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BOOK 1 - SISSY BOI TOY

When a Boy Becomes All He Can Be

Copyright © 2026 Jaclyn Dicey


PROLOGUE

IF YOU DON’T LIKE DELICIOUSLY DIRTY STORIES about a young man’s secretive sexual fantasies and desires, then I will tell you not to read anymore, or . . . if you purchased this story out of curiosity or because you thought that the cover was pretty – I’d tell you to return it now. On the other hand, if you enjoy a vicarious thrill when you read about what gets some guy’s pants bulging, or what his girlfriend’s preconditions are for having sex – then please; read on.

My name is Toby M., and this is a true story about how I came to be where I presently am, and all the naughty stuff that happened on the way. I’m a 20 year old college junior, and live on the campus of a moderately sized state college. I know you don’t wanna hear about my classes, or my money problems, so I’ll cut to the chase: I’m a horny little mother fucker, and I have some very personal sexual turn-ons that I never thought other guys had. For example – I like to look at women’s butts. It’s kind of an obsession, but a funny one. It’s not nude butts that get my member hard; it’s when they are inside of a tightly fit brightly colored satin dress, or a short skirt that they turn my dick into a diamond drill.

Then I noticed something that sort of scared the crap out of me at first. I started fantasizing about the above mentioned clothing items. Like, how would something like that feel on me? Of course, I could never tell that to any of my friends or roommates for obvious reasons. From dresses, my curiosity grew to equally tight and skimpy lingerie items like thongs, and even higher up things – stretch bras.

I tried not to analyze these things too much. I know some guys stress about thinking of these things to the point of where they think they may be mentally ill – but I don’t. I try not to dwell on it too much. So here I am with all these thoughts running around my hormone overloaded brain, and no outlet. I think you may have an idea where this story and these thoughts are taking me, but trust me - you don’t – not really.
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I WAS STUDYING IN MY DORM ROOM on a Tuesday night, and my roommate Lance was at the library. He was with his girlfriend Hillary so I doubt he got much work done, but Lance is the type of guy who can ace a test without much effort at all. One time, Lance came home early from the library and caught me with my pants down, jerking off on my bed. Now, guys being guys, it wouldn’t have been too bad, except that Lance was with Hillary, so SHE was treated to a display of my dick blowing a load into a bunch of tissues as well. This happened a few months ago at the beginning of the semester, and since then I’ve been “shy,” or rather ashamed as fuck to be around her. When it happened, Lance’s initial shock turned into hoots of laughter, and poor Hillary – although not a prude by any stretch – didn’t quite know how to respond.

Lance was really cool about it and did me a favor by not telling any of our corridor mates about the little incident. I guess it will take me some time to be “normal” around Hillary.

The next thing about that time was that my laptop was opened to some very “naughty” sites – Trans females doing straight guys, and trannys doing trannys, etc., Lance and Hillary took a good luck at that too. I didn’t think they were the types to use that stuff against me.

So Lance came back from the library, and my hands were holding a book, and not the aforementioned lightning rod – so far so good. I think that little incident may have just left Lance wondering where and when I did the nasty, because now I was very careful not to let him catch me at it anymore.

I greeted Lance as he came into the room. “Hey Lance, how’d the studying go tonight?”

He looked at me sideways as he dropped his book bag and laptop on his desk. “Pretty good. I should be in good shape for the chem test on Friday.”

“Did Hillary join you?”

“No, no she didn’t. She was hanging out with her girlfriends in her dorm.”

I had a feeling that Lance wouldn’t have been so positive about his studying if Hillary was with him in the library. I know that if I had a girlfriend, I probably wouldn’t be able to accomplish anything constructive.

“Say Toby, I wanna ask you something.”

“Shoot.”

“Hillary’s dorm is having a party Saturday night. She asked if you would want to come. So, whaddya’ say? Wanna go? There will be plenty of hot girls there – and besides, you won’t have to stay in the room and beat off!” he said smirking at me. I turned bright beet red right away.

“Ha ha, very funny Lance.”

“Yeah, I thought that would ring a bell with you. But all joking aside – I think it would be good for you. When was the last time you did any socializing with actual girls, huh?”

“I can’t remember,” I said, and I was being truthful.

“So okay – no brainer. You’re coming.”

______________________

__________

On the outside, it looked as if Lance and Hillary were just two good friends doing me a favor by inviting me to the dorm party on Saturday night. The thing is that I wasn’t a party to their conversation earlier. If I had heard it, I might have thought differently.

The two of them were in Hillary’s room locked in each other’s arms after having what was becoming a boring routine of vanilla sex.

“You know what Lance? I was just thinking of your pathetic little roommate – Toby. Every time I see him, I can’t get that image out of my head of him wrestling with his little garden snake!” Hillary looked at Lance, and the both of them immediately started laughing.

“Yeah, it was pretty pathetic wasn’t it?” Lance conceded.

“What if . . . what if . . . we could somehow use Toby to juice up our own thing here?” Hillary addressed what was the white elephant in the room between them. She was much more adventurous than Lance, and was always looking for ways to spice up their sex life.

“And just how would Toby do that Hill? Don’t forget – he IS my roommate. I’m all for having fun, but I don’t wanna do anything to hurt him.”

“I’m thinking,” Hillary said, the expression on her face being one of intense concentration. “I’m sure he wouldn’t want his little secret exposed all over social media, right?”

“Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about – that would be downright MEAN Hillary. I think the proper word here is ‘blackmail.’”

“Take it easy lover boy! I’m not about to hurt him- we just wanna have a little fun, right? But wouldn’t it be cool if we had our very own little ‘sissy toy’ to play with, and do what we asked? How well do you know Toby? How far do you think he’d really go?”

Lance was thinking. He wanted to keep Hillary satisfied, and the truth was that their sex life was becoming a bit boring lately and he would do anything to spice it up.

“I don’t know. Guess we’ll just have to find that out, now won’t we?” Hillary stood up close to Lance and ran her fingers up and down his shirt as she was coming up with a plan.

“Okay Lance, I think I have something,” Hillary said. The evil little smile spreading across her face spoke volumes to Lance who loved it when his girlfriend came up with ideas. “You know my friend Mara, right?”

Lance stiffened up at the mention of her friend’s name. “Oh yeah – I think so. Isn’t Mara the one at your dorm they call ‘The Hose Monster?’ The girl with the long, flaming red hair who will fuck anything with two legs and a dick between them?”

Hillary gave Lance a satisfied, affirmative smile. “The one and the same.”

“So what’s the plan?”

“Well, you bring Toby and some of your friends to my dorm party this Saturday night, okay? Mara will be there, and give Toby the ride of his young life, and maybe, just maybe . . . she can push him over the edge and right into our hands!”

Lance backed away in disbelief at his girlfriend’s bravado. Half skeptical, he said to her, “You think it will work?”

“Yes Lance I do,” she said rolling her eyes. “Oh Ye of little faith.”
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WHEN LANCE ASKED ME TO COME to the dorm party at Hillary’s dorm Saturday night, I was thrilled because I had no social life to speak of, and this would be a great chance to get out and mingle a bit with members of the opposite sex. Along with Lance and me were Charlie and Ted from our corridor. Neither of them had a steady girlfriend either.

“Come on guys, let’s go! Time’s wasting. All the hot babes’ll be taken!” Lance called out over Charlie and Ted’s bullshitting in our room.

“Yeah! maybe Toby will get laid tonight!” Charlie called out, making me turn red. Lance turned to me with a knowing grin; recalling my little self-pleasing episode.

So the four of us left our dorm and began the half-mile walk to Klegman Hall, where we were supposed to hook up with Hillary and her friends.

Klegman Hall was an imposing building on Marian Drive, right off the main campus thorofare. It used to be a mansion in the days before the state university authority took over the grounds, and it was certainly big enough to have all kinds of “activities” going on there. I mention this because of my circumstances - whatever – you’ll soon find out.

We walked up the wide stone steps to the large front double doors which were opened to let in the cool autumn night air. There were kids all over the steps and the front, smoking various things, drinking bottled beer, etc.

Lance, because of Hillary, had the most association with this dorm and as soon as we were inside he steered us to the long bar against the back wall of the first floor main room. “Guys, go help yourself to drinks and I’m gonna’ find Hillary and some of her friends.”

Charlie and Ted were ogling all the girls in the party and saw a group standing by the bar and chatting. “Hey guys,” Ted said. Let’s go chat up that bunch by the middle of the bar, okay? We may get lucky” – Ted was looking at me, amused with himself.

Meanwhile Lance found Hillary with her friends on the other side of the bar, drinks in hand. To Hillary’s right stood Mara, a stunning tall, shapely redhead with a one-piece green satin dress – tight around the butt, which was the type to make my cock rock hard.

“Hey honey, glad you could make it. I saw you come in with Toby,” Hillary said, after giving Lance a quick kiss on the mouth. Hillary stood with three girls – Mara, Lynn, and Danielle. Lance knew all three of them, so introductions weren’t necessary.

“Yeah, Toby’s here. Say, do you think Lynn and Danielle might like to meet Charlie and Ted? I think it would look less suspicious if they came along with Mara.”

“You’re right.” Danielle spoke to her friends, and they were like “what the hell – why not?” so everyone walked across the room to the bar where Ted, Charlie and I were standing.

Of course as soon as I saw Mara, I knew I would be the one to have her. Lance must have been thinking the same thing, because as soon as they came up to us he said, “Mara, I’d like you to meet my roommate Toby.”

“Hey Toby, how’s it going?” Now it was like I lost my voice because all of my concentration was on that hot body moving up against my shoulder. I put my beer on the counter after taking a quick pull of liquid courage.

“Great. Are you a friend of Hillary?”

“Oh yeah, we all are.” Turning to the other girls Mara said, “Lynn, Danielle, this is Toby and . . . who are these other guys?”

“Lance you know,” I said. These guys are Ted and Charlie from my floor.”

“Hi guys. I have to tell you first off that Toby is mine, okay?”

Ted and Charlie looked at each other in shock, because clearly Mara was the hottest girl there and her being so possessive of the likes of me right off the bat, seemed very odd to them.

“Hey, no complaints from us,” Ted said, holding up his hand.

“Good. It wouldn’t matter to me if there were any,” Mara said very assertively. It just added to the guy’s confusion. “Come on Toby. Take me dancing,” Mara said, brushing up against me and linking her arm in mine, really pulling me out to the wooden dance floor. There was some fast techno music being spun by the DJ, and the lights were flashing. My cock was bursting through my jeans, with my eyes glued to that really big, tight ass. I looked back at the bar and Hillary and Lance were smiling and waving me on. My friends Ted and Charlie stood there watching – slack jawed.

Mara faced me and placed her hands on top of my shoulders, leaning into me so I could smell her breath. It smelled like alcohol and stale cigarette smoke. That was another turn on for me. I had a thing since I was a teenager for girls who smoked those long, all white, girly cigarettes. She held me close and we started gyrating to what passed for music. I had a pretty low tolerance for alcohol and the beer I had at the bar started to affect me a little bit. Mara was pressing up against me and was digging into the bulge in my jeans, obviously pleased.

Before I could register what was happening, she was locking lips with me and sending her tongue exploring deep inside of my mouth. Her right hand released itself from my neck and reached down to stroke my cock through my jeans; her fingernails sticking through for added effect.

I was moaning through the deep kiss. I couldn’t believe my luck. It was looking like I would finally get the release I was craving. Mara and I were impervious to everything going on around us. The flickering lights and the steady beat of the techno music put everything on hold in a surreal fantasy of grinding, gyrating lust.

Her lips moved from off mine to my ear, where she whispered harshly to me: “Come on Toby, follow me.” She took my hand and pulled me to the opposite side of the dance floor, and we made our exit to a large unisex bathroom, just outside the main room. A quick glance off to the bar saw Lynn and Danielle chatting up Ted and Charlie – well good for them.

It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the bright fluorescent lights of the white-tiled bathroom. Without saying a word, Mara reached behind the sink and pulled out a sign which read: “OUT OF ORDER,” and placed it on the outside of the door. I thought it to be a bit strange, but I said nothing. Then she turned the light switch off. Laughing she grabbed my hand and pulled me into an empty stall. As it turned out there was one person in another stall. When the lights went out they suddenly came out and said: “Hey! What the fuck?” Mara answered with, “The fuck is . . . you get your ass out of here now!”

I barely had time to register what happened because the door to the big handicapped stall closed behind us. Mara continued where she left off and pressed close to me, kissing me again, and groping for my cock. She was torturing me beyond my control. I felt myself leak pre cum into my boxers. It was cheesy as fuck, but I was gonna get my piece of ass tonight – that was for sure!

She reached down and grabbed my zipper between two fingers and began pulling it down. Then she got down on her knees in front of me and said, “Okay Toby, prepare to have your world rocked! And I do mean . . . ROCKED!”

My cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box, and she grabbed it with her thumb and fingers and bent it down to place against her moist, glossed lips. This was my first blow job, so I really had nothing to compare it too, but it all seemed too good to be true. Her lips parted ever so slightly, just allowing the tip of my cock to slip inside her mouth. She slid them back and forth, and the soft, silky feel was making me moan. Her tongue began roping itself around my shaft and getting it completely wet. At the same time she began slowly moving her head up and down on my cock. My hand was pressing into her lush, red hair and going along with the up and down rhythm.

Faster and faster Mara went. My eyes were closed and for a moment I forgot that were in a campus house bathroom. Maybe it was due to my inexperience, I’m not really sure, but I convulsed and shot out several huge wads of jizz which coated the inside of her mouth.

She made sucking and slurping noises which only turned me on more. My cock was licked clean of all cum. Finally she slowly withdrew her mouth from me and stood up facing me. Her hot breath fell on me as she spoke. “So Toby. I think you enjoyed that very much, am I right?”

“Oh HELL YEAH! I mean, you’re fantastic!”

“Now don’t take this the wrong way, but according to Hillary, this would be your first time, am I correct?”

I was at first taken aback that Hillary would share such an intimate detail about me with a stranger. It led me to believe that perhaps she also mentioned to her about my little secret activity exposed in my dorm room. However, whatever it was I didn’t really care, even if that was the case. So I was truthful – what the heck.

“Yes that’s right. This was my first.”

“Oh good! Then you’re really going to love this. This will be a night of firsts for you Toby.”

I watched her as she stepped back from me. “Now it’s time for you to please me,” she said, looking me right in the eyes with a serious expression on her face.

She hiked up her tight clinging green satin dress in the front, exposing her garter and panty hose covering her G-String. She quickly unfastened the snaps of her panty hose and pulled the garter away, revealing a green satin thong with a laced top. She placed her thumb underneath the front and pulled the thong down, revealing of all things . . . A GIANT COCK!!!

“MARA!! WHAT THE FUCK!?” I said in a harsh whisper, trying very hard not to scream.

“What’s the matter Toby – never seen a shemale before??”

“Well I . . . actually – no!” I was fumbling for words here, trying to balance my surprise with not wanting to insult her.

She laughed. “Yes, I imagine it would be a little strange for you to see. I know it was for me, my first time.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that.”

“Well why would you, silly!”

“You see Toby – I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to trans woman. In Thailand, shemales or ‘lady boys’ are highly regarded by society. I did HRT and a bit of surgery on my face and here I am. I never once wanted to look back. Besides,” she said smiling at me, “I love having a cock.”

“Now let’s get going here – ON YOUR KNEES!” she commanded me. What was I to do? I would have to be polite, and being polite in this instance would be to take her cock inside of my mouth.

She studied me, came up close so our bodies almost touched, and then placed her hands on my shoulders, pushing my knees onto the ground. “Very good Toby,” she said. “I think you get the idea now.”

What the fuck, I thought. So, she happens to have a cock. Big deal. Besides, in a strange sort of way it was a turn-on for me. I was learning something new about myself and having fun with it at the same time.

She pressed up against me and the fleshy head of her gurl-cock made a brief contact with my lips. I stuck my wet tongue out from between my lips and began to gently lick around the head of her cock. She moaned and pressed herself farther into me, so that the first third of her cock entered my mouth. She held it in place as I licked all around it. Mara gyrated her hips so that her cock moved all around the inside of my mouth.

Something was definitely happening to me. Whereas one year ago the thought of anything like this even occurring would have been completely insane, now, it was normal – desirable even. I kept saying over and over again in my mind – it’s just a girl with something extra . . .

“That’s it Toby, that’s it. Keep going . . . keep going,” she said breathlessly with her head thrown back, palm planted firmly on my head, steering me.

“Oh fuck YEAH!!” she screamed out, filling my mouth with warm, thick, and sticky cum. It was a sweet/salty taste, and I lapped it all up. I was overcome with passion, and I kept sucking and licking until her massive cock was clean of as much cum as I could get off. I could not lift my head up as long as she was hard and kept thrusting in me. Finally she broke off me and pulled me up by the shoulders. When she did so, excess cum started dripping down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. Immediately, she grabbed me in a tight embrace and kissed and licked me clean, moaning as she did so.

“Umm . . . Toby, you taste so wonderful! She said in a deep, throaty whisper.” It needed no reply. Then she asked me, “So tell me how it feels having sucked a HUGE gurl cock for the first time?”

I felt as though I was in a trance. “It was wonderful Mara,” I said, almost dopey in my reply. I wasn’t lying either.

“Good. Now there is something else I want to show you.”

I wondered what exactly that was, and was eager to learn. “Sure, and what’s that?”

“Put your jeans and your shorts down around your feet.” I figured that given everything else that’s happened, what harm could there be in that. So I casually loosened my belt, dropped my jeans, and pulled my boxers down. My cock was semi-hard, but after Mara stroked the underside a little bit, it got even harder.

“Oooh, lookie here – someone’s cock is getting hard again.” Looking over at Mara, I saw a bulge in the pouch of her G-String as well. She barked some orders at me. “Okay Toby, spread your arms against the wall and stick your butt out.” I didn’t need to be a clairvoyant to guess what was coming next.

Mara got behind me and she spit on her hand and wiped it off between my butt cheeks, up and down my taint. She spit again and this time stuck her finger right up my ass and wiggled it around, making me wince. “Ouch!” I sizzled. “Mara, what the hell! That hurts!”

“Easy Toby,” she said reassuringly. “It only hurts for a few seconds – a minute really. Then you will absolutely love getting pummeled! This is just like the pleasure that real girls and shemales get! I promise you.”

And with that I felt the fleshly bulb that was the head of Mara’s gurl cock press up against my “boy pussy.” I knew I was doing something secret, something I would want to keep hidden for a long time. Yet it also occurred to me that this was something that maybe I had wanted for a long time. I must admit it to myself that some (or most) times when I would jerk off in my room, I had visions of beautiful shemales and transvestites with huge cocks strutting before me and manhandling me! So really Mara was just “keeping a promise to me,” and she did turn me on a lot.

Now her head was stretching the opening to my pleasure tunnel, where her finger had just been before. My skin swallowed it and made a tight seal. She coated her shaft with more spit and made it slide easily inside me. I couldn’t believe that such a huge cock was inside of me and pleasuring me like this. Thrust after thrust hit me and sent lightning bolts coursing through every fiber of my being.

My ass was moving in sync to her thrusts up and down and sideways. Mara was moaning with pleasure, and I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me that was unlike anything I ever felt before. My eyes were misting over, and I was drunk with lust for this new pleasure.

Mara let out a scream, and I felt the wet warmth of her cum fill me up inside and run down the crack of my ass and my inner thighs. It only made her thrust even more. Then, without my even touching myself I shot a huge wad of my own cum right into the wall. It was, as I learned later, to be my first “sissygasm.”

Mara withdrew slowly from me and turned me around. Then she kissed me hard on the lips, our tongues intertwining around each other.

“So how did you like being forced to become a real cock-taking sissy boy, huh Toby??” She said, an inch from my face.

I had to answer her honestly – my moist, half-closed eyes betrayed my actual feelings. “I loved it Mara. I really did, and I never thought it would be possible.”

“I think Lance and Hillary will be very pleased to hear that.”

“Lance and Hillary? Why would they?” Then I remembered they caught me jerking off on my bed in the room I shared with Lance.

Mara placed her arms around my shoulders and said, “Let me explain this to you Toby. You see Lance, Hillary and me have kind of a relationship where the three of us all fuck each other like crazy. We were looking for a fourth person to join in the fun – another sissy boy that I could break in and train. What do you say? Could that be you??”

My suspicions as to why me were raised. “Just a second Mara. Did you know that Lance and Hillary caught me jerking off in the dorm room I shared with Lance?”

“Yes Toby . . . maybe Lance did mention it.”

“And that’s it? That’s the whole reason?”

“What more reason do I need? Besides, I just get ‘sissy vibes’ coming off you. It’s nothing to be ashamed about. So now Toby, we go out and rejoin the party, and I take you upstairs to my room and make you over into the new you!” I was very eager to see what she could do with me. I felt very much like a ravaged, sissy cum slut.
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“WELCOME TO MY ROOM TOBY. This is where ‘the new you’ will take root and flourish.” I was still a bit numb from the pounding I took downstairs, but I felt a strange compulsion to go on and finish what I started downstairs. “Okay Mara – sounds great to me.”

