copied us.

I reached into my black purse and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly I had kept there for “special occasions.” I squeezed out a nice amount and placed it all over Roger’s ass, up to his balls. Slowly I stuck my index finger up his asshole, and he moaned, clenching his butt cheeks together. I was on my knees behind him and put a nice amount on my cock as well, spreading his butt cheeks apart with my hands.

Now my cock which was still hard after the surprise fuck of Leslie, touched Roger’s cherry very gently, just playing, making him moan and push back on me. It was obvious that he was no beginner at this game. He was already fully dilated, but still tight around my cock. I started thrusting and met him push for push until we were in a solid rhythm. He was breathing hard and moaning through clenched teeth.

I could contain myself no longer and let out a scream of pleasure filling his bussy full of my hot, thick, creamy cum. Right after that he let out a howl I thought would bring the wood panels of the room down, shooting a huge wad of cum, at least four pumps onto the carpet of the room. I hit his p-spot perfectly which set off a chain reaction, because now two couples following our example, let loose as well.

I kept thrusting until there was no more, and Roger begged me not to stop, so I kept going, until he let out another scream, but it was a relatively dry cum, just a bit leaking out this time.

I pulled out of him slowly and he turned around to face me.

“You know,” he said. “You’ve got me hooked. I don’t want to let you go. I want you again and again. What do you say?”

“Yes, I’m in – totally!”

I was speechless, but also the happiest I’ve ever been. Now, because of a silly contest – a drag “race,” I had two lovers.

♦️♦️♦️
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