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____________________________________________

____________________

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


2

____________________________________________

___________________

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You wanna know something Herbie my love?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Humm, you know what Herbie?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean Sally?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We need a good female name for you!”

“I suppose you’re right.”

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

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

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

“You mean like Virginia Slims?”

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

“Exactly baby,” he said laughing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Evie. Now she would never call me Herbie again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure, good night guys.”

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

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

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

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

“No, I’d rather stand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, of course I do.”

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

“Okay,” he said grinning.

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

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

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

“Just relax George,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I guess we do.”

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

He looked at me like a lost puppy.

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

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

“Okay, okay. You know what?”

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

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

“Really Evie?” George said, suddenly so excited. He was truly in awe of me. It was such a change from the alpha prick he was to me.

“Yes George, really.”

“Okay, so don’t you have to call Sally?”

“No George I don’t,” I said, glancing at the nanny cam, and expecting my phone to buzz. “I think Sally will definitely be up for it. A whole new world George.”

“It’s amazing. First, I never thought you’d do it.”

“And if I didn’t, would you have exposed me like you threatened?”

“No, I wouldn’t have, but I would have been crushed.”

“I know,” and I leaned into him to kiss him. “Now get dressed and let’s go over.”

“Evie.”

“Yes love?”

“You know I want more!” he said, the new lustful look appearing on his face.

“Yes I know you do George.”

❤️❤️❤️
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