Mara reached into her black leather shoulder bag and took out a long, red leather cigarette case – the kind that would hold the extra-long 120mm all white cigarettes that turned me on so. Oh, did I mention I had a rather big smoking fetish – especially when I fantasized about dressing up like a girl?? Well now, that fantasy seemed about ready to come true.

“Here Toby,” she said after pulling out two, all white menthol 120mm cigarettes. “You might as well go all the way to really complete the slut look. I know that Lance and Hillary will be very happy if you do!”

So I very shyly took hold of the offered cigarette, and leaned into the slim, silver butane lighter that Hillary took out. I did a very effeminate French inhale for my first time. I used to sneak cigarettes in high school from my mother’s bag, so I was no stranger to getting a nicotine rush. In fact, my cock became as hard as a flagpole on the Fourth.

“Whoa . . . very nice Toby. You’re getting me excited!”

“I’m glad Mara. I’m all yours now.”

“Good boy,” she said, while lighting her own cigarette and making her way over to her sliding door closet opposite the front door of her dorm room. Suddenly there was a knock at Mara’s door. Lo and behold, there stood Hillary with an evil looking, malicious grin on her face.

Mara looked behind her as Hillary let herself in.

“Well hello Hillary, Toby and I were just talking about you.”

“Oh really? All nice things I hope.”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I was telling Toby here how much you and Lance want Toby to explore his feminine self.”

“Oh you bet we do!” Hillary said with thinly veiled excitement. “After Lance and I saw those very interesting pictures and videos on his computer, we just knew that Toby was the right kinda’ guy for this.”

Mara seemed unaware of what Hillary was talking about and she looked at Hillary and just shrugged.

“Oh forgive me Mara, I didn’t tell you. Not only did Lance and me catch Toby here jerking off in his room, but he had his laptop opened to some very interesting pictures and video links. Ever hear of GERBIL?”

Mara gasped in mock astonishment. “NO!! You must be kidding me! This sweet little boy here??”

“Yes Mara. He’s not as sweet and innocent as you think.” I was really grooving on what they were saying about me, and my undershorts had a nice bulge in them. I stood there effeminately smoking, and really enjoying myself.

“Oh I think Toby’s innocence is a thing of the past Hillary. After the great time we had downstairs, I think you and Lance are just gonna love what we can do with this cute little sissy here!”

“Okay Mara, let’s see what you can do!”

Mara brought an armful of deliciously exciting feminine undergarments, a nice, dirty blonde wig, and a case of makeup. I was already stripped down to my boxers, so things were easy for Mara to do.

First thing after I stepped out of my boxers, Mara placed an emerald green G-String on the floor next to my feet. I stepped into them and slowly started to pull them up my hairless legs. Mara and Hillary watched me intently as I savored the silk, satin feel of the thong sliding up my legs. It gave me chills and my cock was at rigid attention. Hillary and Mara looked at it and started laughing.

I loved the feel when I centered the G-String around my junk; the soft feel of the satin rubbing the underside of my cock. Next came a green stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest tight like a real girl’s cleavage. My lack of facial hair and my soft skin gave me a nice illusion of femininity especially after Mara applied the makeup. All the while Hillary was watching intently.

She chose dark eye makeup and long, fake lashes for me. Instead of a blouse, she gave me a leather jacket, open in the front, and black slacks. I just reeked of pure, unadulterated slut. I lit another cigarette and looked at myself in the bedroom mirror in back of the door.

“Wow,” said Hillary. “You do clean up nice Toby, if I must say so. And Mara – YOU are a genius!”

“Why thank you Hill. I do try hard, you know. Now after you and Lance are finished with Toby here, I want you to leave some of him for me!”

“Oh don’t worry Mara. Of course you can have her . . . after we’re done. Hey, I’m gonna go downstairs and get Lance to come up here and see this! He’ll never believe it!”

_____________________________

_____________

Hillary found Lance at the bar, talking with Charlie and Ted. Ted was soon taken away to the dance floor by a curvy brunette that was eyeing him all evening. She nudged Lance and gave him a little smile which told Lance all he needed to know. He turned to Charlie and excused himself. Charlie was used to Lance and Hillary sneaking away and leaving him, so it was no big deal.

They both ran up the stairs and down the hall to Mara’s room. I was relaxed and sitting on the bed, smoking, and kissing Mara when they came in without even bothering to knock. Mara suddenly pulled away from me and “scolded” her two friends.

“Hey guys! Don’t you understand what a closed door means?? Especially MY closed door?” she said laughing.

“Oh so sorry Mara,” Hillary said, not at all apologetic. Turning to Lance she said, “So what do you think of your pervy little roommate now? Isn’t she the perfect sissy?” Lance had an expression I had never before seen on him – it was pure LUST!

“Hey Mara!” Lance exclaimed. “I’m gonna steal ‘the new Toby’ here away from you. I don’t care if you object!” He meant what he said because as he was talking he was loosening the belt on his jeans.

“Go ahead Lance. I did this for you and Hillary, and we all get to benefit!”  Lance came up to me with his lustful grin. Mara threw him something from her black bag. It was a tube of lubricant gel.

“Wow Toby. I can’t believe how fucking DELICIOUS you look! You know Hillary and I have always wanted a sissy boy toy to play with! You worked out perfectly. Who knew?”

I was feeling playful, so I issued Lance a challenge. “Well you know what Lance. Mara here has a fantastically delicious cock, and she does great things with it. I wonder what you can do with yours??” It felt like I was the one who was in total control.

“Oh you just wait and see you little slut!! I’ll have you limping and begging for more – watch me!” Hillary was standing over on the side and looking even more excited.

“That’s it! You tell him Lance!” If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that Hillary was getting herself wet. In fact, perhaps sensing the same thing; Mara walked over to Hillary and immediately started kissing her.

Meantime Lance barked a command at me: “Okay slut, up against the wall and undo that belt and pants – NOW!”

I did so willingly. There was no point to me pretending that I didn’t want it – because I did. Very badly in fact. Lance then pulled my black slacks down quickly. He positioned me so that my ass was up and out towards him, and my hands flat against the wall. I could feel Lance breathing heavy and leaning against my neck. Next I felt a cool wet feeling go up and down my taint. My ass constricted itself from that touch. But that wasn’t to be for long. I felt Lance’s finger, full of gel, go inside of my cutesy little asshole, which I learned later was called my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

My cock leaped to attention inside the pouch of my G-String. Lance had just moved the backstrap over the top of my right buttock to gain access to me. Next I felt his slithering snake of a cock banging up against my willing sissy ass.

“Oooh, I can tell you’re gonna be a wild fuck Toby!” Lance exclaimed just as his monster cock – (I had seen it in the room under other roommate type occasions.) started bumping up against me. I was gritting my teeth, and I scooted back to meet him and “swallow” his cock with my “bussy.”

“Fuuccccck Lance! You’re a BEAST!!! . . .” I said, trying to catch my breath. His only response was to pump me harder and grip both of my shoulders. Faster and faster he went. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Hillary and Mara – Mara’s cock pounding Hillary’s slippery pussy. The two of them were getting off on what I was doing with Lance.

The wooden floor was rhythmically creaking underneath our feet as he devoured me. My bussy swallowed his cock and wouldn’t let it go. That seemed to be perfectly fine with Lance whose only words were unintelligible grunts.

Out of nowhere I shot a full wad of my cum into the pouch of my G-String. I put at least three loads inside the silky satin. Almost at the same time, Lance howled and filled my boy pussy with warm, thick cum. Some of it leaked out and coated the inside of my thighs. It only made him go faster and faster.

I was numb by the time he finished with me and ran out of gas. “Toby . . .” he gasped. “I never would have guessed how fucking incredible you are . . . I can’t believe we’re ROOMMATES!!!”

“So I wonder how that will change things for us?”

Lance huffed out a quick laugh. “Well let’s not forget that Hillary and Mara are part of our little thing here. How about if the four of us share a house downtown? Whaddya’ think guys?” Lance said, turning his head towards the very horizontal Hillary and Mara on the bed behind him and Toby. All they got from those two were grunts and more grunts. One of the grunts might have been an “Uh huhhhh.”

Lance just laughed. “Oh, another thing Toby.”

“Sure. What’s that?”

“Whenever we fuck, which I suspect will be pretty often; I want you to be completely dressed like you are now – real slutty!”

“Sure Lance. I can do that,” I said happily. Then I reached for a long 120 and slipped it between my lips like a pro and lit myself up. The combo of being dressed like a slut and smoking the 120 was a HUGE fucking turn on. Looking over at Lance, I could see his cock getting bigger again.

“When did you know Toby?” he asked casually.

“You mean, when did I know as in what? That I liked to dress as a slut and fuck my roommate as a girl?”

Lance laughed. “Yeah, something like that.”

“For a long time actually. When you and Rebecca caught me jerking off and looking at the pictures on my laptop, I knew that seducing you would be easy as pie.”

This surprised Lance and Hillary – because they thought they were the ones forcing me to dress and feminize. It didn’t matter either way; the four of us were a solid item now, and we got busy looking for an off campus apartment where we could fuck to our heart’s contents. I LOVED being a sissy boi toy to my roommate and his girlfriend. Mara was a welcome added bonus.
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My mom’s friend Nadine was HOT AS FUCK for as long as I could remember. So imagine my excitement when my mom told me that Nadine would be staying with us for a few months. I lived alone with my mom – my dad skipped town with no forwarding address when I was three years old. Nadine lived over in Culver City, and the last flood overran the city and destroyed her house in the process. Nadine and mom had been college roommates way back when, and they were still close, so it was a no-brainer for her to stay with us.

Since I was a teenager and my hormones started flowing, I really discovered Nadine; a shapely, sexy, middle aged beauty, with stunning looks. Now I was a junior in college, and I was home for the summer, working in a retail department store chain.

One weekday morning in the middle of June, my mother called me down for breakfast. I was in a hurry to eat because I was gonna be late for my job.

“Whoa Jason, slow down.”

“Mom, I’m gonna be late.”

“That’s what you get for staying up late playing video games,” she said rather astutely. “By the way, I got some interesting news last night.”

“Really, like what?” I said, thinking in advance it would be nothing important to me – directly that is.

“Nadine is coming to live with us for a while!” Now this made me put my forkful of eggs down very fast, and my mom had my full attention. She noticed and smiled. Now I was getting embarrassed.

“Oh really? And why is that mom?”

“Because the Culver City flood destroyed her house, and I couldn’t let Nadine go homeless while her house is being rebuilt.”

“Oh, that makes sense. So when is she coming here?” I was trying very hard to hide my excitement, in more ways than one – if you catch my drift. “I feel bad for her.”

“Tomorrow afternoon. Can you come with me to the store tonight and get some groceries?”

“Sure mom, no problem.”

She raised an eyebrow at me and said, “I didn’t think there would be.”

The next day I got home from work at about six thirty, and I saw Nadine’s familiar red Corvette in front of our house and my heart started beating fast and my dick got rock hard. I came into the house and saw Nadine and my mom seated at the kitchen table talking.

It was Nadine who spoke first. “Well hi there Jason! What’s it been – three weeks?” she said laughing.

“Yeah I guess so. Hey, I’m sorry to hear about your house. Tough break.”

“Yes it is, but I’m very grateful to your mom and you that I have such good friends to rely on.”

My mother spoke. “Come on Nadine. I know you’d do the same for Jason and me if the shoe was on the other foot.” Nadine shook her head in agreement.

“Umm. No doubt.”

“Well I’m ready for dinner. Jason, would you like to grill some chicken, and I’ll make salad?”

“Sure mom.” So I went upstairs to my room, changed and came downstairs in my shorts and a t-shirt. I went outside, fired up the grill and Nadine joined me a few minutes later. She was wearing a white tennis skirt that revealed her long, shapely legs. I was grilling and she came up alongside me, hands on her hips, watching me cook.

“So Jason, I guess you’re settled in for the summer and working. That’s good. Tell me, do you have any dating prospects?”

I was surprised by her directness and line of questioning. Usually she didn’t pry into my private stuff, but this was different. “No, not really. I guess this year I didn’t really luck out.”

“That’s too bad Jason. Maybe your luck will change soon.” That wasn’t what I expected to hear; the way she said it I mean. “You know you’re a grownup now Jason. You’ve really become quite a man.”

I was totally caught off guard and didn’t know what to think. “Why thanks Nadine.”

“Don’t you see that about yourself Jason? You see, I don’t look at a man who’s a hunk and think that he’s the sexiest man on God’s green earth. Oh no. I like a man who has nice, quiet features like yours and such a handsome face, and nice wavy hair.” Her hand then went up to my hair and tousled it a bit. I was turning beet red and my heart was galloping. My shorts couldn’t hide my incredible hard on. Her smile caught me off guard. She really IS sincere I thought to myself. I wondered where she was going with this. I mean the plan was for her to stay here for several months until her house could be made habitable again; and if her intent was to seduce me, she was making that clear right out of the starting gate.

“Jason, I don’t have to tell you not to mention this to your mom. I don’t think Tricia could handle this, what with her strict Christian faith and all, right?”

She was right about that. My mom was a very strict, and religious Christian and wouldn’t look too kindly on her best friend engaging in sexual activities with her son under her own roof – not to mention the fact that neither me nor Nadine were married.

So now I guessed that “this” was a thing – at least in Nadine’s mind, and if she was cool with something happening between the two of us, then I suppose I was too.

“Oh of course you’re right! There would be fire and brimstone coming out of her ears; that’s for sure.”

She smiled at me and placed her index finger on the tip of my nose. “Then we’ll just have to be discreet now won’t we?” I could hardly believe my luck.

_________________________

____________

Nadine was staying in the guest room down the hall from my room upstairs. My mom had the spacious bedroom downstairs. That

first night I fell asleep right away, only to be awakened sometime in the middle of the night. I opened my eyes and pressed my phone – it was just after two o’clock. I felt a pressure, like someone sitting on my bed and then fingernails gently stroking the insides of my legs. At first I thought it was a dream, but then I remembered my conversation with Nadine while I was making dinner. Now I was fully awake, and I knew that Nadine wasn’t talking bullshit.

I was on my back, and I felt Nadine moving up me, and she was buck naked. Her cool, smooth skin was sliding up my thighs and my belly, until her face was on top of mine. It was pitch black in my room, save for a sliver of moonlight, but I could make out the outlines of her face, and her long hair was brushing over my chest and my neck. Then her warm, moist glossed lips were pressing against mine and rubbing around in a circle. My cock was throbbing, and Nadine held it in a vice grip; rubbing it up and down.

Her tongue slipped out from between her lips and pushed its way between mine; entering my mouth slowly at first, playing, and then went all the way inside. She wrapped her tongue around mine, and was breathing heavy; rubbing her pubic hair against my stiff dick – toying with me. I felt her pussy dripping on me, and I was dying for her to mount me from the front. Pre cum dripped from the tip of my cock.

“I think you want yourself inside of me badly; don’t you Jason?” she said in a throaty, smoky voice.

“Yeah,” I gasped. I think you want me inside of you just as much.”

She laughed and contented herself, by raising herself up on her elbows, bending her legs, and placing her pussy right over my cock, and sliding it over me. The slick, tight wetness enveloped me, and slowly she began sliding up and down on top of me. I had been laid before, but it was a quick shack job; nothing like this slow, easy, seduction. My eyes were rolling and I was incapable of speaking or having a rational thought for that matter.

She gyrated on top of me and it didn’t take long for me to cry out and shoot my full load inside of her, not once, but three times until I was completely drained. Then she stiffened and gasped with her mouth frozen open, as she moved around my cock like a mixing stick in a bowl.

Then she came off of me and lie on my bed next to me, curled up in my arms. “So tell me the truth Jason. How long have you wanted me like this?”

“Wanting you and really having you Nadine, are two different things. I’ve wanted you as long as I can remember, and I never imagined I’d really have you – not like this.”

“I don’t know what came over me this time Jason, but you know we absolutely cannot let your mom suspect anything!”

She was entirely correct. We lie quietly for a while, and then Nadine began stroking my cock again, making it as hard as before. Only this time, she slid down me and placed my cock inside of her mouth.

Holy Fuck! The things she could do with that tongue were amazing. It coiled itself around my shaft like a snake. I could see the outline of my massive appendage as it stretched out the skin of her cheeks. She went faster and faster on me until finally I could take it no longer. I blew another load – this time inside of her mouth. She sucked me clean and dry of all my jizz.

This time, she said not a word; just kissed me on the lips and left my room. I fell asleep after lying there and thinking for about half an hour. I wondered if the rest of her stay would be like this – I had no reason not to believe otherwise.
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THE NEXT FEW NIGHTS the same thing happened – the nightly visitations with the happy endings. Only each time it got a bit more noisy and even wilder; with the bed thumping and her trying very hard not to let loose with loud abandon.

One thing I didn’t know about Nadine. I knew that she had some sort of a position in marketing, which was about as vague a term as you could get. Usually she left our house late in the day and didn’t return until about nine or ten o’clock. What she did, she never mentioned to me, or to mom. Or maybe she did tell mom, and mom didn’t have any reason to let me in on it. But now, since I was regularly banging mom’s best friend, I became curious as to where she actually went each evening.

It was a Tuesday evening, and Nadine was in my room about two am. She had been coming to me now for the last month, and I was becoming more and more attached to her. We had just finished a particularly wild session that left me in a sweat despite the AC being on high. I decided to ask her what she did and where she went every evening. In a way I felt I had a right to. Could I have been getting a bit possessive maybe? Whatever, I saw no harm in asking.

She was lying on top of my chest, and I was playing with her long hair. “Nadine. Can I ask you something?”

“Sure Jason, what?”

“Where do you go six nights a week? It’s just that you never talk about it, and mom doesn’t even mention anything to me.” A silence ensued. “I don’t mean to pry, but I’m just curious is all.”

She sighed and answered in a way that seemed as if she was choosing her words carefully. “I am sort of a talent agent for a big modelling agency in Culver City. It’s opposite the river side of town so it wasn’t affected by the flood that destroyed my home. What I do is I audition new talent and also look for fresh talent from the outside.”

“Oh, okay. What’s the name of the agency and what kind of models do you look for?” A fair question I thought.

She lie on top of my chest with her fingers interlocked below her chin looking up at me, and smiling.

“Well, we’re not an agency that deals with modelling products, like clothing or anything that’s material . . .” Now she had me guessing. “We feature people.”

“What do you mean ‘people?’ Like you train people for something like a job or a, a . . . task?”

She let out a small laugh and looked me in the eyes, about to reveal something. “Yeah, something like that.” I looked at her expecting her to revel something more. “Just a second Jason. Don’t go anywhere,” she said in a soft whisper. “I’ll be back with something you may like.”

“Okay, sure.

I watched her perfect body slink out of the room with her silhouette glowing in the moonlight streaming through my window. Just before she exited, she turned to me and said, “You never know Jason, this could be lifechanging.”

I wondered what it could be; as if making love repeatedly to the object of all my fantasies wasn’t lifechanging enough. It was about five minutes when I saw my door opening slowly again, and Nadine entered carrying what looked like clothing over her arm. She closed the door behind her and then spread out what looked like a bath towel underneath the door to seal out like. When she finally did turn on the light switch, she looked at me and smiled. I was about to say something, and she placed a finger up to her lips to quiet me. She then spoke; preempting me.

“You have a choice Jason. You can refuse what I’m about to ask you, or you can accept. I think if you accept, it may take you places you never thought possible.” She looked at me with an expression that suggested a devilish idea.

“You trust me Jason, don’t you?”

“Sure I do – but – . . .”

“Shush! Now listen. JUST FOR FUN . . . I want you to try these things on, okay? It will be a little game just between us. You want to please me don’t you Jason?”

“Sure, but . . .”

In her fingers she held an emerald green satin thong, with a lace top band. What the fuck was she thinking??? The idea was INSANE – totally insane, but it held a certain amount of intrigue for me, as if it was an exhilarating, forbidden delight. Plus, this was happening in the privacy of my own bedroom; no one would ever know. It would just be between Nadine and myself. Then she held it towards my face and rubbed the soft, silky fabric over my face and cheeks, preempting any further words from me. I liked it . . . and rubbed my cheeks against it too. I even took it from her hand and held it myself against my face. That was when she began to smile at me and bite her bottom lip.

“Ooooh, Jason. I see I found something that you like, didn’t I?”

“This is very naughty Nadine.” My erect hard missile of a cock would tend to agree with that.

Speaking of which; her other hand grabbed a hold of my shaft and began stroking it up and down. “Yes, I can see that. Why don’t you stand up and try them on for me?”

I was on autopilot, and to this day I never knew what possessed me to do it. I was standing by the side of the bed, and I stripped out of my shorts. I took the thong and placed it on the carpeting, and carefully put one foot, and then the other one inside of it. I slowly pulled it up over my hairless legs, savoring the silky, smooth feel. When it was over my waist, Nadine took hold of it and centered it around my junk. She gently squeezed me and smiled; rubbing the material around the tip of my cock.

She moved in closer to me and kissed me hard on the lips. What a feeling!!! My cock was pressing up against her through the satin G-String. Pre cum started to leak out. I was actually enjoying this more than I ever thought possible.

Then Nadine broke off me and picked up a matching color stretch bra, and with a grin placed it over my head. “If I didn’t know better Jason, I’d say that you like being turned into a femboy, am I right??”

I had to be truthful – my body was answering her. “Yes Nadine. As long as it’s you doing this to me, I love it.”

Laying in a heap on my bed was an auburn colored, longhaired wig. She picked it up and placed it on my head. I loved the way the hair felt wrapping around my neck and shoulders. It sent a chill through my body.

“Well Jason, I might as well tell you now. My agency models femboys – you know, transgender women to different clients. Some are used for advertising, and some are used for . . . well let’s just say for ‘entertainment purposes.’”

“If I may ask Nadine; how much do these people pay for models?”

She threw her head back and laughed. “Let’s just say that you can make more money than you’ll ever make with that useless college degree you’ll be getting at the end of next year.”

Now I was really into this. “Is that so? Well then, I think I may just like this.” I was about sixty per cent certain.

She had a tube of lipstick in her hand and pressed it against my moist lips, moving it slowly back and forth on the top and bottom, coating me thoroughly.

“Now Jason, how does that feel?”

“It feels . . . actually, kind of liberating. I don’t know why, but I really enjoy this. And you say I could make MONEY doing this??”

“That’s right – you can. Now wait right there, and I’ll be back.”

“But Nadine . . .” Before she could answer me she left the room again and returned five minutes later carrying a small bag. She had a big grin on her face.

“Now Jason, this is a little test to see if you’re really suited to make the big money I said you can make. Are you ready?”

Not knowing what else to say, I just nodded my head. It was about three AM.

Now mind you, if I hadn’t been so much in love with Nadine – yes, in LOVE . . . then I wouldn’t even consider doing what I was about to do. She stood in front of me by the foot of the bed and took out a large fleshy silicone dildo from her bag with a belt attached to it. I stared at her as she attached it to her waist. There was another end to it – a silicone plug that would go in and out of her pussy when she was thrusting.

“Okay Jason honey,” she said in a harsh whisper. “Turn over on the bed and get on your knees just like a real bitch!” She was really excited about what she was about to do; and the excitement was infectious. I felt it too.

After the belt was in place, she hopped up on the bed and took her position behind me. She pulled out a tube of lubricating jelly and rubbed it over the engorged, veiny appendage. Then I felt a cool, wet sensation as she rubbed the gel into my ass crack. Her finger went right into my hole and rubbed it and stretched it from the inside. I hissed with discomfort, but Nadine quickly reassured me. “Now come on Jason, this will only hurt for a little while, you have to trust me. Soon you feel nothing but pleasure.”

“Okay Nadine . . . sure . . .” I said as I still winced.

Before I knew what was happening, I felt the wet silicone tip of that enormous dildo press up against the opening of what I was to learn later on was called my “boy pussy.” Nadine carefully went in slowly, with just the head at first, and I hissed. She shushed me and entered me again. This time a little more forcefully and deeper than before.

I could process neither pain or pleasure, as she went in and out again and again. It was the speed and the stretching that caused me the most feeling. I had never felt anything like it before. The hard rocking motion was causing her to cry out in pleasure as well.

My cock was inside the satin pouch of the G-String, and it was aching and throbbing. I felt intense pleasure building inside of me and before I knew what was happening I cried out as I shot a huge load right into the pouch. At the same time Nadine cried out and shuddered as she orgasmed too. Her fingernails were digging into my buttocks, drawing blood. Slowly, she stopped thrusting and pulled out.

“So Jason,” she said breathlessly, “How did that feel? Was it better than you ever could have possibly thought??”

“Damn! Was it! I never could have consented to anything like this without you Nadine.” And by “this,” I meant the G-String, bra and wig – and dildo. I was on my way to something I never thought possible before, and Nadine was guiding me along.
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THE NEXT DAY MY MOTHER LEFT TO GO on a Christian retreat for the week, and I would be alone with Nadine. At breakfast Nadine looked at me with those deep green eyes of hers and chewed her food slowly, conveying a message of delights to come for the next several days. I could hardly wait. After my mother left for the airport Nadine told me that I would be going with her this evening to her modelling agency. “Now tonight Jason, I’ll introduce you around and we’ll show the others what you’ve got!” I was amazed at what I was becoming and tonight I would see it through.

After dinner we got into Nadine’s Corvette and drove into her agency on the “dry side” of Culver City. The building was just a nondescript office building, and we took the elevator up to the fourteenth floor. In the corridor we saw people running around with phones up to their heads, some with what looked like paper scripts, and several with digital cameras. When Nadine and I made our way down the hallway, several girls bumped into me; at least one of whom gave me a sly glance, as if I was some new kind of attraction. Nadine noticed it and looked back at me and smiled. Several people including the girls all said hello to Nadine. I got the feeling pretty quickly that she was a bigshot at this place.

“This sure is a busy place Nadine.”

“Yes it is Jason, and I think you’ll play a very big role in the future of this agency. I’m a talent agent, remember??” She said firmly and with no embellishment.

I shrugged as we walked. “I guess so.”

We finally came to a room that had a plaque on the door that simply said “casting” on it. “This is it Jason. Come on in. I can’t wait to introduce you to Florence, or just ‘Flo’ as we like to call her.”

“Who is she?”

Nadine laughed. “You’ll find out soon.”

I didn’t have to wait very long. We stepped inside the room and there were leather couches on the side and a buffet table with an inexhaustible supply of food on it. Young pretty boys with red waiter’s vests and bowties kept the coffee going and the trays full. Girls in revealing outfits, and bulky handsome guys were milling about.

“Come on Jason – grab something to eat. We’ll be here for a while.” I didn’t argue and filled up a plate and took a seat on the couch. “I’ll be right back; don’t go anywhere,” Nadine said and kissed me hard on the mouth – sending her tongue down my throat.

In a little while, Nadine came back with a hot redhead, with green eyes, and long hair that fell down to her chest, between her open cleavage. She made the introductions. “Flo, this is Jason. Jason – Flo.”

“How do you do?” I said sheepishly.

Flo laughed. “He’s a shy one; isn’t he?”

‘Yeah, but look at him Flo. He’s got it, doesn’t he?”

It took a second for Flo to give me the once over, and she took my chin in her hand, and turned my head from side to side. “Not bad Nadine. Not bad at all. I think he has potential. And how did you say you knew him?”

“I didn’t. His mother and me were college roommates, and I’m staying at their house until my house can be salvaged from the flood.”

“Oh, I see,” Flo said with sincere sympathy. Then Flo got a wicked smile. “So is it safe to assume that you’ve been fucking this little boy toy??”

Nadine laughed. “Yes, as a matter of fact I am, and you know what? He’s now my main fuck toy to play with as I see fit.”

“Oooh, I like it! Flo said. “So mommy doesn’t know and you’re fucking him secretly in his room or your room at night huh?”

“Yeah, that’s about it,” Nadine said. Then Flo turned to me.

“Hey Jason – You know if Nadine is fucking you regularly, then that means she wants you as a sissy, right? She loves fucking pretty boys and turning them into sissy sluts. Has she dressed you yet? Are you okay with that?” I had to answer truthfully. I was totally under Nadine’s spell. I was hers, and there was nothing I could do about it. I didn’t want to do anything else either.

“Yes I am.”

“That’s good. So she told you about all the money you can make with us, right?”

“Yes, but she didn’t tell me exactly what I’d be doing for this company.”

Both Flo and Nadine exchanged glances and laughed. “Don’t worry Jason. We’ll take care of that now,” Flo said.

“Yes Jason. You didn’t think I’d take you this far to just drop you, now did I? I want you to know that the way I dressed you last night was a very BIG turn on for me . . .”

Just as I finished what was on my plate, Flo grabbed me through my arm and pulled me up off the couch, then turning to Nadine she said, “Nadine, you don’t mind if I borrow Jason here, now do you?”

“No of course not honey – Just bring him back fucking hot!”

“You bet I will.”

She took me out of the room and down the hall to what was a large bedroom, with a big light stand facing the bed, which was on a raised, carpeted platform – like a stage of some kind. Then she scurried across the room to a closet. “So Jason, Nadine tells me that she drilled you pretty good with her little silicone toy, is that right? How’d you like it? She said it made you crazy!!”

Just thinking about that most unexpected pleasure made my cock really hard again, and pulsing. My ass was tingling as well. “Yes Flo, it was unlike anything I had ever experienced.”

She came out of the walk-in closet with a cherry red G-String, stretch bra and a fuchsia one-piece satin dress.

“Okay Jason, stand up now for me, facing away from the bed.” I did as I was told and she put some techno music on that heightened the excitement in the room. “Come on – QUICKLY! Take off your clothes.” I hurried out of my jeans and polo shirt, and then stepped out of my boxers, kicking them over to the side.

“Oooh, Jason – I’m loving what I see so far!” And with that she stepped over to me and kissed me hard on the lips and stuck her tongue through my lips into my mouth. Once inside, she began exploring and sucking on my face hard. Her right hand was down below my waist and playing with my naked cock. Her had was soft and cool, and she began stroking me with a rhythm. A bit of pre cum leaked out onto her hand and she stopped. “We don’t want you to have any spills too soon Jason, now do we?”

“I guess not Flo.” I had to admit, giving myself totally to Flo was a huge turn-on. I felt that I was the luckiest guy in the world now – having a gorgeous woman cradling my junk in her hand, palm up.

She threw the G-String onto the floor and her eyes lit up as if she had just stumbled upon a rare treat. “Come on, step into them and pull them up!”

As I did so, I lingered over the soft, silky feel – the same as last night. But this was different because Nadine wasn’t here to guide me and I was no longer a beginner just having a fling – this was all me. Then I slipped the stretch bra with the semi-rigid cups up over my head.

She helped me on with the dress – a one-piece strapless black dress with ribs going up the sides. The best part of all was the wig. It was a very long and thick black wig with a small part just up in front. I loved the way it cascaded down my front and in between my cleavage. Flo was getting off on watching me dress. She dragged me into the bathroom on the side and made me sit at the vanity table as she proceeded to make me up. There’s something very sensuous about makeup. The way it aroused me and made my cock so fucking hard. I loved it; unapologetically, and totally.

Then Flo did something which awakened another feeling in me – a hidden fetish you could call it. It was something I was ashamed of all my teenage years and tried to hide. I really thought I was sick with some sort of mental disease until I did some searching online and discovered that other guys – and trans women were into it as well. I had a BIG smoking fetish, and Flo played right into it and got my cock pulsating.

She reached into her big black leather handbag and took out a long, all white, sissy cigarette – you know, the 120mm kind. The way she dangled it out of the corner of her lip was incredibly erotic for me to look at. Then she asked me if I wanted one. I thought she never would! I guess she saw me staring at it.

She squinted her eyes and looked at me with the freshly lit cigarette glowing. “You look like you want one Jason. Do you??”

“Yes, as a matter of fact dear Flo,” (I said rather dramatically), “I would love one.”

“Well that’s good you see, because a lot of the gentlemen clientele that use our agency prefer smoking T-gurls.”

Now the whole thing made sense. “T-gurls?? You mean as in transgender?”

“Duhhh Jason. You really catch on quickly, don’t you?” she said laughing. “You see dear, right now you’re just a sissy crossdresser. But after what Nadine told me . . . I think you may be a bit more.”

I didn’t answer her, but when she put it like that, I knew what she was getting at. She slowly produced a cigarette from her long leather cigarette case and lit me up. I did a nice French inhale, and subconsciously I held the cigarette effeminately between my index and pointer finger, low down on the filter. Flo approved with a wide smile. “I think you have the makings of a perfect sissy slut Jason. Now, just one thing is missing.” I couldn’t imagine what that would be.

“What’s that Flo?”

“We need a girl’s name for you. Any suggestions?”

“Uhh, no. I never really had a reason to think of one before.”

“Well I was thinking of Janine. Matter of fact, Nadine likes that too.”

“Okay,” I said shrugging. Janine it is then.”

I looked at myself in the long mirror back inside the small bedroom, admiring myself and what I had become. I had a ladies physique, and it showed. I was hot as fuck! Hell, I’d even want to do myself. Now I belonged to Flo, and she wanted to use me any way that she could.

She came up behind me and placed her long arms around my chest and started nibbling my neck and my ears, sending chills up and down my body. I lifted up my head and took a long drag from my cigarette. I turned around to her and exhaled right into her mouth, pressing my waist up against her. I knew she felt my hard cock because she reached her hand down to rub it through my dress. I was leaking – that’s how hot I was.

We stood kissing for what seemed like an eternity; wrapped up in each other’s bodies and scents. The chemistry was instant, although my first love was Nadine.

“Let’s get down to business Janine,” she said in a throaty whisper against my ear.

She threw me down on the foot of the bed and backed up about five feet in front of me. She looked at me seductively with the cigarette dangling out of the corner of her lips. She shimmed out of her green satin dress and kicked it over to the side. Flo undid her garter strap and pulled the garter off, revealing the G-String. She did a little sexy dance around the front. Her long legs covered in the sheer black nylons was an incredible site.

Then she hooked her thumb under the front of her G-String and moved it from side to side, pulling it down just a bit so I could see her pubic hair. She pulled it ever so slightly lower and lower and she suddenly stopped – looking at me and licking her bottom lip with her tongue. I was rubbing my cock on top of the black dress.

Suddenly she pulled the G-String down around her thighs revealing what looked like a VERY LARGE COCK!!! WTF I thought. My mouth just hung open – but I wasn’t repulsed – far from it. I like it; wanted it even. But still my surprise came out.

“Flo!! You didn’t tell me! Nadine didn’t tell me!”

“So what Janine? You’re finding out now. So what do you think, huh? Are you attracted to shemales?” Shemale . . . I had never heard that term before and I was silent.

“Is that like trans-gender?”

“Some would call it that, but I prefer the word ‘shemale.’ You see in Thailand, ladyboys, or shemales are a highly respected group of people. Some are naturally born with a feminine body, and others transition. I have the former, and I did HRT about ten years ago to give me what you see now. You never would have guessed, would you?”

“No, no I wouldn’t.”

“Answer my question Janine. What do you think, huh?”

“I love it. In fact, I don’t know what’s come over me, but I’m attracted to you like crazy.”

She smiled and came over to me and sat in my lap facing me. “Then prove it Janine. Suck my cock!”

So Flo stood up and stepped back a little and shimmied out of her G-String. Then she moved forward and placed the palm of both her hands on top of my long black wig. The tip of her cock bounced against my lips. She put just enough pressure on them to make them open. I used my tongue to add to the glossy moisture. Then I made a tight seal around the tip of her cock as she moved it slowly in and out.

She picked up speed and pressed my head down onto her massive eight inch shaft. It was so wide I thought my lips were stretched to the breaking point. I tried everything not to choke on that magnificent appendage. Then her moaning became staccato-like and she stiffened, shooting a tsunami of cum into my mouth. I tried to contain it, but some dribbled down from the corner of my lips and onto my chin. I kept bobbing, and Flo kept her hands on top of my head.

She didn’t stop until I sucked her clean. Then her hands came off the top of my head, and she pulled me up so that I was facing her. She kissed me and got a full mouth of her own cum, which she delighted in. This was the first time that I had a cock in my mouth and I loved it totally. In fact, it was to become a new and fast obsession.

We lit cigarettes and smoked in silence for a while. Then Flo handled me a bit playfully rough and placed me on top of the bed facing down with my knees bent.

“That’s right Janine, keep those knees bent and your ass up nice and high. I still need some relief. Oh, by the way – you really suck a good cock!”

Janine reached into her leather bag and produced a tube of lube. From Nadine’s training in my bedroom I knew exactly what to expect. I loved the cool, wet feel of the gel going up and down my taint. It made my cock rock hard. I especially liked it when Flo stretched the sides of my boy pussy out some more.

Then Flo mounted me and pressed the tip of her cock right against my bussy, and went in slowly, stretching me and causing me to cry out. Flo playfully imitated my voice and laughed. To drive home the point she smacked my ass two or three times and called out – “Who’s my good little sissy cum slut, huh?? Is it YOU?? Is it YOU?” each time thrusting inside me deeper and deeper. Then I felt a tingling deep inside me like an impending volcanic eruption. She hit my G-Spot back and forth until I could take it no longer. Without even touching myself, I erupted a volcanic amount of cum into my G-String pouch. This was my first actual “sissygasm,” and I loved it. It even felt better than Nadine’s dildo.

Flo kept thrusting and thrusting. Within a few short minutes I came again. When she finally pulled out of me, she pulled me up slowly and kissed me hard on the mouth. I still tasted of her cum.

“You were incredible Janine. Wait until I tell Nadine about you. As a matter of fact, let’s go see her now.”


_______________________

__________

WE LEFT THE ROOM and walked out into the corridor. I did my best walk of shame and I wasn’t kidding. I was really sore after Flo’s pounding. Sure enough we ran into Nadine coming out of a production room. They were filming two shemales going at it. I suspected that’s what I would be doing, and I was fine with it.

“Hey guys. So Flo, how did my love Janine here do??”

“Nadine, I think we have a real money maker here! She sucks cock like nobody’s business and is the best fuck I’ve had in a long time!

“Wow, I’s so glad to hear that Flo. See Janine, what did I tell you? You can get out of that college of yours. You’ll make more money here than you ever dreamed of! We’ll have you doing fuck videos all day and even get you dates with guys who love trans women.”

“But Nadine,” I said a bit downcast. “What about us?”

“What about us, honey? Nothing has changed. We’ll still fuck all night in your room for the time I’m staying at your house, and then I can visit you at that school of yours – until you drop out that is.”

“But what will we tell my mom, the religious freak?”

Nadine laughed. “You leave Tricia to me, honey. I’ll just tell her that I’ve offered you an opportunity too good to pass up.”

And that’s how it was. I went all the way with HRT, and never looked back once!
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FINALLY, AS A SOPHOMORE IN COLLEGE, I got to move off campus to sharing a house with three girls. Now, I’m not the world’s greatest lover or anything, but it happened by chance. I knew Lacy from my economics seminar, and Darlene and Gloria just happened to come along, almost as an afterthought. Splitting the rent between two people I realized would be very tough, and I was prepared to ask for extra hours at the BULLSEYE MARKET I worked at.

So when Lacy suggested that her two friends move in I was very relieved. At first I took some good-natured ribbing from my friends about having three girls as housemates – kind of like “Three Is Company” but with one more girl. Then, after two months into the first semester, it calmed down and they were used to my situation. I’d say they envied me, although there was nothing of a sexual nature going on.

I sort of had a “thing” for Lacy, and was very good about keeping it a secret, or at least I thought I was. A couple of times when I walked into the kitchen and she was there unexpectedly, I couldn’t help staring – she was a raven haired beauty, and had a nice, easygoing way about her. I began to fantasize. Raging hormones with unmet desires will do that to a guy.

By themselves, the girls were what you would expect of normal, run of the mill college sophomores – they liked to party and were constantly talking about different guys. The only one with a steady boyfriend was Gloria, and she was dating him for only about two months. But when they were together, they formed a fourth persona – someone with a mean streak who enjoyed pranks and taking dares. I was to find that out the hard way.

_________________________

____________

The next week while I was working my Saturday shift at the Bullseye, the girls were home, and sitting around in the living room listening to music and scrolling social media.

“Hey Lacy,” Darlene said. “I’ve been thinking about Brian. Since you told us that you think he wants you, I’ve observed him when he’s around you. I’m almost positive that bells and whistles are going off in his head.”

Lacy looked at Darlene like she was out of her mind, her eyebrows scrunching. “Come on Darlene, I don’t see it that way. Brian likes living here. I think the last thing he wants to do is to get into some kind of messy relationship so close to home. You know what they say – you don’t shit where you eat.”

“Really Lacy? Well what if you’re wrong? Wouldn’t it be fun to see how far he would go, and if he would give into temptation? Besides, I think you care for him. Come on, just admit it. Don’t you? Even a little bit?”

“Hey, I don’t want to hurt him – he’s sweet,” Lacy said. Darlene put her hands together and looked at Gloria.

“There, you see Gloria! She does have a soft spot for Brian.”

“It seems like you’re making up Brian’s mind for him Lacy,” Gloria said. “I think it would be fun to see how far Brian would go if you encouraged him, that is.”

Now this is where the “groupthink” took over. The fourth persona came out when next Darlene spoke. “I have a very nasty idea girls,” she said with an evil grin spreading over her face.

“Okay, I’ll bite,” Gloria said. “What is it?”

“You wanted fun, right?” Darlene said, turning to Gloria. “Let’s see if we can turn Brian into our very own little house sissy. That’s the price for him to be with Lacy!”

“I don’t know guys, that would be just plain mean,” Lacy said, sounding very protective over Brian.

“Yeah, but come on Lace . . . it’s kind of a turn on – well at least it is for me – you know, to make it with a guy who’s dressed like a girl! A guy who’s in touch with his feminine side,” Darlene said.

Lacy considered Darlene’s proposal, and the group’s vibes were catching onto her and she said, “Okay Darlene. You tell us how to do this and we’re all ears, okay?”

“Now you’re talking!” Darlene answered. The three of them started laughing.

“Okay, now this is really evil,” she began; and Lacy and Gloria were all ears. “I’ve got this nanny cam that I’ve never been able to find a good use for. . . as a matter of fact, I have two nanny cams! Let’s see if our Brian has a ‘wild side’ to him.” She looked back and forth at Lacy and Gloria. “I’m going to leave shall we say – some bait out for him and see what he does with it.”

“What kind of bait?” Lacy asked.

“I’m glad you asked Lacy, because this is where you come in. You’re going to leave one of your satin G-Strings on the floor of your bedroom, right next to your bed. The door to your room will be open, and when Brian comes home and passes by your room he’ll see it. What he does with it next – well, that’s where the fun comes in. My nanny cam will be set up in your room, and the second one will be set up in Brian’s room. Then, depending on what we get, we’ll have some stuff to work with!”

“It sounds positively EVIL! Gloria squealed excitedly. “So then when we confront him with the video, we can blackmail him, right?”

“That’s exactly it,” Darlene said. “Now let’s get to work and set this stuff up, and be out of here when Brian comes home. I’ll leave a note for him and tell him we went out for dinner in town.”

“Perfect,” Lacy said. “But what happens if he doesn’t fall for it?”

“Then we think of something else Lacy. Come on, be positive girl!” Darlene said.
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ONE SATURDAY AFTER MY SHIFT at Bullseye, I came home to find an empty house. I had a few unread text messages on my phone which I opened up. The first one was from Lacy which said that she and Gloria and Darlene were meeting some other girlfriends for dinner and a night out, so I should go ahead with whatever plans I had for myself. After almost three months of living together, they didn’t really know me that well, because if they did, then they would know that I’d probably be home doing nothing anyway.

I had a big eco test scheduled for Tuesday, so I figured I’d be better off staying in and studying anyway. I went upstairs to my room to change out of my work clothes and get comfortable. After you got to the top of the staircase, my room was down the hall at the end. I had to pass the girl’s rooms when I did. Everybody trusted everyone else, so all our rooms were unlocked. There were no locks on the doors anyway, so it would have been another expense if we had wanted to take that route.

The door to Lacy’s room was wide open. I had no plans to stop – believe me I didn’t, but something caught my eye. On the floor of- her room, right alongside the bed was a bright fuchsia G-String which looked like it had been hastily discarded. From out of nowhere the thought struck me that this was some kind of an opportunity. As if on autopilot, I found myself moving slowly into her room.

I reached down to touch it. My index finger slowly caressed the satin material, and then the lace waistband. I picked it up and held it close to my nose and was delighted by two distinct scents which complemented each other: The fresh laundered scent and the lingering heady scent of what could only be Lacy’s pussy. I felt naughty doing this and knew that it was an invasion of privacy of the worst kind, yet I couldn’t stop it. I rubbed it slowly against the soft flesh of my cheek.

Before this, the thought to place anything so private up to my face would never have entered my mind. Now all bets were off for reasons I could not understand. My cock was also at full attention and I closed my eyes, thinking of Lacy wearing this. I knew the girls would not be home for hours yet, so a thought entered my mind that made me smile.

I took the G-String into my bedroom and closed the door behind me, a giddy excitement overtaking me. My hands seemed to be running on automatic pilot as I loosened the belt on my jeans, slipped them down my legs and took my shoes off. I began rubbing the cool satin of the G-String against the skin of my thighs which made my cock start to pulse. All of my stored up cum was bubbling under the surface dying for a release.

Just this once . . . just this once . . . I told myself over and over again. I would get this desire out of my system once and for all. What harm could there possibly be in it? I wondered. 

I’ll put them back where I found them. Now I slid the thong slowly up my practically hairless legs, savoring the intense silky feel. As I was doing this, I wondered what it would feel like to try on other pieces of Lacy’s clothing. I was smiling from ear to ear.

I centered it around my junk, getting it in just the right position where I could stroke my cock up against it and get “the feel.” I lie down on my bed and took my shirt off. I began stroking my chest and moaning like a girl. I played with my nipples, and a chill ran through me. My other hand slipped underneath the elastic waistband of the thong and my fingers gently caressed the top of my pubic hair. I placed my steel cock in the “V” between my index and middle finger, and rubbed it slowly back and forth on the silky pouch.

A small amount of precum leaked out of my cock causing me to momentarily panic – what if it wouldn’t come out and left a stain?? Now was not the time to worry about that however. I looked around to my night table for the box of tissues I had there. I took a bunch out and pressed it to the tip of my cock, drying it off. Now I continued rubbing, thinking of Lacy standing naked in front of her bedroom mirror moving from side to side.

After a few rubs I felt a ball of fire rise up from deep inside me and I yanked the lace top of the G-String down underneath my balls, and exploded a huge wad of cum into the waiting bunch of tissues. I pulsed not once, but three times, careful to scoop up all the cum. Then I did something which surprised and also scared me, but I was powerless to stop. I placed my index finger on the tip of my cock and got a drop of cum on it. I immediately placed it on the tip of my tongue. The sweet/saltiness aroused me. I moaned as I licked my finger. My heart was beating fast, and I lied there to calm down.

I took the thong off after I went limp and inspected it carefully for signs of any accidents. I was lucky to have escaped the telltale sign of a soiled thong. My pants were still in a heap with my shoes on the floor of my room as I walked down the hall to Lacy’s room carrying the thong in my hand.

I placed it on the floor, careful to duplicate the way I first found it. It was still early in the evening, and I looked around Lacy’s room. I had a slight build and knew that I would fit into most of her clothes. In fact I played with this thought at different times, but never acted out on it.

Oooh, now let’s see what sort of fun I could have now . . . I said to myself as my eyes scanned the room like a hunter looking for prey. Lacy’s closet was cracked open, so I walked over to it and pulled the door fully open. My eye was drawn to a yellow knitted camisole top. My shirt was off in my bedroom, so I carefully took it out of the closet, and pulled it over my head. I settled it around my chest, and I looked at myself in the mirror over her vanity table. Turning girlishly from side to side I admired the way I looked – how feminine. What’s more, my cock was up again.

I picked up Lacy’s thong from the floor once more and moved it up my legs, placing it over my cock. I was on a path I just could not stop. A quick glance over to her dressing table revealed a fat tube of red cherry lip gloss. I licked my lips and picked it up, bringing it to my nose. The scent was intoxicating. My heart was beating fast, and deciding what to do with it lasted no more than two seconds. I pulled the cap off and gently touched the waxy gloss to my upper lip and applied it like I seen my mother and my older sister do millions of times. When I finished, I smacked my lips together. What stared back at me in the mirror was “someone” I had long fantasized about becoming way back in high school . . . Why I never did it then was a mystery to me. My hair was a deep dark brown, and was kind of on the long side, so I combed it out – like a twentysomething co-ed with a short haircut. The effect of the sight on me was magical. I could actually pass for a girl on campus!

Now I just had to jerk myself off again. I looked at myself in the mirror and talked dirty to myself while I rubbed my cock from side to side inside the pouch. After I came I fell asleep from exhaustion and pleasure and woke up with a start – the girls would probably be home soon. I placed everything back in Lacy’s room where I got them from and went back to my room to go to sleep.
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THE THREE OF THEM GATHERED in Lacy’s room after they got home and quickly closed the door. They were all laughing and Darlene made a loud shushing noise to quiet everybody down. She had her laptop with her, and she opened it up to the camera site. She was seated at Lacy’s desk and first turned to the camera in Lacy’s room.

The three of them were very quiet and glued to the screen. Soon, their eyes all went wide as they saw Brian pick up Lacy’s G-String and place it up to his nose. “What did I tell you?!” Darlene exclaimed. “See, let’s look at the feed from his room now.”

After they watched everything in stunned silence, ideas cut through the room like a samurai sword. Soon, a master plan evolved. It was too evil, too delicious to pass up.

Gloria held her hand over her mouth to stifle a fit of laughter that for sure would have woken up Brian, and possibly even the neighborhood. It was Darlene who finally broke -

“Well Lacy, I don’t think there’s any more doubt that Brian is really into you, now is there?” Darlene asked, wide smile across her face.

“No, obviously not. I JUST CAN’T FUCKING BELIEVE WHAT WE JUST SAW!” Lacy answered in a high throaty whisper. “I thought . . . I thought the farthest he’d go would be maybe to keep the G-String for a thrill. I never imagined he’d – you know, play with it like that,” she said in stunned wonderment. “So now what do we do with this shit??”

“I’d say we can have ourselves a little sissy to enjoy by way of a little blackmail,” Darlene said. What Gloria said next intrigued and excited her two girlfriends.

“Okay guys – whaddya’ think of this: My boyfriend Trevor happens to have some ‘interests’ that he enjoys doing. I find it a little kinky to help him.”

“Interests like what??” Lacy asked, more than a little curious.

“Oh, I’m not so sure you innocent little girls are ready to handle something like this,” Gloria said tauntingly.

With a mockingly tired voice Darlene said, “Stop the bullshit Gloria, whatcha’ got?”

When Gloria spoke it sounded like she was defending Trevor while explaining at the same time. “One day, when Trevor and I were in his apartment, he called me over to his laptop: ‘Hey Gloria, you wanna see something cool?’ So I walked over and saw what he was looking at, and my mouth fell open.”

“What was he looking at?” both Lacy and Darlene said almost simultaneously.

“He loves watching gay and transgender porn.” She stopped and looked at her friends to see if she had gotten a rise out of them.

She continued. “Yeah, he got me to agree to watch him while he makes it with a fully made up sissy.”

Lacy’s eyes opened up. “Wait a second! You want . . . I mean you think that Brian is going to dress and be a sissy cum toy for your boyfriend Trevor??? I’d say that’s taking what’s probably a simple fetish and blowing it all out of proportion, don’t you? Anyway, what makes you think Brian will go along with this? Where’s the leverage coming from?”

Gloria gave a small, evil sounding laugh. “I think the video we have can be very persuasive if you know what I mean. Suppose we threaten to show it to his friends – his roommate Ralph, the guys on his dorm flag football team – his PARENTS??? He’ll have no choice but to go along with it. Besides, from the way he took to it this evening, do you really have any doubts girls?”

That last remark seems to have resonated with Lacy and Darlene. Lacy said, almost to herself, “You know, you may just have a point there Gloria.” Then she said quickly, almost as an afterthought, “But of course Darlene and me wanna watch it too! After all, it was my G-String!”

The three of them laughed. Gloria exclaimed with a wicked glee,

“Of course you can! This will be so much fun. Tomorrow we’ll confront Brian, and then I’ll give Trevor the good news!”
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WHEN I WOKE UP ON SUNDAY MORNING, I remembered what I did the night before in Lacy’s room and my room. I was just glad I didn’t get caught. That was the last thing I would have wanted. I couldn’t stand the embarrassment I was sure would follow.

It did leave me wondering what the next step would be. I discovered a very delightful and most private little activity, and I was left wondering if I would be able to enjoy a “normal” heterosexual relationship with a girl after that, or would I always be lusting after her clothing – especially her private garments. I have heard about relationships where women did accommodate boyfriends and even husbands who liked to crossdress. So what was I? Was I a SISSY??? Well, it didn’t really matter. I just knew that it felt good, and that was enough.

I went downstairs to fix myself breakfast and I found the girls seated around the kitchen table. They were strangely quiet and I couldn’t figure out what was going on. One thing crossed my mind however – the possibility that they knew about yesterday. But that would be impossible! Wouldn’t it?

I began the conversation, hoping to prove to myself that everything was okay. “So guys, what did you end up doing last night?”

Lacy answered. “Oh you know, a little bit of this and a little bit of that – nothing special,” and the girls laughed.

“No come on, seriously,” I responded.

“We went to the Hubert Hall dorm party. It was good. I liked the DJ, and the guys were hot,” Gloria answered. “I think Darlene may have met someone special,” she said in a sing song voice.

Then she added, sounding casual as fuck, “Say Brian, don’t you ever get tired of sitting home on weekends studying your hot little buns off and not getting any action?” Lacy and Darlene were laughing at Gloria’s forwardness, knowing where this was going eventually.

“No not really,” I answered truthfully and smiling inside.

“Well Brian, we think you do more than just study!” Gloria said smiling in a weird way.

“In fact Brian honey,” Darlene chimed in; “We KNOW you like to do more than study.”

“Hey I don’t know what you mean,” I said, getting nervous now. It was obvious in my tone of voice that I was hiding something.

The suspense was building and Gloria went to the living room and came back with her laptop, setting it on the kitchen table. Darlene and Lacy remained seated and were staring at me. Now, I started to sweat – I’m not very good at hiding my emotions.

“Don’t worry Brian. I think after you see this little presentation of ours, you’ll feel much better about yourself,” Gloria said.

She turned the laptop around, so the screen was facing me. What I saw made my jaw drop completely. It was a color video of my little escapade last night. But how the fuck . . . I was trying not to show any expression on my face as the dirty little deed played out. At the moment of my orgasm, the girls imitated me in greatly exaggerated, animated voices: “Oooh! Ahhh! Ohhh FUCK ME!!” and they laughed hysterically.

By now I was beet red, and what I thought would be a good defense suddenly popped into my mind. “Hey! That’s not me! It’s gotta’ be some clever AI shit! I would never do that – I swear to God!”

“You know something Brian – lying and denial will only make things go worse on you – a lot worse!” Gloria said. I really had no idea what she was talking about.

“Now,” she said, as if laying out an ultimatum – which it was. “Since you like playing sissy, that’s what we’ll make you . . .” I started to say something, and she held up a hand to quiet me. “Since you like playing sissy, you will have no choice in the matter. Because if you don’t go along with our little plan here, we’re going to publicize this little fetish of yours – first to your roommate, then your parents Brian! Are your parents ready to see such a disgusting and lewd act from their son, their only son???”

“No! you wouldn’t!” I said, now really panicking.

“I wouldn’t challenge Gloria, Brian. If she says she’ll do something, then you’d best believe her. This girl don’t play!” Darlene added.

Defeated, I asked meekly. “Okay, suppose I go along with this. What exactly do I have to do?”

“Well you don’t really have to do anything except enjoy it, because you’re a sissy, and that’s what sissies do!” Gloria said.

“In fact,” she continued, “I don’t see any reason why we can’t start today!”

“But I told the guys I’d play flag football this afternoon!!” I said, wondering what the hell I was going to tell them; they were counting on me.

“Well Brian; I think after today you can tell your friends you’ll play ‘fag’ football!” Gloria said laughing hysterically.

Darlene and Lacy were laughing too, but since it was early in the morning, they decided to be gracious and allow me to go play football with my friends provided I came back to the house by four o’clock.

As I was playing I realized that if I ignored the girl’s demands, that my friends and even my parents would know what I’d been up to. In fact, everyone would know what I’d been up to because it would be put all over social media and probably go viral. I would be ruined.

Yet there was a part of me that enjoyed what I did. In fact, being forced to relive that experience was kind of a turn-on for me. How long did I really think I could keep that as a secret from the girls? They would see my facial expressions and also my cock getting harder. Just thinking about it now was getting me hard.

Also, the girls wouldn’t be stopping at a camisole and lipstick – they would go all out on me – “sissifying” me. When I weighed how much I really enjoyed it, compared with the shame of being dressed, I knew it was what I really wanted. Okay I decided, I’ll play along.

_____________________

________

I got home about three thirty. They were in the living room watching TV, and when they saw me come in, they were all smiles.

“Let’s take him up my room guys!” Lacy said eagerly.

“Hey guys? Could I take a shower first and change? I’m all sweaty from the game.”

“Sure Brian, but we’re coming with you into the bathroom. We wanna see if we have to shave you first!” Darlene said, laughing.

“But I don’t really have much hair to be removed, if any,” I said.

“You let us decide Brian – you belong to US now!” Gloria said.

Upstairs in the bathroom, I got out of my sweaty clothes and right away the girls were inspecting me.

“He’s right – he doesn’t have any hair, except around his cock and his arm pits,” Lacy said.

“So?” Gloria said. “We shave around his junk and his armpits. Remember, we want the total sissy to play with!”

Perhaps before my little escapade in Lacy’s room I would have objected, but now I feigned objection and gave in.

“See how cooperative he is!” Lacy said. “Just for that Brian, we’ll go easy on you – no nicks,” and they all laughed. They were really enjoying themselves, all at my expense.

After I showered and was shaved, they marched me into Lacy’s room buck naked. I was enjoying myself, and what gave it away was my cock – standing at attention like a flag on July 4th.

“Wow guys, look at Brian. I’d say he likes this stuff,” Lacy said, looking at me suspiciously. Well, no matter. They were no less determined to go ahead with their plan.

“Yeah I’ll say,” Gloria said, sneaking in a little grab and a stroke of my cock.

“Easy Gloria,” Lacy said. “There’ll be plenty of time for that later.”

While I was away playing football, the girls prepared everything ahead of time. I saw a full layout on Lacy’s bed. They had the pink satin G-String laid out and a stretch bra, sheer nylon panty hose, a red silk blouse and a black knit short skirt.

I stood there with my mouth open staring at everything.

“How do you like this Brian? This is some of Darlene’s best stuff. She got it ready just for you!” Gloria said.

“Umm, okay, yeah. I like it.”

“Good Brian, but remember – we still have this over your head. Back out now and it’s all over; got it?” Lacy said.

“See? I told you he did. He wouldn’t have tried on the G-String last night if he really didn’t want it!” Darlene said.

They got busy with me, placing everything on. Of course my favorite part was having the G-String cover over my junk. It felt so good going over the tip of my cock. Lacy was the one dressing me, and I think she knew that because she lingered with the silky material over the head of my cock, until a small drop of pre cum leaked out. “Now be careful Brian. I don’t want you to cum all over this now. Plenty of time for that later!”

After I was dressed, I played the game of remaining expressionless. I knew that a large part of their enjoyment was the fantasy of dressing me against my will. I think if I acted too willing, it would spoil their fun.

“Okay Brian, now come into the bathroom and take the seat by the vanity table. It’s time for your sissy makeup job,” Lacy said.

My cock was aching because I LOVED this part. I was being “forcefully” made into a slut. My ass was tingling also because I knew now that I wanted to be ravaged like a cum slut. You see, a little secret of mine was that I loved transgender web sites and movies where sissies were made to realize all their secret dreams and desires.

I loved the way the eyeshadow, liner, and lip gloss covered my face and turned me into the object of all my fantasies. Lacy left the bathroom and returned with a hat box. Inside of it was an auburn, longhaired wig, with a part in the middle – my new look would be total slut college girl. I was loving it!

Playing along with my “resistant role,” I meekly said, “Do I have to?? Really?”

Darlene stood in front of me and shoved a finger in my face. “Yes Brian you have to. Otherwise, everything, including today will be all over social media. You know Gloria has over 10,000 followers on her TIKTOK page, and you will become the newest viral sensation!”

This was true. So I looked down, took a deep breath and said, “Okay, I guess I have to. Do what you will.”

“Yes Brian! You’re being very good now!”

Lacy took the wig and latex wig cap out and placed them upon my head and combed the wig out. I looked at myself in the mirror and holy shit! I was a natural. And voila – I was done.

Gloria took out a cigarette from her bag. It was an all-white menthol, long cigarette. She lit up in a quick snap motion, blew out a slow French inhale and looked at me. I was staring at it. She smiled at me and said, “I think you want one Brian. In fact that’s actually a requirement of ours – that you become a heavy smoking sissy cum slut. There’s nothing that guys like better. At least Trevor does!”

“Yes please Gloria, may I have one?”

“Certainly,” she said, the cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth.

My cock was really throbbing now, screaming for release as all these pleasant sensations ran through me. I became the object of all my secret fantasies. How lucky I was to have fallen in with these girls as housemates! I think they knew I enjoyed it, but they refused to give up the fantasy of control, which was the whole point of this exercise..

I had enjoyed smoking weed, so this was no big deal. It gave me a nice little rush, and even made me sink farther into my new identity.

Then it was Darlene who made an observation. “You know, I think Brian here needs a sissy name. I was thinking of ‘Brenda.’ What do you girls think?”

“Brenda . . . Brenda . . . Yeah! I like that Darlene. It kind of rolls smoothly off the tongue!” Lacy said.

“Fine with me,” Gloria said. “Look at HER girls. Now we have our very own sissy to pass around to guys who want her.”

This was music to my ears – my very own cock to smuggle into my little asshole – or boy pussy. I shifted around on both feet just hearing that. I still pretended to be uncomfortable with it. I stood there, moving in front of the full length mirror in Lacy’s bedroom. I loved the way I looked puffing contentedly, just like a slut. Besides, I really could pass for a girl. My body build was just the right proportions. In a way, my housemates were doing me a big favor.

The girls exchanged wicked glances, so I knew something was up.

“Let’s do takeout tonight, and then we’ll really have some fun with ‘Brenda’ here!” Gloria said.
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“BRENDA, WE HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU!” Gloria said excitedly. “Tonight is your ‘coming out party.’”

I could only imagine what that meant. But I was ready. Still I maintained the act and looked really fearful. In fact I was so good, I thought I might even try out for the drama club on campus. I would even try out as “Brenda.” The thought aroused me more.

I didn’t have to wait long for the surprise they had in store for me. The doorbell rang, and Gloria got up from the sofa and ran to the front door. I had a vague guess as to who it was. As it turns out, I was right.

Gloria came back into the living room, and she was accompanied by a strapping six foot two inch hunk of a gym rat, with wavy blonde hair and blue eyes. The sight of this monster aroused me beyond all my wildest expectations, and made me weak in the knees. Geez, what was happening to me? I wondered.

“Guys,” Gloria announced to us, “You know who this handsome guy is, but for the benefit of Brenda, I’ll introduce him again.” I could tell that Gloria was really into this guy. He probably had a cock the size of bull moose. “This is my boyfriend Trevor. He also happens to be the captain of the university football team, and he has a couple of pro prospects looking into him.”

The hunk just stood there smiling. I don’t think he knew how much he was turning me on, or how much I wanted to be a gooey cum pillow underneath him.

“Trevor,” Gloria said turning to me. “This is Brenda. She’s our newest roommate. She used to be ‘Brian,’ but now she’s reborn, and I think she’s dying for your cock. Isn’t that right BRENDA?”

I answered the way she expected me to, and it was also what I wanted, so – “I hope so Gloria, because I would just love to be torn apart by this strapping young man.”

The three girls looked at each other, and I suppose they knew that I was more than just playing along. But they wanted to make the illusion of punishment, bribery, and control to last.

“That’s good Brenda, because you know what will happen if you refuse don’t you?”

“Oh yes Gloria, you don’t have to worry about me. Now, where can I go with this magnificent stud??”

“I think that right here will be just fine Brenda. We all want to watch, remember?”

“Sure Gloria.” This was going to be fun. Looking over at Trevor, he was a quiet giant and was grinning at me from ear to ear. Darlene and Lacy got up from where they were sitting on the sofa and brought a couple of chairs in from the next room. Gloria pulled out the sofa because it was a roll-out bed. Then she went upstairs and got fresh linens and pillows from the hall closet. The three of them were giddy with excitement. I didn’t need any prompting, but Trevor beat me to it.

“Come here SLUT!” he growled at me, and reached out with both arms pulling me into him. Eagerly I pressed up against him as his arms wrapped around my shoulders, pressing my head into his chest. My heart was beating fast with incredible excitement, and my cock was throbbing inside the confines of the G-String. I wanted to give it all to him; all my length and all my cum – just for him to enjoy.

He gently pushed me away from him and held me at arm’s length. I looked up at him and kissed him – the first time I had ever kissed another man. I don’t believe I could have done it if I was not dressed as Brenda. I was exploring a side of me I never knew existed. Things were happening, and happening fast.

Trevor was moaning and our tongues wrapped around each other’s. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the girls watching from their chairs. Lacy and Gloria were touching themselves; really getting off on the show. My hand reached down to Trevor’s waist and found the gynormous bulge that was his cock of steel, coiled up in his pants. I was desperate to free it from its confines. I began stroking it through his blue jeans.

“OH FUCK BRENDA! . . . Take it out and suck on it!” he hissed.

My fingers undid his zipper and snap. Then with both hands I pulled his jeans down until they fell around his ankles. He kicked off his shoes and came back to me. I placed my hand underneath his boxers, teasing him. My fingers rubbed him up and down the shaft of his cock. I felt a drop of pre cum escape onto my fingertips. I made a show of placing it into my mouth and licking it. Then I started laughing for no reason at all. I was so caught up in the slutty deliciousness of the moment. I made like a loop with my forefinger and thumb, and began sliding it up and down his shaft.

“SUCK ME!!” he barked out, his hands pressing my shoulders down.

Then I looked over at Gloria, and she was playing with herself – her hands down the front of her skirt, and smoking. “Gloria, give me a cigarette.”

The craving hit me and I was becoming a real bimbo – I fucking loved it so! I was down on my knees, having been pressed there by Trevor. Gloria placed the long, all white cigarette in between the center of my glossed lips and lit me up with her silver butane lighter.

“Now give me a drink!” I barked out. The girls and Trevor were shocked. “Whiskey!” I added. They looked at each other in amazement and shrugged. It was Darlene that came into the room with a bottle and a few glasses. I took the bottle and had a slug directly from it. I felt the wet warmth go down me and burn my throat. My eyes were glassy and I looked up at a shocked Trevor. “I’m going to rock your world baby!” I yelled.

I took a good drag and blew a stream of smoke over his cock and then placed my lips right on top of his head. My tongue came out between my lips and went around it like a paint brush. Trevor’s eyes were closed and he was making nonsense sounds of pure pleasure.

Now I licked my lips and full throated his cock, my mouth going all the way down it; my tongue wrapping around the shaft. Keeping a tight seal I went up and down, each time going faster and faster. The girth of his cock almost choked me, but the whiskey helped and I was able to take all of him.

Then Trevor let out a cry, and I took in my first mouthful of cum. He shot a tremendous load, not once, but three spurts. I didn’t let a drop go to waste and kept licking and sucking. Finally, he was all clean and I stood up and tongue kissed him, giving him a taste of his own juice. He loved it. Something told me that this wasn’t the first time old Trevor here had cum in his mouth! But I didn’t care about that. I was a pro, and everyone there knew it. Now it was my turn. I knew exactly what I wanted.

I grabbed his shirt and leaned in close to him and said in a hoarse whisper: “Do you think you can please a lady??”

“Hell yeah! Let’s go!” he said.

“Okay, and I want you to be rough. I’m a dirty slut and I need to be treated like one!”

I hopped on top of the sofa bed and pulled my skirt off. I kept my red heels on just for a sluttier effect and I believe it worked because Trevor was hard again. While I was on top of the bed, Gloria walked over to Trevor and gave her pussy to her boyfriend. This was how the two of them got their kicks; by watching each other get fucked by other people.

Trevor was on his knees by the side of the bed and got busy eating out Gloria’s pussy. Gloria’s face was making silent expressions of ecstasy, and her eyes were closed, as her head moved back and forwards. Trevor’s face was wet and slick from all of Gloria’s juices leaking all over him. This was making me incredibly horny, and my cock was screaming for release.

“You can fuck me too, Brenda,” Gloria called out.

“Sure Gloria,” I said. But right now I was concentrating just on Trevor and thinking about how rough he would handle me. I had no plans for her – tonight that is!

After Gloria limped back to her chair, dripping and totally satisfied, Trevor came over to me and practically threw me across the bed. I bent my knees and placed my butt facing him. He manhandled my ass and moved the backstrap from the G-String over the side of my butt cheek. He smacked my butt really hard, and it made me cry out – but I loved it. He cursed me each time his beefy hands came down on me, and called me every degrading name in the book – and I was so into it . . .

Next, he spit into his hand, and I felt it go all over my butt hole. He placed his wet index finger inside of my boy pussy! I cried out in pain, but I knew this was only temporary, and I wasn’t going to back out now.

He spit again and placed it all over his cock, making it nice and slick. He wasted no time, and Gloria lit me another cigarette and I took another slug of whiskey from the bottle. Now I was ready.

The tip of Trevor’s cock was knocking at the entrance to my “bussy,” as I was to later learn the terminology. I felt it slowly push inside me. Trevor moaned. He loved a pure virgin boy pussy, and I was happy to give it to him.

He went deeper inside me and thrust very hard. My mouth was open, and smoke came out with each thrust of Trevor’s cock of steel. I’m a bitch, I’m a CUNT . . . I said to myself over and over again. Now we got into a good rhythm, and maybe it was the whiskey, but I was in a state of disbelief that this was actually happening to me.

My own cock, which was dying for release was even harder than Trevor’s and his constant grinding and drilling made a drop of pre cum come out of me into my G-String pouch. I moved my ass back onto him with each thrust. Then I felt a hotness come up from deep inside of me and before I knew what was happening, I was crying out with pleasure and shot my entire load into my pouch. I never had a more intense orgasm like this. I knew then I was hooked for life.

Trevor screamed out and came inside of me. I felt the wet warmth of an ample amount of jizz enter my bussy. Some of the excess was running down the insides of my thighs. I imagined the creamy, whiteness of his cum totally defiling me.

_____________________________

______________

TWO YEARS LATER

That dear reader, is, in a nutshell, how I became a total sissy slut in college. Now it’s my senior year and I’m still living with Darlene, Gloria, and Tracy. To say that they were shocked with how fast I took to “The Wild Side,” would be an understatement. If they thought I was playing them all that first day, they didn’t let onto me.

Of course I continued to dress, and I even got around to fucking all of them whenever the mood hit. But that wasn’t all. I didn’t limit myself to just Trevor. I came out last year as a trans girl, and I even started HRT to make myself more realistic. However, as you can tell, I enjoy having a cock immensely.

So I hung out at campus bars, and I turned a lot of guys onto the joys of backdoor sex, even my friend, and ex-roommate Ralph. My housemates watched me grow day by day. I don’t think any of them ever believed that I would become a Girly Toy that quickly!
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PART I

I WAS ON MY WAY TO A LITTLE WATERING HOLE/dance place about twenty minutes outside of Cyler City; the small town in which I lived. It was a Saturday night, and there was nothing going on inside town that would pique the interest of a twenty two year old guy like me. I had been out of college for about a year, and I had yet to find a job in my field of medieval Irish poetry interpretation, so I took a “tide me over job” at a local auto parts chain store.

Now the place I was headed – The Blue Macaw, was a nice place with a decent crowd, a dance floor, and a healthy smattering of good looking girls drawn from the surrounding areas. My two friends from work, Charlie and Alex were going to meet me there.

It was a crisp fall evening with a full Moon which made the road in front of me open up as far as I could see. I had just entered a long, straight stretch of highway when behind me, in my rearview mirror, I saw headlights on the side of the road turn on, and a car pulled onto the highway. Just a second later, blue and red lights began flashing on a panel on top of the car and it began accelerating to catch up to me. Oh fuck I said to myself – a cop car!

How fast was I going? I didn’t see any speed limit signs either. Of course that wouldn’t be an excuse if that was the reason the cop was pulling me over. Before I could count to five the patrol car was right behind me and over the loud speaker I heard, “PULL OVER TO THE RIGHT AND STOP!”

So I did, and I killed my engine. The police car did the same. Next I heard, “HANDS ON THE WHEEL!” As I complied I saw the passenger door open up and the driver, a tall female cop with her hair tied back in a bun got out of the car, her right hand firmly on the butt of the holster, walking slowly towards me. In her other hand she carried a powerful flashlight which she shined on me.

With her flashlight she knocked on my window. She stood off to the side, behind it, as I rolled the window down. The light was shining in my face and I was squinting. In a husky, feminine voice I heard the usual “license and registration please.”

“Okay officer, I’m just reaching into my glovebox here for the papers.” I wasn’t looking to get shot for any sudden movements. Traffic stops were the most nerve-wracking things a cop could do, especially at night. So, better to be careful and deliberate.

“Do you know why I stopped you, Mr. . . . (she read from my license) Warren.”

“No officer I don’t,” I said truthfully.

“Well now there’s two things. The first is you were going 45 in a 30 mile an hour zone, and the second thing is that your right tail light is out.” So there it was – mystery solved. Now I was expecting a ticket with a lecture telling me to be more careful and attentive to both speed limits and car maintenance, but I was wrong.

“Now here’s what I need you to do Mr. Warren,” she said slowly and deliberately. There was something very sensuous about the way she spoke that to be honest turned me on a bit. “I need you to follow me into town – to the police station. You see, I’m gonna need you to be printed and photographed.”

“Officer! Are you kidding me? This is just a simple speeding ticket and a busted headlight! I’m not drunk or under the influence of any substance – so what gives??”

“Listen, I don’t want no back talk. This ain’t Cyler City, this here’s Culver City Springs, and we do things here our way, understand? Now do you follow me into town, or should I call for backup and take your raggedy ass in??”

A chill went up my back. I wasn’t gonna argue at night on a deserted stretch of highway with an armed police officer who wasn’t wearing a body camera, and as far as I knew, didn’t have one on her dash.

“Okay, okay. I’ll follow you into Culver City Springs officer.”

“Good, I knew you would see things correctly.” She tipped her smoky hat, and from the angle at which she bent at my window, I could see some exquisite cleavage. I couldn’t read her name tag though.

“It should be about a five minute ride. Now, you’re not gonna make me have to chase you, are you? Because if I do have to chase you, I’m allowed to discharge my weapon in a criminal pursuit, and I’d really hate to do that - I don’t need the extra paperwork tonight.”

“Oh no officer, just pull in front and I’ll follow you.”

Nodding her head, she walked back to the squad car and pulled right in front of me and waited until I started my engine. I also set my flashers on just to reassure her a bit. As soon as I started my engine, I used my dash computer to call Charlie’s cell phone. It rang and rang, and then went right to voice mail. I didn’t bother to leave a voice mail. It’s not like I was gonna be especially late anyway.

After following the car for about five minutes, she pulled onto a right fork in the road and there was a green and white sign that said, “WELCOME TO CULVER CITY SPRINGS, EST 1885”

After another straight stretch and another turn, we pulled onto a small main street with shops and just what you would expect in a jerkwater town. I followed her down the main street with the unusual name of Main Street and pulled into the Culver City Springs Police Station.

We parked out in front, and there was another road which ran to the back of the station. She pulled in next to me and got out of her car. I noticed the name tag on her gray uniform blouse – it said DONOVAN.

“Am I under arrest?” I asked with some hesitation.

“No, not quite arrest, but neither are you free to leave,” she said without emotion. She waved her hand in front of her indicating which way I was to proceed into the station house. She followed right behind me. Once inside I noticed there was another female officer sitting behind the desk with sergeant’s stripes.

She looked up from her desk at both of us and said to my officer, “So Donovan, what have you brought in here?”

“This guy was speeding down Route 39 with a busted right tail light.”

The sergeant’s eyes turned toward me and she said, “Well Mr. . . . what’s his name?”

“Warren sergeant; Douglas Warren,” Officer Donovan volunteered.

“Okay Douglas Warren,” the sergeant continued. “This may not seem like much of a town here to you, but believe me when I tell you that we take our laws and public safety very seriously here. Driving 15 miles over the speed limit is a very serious offense.” She let those words sink in a little. They had the desired effect. I began to feel that I was a hardened criminal – almost like a serial killer.

“Now of course we’re going to have to fingerprint you and take a mug shot.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “This is going to take a while. Unfortunately, our fingerprint person and photographer are both off for the night – including the magistrate, so I’m afraid you’ll have to spend the night downstairs in lockup.”

“Wait just a second sergeant! Are you kidding me? You’re keeping me overnight for speeding and for a busted tail light? Now I’m no lawyer, but I’m pretty sure this is a gross violation of my constitutional rights!”

“Did you hear that Officer Donovan? His constitutional rights!”

“Yes I did hear that Sergeant Masters.”

“Well now, just for that little outburst of disrespect, I think we’ll have to photograph and fingerprint you the day after tomorrow Mr. Warren.”

My heart started beating quickly as I realized that I wasn’t in an ordinary police station or lockup – but I was in something far more sinister and certainly illegal by any standards. What sort of a place was this? I found out by looking at a duty roster on the wall that my arresting officer’s first name was Kathleen, or Kate for short.. Maybe I could use that to my advantage. Nevertheless, I continued my objections in as polite a way as I could muster.

“Excuse me Sergeant Masters, but don’t I have the right to contact anyone, like say, a lawyer for instance?”

She just glared at me from behind her desk in a way that made me wish I hadn’t said anything at all. “After we finish your processing there will be plenty of time for you to contact anyone you wish. Am I clear Mr. Warren?” I realized that this banter was going nowhere and I kept my mouth shut.

“Now Mr. Warren, if there are no further questions, Officer Donovan will take you downstairs to our holding cells. And just to show you that we aren’t barbarians here, we have a choice of some takeout food you may order in case you’re hungry.”

Well that was something at least. “That’s very kind of you,” I said cautiously. I wondered if a price would be exacted for that later.

I followed Officer Donovan out of the main office area, and we walked through a door and down a stairway to where I assumed the holding cells were. In a crazy moment I thought to myself what would happen if I just decided to leave? I wasn’t handcuffed. What would they do – shoot me? Something told me that I was better off not tempting fate.

I wasn’t prepared for what I saw when we entered the long corridor at the bottom of the staircase. At the end of the corridor was a large room with bars in front – a large cell rather with five bunk beds inside, and a metal toilet off to the side. Three of the beds were open and two were occupied. The two occupants looked frighteningly familiar to me – they were my two friends Charlie and Alex; the two guys I was supposed to meet earlier at the Blue Macaw!

Just by impulse, the words “WHAT THE FUCK?? CHARLIE!? ALEX!?” escaped my lips. My mouth hung open. Officer Donovan stayed expressionless and opened the door to the cell and guided me inside.

“Okay boys, as the sergeant said, we’ll have some food brought back down to you soon. In the meantime, enjoy your reunion,” she said laughing.

My two friends jumped out of their cots and ran over to me. “Doug!” Charlie exclaimed. “I can’t believe they got you too!” Alex stood next to him nodding his head. Both Charlie and Alex came together in the same car and were to meet me at the Macaw.

After the preliminary expressions of mutual shock and awe at our situation were exchanged, we calmed down enough to take an accurate appraisal of our situation and formulate some sort of mutual plan of action. Alex was the most practical and legal minded of the three of us and we naturally looked to him for some kind of reassurance or hope.

“Look guys. Obviously this whole thing is illegal – I’d say it amounts to flat out kidnapping, but there’s nothing we can do. We’re being denied due process and all of our constitutional rights.”

“Great Alex,” I said, with a deadpan expression crossing my face. “Now tell us something we don’t know.”

“Okay, okay . . .” he said, pacing with his hands behind his back. “We keep trying to resist as much as we can, and hope we get a phone call – otherwise – we’re screwed!” Speaking of phone calls, that would have done us exactly no good at all because down here our cell phone service showed NO bars. Internet and texting were all dead as well.

In a few minutes, the heavy metal door to the outside opened, and for the first time I saw written on the wall above the door, words written in an Olde English font: “JUSTICE ABOVE ALL ELSE” – what a joke, whose irony was not lost upon me. Three police officers came in, including officer Kate Donovan, who was carrying a shopping bag from Door Dash.

“Back away from the door,” she barked at the three of us. “Here’s a little something to tide you over. You’ll be here at least all day tomorrow and probably a good part of the day after too.” We just looked at each other in mute surprise, while at the same time grabbing for the contents of the shopping bag. The smells of fast food – chicken and warm, crispy French fries causing my mouth to water.

All three cops were, I’m not sure how to describe it really – were a bit “overdressed” for regular duty. Two brunettes and sandy haired Officer Donovan. All three of them had their hair down, and cascading around their shoulders. They were standing outside the front of our cell, staring at us and touching themselves in an erotic way that made me go very hard in seconds. Perhaps this confinement would not be so bad after all I thought.

As their “show” continued, we scarfed down our chicken sandwiches and drinks, barely looking at the food. Then one of the brunettes came up close against the bars. Her badge said “KEATING.” She was staring at me and smiling. “How badly do you want to get out of here?” she asked.

I looked at the guys and saw the hints of grins spreading across his face. Alex and Charlie nodded at me as if to say Go ahead!

“Okay, okay . . . I’ll play officer. Yes, I want to get out of here very badly. So what do I have to do?” I said.

She reached for a key ring on her belt and said, “Everyone except you (meaning me) stand away from the door.” Alex and Charlie backed up, the door opened and I came out and stood next to Officer Keating. She threaded her arm through mine and said, “Follow me.” We left the large room with the jail cell and proceeded down the corridor to the end and came to another heavy steel door. She took another key from the ring and opened it. It lead to another corridor. On the left wall of the corridor were picture frames of various women, all scantily clad in various poses. Soon we came to another door – this one was wooden and painted pink. What the fuck is this? I said to myself.

She opened it and turned to me. “By the way, my name is Barbara.”

“Uh, pleased to meet you Barbara,” I said. The room was a large bedroom, with a king sized bed, a dressing table and a walk-in closet.
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“NOW DEPENDING ON HOW WELL you do in this little test will determine how quickly the judge lets you out tomorrow.”

Before I could respond, she spun me around and began hungrily kissing me on the mouth, face and neck. I was as hard as the flagpole outside the station house, and it showed – or rather Barbara felt it as it pressed against her uniform trousers.

“Oooh, what do we have here?” she asked in a sultry voice, filled with total desire.

“Nothing, it’s just the cock I walked in here with.” I thought I was being cute. Now how bad could this be? One thing was for sure – they went through a lot of trouble to get all of us down here.

Now Barbara pushed me down on the bed, so I was sitting over the side. “Okay Doug, take your clothes off.” I did what she told me until I was sitting on the bed in just my boxers. “Them too,” she said pointing to my skivvies. I maintained total eye contact as I took them off. Right away she reached for my cock and started rubbing it. I felt a drop of pre-cum leak out onto her fingertips. Then she got undressed out of her uniform, slowly undoing her service belt, uniform blouse and trousers. Underneath she wore black, sheer nylon pantyhose, a fishnet black bra, and a black nylon girdle and panties. Hardly what you would expect an officer of the law to wear underneath her uniform.

Immediately she bent down and lifted my cock with the long-nailed tips of her fingers and placed it in her mouth. She played with it for a while, running her tongue skillfully around my head and my shaft. Her cherry red lip gloss came off onto my skin with a velvety smoothness I could only have dreamed about in my wildest erotic fantasies. Her mouth began going faster and faster up and down my length, her lips making a tight seal around me. I placed the palms of my hands on the top of her luscious, thick black hair, pressing her farther down my cock.

Then I exploded – all of my pent-up sexual frustrations, my most hidden desires and fantasies came pouring out of me in a tsunami of cum. Barbara sucked it all in, yet with a few more pulses from me a stream of cum began running down the sides of her lips. It was a beautiful sight and filled me with a sense of power. I know that sounds crazy because after all, I was still technically a prisoner.

She slid off me slowly and looked up at me, eyes half closed in a dreamy state, the cum running down her cheeks; thick, milky white. Slowly, she moved up on me and placed her arms around my shoulders. I could feel her hot breath on my face and soon the soft moistness of her lips on mine. Before I could register what I was doing, I was licking my own cum out of her mouth. It was the first time in my life I had ever done anything like that. As a matter of fact it was the first time I had ever had a real blow job in my life! I reveled in it. I actually enjoyed it- the sweet/salty taste and the thick texture that seemed to loll on the tip of my tongue.

After I had licked her mouth, lips, and cheeks clean of all of my cum, she slowly came off me and looked down at me sitting on the bed. She had her fingers underneath my chin, stroking gently, and she said to me softly: “Now it’s time Doug for you to please me.”

“Okay Barbara, sure. What would you have me do?”

“Why eat me out of course!”

Now this would be another first for me in a night of firsts. She stepped away from the side of the bed and unhooked her girdle from the straps of the pantyhose slowly, mysteriously. My eyes were drawn to the sight like magnets. Then she hooked her thumb underneath the top of her black thong, playing with it and moving her hand back and forth. I was hard as a rock again, completely transfixed by her little show.

In a matter of seconds things got even more interesting. Her thumb started moving the front of the laced thong down over her pubic area. A look at Barbara’s face showed her biting her bottom lip and staring at me with a hot intensity. I didn’t have to wonder very long to see where this play was going. My eyes were playing a trick on me – or so I thought – a very frightening trick. A quick tug of her thumb pulled the top of the thong down to the top of her thighs revealing a huge COCK! I was overcome with the strange mix of fear and yes -desire! It was insane. How could I ever think I desired something which would only have seemed hideous a day ago?

Overall however, I was in complete shock. “Barbara! WHAT THE FUCK! IS THAT WHAT I THINK IT IS????”

She looked at me and laughed which I guessed (which happened to be correct) had been done on other men before. “Of course it is Doug. Please, don’t be stupid. I took you for a smart guy with a delicious cock, and now I’d like you to return the favor, that’s all.”

Her cock was enormous. It was veiny, thick and had to be at least seven inches long. How I never guessed before she revealed it to me remained a mystery. “You see Doug,” she continued, “I’m what you’d call a shemale. I don’t like the word ‘transgender.’ I spent some time in Thailand, where girls like me are considered a national treasure of sorts.”

This got me thinking. I was starting to put two and two together – but very cautiously. I recalled the photos of girls lining the hallway. Who were they and what had they to do with me, and with Alex and Charlie downstairs for that matter? I hoped Barbara could provide some answers. But she had an agenda that I had a major part in I was soon to learn.

She walked towards me, catlike and with soft padding footsteps. “So what do you think Doug? About shemales like me?”

“Uh, I think it’s fine. I mean it’s who you are after all, right?” Now I felt stupid and my face was growing red. “I mean . . . well, can I ask you a question Barbara?” I had to be polite as fuck because after all, she was a cop and I was not free to leave this place.

“Sure Doug, ask away.”

“Okay. Now did you have to use any hormones to get to . . . I mean to look as HOT as you are?”

“Oh! You think I’m hot do you?”

“Yes, of course. You had me foo – I mean convinced from the beginning that you were a beautiful woman.”

“Well yes, I went through a chemical transition and just some minor surgery here and there. But as you can see, I’m very proud of my cock and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.”

“Yes, I got that idea.”

“Okay, are we done with the chit chat for now dear?”

I didn’t answer and felt as if I was starring in some badly scripted movie; I was helpless to resist, as if in a trance. She moved right up against me and placed the tip of that immense cock on top of my lips. Playfully, she kept pulling away and moving on to me again and again. Her pressure pushed my lips apart and soon the head of her cock – her “helmet” was inside of my lips.

My mouth was still wet from kissing her and licking up the cum from her lips and cheeks. Now her shaft was in my mouth, and I began sucking hard on it, all down through its length. My tongue was going around and around it. I really enjoyed it and was consumed with a guilty excitement.

My “moralizing” only lasted for a second or so, because I was too wrapped up in giving Barbara the pleasure she wanted. She was moaning, her head twisting, and her hands were pressed against my head; sharp fingernails digging into my scalp. I was going faster and faster and I could taste her pre cum joining the wet mix. Her moans became very intense and then, out of nowhere, she exploded inside my mouth. Now I was the one with lakes of cum to swallow. Just like Barbara, I had cum dribble down the corners of my mouth and cheeks. I kept on going, licking and sucking her cock until it was whistle clean. Finally I pulled off.

Barbara immediately pulled me up by my shoulders and faced me. She kissed me intensely, licking up the cum that settled on my cheeks. Then she even kissed my eyes, getting cum on my lashes, which made my eyes pasty. I felt just like a slut – a huge slut as a matter of fact.

“You were wonderful Doug! I think you liked it – a lot . . . now didn’t you?” she said, with her eyes boring deep into mine. I couldn’t lie; I did like it. No, to be more exact, I loved it. What was happening to me – and so quickly?

“Yes Barbara I did.”

She threw her head back and laughed. “Well that’s good. You’re one step closer to liberation.” I thought she was kidding, and that this was part of her game. I mean, all things being equal, how long could these cops really hold us here on a speeding charge and as for me, a broken tail light? Then I received my answer – my very unexpected answer.

“So you mean we can leave soon?”

She placed my face between her hands and squeezed my cheeks. “Oh no, no, no dear. I never said you could leave soon. Interstate drug trafficking is a very serious charge!” Wait! What the fuck did she just say? Did I hear her right?

“Barbara! What do you mean ‘interstate drug trafficking?’”

“Well Doug, it’s simple. You see Officer Donovan found two kilos of coke in your trunk, and the same for the car Alex and Charlie were driving. I’m afraid you boys aren’t going anywhere that soon.”

“COKE??? That’s INSANE! We are not drug traffickers! You guys must have planted that stuff on us to get something from us!”

“Gee Doug, I have no idea what you’re talking about. I know that you did fine today, and if you want to have any hope of ever seeing the outside again, you just have to trust me.”

Now a chill ran through me, coursing up and down my spine. She had me. She had us. In fact, now I wondered just what might be happening to my friends at this moment. Did they have other officers do the same thing to them? How would Charlie and Alex take it, and what would happen to me?

I looked at her. Her arms were folded and she was smiling at me. “That’s right Doug. You’re catching on now. You won’t be getting a lawyer and you and your little buddies won’t be getting out of here anytime soon. You will be totally at our mercy, until we feel you’re ready to move on.”

Move on?? What could she mean by that. Now all sorts of crazy scenarios were playing out in my head.

“Right now Doug, it’s time to go to sleep. You’ll find some toiletries in the bathroom here. We’re always ready to entertain hardened criminals like you and your friends. Tomorrow we’ll start you on some real ‘jail house reform’ – Culver City Springs style,” and she laughed, and locked me in the room. Now there was nothing left to do but go to bed. I still couldn’t believe what was happening to me – and I assumed Charlie and Alex as well.


PART II

THE NEXT DAY WAS ALL BARBARA. Things happened to me that I never thought would be possible in all of my wildest dreams. She introduced me to makeup, women’s clothing and lingerie, and more “things.” Reluctant at first, she reminded me that I didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of getting out of it. She threatened to follow through with the help of the state police on pressing the interstate drug trafficking charge to both me and Alex and Charlie. Also, I had no clue as to what would be happening next.

A little bit before noon I was sitting on my bed, dressed in a short denim skirt and a camisole top with a bra that pulled the fat in my chest together to give me the illusion of cleavage. I was fully made up and wearing a raven colored long hair wig. Barbara, who stepped out for a bit was now back inside the room with me.

“So Doug,” she was smiling at me like all this “stuff” was normal. “You look absolutely stunning!”

“Okay great. Now does that mean I can leave here and pay a fine and go home??”

She laughed. “Not at all! We still have a bit of a ways to go yet. I thought we’d get started right now before lunch.”

“Started? With what?” I said innocently, but really terrified inside.

She looked at me and her demeanor changed – like a lioness on a hunt confronted with her helpless prey in front of her. “I want you to stand up and walk over to the wall and face it.”

“But . . .” I started to say.

“NO BUTS! Just get over to the wall – NOW!” she barked at me.

I walked over to the wall a bit clumsily because I wasn’t used to walking in the red pumps she brought me. “Now place your arms against the wall over your head and step back.” I did so, and she said, “Okay, that’s far enough – good. Now, move down the wall and stick your butt up in the air.” I complied once more.

Very unceremoniously she flipped the hem of my skirt up over the small of my back, and pulled the strap of my G-String over the side of my right butt cheek. I felt something wet and cold being applied to the crack in my ass and all the way down my taint. It was a lubricant gel. Next I felt her finger go inside my ass and rub the lube all around. It hurt at first, but then . . . it actually started to feel good. It’s hard to describe but a new feeling was awakening inside of me. Dare I say so, but I actually loved it. My ass became more dilated and ready for whatever came next.

And what came next was the feel of her very hard and fat cock rubbing against the rim of my asshole which was now throbbing with expectation. Next, I felt it fill the space between my rim with just the head. My heart was beating fast with expectation as Barbara went inside me more and more, stretching me, causing me pain. I balled my fists up against the wall and bit my lips, grunting softly.

“Easy now Doug. The pain will soon turn to a pleasure unlike anything you’ve ever experienced.”

She was right. After a few more thrusts, soon her entire length was inside my boy pussy or “bussy” as I was to later learn it was called.

She thrusted harder and harder inside me; I actually began craving her. It was an all-consuming desire that chased away all other thoughts to the contrary. I began moving my ass backwards on her cock.

“Oooh, that’s it Doug, that’s it . . .” she cried out as she went faster and faster.

It wasn’t long before she let out a loud gasp and I felt a wet warmth fill me up inside. With each thrust, her cum began leaking out onto my butt cheeks. There was simply too much to be contained inside me. The cumming only made her go faster and faster. I felt a burning deep inside me and my own cock was hard too; without my even touching it. The burn moved up me until it filled my entire body. Before anything could register, I shot a tremendous load into the pouch of my G-String and I cried out.

Barbara called out in a staccato voice between thrusts, “That’s . . . your first . . . SISSYGASM Doug!”

“Wow Barbara, this is fantastic - I’ve never felt so good!”

“Well you’re in luck Doug, because there’s lots more where this came from,” she assured me. Slowly, she stopped her thrusting and pulled out of me. She pulled me off the wall, spun me around, and kissed me hard on the lips, with full tongue.

“You’re transformation has begun Doug,” she said in a soft, yet frim voice.
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THE NEXT FEW DAYS FLEW BY IN A BLUR. I couldn’t even count how many days went by. I tried counting the days by how many times I went to sleep. It seemed that for the first five days or so, I had Barbara, who I was becoming very attached to. I depended upon her for food, of course for sex – which I was grew to need, and other basic necessities. After Barbara, one day I was surprised when Officer Donovan – Kathleen came into my room. She wasn’t wearing her uniform. Like Barbara, she had changed. This time she wore a black PVC one piece dress, and heavy makeup. And just like Barbara she too had a massive cock, but she pushed me onto the bed and made me get on my knees, pushing my G-String off to the side. She wasn’t as gentle as Barbara was – she was totally mechanical.

Kathleen didn’t play around with exploring my opening. She went right ahead and pounded me all the way in. It was more like a rape, and she didn’t utter a word. She too came inside of me; cum leaking out of my boy pussy. Each time I was fucked like this I came too.

In no time I was being visited by maybe five or six more girls – all cops, and I even had one judge – or so she said she was. A few times I was spun over, and my partner came right in my face and eyes, causing my makeup to run.

I even began to smoke. One of the girls gave me a pack of the long, all white girly cigarettes – the 120’s. It was a way I had of coping with being turned into a complete cum slut. All I did was eat, sleep, get dressed, made up, and fucked silly.

One day Barbara came in to see me and said, “Now let’s go down the hall to the common room and you can meet your friends.” This surprised me because in the whole time of what felt like days, she never once mentioned meeting up with my two friends again.

I wasn’t even embarrassed about Alex and Charlie seeing me dressed as I was. I just didn’t care anymore. Then it dawned on me that if they went through with this whole thing, then they would look just like me. I didn’t have to wait long to find out. I followed Barbara down the hallway to the common room. It was the first time that I was even outside of my room in what seemed like weeks.

When I walked into the room, Alex and Charlie – at least I assumed it was them, because they looked like two slutty girls, were sitting at a table in the center of the room. We were soon joined by three of the other women who I knew as police officers.

“Hey Doug!” Alex cried out as I strode towards the table, my gait in the pumps being stable now.

“Alex? Is that really you??” I asked, squinting.

“Hey Doug,” Charlie said. The three of us were all dressed and made up. I think that Alex and Charlie had sluttier makeup. Alex had sort of a goth demeanor – with a green streak down the front of his wig, and a laced, black leather outfit. Charlie was more of a naughty “school girl” type with blonde hair in a bob style, and a parochial school girl’s uniform; plaid with a white blouse and a bow tie. Then there was me – in my country denim, wholesome country girl attire.

“Well now, isn’t this a pleasant little reunion,” Office Donovan (Kathleen) said. She looked at all three of us, and the other officers, and the one who identified as a judge all smiled at us.

“I suppose you’re wondering when you’ll be released,” she said rhetorically. “Well the answer to that is not in the forseeable future. You see girls . . . there is a big market for broken in transgender sluts like you. Men pay big money to be with girls like you, and we just happen to be in the business.”

We listened in stunned silence, and looked around the table at each other. Then Kathleen spoke up: “You know of course that if you ladies transition . . . you know, like we did – chemically, then you could make nice money, and we may forget all about those nasty drug trafficking charges. So what do you say?”

“How much money are we talking??” Alex asked.

Now Kathleen was smiling. “More money than you can count.”

The way Kathleen was talking to Alex I could tell that he was a favorite of hers. But now Charlie was smiling at me. Barbara caught onto that fast. Immediately she said, “Charlie, do you want Doug?? You should take her then!”

At this point I couldn’t care less and Charlie looked too good to resist. Besides, my mind was made up – I would become a fully transitioned transgender cum slut!

Charlie stood up and walked over to where I was sitting, and he placed his hands on my shoulders. “Come on now beautiful. Let me take you to my room.”

Our arms linked together after I stood up from the table. “Now Charlie, that sounds like the best thing I’ve heard all day!”
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I WAS ALWAYS A SHY KINDA GUY, so when I went away to college at Cashtown State, I decided to take advantage of some campus services. One ad in particular on the student union bulletin board caught my eye. It had a rather catchy beginning:

“ARE SHYNESS AND SELF-ESTEEM ISSUES KEEPING YOU FROM REACHING YOUR FULL POTENTIAL??? Well look no further. Our experienced group of college counsellors can make all that negativity go away! Just give us a try – No charge – University Health Services” 

I needed the help. I was smart enough to realize that many social situations were waiting for me if only I felt ready and confident to take them on. I lived in the freshman dorm, and I went to bars downtown and keg parties with my friends. But when it came to meeting girls I got tongue-tied real fast, and was always the guy left standing against the wall, watching the others leave with the babe on their arms.

So I didn’t tell my roommate Ralph or the other guys on my floor what I was doing. Maybe if this new therapy became successful I would let them know what I was up to. I ripped off the phone number from the bottom of the ad and took it with me. The day after next (see? shyness is a problem!) I called the number and spoke to a friendly woman who invited me to come down to the office in Reynold’s Hall. The office had a nice scenic window taking up a whole wall overlooking a woods by the same name. Fall came early to this part of the state, and the leaves were just starting to turn. I think that gave me a measure of confidence I might otherwise not have had.

I was sitting in the waiting room for about ten minutes when the door opened and the receptionist called me. “Josh Chamberlain? You can follow me.”

I got up and walked inside to a small suite of rooms. I was getting anxious. Maybe I wouldn’t have been anxious if there were at least one more person sitting in the waiting room, but that couldn’t be helped, so I took a deep breath and followed the secretary. She opened the door to an office a couple of doors on the right of the hallway. There was a plaque on the door: Marisol Valdez, LCSW

Behind the desk sat a striking woman, possibly early thirties, with goth style makeup on, and a leather choker with a ring in front around her neck. She smiled at me as I took a comfortable plush seat on the side of the room.

“So,” she said, with a fair amount of concern in her voice; “What brings you here today, Josh?”

“Well, I saw your sign in the student union building and I thought that maybe you could help me.” I took a deep breath. “See, I’m shy – I mean, I suffer from shyness to the point of where it stops me from doing things.”

“Like what? I mean, is there anything in particular that concerns you?”

“Yes,” and here is what I was dreading and was really embarrassed about revealing. “Meeting girls – I mean, I get nervous about asking girls out,” I said, and looked down, really ashamed of myself.

I looked up and she was smiling. “Well you’ve come to the right place Josh. We can certainly handle that. In no time, you’ll be in any social situation and able to ask any girl out you want, and guess what?”

“What?”

“Girls will even seek you out.”

Now this really caught my interest. What sort of magic could they work? “Really? You mean I’ll become . . . popular??”

“Ummm, you might say that Josh. Look. Here’s what we’ll do now. I’m going to give you the address of our house on campus. Come there on Saturday night about seven o’clock and we’ll have our first session. Sound good?”

“Yeah, it sounds GREAT Marisol!”

“Okay, good Josh.” Then she looked at me and said with a more serious tone, “I live there in that house Josh. You see, the house is like a sorority where we help out young men and women with your kind of problem.”

“Uh, great – I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Good. I’ll see you Saturday night. Oh, and Josh: Don’t forget to come in sweatpants and a hoodie, okay?”

“Sure Marisol.” An odd request that I thought came from a policy of making clients comfortable. So I left the office with a bounce in my step and a hopeful attitude.

________________________________

_______________

The walk to the building, McPherson Hall, was about ten minutes from my dorm. It was a pleasant evening, and I was feeling pretty good about myself – finally taking my situation under control. I walked up the stairs and the door was open. I looked inside and saw a bunch of mostly guys paired up with instructors. They were standing on mats dressed in sweats and engaged in conversation with their female counterparts. My first thought was that they were practicing different social scenarios with them. Okay, I thought. I can do this. If it helps me, why not? There was a front desk and the woman behind it motioned for me to come over. She asked me for my name and assigned me to a mat at the opposite end of the room, which took up the entire first floor of the house.

I walked over to my assigned mat, number “23.” As soon as I got there, I saw Marisol come into the room, and she approached me with a confident swagger. She was wearing a goth leather outfit that revealed some incredible features I could only have dreamed about; fishnet stockings that rode high up on her ass, and a leather halter brassiere. She was dressed more for a goth music video than a counselling session. I was going to ask her about it when as soon as she walked onto the mat, smiling, she slapped me hard across my face.

“MARISOL! I mean, WHAT THE FUCK!?” I yelled, holding my face. It fucking hurt me.

“Lesson number one Josh – expect the unexpected in every social encounter. Now how did that make you feel?”

“It fucking hurt!! How’s that for an answer?”

“Okay, but tell me, did you like it? In some small way, did it excite you sexually when I did that to you?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wait. I thought this was a workshop or therapy to address shyness.”

“Yes it is, but tell me Josh; if you are sexually excited, can you be shy?”

Confused a bit, I tried to follow her train of logic. “No I suppose not – I think,” I said, a bit confused and rubbing my face.

“That’s good! So I take it to mean that you did get sexually excited when I smacked you hard.”

“Well I . . .” Just then, she smacked me again – but this time it came from her left hand and was much more powerful and hard. I looked at her again, and I could see her nostrils were flaring. She was staring at me intently.

“Come on now Josh – let’s go upstairs to my room, and I’ll teach you all about letting go of shyness, okay?”

I was really confused at this point, but I told myself that I was in the hands of a professional. I looked out over the room, and I could see some other guys leaving with their instructors too. So I figured, okay what the hell.

With my face (on both sides) smarting, I left with Marisol and we walked up the staircase in the center of the room, up to the second floor. Marisol led me – or rather pulled me – to her room, and opened the door with her key.

Everything inside was done up in a red scheme – the bed spread, the curtains across her window, and the carpeting. She had an old fashioned lava lamp going that was also red.

“So Josh, do you still feel shy?”

“Uh, I’m, I’m not sure . . .”

Now came another smack -hard! – was this supposed to be some sort of conditioning telling me I wasn’t supposed to say I felt shy, even though I did?

I was numb to the smacks by this time and I looked at her. She studied me like a lioness judging her prey for any signs of resistance. “Okay now Josh, tell me what you’d like to do to me now – do you wanna’ FUCK ME HARD????”

I thought if I answered “no,” I would be showing signs of shyness and get another smack, so I didn’t say no. Instead I felt like I was a Formula One race car and the traffic light had just turned green. So I responded with a resounding “Yes Marisol, I would very much love to fuck the stuffing out of you.” Boy! That was original and I had no idea where that came from, but it sounded great.

“I don’t believe you, you pathetic little shit!” she said and smacked me again, but this time she shoved a leather covered tit right in my face.

Something unexpected was happening to me given the physical punishment – I was getting very hard. The pain was mixing with excitement – with pleasure. She turned around and backed up against me, wiggling her butt in my waist; obviously feeling my hard on.

She undid the leather straps revealing a black G-String. Marisol reached behind her and started rubbing my cock with her hand, placing it underneath the front of my sweats. “Take your sweats off Josh,” she commanded me.

I dripped some pre cum onto her hand, and she started pumping me with the soft underside of her fingers. I thought I might cum any second. But then she stopped and made a show of taking her fingers up to her mouth and licking the moisture off them. “Ummm, Josh, that’s sooooo good!” she said.

“I want you to fuck me from behind, okay?”

A bit unusual. I didn’t even know you could do that. Then she added, “In my ass Joshua.” She reached down onto the carpeting and pulled out her bag. She pulled out a tube of lube gel and squeezed a nice amount out onto her fingertips, slathering it all over the inside of her ass crack and onto her asshole. I watched, in a trance as she stuck her finger inside of her asshole and rubbed it around the sides, moaning as she did so. Then reaching behind her even more, she grabbed my cock and made it nice and slick.

“Okay Josh,” she said in a breathy voice, “just follow my lead, okay?”

“Sure Marisol, you’re the boss.”

She laughed to herself and with her hand pulled my cock down until it was lined up with her ass. Then she backed up onto my cock slowly, burying my head inside of her. She gasped and made sounds of exquisite pleasure. My heart started beating fast and I was getting into it. To my amazement, I realized I was anything but shy.

“C’mon Josh; thrust hard inside me.” I did just that. She was very tight, slippery, and I was more turned on than I thought possible. I actually enjoyed this most unusual way of having sex. Now she met my thrusts and backed up on me, meeting my rhythms.

I placed my palms on the side of her buttocks and thrusted faster and faster. In what seemed like seconds I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me and I stiffened and moaned, shooting a large tsunami of cum deep inside her, all the way up through her ass. The warmth and wet slimy feel even turned me on more, so I went faster. Just then, Marisol cried out and shivered. She came too and gripped the bed sheets in closed fists.

She stayed perfectly still, breathing hard, pulled off my cock and turned around, facing me. “There Josh, now how was that? I think you’ve gotten over your shyness – at least partially.” I wondered what she meant by that. Before today I was a complete, shy, inhibited virgin with no social skills, and now I was having sex with a woman in her thirties.

“Marisol, I’m like a new person, but what did you mean when you said ‘partially?’”

She laughed. “You’ll see. I’m not done by any means. It’s time I called the rest of the team in here.”

Team?? What team? I was totally confused. Marisol picked up her cell phone and looked at me as the call went through. “Casey? Hi. Yeah, my client is ready. Come in. Yes, my room.”

“Okay Josh. After today, all your inhibitions will be gone. I promise you. You’ll be a new man.”

She walked up closer to me, and grabbing me by my t-shirt she kissed me hard on the lips, wrapping her tongue around mine, getting my cock just as hard as before. “You do trust me right?”

“Yes, of course I do. Although I gotta say, your methods are a bit unorthodox.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys say that until the process is done.”

The door opened and a shapely girl with goth makeup, green eyes, and long, red hair came inside. “Casey, meet Josh. Josh, meet Casey.”


2

“HI JOSH. I HOPE YOU’RE READY to have your life flipped around.” I noticed she was carrying a rather heavy looking gym bag. She set it on the floor next to Marisol’s bed. Marisol meanwhile was in her little kitchenette and mixing something.

“Well,” I said, “I’m willing to do whatever it takes to overcome my shyness and become a socially secure, and confident young man.”

“Wow Marisol, did you hear that!? It sounds like you’re making good progress on this one.”

“Yes, I think Josh will turn out just fine. And what happened to your client Casey?”

Casey looked directly at me while she answered Marisol. “Ohhh, my client didn’t turn out so well. He bolted just after the first part. I think he’s doomed to be a social misfit for the rest of his college career. Now I’m sure Josh that you don’t want that same fate to happen to you, now do you?”

“No, I really don’t Casey!” I was serious. Something wonderful happened to me when Marisol took my virginity; even though it was rather ‘unorthodox.’

“That’s great Josh,” Marisol said coming out of the kitchen with a six ounce amber medicine bottle.

“What’s in there Marisol?” I asked.

“Oh! It’s nothing to be afraid of Josh. Here look – it’s approved by the university health department.” I took a look at the label, and that’s exactly what it said. There was a chemical name I’ve never heard of before, and right on the label it said “Approved by Cashtown State Health Section”

“Okay Josh, here – drink this down and have a seat on the bed. It’ll take a few minutes to work. It’s a little something to help you with your mood. Now you’re not allergic to willow bark, are you?”

I’d never heard of that before, so I answered truthfully. “Why no, not at all Marisol. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Good, good,” she said, handing me the bottle. Well then bottoms up!”

I took it from her and drank it all up. It tasted strongly of licorice and had a syrupy consistency. It wasn’t bad, and it burned slightly going down my throat.

“Humm, not bad Marisol.”

“Good boy Josh! You’re well on your way to a nice adventure, and Casey and I are here to help you.”

Marisol reached for a pack of ultra long, all white girly cigarettes that were on her dresser, and she gave one to Casey, and lit them both up with a slim, sliver butane lighter. I was mesmerized watching them smoke. It was an old fetish of mine – looking at attractive women smokers. My cock got hard right away, and Casey noticed it and laughed. She elbowed Marisol and pointed to my cock, and soon both of them were laughing.

Marisol picked up her cell phone and programmed some thumping techno music which came out of some really nice speakers on her wall. I began to feel warm and a little light-headed and something else – horny. Yeah, fucking horny. My eyes began to close slightly and got heavy, and my nostrils began to flare. I wanted “to touch,” and to be touched; and something else – I wanted a cigarette.

“Um Marisol, could I please have a cigarette?” After seeing my reaction to them lighting up, they were not surprised at all, and so Marisol handed me one from her pack and lit me up. She looked over at Casey and smirked. “I think Josh’s shyness is melting away Casey.”

“Yeah, looks like it, but the real test is yet to come.”

“Time for Phase II Josh,” Casey said, and nodded to Marisol.

Marisol went over to her closet and opened up an oak trunk on the floor, just inside the sliding doors. She pulled out what looked like a bunch of clothes which had me wondering – but not scared. I felt a mood of acceptance wash over me, and eagerness for whatever came next.

“Here you go Josh. I think you’ll like these. You will definitely lose all vestiges of shyness once you try these on – I promise you.”

“Okay Marisol, you’re the boss.”

“Good boy. Now here, put these on,” and she handed me a black, satin G-String. Under normal circumstances I would have gotten off the bed and run out of the room, screaming for dear life. But I couldn’t move. My ass was planted on the bed and I had a drowsy, floating acceptance. My heart began beating fast with anticipation as I held the thong between my index finger and thumb.

I felt giddy, and I liked the feeling of the cool satin between my fingers. I slipped out of my sweatpants and boxers and stepped into the thong, which I gently placed on the floor. It didn’t bother me that Marisol and Casey were watching me. In fact, I kinda’ liked the idea. I pulled it up my thin, hairless legs and I got chills all through my body as the cool material caressed my skin. I slowly centered it around my junk, and stuck my hand down in the front underneath the lace and moved the tip of my cock around and around on the pouch until I felt a drop of pre cum leak out onto the inside.

Marisol noticed that and smiled. “That’s enough of that now Josh. Here, take your t-shirt off and put this on,” and she handed me a black stretch bra. I placed it over my head, and it pulled my skin together in front, so it gave me the appearance of cleavage. It excited me, and Marisol and Casey couldn’t be happier.

“Oh boy Josh, have we got big plans for you!” Casey said approvingly. I rubbed my hands down my front and my skin tickled – it felt different, as if I wasn’t the one being touched. It was very strange, but I wasn’t concerned with questioning this at all.

Marisol threw me a black vinyl one-piece dress with shoulder straps, which I placed on over my head. Inside was a cool polyester lining which gave me goosebumps as it rubbed my skin.

“Okay Josh, now let’s go into the bathroom. It’s time for your makeup!” Marisol said.

Marisol was an artist and she worked quickly to achieve the desired result. I was made up in the goth style like her and Casey. Purple lip gloss, black eyeliner, and purple eye shadow completed my look. “Marisol, she looks . . . good enough to eat!” Casey said and began to laugh.

“Now Casey, behave. You’ll get your chance. I’m sure our new slutty goth girl here would love for you to ravage her, now wouldn’t you Josh?”

I was floating by this time – lost on the waves of whatever was in that bottle I drank. I answered sleepily, “Yesssss.”

“That’s more like it!” Marisol said. “Now don’t go away Josh. I’ll be right back.” As if I could go anywhere. My legs were so weak I thought I would fall down if I got off the chair. Marisol came back inside carrying a big box. Inside of it was a longhaired black wig. Carefully, she lifted it out.

She grinned at me and placed the vinyl wig cap on me first, carefully centering it on my head.

“Just a second Marisol,” Casey said. “Doesn’t our new creature here need a nice girl’s name?”

“Ooooh, you know what Casey? You’re so right! I know just the one.” Marisol took a step back from me and placed her chin in her hand, deep in thought. “I know! She looks like a Jade!”

“Yes, yes Marisol, she does! Jade it is then!”

“How do you like that Jade?” Marisol said to me. It was a rhetorical question because my masters had already decided for me. I had absolutely no choice in the matter. Then I had a crazy thought – was any of this stuff today even legal? But then I became giddy and laughed to myself. I found the words ‘who cares?’ to be quite funny, and appropriate.

“Yes Marisol, I love it,” I said regaining some clarity.

Before I got out of the chair Casey handed me a pair of black, sheer pantyhose with a ruffled top. She placed them up my legs and then got a pair of low, black pumps. I stood up, and surprisingly I was able to maintain my balance.

I had a sudden craving for a cigarette as I adored my new, slutty, sissy self in the mirror.

“Marisol, “ I said, with a dreamlike quality to my voice, “could I please have a cigarette?”

“See Casey? He’s a hooked little sissy slut now!”

“Umm,” Casey replied. “I’m impressed.” You do lovely work Marisol.”

The three of us were smoking and my cock was harder than I ever could remember. I remember standing up and grinning.

“Can I take him now Marisol?” Casey asked.

“Sure you can honey. I think I’ll have some fun watching.”

“Okay Jade,” Casey said, stroking my painted face with her hand, “Let’s have some fun.”

“Sure Casey, I’d love that very much.”

“Okay, now watch!” Casey said with an evil gleam in her eye.

I stood smoking, and looking at Casey. She had her cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips and was staring at me. Casey had a black leather skirt on and fishnet stockings. She opened the snaps in the front and the skirt dropped down around her ankles. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me. She hooked her thumb into the front of her thong and gently pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next, but I reacted like it was all quite normal. Casey had the largest COCK I ever saw pop out from underneath her pouch.

My mouth dropped open and my eyes became as wide as saucers. Still, perhaps it was the elixir, but I was numb to it as far as a physical reaction like a fast heartbeat. That did not happen. But what did happen was that my cock started bulging and pulsing.

My reaction was still one of surprise. “Casey! What the fuck!”

“Oh, I see you noticed my gurl cock. Do you like it Josh? I can tell your mouth is watering for it. Would you like to suck on it perhaps?”

Before I could respond she walked closer to me and pressed my shoulders down so that I was kneeling in front of her. She placed her hands behind my head and pulled me in so that my lips were bumping up against her cock. It was a strange sensation, and instead of being repulsed by it, which would have been my natural reaction just twenty-four hours ago, I was drawn to it, like a bug to a lamp.

I wasn’t shy about it anymore either. I moved my tongue around in my mouth, and it was full of saliva. She forced her cock into my mouth – way past the head. She pushed until the middle of her shaft was inside of me and she withdrew. By instinct I kept my lips closed tightly around it. The music in the room, and hence the atmosphere changed to a raunchy, slow, jazz tune. It just made my cock even harder. Casey went inside my mouth again, and out again, each time picking up speed and force. I moved my mouth as well, keeping pace and synced to her movements. My tongue wrapped around her shaft and circled it like a paintbrush going around and around. She stiffened and arched her back, and then let out a loud sigh of pure ecstasy. Her nails dug into my scalp.

At that moment I felt a gush of sticky, warm cum fill my mouth. I was shocked on a conscious level to find myself taking it all in. My subconscious was ruling all my actions. I swallowed and sucked so that not even a drop left the corners of my mouth. She convulsed and shot another load. I did the same and let it run down my throat. I was greedy for more, and gave up trying to understand myself. Casey kept thrusting and I licked her cock completely clean of all residue.

When she finally pulled out she was breathless. Marisol was looking on, pleased at what she saw. Casey turned to her and grinned.

“My my Casey,” Marisol crowed, “It seems like we hit a homerun with this one!”

“Yes indeed we did. You know something Jade, you are the greatest success we’ve had in a while. Something tells us that perhaps you’ve had secret desires along these lines for a long time. Perhaps a secret fetish for transgender women, and those who seductively smoke???? Come on, tell us the truth here.”

Maybe it was the elixir speaking, but I think the girls were right. I was extremely turned on by the whole thing and didn’t want the day to end.

“Yes I think you’re right. I just . . . want . . . more . . .”
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MARISOL LOOKED AT CASEY AND SMILED. “Okay, then we’ll just have to give you more Jade. Now it’s my turn,” Marisol said and unbuttoned her leather belt and tights. She too had a black G-String, and like Casey revealed a huge cock underneath. I wasn’t even surprised. To tell the truth, I was actually overjoyed. My eyes closed to slits, and I walked over to Marisol’s dressing table and pulled out a cigarette from her pack, lit it and did a very slow, sensual French exhale. I think it even turned on Marisol and Casey.

“Okay Jade, I want you to bend over the bed with your butt high up in the air.”

As soon as I heard that I got a rush – a tingle that shot through my body. I felt like a slave and was glad for it! I obediently bounced on my heels over to the bed, my mouth sticky with cum, and bent over. Marisol bumped up behind me and lifted the hem of my skirt up over my backside. She moved the strap of the G-String over the side of a butt cheek. Next I felt the cool wet sensation of gel being slathered over the inside of my ass. I instinctively closed my butt cheeks. Marisol opened them with her hand slowly, giving me words of encouragement.

“Now Jade, just relax and enjoy this – it’s all for your pleasure. You’re making wonderful progress.”

I felt a hard, velvet sensation of what was undoubtedly Marisol’s cock pressing up against my cherry asshole or boy pussy. She played at bouncing it up and down against me and said, “This may be painful at first Jade, but then I promise you it will be the most wonderful feeling you’ve ever had.”

She was right – at least about the first part. When she entered me I felt a stabbing pain because I was not used to being stretched, but looking back on it, I’m sure the elixir had something to do with my ability to tolerate the pressure. She entered me slowly, the rim of my boy pussy closing in tight around the shaft of her cock. She went slowly at first and then gradually picked up speed and depth in her thrusting. I helped it along by moving my sweet ass back up on her cock. We were working together in perfect harmony. The pain became mixed with a stirring – a pleasure that I’m sure I never could have duplicated by myself with any means.

Marisol was breathing heavy and out of the corner of my eye Casey was stroking the full shaft of her cock with her closed fist. She went faster and faster and she ran to the bed and hopped on top. On her knees she moved over to me and placed her cock into my mouth and pushed inside me. I began sucking on it again, while being pounded from the rear by Marisol. Meantime, my own cock was pulsating.

Marisol let out a wordless scream, and her nails drew blood as they dug into my buttocks. I felt a warm, wet, thick jet of cum enter my boy pussy. This only made her go faster and add to my pleasure. I felt cum leak out of my ass and drip down the inside of my butt cheeks. Suddenly I was seized by a ball of fire deep inside me and I exploded inside of Casey’s mouth. She sucked me clean and didn’t let a drop escape down her mouth.

I stayed hard inside of Casey’s mouth for a while. Marisol kept pounding me from behind for a while as well, but was beginning to slow down.

The three of us lay on the bed – spent, and in a nice post afterglow. We were casually smoking, laughing, and talking.

“So Jade,” Marisol asked. “How does it feel to handled and passed around like a cheap little skank, sissy, whore?”

My answer came partly from the elixir, but mostly from my actual feelings. I found a new side of myself that I really enjoyed. For the first time in my life I felt fulfilled, like I belonged somewhere. But then I felt a pang of anxiety.

“It feels great Marisol, but let me ask you something. Now that I’m not shy, does that mean that my time here is done? That I can’t come back anymore because I don’t need therapy? I was just getting to know you and Casey, and I don’t want to see this budding thing we have for each other go away!”

“Oh isn’t she sweet???” Casey said, her arm around Marisol.

“No Jade dear. You don’t have a thing to worry about. Sometimes shyness takes a very very long time to be cured of. I’ll make sure the notes reflect that.”

“Good I’m glad because I don’t think I ever want to be cured!”
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I WAS HOME FOR THE SUMMER, having just finished my freshman year up at Sherman State. My sister Janey was home too. She never went to college; she lived at home with my parents and had a job as a medical office secretary for a local town pediatrician. My folks had money and I had a rough year, so they took pity on me and didn’t demand that I find a summer job or anything too stressful. I liked that just fine – sitting at home and playing video games with my friends, going to the beach, or hanging out at each other’s houses to drink beer, or go looking for girls at night.

Janey was two years older than me and she liked to play the mean, older sister with me sometimes. She had a nasty streak and getting on her bad side was something that I never tried consciously to do. Of my parents two kids, Janey was undoubtedly the favorite, and my father was always quick to let me know that. If I was ever to do anything he didn’t like, and there was always something I did he didn’t like, he threatened me in all sorts of ways – financial being the big one.

Call it a whim, call it curiosity – whatever, but one day I was home and it wasn’t exactly a beach day. I was supposed to go over to my friend Ralph’s house and play video games later, but I got a funny feeling when I was in my upstairs hall. Janey’s door was wide open and it just sort of smelled nice inside her room. So I walked inside and I saw a hot pink G-String hanging over the chair in front of her vanity. Her room had a private bathroom inside (I told you my folks had money).

My heart started to beat fast, and I gently picked up the thong between my index finger and my thumb. I loved the way the cool satin felt against my flesh. I lifted it up to my face and sniffed it. It had the tangy aroma of a girl’s nether regions and also a fresh lilac laundered scent. Before I could process what I was doing, I had my thumb undoing the snaps on my jeans, and I pulled them down around my ankles and stepped out of them. My boxers quickly followed.

I quickly threw the thong onto her carpet and stepped into it. Very slowly, I slid it up over my legs, savoring the electric feel of the forbidden fabric setting my skin on fire. While this was spontaneous, I must admit that I had fantasized about trying on some of Janey’s things. Something about “girly things” excited me – whether right or wrong, I really couldn’t care less. This was the first time I acted out on these feelings, and I felt like kicking myself that I had never done this before.

I centered the satin pouch around my junk, and I started rubbing my cock against the cool, silky material. My legs started moving in a seductive way, rubbing against each other, and I looked at myself in the long mirror on the back of her door. By now my cock was pulsating inside of the thong and I could feel a small drop of pre cum leak out and stain the front of the pouch! Janey wasn’t due home until later and I thought there would be plenty of time for it to dry.

If you’ve never done this stuff before you should know that it’s very addicting – once you stop you can’t stop. So naturally I looked around her room and found the strap of a bra sticking out from under a blouse on the top of her bed. I pulled that out and held it in my hands. It was a matching hot pink stretch bra with semi-hard cups. I slipped it on over my head and slowly centered it around the front of my chest so that it pulled the skin in tight, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

My hair was down to my shoulders, so I took a hair brush from the top of her dresser and brushed it so that it parted in the center. I became giddy as I realized that now I looked like a girl with a short haircut. My puberty wasn’t anything to brag about and I didn’t have a lot, if any facial hair, and my legs were hairless. I could easily dress and pass for a girl.

Next I opened Janey’s walk-in closet and stared at her large collection of blouses and one-piece dresses all hanging there and waiting for me to try on. I settled for a satin, emerald green one-piece dress. Janey and I were almost the same size – I was just a size bigger, and the dress was still tight on me but really accentuated the curves of my hips and my chest.

Oh! How could I forget the shoes! On the floor to the side of her closet was a pair of red pumps. I tried them on and they were just a bit tight, but not by much, so I was able to strut in front of her bedroom mirror admiring my new self. Now the question became dare I?? The answer became an obvious YES! So I lie down on her bed and grabbed a couple of Kleenex from the box on her night stand. I flipped the bottom of the dress up over my tummy and spread my legs apart.

Now I stuck my hand underneath the lace on the front of the thong and grabbed hold of my cock. Very slowly I started rubbing it on the silky insides, concentrating on the head and the soft tissue on my underside. I closed my eyes and moaned. I shifted my shoulders and back and rubbed them on the inside of that delicious satin dress. Just a little more - - - a little more - - - and - - - BAM! I pulled the pouch away quickly and shot a tremendous load of cum right into the waiting tissue. I never shot such a huge load in my life. It was absolutely incredible – I was seeing stars. Of course I was careful not to get any more cum on the G-String. I lie there on top of Janey’s bed spread spent.

I smiled with the realization that now I found a delicious hobby to enjoy for the summer until I went back to school. Now it was time to carefully take everything off and get back into my clothes which were in a heap on the floor by the foot of the bed. I stood up from the bed and carefully wiped myself dry; satisfied. I knew that I would be doing this again, not giving any deep thought to what if anything it all meant.

Just then I heard the front door downstairs open! For a second I was completely paralyzed with fear – what was I going to do!? My heart was beating at 200 beats per minute. I heard voices and laughter too. My sister Janey had a guy friend with her! If I could just scoop up my clothes from the floor and make it to my room, I might just get away with my little game. She wouldn’t know anything was missing and I would be safe. However, I heard them both coming up the stairs which meant there would be no time for me to leave the room; I would be seen!

So I scooped up my clothes and made my way into Janey’s walk-in closet, making sure to stand behind the clothes hanging on the bar. The door to her bedroom was left partially open the way it was when I first came upstairs. They were laughing as they were running up the stairs. I didn’t recognize who the guy was. Since Janey graduated college two years ago, I lost track of who she was dating. We’d grown more apart over the last few years. But like I alluded to earlier, Janey had a mean streak in her, and if she caught me in here . . . who knew what she would do to me.

Telling my parents was one option that I dreaded. See, my father was not the most open, liberal, or educated guy in the world. In fact he even mentioned to me that if I “did anything funny with that ‘gender stuff,’ he’d kick me out of the house and cut me off from my portion of the inheritance – which was substantial, but even more – he’d take away my very generous allowance and my car too. This would make getting caught pretty much the end of my life as I knew it.

I closed the slatted closet door just as Janey and her guy friend came into the bedroom. They were both laughing. “So how much time have we got until your parents or that brother of yours come home?” the guy said, panting and out of breath as he fumbled with Janey’s blouse.

Janey was gasping too, and had her hand on the guy’s crotch. “Oh Brian?” She laughed contemptuously. “That little shit is probably out with his little fag buddies at the mall or playing video games somewhere. My folks won’t be home until six or six thirty. We got plenty of time,” she said laughing. My sister’s opinion of me left much to be desired.

Janey was wearing a tight red blouse and a short denim skirt with red high heels. My opinion was that for a medical receptionist, she went to work looking like a slut, but I wasn’t the doctor doing the hiring in that office. It would not have surprised me one bit if Janey was doing more than the job title described. The guy was clumsily fumbling with her blouse buttons because she kept moving all over him. When he finally got the last of the buttons opened, she ripped her blouse off and it fell to the ground.

“C’mon Mark,” she said, breathlessly. “Let’s move onto the bed. My pussy is gonna leak a puddle on my carpet if we don’t.”

“Yeah,” Mark said after breaking off from a deep kiss. Now they were sitting on the bed facing each other, eyes closed. I was wondering if I would be successful sneaking out of the closet now and making my way out the door of the room. But that was just wishful thinking. Based on what they were doing now – attention diverted, it seemed as if I might get away with my little game. However, it soon became clear to me that I was also trapped.

Janey and Mark were locked in a deep kiss and Mark was stroking the back of Janey’s head, running his fingers between strands of her long, brown hair. Janey’s right hand was working hard on the snap and zipper of his jeans and moving them down over his knees and legs. Now she was rubbing his cock underneath the band of his boxers, while he moaned.

I peered at them through the slats in the door. It was like watching one of my sleazy TikTok videos, except that one of the parties was my SISTER! As they went farther and farther along, I became really scared of the consequences if I should be discovered. My bare knees were knocking together inside of my sister’s tight dress.

Mark now turned around and placed Janey on the floor on her knees facing him, pulling down his boxers, which looked like a well-rehearsed routine. Part of me wanted to look away, because after all, it was my sister; but the deviate inside of me wanted to see this little tryst through to completion. They did not disappoint.

Holy shit! My sister was sucking cock like a pro! Where the fuck did she ever learn to do that, I wondered. By comparison, I was a virgin, and the farthest I ever got with any girl was second base. Mark’s cock was the largest I ever saw, and Janey had it in her fingers like she was playing a solo on the flute. I had the perfect side profile view. Janey’s mouth was open wide, and Mark’s cock was making impressions on the inside of her cheeks as it went in and out of Janey’s mouth. Mark was looking up at the ceiling and moaning, one hand holding onto the back of Janey’s head, and pressing it against him.

Then it seemed that Mark stiffened and Janey quickened her pace. Slurping sounds came from Janey as Mark unleashed a waterfall in my sister’s mouth. His moans intensified and he was thrusting even harder into her mouth. Eventually he pulled out and his cock had a nice sheen to it. Janey was a trooper and didn’t let one drop of cum go to waste.

Mark stood up and pulled Janey up too. He held her by the shoulders and kissed her, getting what must have been a good taste of his own cum inside his mouth. “Wow babe, you are absolutely incredible!”

“Humm, you really think so??”

“Fuck yeah I do!”

“Well you know Mark, I can do lots more,” Janey said as she tapped Mark’s forehead with her index finger.

Now standing there watching them made my legs stiff and achy. I had to shift around – but quietly. However, that afternoon I went out and got a pepperoni pizza and a large cola for lunch, and I have a tendency shall we say, for uh, flatulence. This turned out to be my undoing that afternoon. By moving my legs around I felt a large pocket of gas move down my intestinal tract and the rumbling and subsequent explosion of noise was enough to make the slats on Janey’s closet door shake. It did not go unnoticed.

Mark’s head snapped around. “WHOA! WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT!???? – Janey! Is someone in this room??”

Janey’s eyes were wide open. “Mark, was that you?”

“FUCK NO!!!! I don’t eat anything to make myself do that! It wasn’t human! I’m telling you Janey, someone is inside this room!!”

I was as still as a possum caught in headlights on the Interstate. My mouth was open and my heart was beating like a snare drum.

Janey looked around the room slowly. “Well if that wasn’t you Mark . . . then who?”

“What about that little shit of a brother of yours?”

“Brian? I haven’t seen him all day.”

“I’m telling you Janey, the sound came from this room. Shit – it smells like something died in here!”

In the midst of my terror, I had to admit Mark was right about that.

“Just a second,” Janey said and walked around her room. There were actually two walk-in closets, and Janey went to the first one. She opened the door quickly and poked her head inside and then shut the door. Next, she came over to where I was and I only had one layer of dresses on the hangar to hide behind.

The door opened, and she looked inside, and was just about to close it, when she suddenly pulled back on the dresses on the hangars and was greeted with the sight of me standing there behind the bar, wearing lipstick with my hair parted down the middle and wearing an emerald green dress. We made eye contact. Her jaw dropped and her hand went up to her mouth. “BRIAN!??? WHAT . . . THE . . . FUCK!!?? GET OUT HERE NOW! OH . . . MY . . . GODDDD!!”

“Wait Janey! I can explain!” I stepped out of the closet, and her eyes took me in now from styled hair to red pumps. She grabbed my wrist tightly and yanked me out of the closet. Mark took in the scene with bewildered, and then amused eyes, which narrowed down to slits. A malevolent grin then spread across his face.

“Whoa Janey! Is this your sister, er. . . BROTHER???”

“Yes Mark, it appears so. It also appears that he has been engaged in some very naughty behavior!”

I could tell that Janey was beyond mad, and that did not bode well for me.

Jany and Mark were both speechless now and taking all of me in when Mark spoke. “Wow Janey, it looks like your little brother is a sissy – and by the way he, or should I say she looks, a HOT sissy!” That was something I didn’t expect. I also didn’t consider myself a sissy. I just thought I had some “desires” that needed to be acted on.

“But” - - - I started to say when Janey cut me off with the palm of her hand in my face.

“Don’t say anything Brian. You do know what dad would do if her ever found your little secret out, don’t you?”

“NO! You wouldn’t!” I pleaded.

Janey placed her hand to her chin and looked at Mark, then back at me. “Now that all depends,” she said deep in thought. “I have a question or two. How long were you in my room for, and have you done shit like this before?”

“No Janey, I swear!”

“So what made you do this now? Did you know I would be coming here with Mark?”

“No Janey – I didn’t. I was home this afternoon, bored, and I was upstairs and I just . . . well, I saw your door open and (my head was down, ashamed) I decided to do this.” Now both Mark and Janey were laughing.

“Oh my God Janey, this is so fucking funny. In a way I kind of feel sorry for Brian here, or should we call you ‘Brianna?’”

“Yes! I love Brianna. It’s got a pretty ring to it,” Janey exclaimed. “Okay now ‘Brianna,’ here’s the deal – In order for me not to tell dad about your little hobby, you have to do exactly what Mark and me tell you to do, understand?”

I was totally at her mercy, because I knew what my father was capable of. As bad as Janey was, my dad had a really horrible mean streak. Why he might even force me to get a job or study something useful in school. I answered her, “Yes I do.”

“Good. Now the first thing is for me to finish your makeup job. The lipstick is only the beginning. You didn’t plan on going farther now, did you? Or just not yet?”

“Uh no, this was it.”

“Okay, then come into the bathroom with me.”

“Hey Janey, you know what we talked about a few weeks ago, right?” Mark said, almost as an afterthought.

An evil smile crossed Janey’s face. “Yes, yes I do . . . I think it sounds like a lot of fun; but I don’t know if Brianna here will like it so much – but who cares?” and they both laughed like demons.

“Hey Brianna,” Mark called to me.

“What?”

“What the fuck did you have for lunch???”


2

IN THE BATHROOM, Janey put the finishing touches on the makeup job I barely started. She tweezed my eyebrows, put green eyeshadow on me, a thick coat of mascara and eyeliner, and a coat of foundation. I had no beard or really any facial hair to speak of, and the hair on the top of my head was long enough to pass as a girl like I said. When she was done, she took me out of the bathroom to be looked over by Mark.

“Well, what do you think?”

Mark’s eyes narrowed, and he was grinning which really scared me. “I think she . . . looks perfect. Just what I’ve always wanted.”

I was horrified, and Janey caught my expression. “Here it is Brian, er., Brianna. Mark has always had this fantasy. You see, he happens to have a thing for transgender women, or even sissies like you. He fantasizes about doing them in front of me while I watch him, and all bets are off. He can do whatever he wants, and you are in no position to refuse him – do you understand??”

I swallowed hard. “Uh, uh! NO Janey! I will not – you can’t make me do that!”

“Okay Brian, let’s see. What would dad do if he found out?? For starters he’d cut off your allowance, not pay your car insurance, and force you to work construction in his company. Now how long do you think you’d last carrying beams and bricks, hum?” She had a point.

“All right, all right. Now for Chrissakes, what do you want me to do? Go out to the mall with the two of you dressed like this?” Mark started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I said. “What could possibly be more humiliating than going out into a mall dressed as a . . . as a woman??”

I was mortified, and now both Janey and Mark were bent over with laughter and pointing at me. Then Mark came alongside me and placed his arms around my shoulders as if to console me. He rubbed my shoulders and was still laughing, although not as much.

“Listen Brianna, I don’t think you quite understood me. The mall would be the very least of it. I mean perhaps in time, but not now. Oh no, no.” Then turning to Janey he said, “Janey, I’ve got an incredible hard on. Is it okay if I take your brother now?”

“Of course Mark – go ahead.”

“Take me?” I said.

Mark laughed again. “Shut up please Brianna, will you? You’re ruining the fun with your stupid questions!”

“Now get down on your knees Brianna!” Mark yelled and pointed in front of him.

“Yeah Brianna, go ahead!” Janey shouted. There was a strange, wild fire in her eyes. So I did was I was commanded to do. How bad could it be? I asked myself. But none of that philosophical stuff meant anything because I had no choice at all. I was in the clutches of two demons.

Mark spread his legs out and smiled over my head at Janey who stood off to the side watching in wonder at what I would presumably be doing any second now. He opened the zipper on his jeans and pulled the metal tab down. He reached inside and pulled out the most enormous and sticky cock I had ever seen. Without any further fanfare he placed the tip of that enormous appendage onto the surface of my glossed lips. He pushed it against them and pulled away; playing at this game for several minutes. “So how does it feel Brianna, knowing that any second you’re going to have a big meaty cock spreading your lips apart?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, responding to his pressure I parted my lips slightly, and received his head. “Keep those lips tight and wet Brianna!” Mark barked out at me. I did so and he kept his head between my lips. It was some type of reflex that surprised me, and my tongue, nice and wet, rolled around the tip of his cock like a paint brush. He moaned softly and then pushed farther into my mouth. Now I licked his shaft and enough of his cock was inside of my mouth that my lips were spread apart about as far as they would go.

But then a crazy thing happened – I felt my own cock getting huge. As I kept sucking, I kept growing. Janey was looking on in wonder, and she saw my cock tent up the dress through the G-String.

“Look Mark – Brianna’s so hard. I think she really loves this; don’t you Brianna? No, don’t answer, you’ll spoil the moment for Mark.”

I had no intention of answering, but Mark did. “Yeah, this little bitch-slut loves my cock inside her mouth. I wonder how she’ll feel about it in another place?” I could only imagine what that meant, and you know something? It was all right with me. Mark continued his thrusting and his right hand was putting a lot of pressure on top of my head. His fist grabbed my hair and was “directing me” in the up and down motion.

“Come on you little sissy bitch; that’s it, use that fucking tongue of yours – that’s right, keep going.”

Then I felt Mark stiffen up, pulse running through his cock, and I felt the sweet/salty taste of a tsunami of cum enter my mouth. I enjoyed the taste and sensation of a guy cumming in my mouth . . . Throughout the event I sucked even faster; my lips slippery with his release. I maintained a tight seal and not a drop leaked out to ruin a perfect blow job. But just when I thought Mark was done, he yanked my head off his cock, and he saved his last shot of cum for my face.

“That’s it Brianna – take my cum all over your slut face. I wanna see it covered white!” He got me good in the eyes, and I felt the cum mix with the mascara running down my cheeks. My own cock was throbbing as I realized that I loved being Mark’s slut whore. Meanwhile Janey thought she was punishing me. I felt in that moment that I didn’t want to do anything to disabuse her of that notion for fear that she would make Mark stop.

After the last spurt of cum was out, Mark grabbed me by the shoulders and picked me up off the floor so I was standing facing him. He looked at me and had an evil smirk on his face. I was a piece of prey to him, and he was a victorious hunter having bagged me at last. He wasted no time in kissing me on the mouth, using his tongue to hungrily absorb all of his cum in my mouth. Then he broke off me and kissed me hard on the cheeks, licking the flow that had escaped my mouth.

“Umm Brianna, you do suck a mean cock. Sure you never did this before?” Mark asked.

I was breathless and my heart was pounding. “No, I never did – you’re my first.”

“Well well, it seems we found something my sissy fag little brother is good at. However, I’m not so sure it’s enough for me not to tell dad about.” Janey said with evil glee.

A bolt of fear shot through me. “NO! You promised you wouldn’t tell dad!”

“Now that all depends upon how far you’re willing to go. Let me ask Mark,” she said and turned to Mark. Now they were both grinning. “Mark, did Brianna go far enough for you???”

“Why not quite Janey. I think she could do a lot better. But I’ll tell you she’s off to a good start.”

Janey was laughing with glee. “You see Brianna. Your fate depends upon Mark’s happiness.”

Janey moved off to the side and picked up her big leather handbag with the shoulder strap. “I think Mark needs a few moments to ‘recharge’ himself, don’t you Mark honey?”

“Why yes Janey, I think I do.”

Rummaging around in her leather bag, Janey pulled out a pack of long, all-white girly cigarettes. She took one out and held it under her nose rubbing it back and forth, sniffing it. Then, turning to me she said, “Brianna, Mark here has a serious cigarette fetish. I know, it sounds strange, but I’m only too happy to oblige him. I just know you’ll wanna help him enjoy it too – right??”

“Of course Janey,” I said, not knowing how I could do so. A look at Mark showed that he was transfixed on Janey as she slowly took a slim silver butane lighter from her bag and, placing the cigarette at a dangle in the corner of her mouth, lit it up – slowly and seductively. Her cheeks hollowed as she took her first drag, and then did a perfect French inhale.

“Good,” she said on exhale. “Then of course you’ll become a smoky slut just like we want you to be, right??”

“Yes, I’d like that very much.” The truth be told, I too had a smoking fetish, and actually craved a cigarette now, especially while dressed as I was.

“Then prove it Brianna. Here, take one,” she said, pulling out a cigarette and offering it to me. I tried to hide my giddy excitement. However, when I took my first drag, my pleasure was evident to Janey who said to Mark: “Look at him Mark. He smokes just like a little hooked sissy slut. I think she’s your type!”

“Yes Janey, she certainly is,” Mark said, stroking his now very hard cock.

So I did the only thing I could do – I held the cigarette effeminately, and smoked just like the dirty whore that Mark expected me to be. I realized curiously that I actually enjoyed pleasing

him.

I strutted close to him and exhaled in his face. Mark placed his hand on the front of my dress and rubbed the outline of my erect cock. A chill went through me as I realized at that moment just how badly I needed relief.

“I think you really like this Brianna,” Mark said with mounting excitement.

“Yes I do Mark. What would you like me to do now,” I asked, moving from side to side in an enticing way.

He stood two inches from my face and growled, “Go stand up against that wall next to the door and spread your legs out and place your hands on the wall.”

“That’s it, now bend over a little,” he commanded. I took a last drag from my cigarette and Janey walked over to me and took it.

Mark slid me down the wall a little bit and I could hear the sound of his jeans and his boxers going down his legs. Next I felt his cock rubbing up on top of my ass. He slid it back and forth a few times and then came off me. He felt for the bottom of my dress and flipped it up over the small of my back. Without saying a word, he pulled the strap from the back of my G-String over my right butt cheek.

“You’re gonna love this Brianna; I just have a feeling. But with everything good, first comes a little pain. But don’t worry, it won’t last long, I promise.”

I believed Mark. I think that he was really starting to get into me. I thought it might make Janey jealous, but she seemed to enjoy watching her boyfriend get his rocks off in the most unusual way.

I heard Mark spit, and then he rubbed his wet hands over the crack in my ass. He spit again and this time, he placed his index finger inside of my butt. I clenched my teeth and gasped in pain.

“Ah ah ha Brianna – remember what I just told you. A little bit of pain followed by lots of pleasure, okay? Just take it easy.”

His finger went around and around inside of me, and something funny happened. It stopped hurting and my hole was being dilated. Mark spit for a third time and then I felt his wet cock pushing up against my asshole. As I was to learn later, the correct term for that was a “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

He went up and down against it, not entering just yet. After a few minutes of this play, and listening to Mark breathing harder, I felt him enter me for the first time. It wasn’t fast and it wasn’t his whole length. It was just enough to give me a taste. The head of his cock filled up the entire width of my boy pussy. He went in that far and pulled out again several times. He was moaning – the way the lips of my hole just pulled his cock inside me. Now he went all the way in – at first slowly and then faster and faster. I balled my fists up against the wall. I saw stars because it was so painful. I held fast because I remembered what he said to me.

Now it became crazy – he went faster and faster and a transformation occurred. The pain became an intense pleasure, welling up deep inside of me. My cock was stretching out against the pouch of Janey’s G-String. Then, suddenly – release came. I let out a wordless scream, and I shot my load into the pouch without even touching myself once. This was my first sissygasm – of many I might add.

It must’ve got Mark going too, because he screamed out as well, and I felt his warm cum going all the way up inside of me. That made him go faster and faster. He was even harder than before. I felt myself being used just like a cheap slutty girl and I loved it. I’m not even sure I was even a virgin anymore. I guess it depended on whose side or viewpoint you were on. What’s more, I didn’t really care.

I soon felt cum leaking down the inside of my butt cheeks. Mark pulled out, shook his cock on top of me, and I felt cum leaking onto the small of my back. I felt his fist grab the back of my head and he was biting the back of my neck. That too sent chills going out through my entire body. He growled at me: “Whose sissy slut are you Brianna?”

“Yours Mark, all yours,” I answered with all sincerity.

“What do you think of that Janey? Are you okay with me adding your, uh sister here to our little mix?”

“Of course I’m happy Mark. If it pleases you, then I’m happy!”

I came up off the wall. Janey spun me around and gave me a cigarette which she lit quickly. Then she took one for herself. “So listen Brianna, this is the deal. You are now officially Mark’s sissy slut. Whenever he wants you to, you will dress and do whatever he wants you to, got it?”

“Yes Janey I will. And do you promise that you’ll never tell dad about me and what happened today?”

“As long as you listen to Mark, that’s fine.”

_________________________

___________

So that day was just the beginning of a summer of forbidden pleasure for me that opened strange doors. I loved being Mark’s slut and he even passed me around to several of his close friends. I was like a sissy/trans whore for them to play with. This new me lasted even past the end of summer. Mark insisted on visiting me up at school. Somehow I made that work without being discovered, but I knew that before college was done, I would become Brianna for good. And to think it all came about because one summer day I got “jammed up.”
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