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Chapter One

When Ryan returned to our shared apartment, he headed right for the living room with tonight’s conquest. I switched tabs from the English paper I'd been working on to view the upcoming sex with the secret camera I hid in the living room.

I’d known Ryan forever. When you live across the street from someone, you become friends instantly. So, over the years, our friendship developed. We talked about anything and everything. We shared our deepest secrets, most of them anyway. As teenagers with raging hormones, our talks, and activities revolved around women.  Ryan’s activities and gossip revolved around fucking women, and mine were… more towards being a woman.

This desire of mine to be a woman, or at least dress as a woman periodically, was the only secret I kept from Ryan. Ryan developed his lady-killer skills, and I explored my feminine side. After graduating high school, Ryan and I headed to the same college. There wasn’t any doubt that we would room together in college. We got an apartment together.

Wanting to be ready for the action, I reached into my desk drawer, pulled out my dildo, licked the bottom, attached it to my desk, put in my earbuds, turned up the volume, and listened.

Tonight was a typical Friday night. Ryan would get laid. I studied until he returned with his conquest, then watched and fantasized about getting fucked by Ryan and masturbating.  I think the sky would turn purple if there were a Friday night when Ryan didn’t get his cock sucked or his cock wet from fucking a girl in the ass. If I got laid, it might turn purple, green, blue, and orange. 

My getting fucked fantasies revolved around crossdressing, getting picked up by Ryan, then Ryan taking me home and doing the dirty things he did to women. 

Ryan confided in me about everything and told me every detail of his conquests, though I already knew them. I watched. More than watched, I guess. Me, I told Ryan everything, everything about me, except one thing. I enjoyed cross-dressing. Ryan wouldn’t understand.

Ryan said, “Get comfortable, Sandy, and I’ll make us a drink.”

Sandy’s heavy natural breasts jiggled, bounced, and nearly popped out of the low-cut V-neck shirt when she plopped into the sofa. She quickly adjusted them. I'm not sure why. Sandy’s been here before, and knowing my best friend, it wouldn’t take him long to have her naked. Her super short and tight faux leather skirt rode up her legs when she crossed her legs, exposing a beautifully toned pair of legs and a skimpy pink thong that barely covered her pussy. Ryan walked toward the bar and poured a glass of wine without asking her what she wanted. He returned and handed her the glass. Sandy sipped the wine.

I stripped my sweatpants off and massaged my aching cock through the silky pink panties I always wore. They were nearly the same as Sandy’s.

There was no reason for Ryan or Sandy to come to my room, but I worried my best friend would discover my secret. I stood a tiny bulge in my panties and rechecked the door. Satisfied, I returned to the live porn show.

Ran, never shy, said, “It's hot in here; you mind if I get comfortable?”

Sandy’s gaze explored Ryan’s sculpted body. “Oh no, honey, you can take it all off if you want.”

Ryan stripped off his t-shirt, exposing his massive torso. By his junior year, he earned a starting role as the team's middle linebacker. He looked like a linebacker, too, super toned, with a sculpted chest, bulging biceps, defined triceps, and a firm, rock-hard stomach.  And the feature I liked best about my best friend was his mammoth cock. He hadn’t exposed that part of his anatomy, but I knew it wouldn’t take long.

Ryan got by on his body and his cock and developed a reputation as a lady’s man, and me… well, I struggled to get any date. Ryan's notoriety as a lady’s man and his taste for fucking women in the ass developed in college. Women fawned over him, cleaned our apartment, did his homework, helped him cheat on tests, and, most important; they let him fuck them in the ass.

As I admired his body, I massaged my cock under the soft and sensual fabric of my panties. I wanted him. I wanted to feel his cock in my ass, taste his cum, and choke on his cock like he made his conquests do.

Though I wasn’t gay, more like seventy percent into men and thirty percent into women, up to this point, the only sex I’d had was with women, and I wasn’t the aggressor. There were only two of those, and the sexual encounters ended with me still being able to claim I was a virgin. Both women laughed at my tiny cock, humiliated me, and refused to let me fuck them. Because of those two encounters, I was self-conscious about my cock and veered away from sexual relationships. They were appreciative of my oral skills, though.

Ryan ran his beefy hand over Sandy’s jawline, down her neck, past the low-cut neckline of her shirt, down her stomach, and settled on her knee. My hand mimicked Ryan’s journey as I fantasized that my delicate fingers were Ryan’s beefy hands running his hand over my body. 

Sandy tossed the last of her wine down, and Ryan went to work kissing her plump red lips. Sandy moaned. Their lips parted, and Ryan pressed his lips into hers. With a shaky hand, I stroked my cock. It stiffened under the soft fabric as I returned to the show. Ryan undressed Sandy aggressively. Ryan shimmied out of his jeans and underwear. His long, hard and thick cock sprung out of his underwear.

Sandy couldn’t take her eyes off it, and neither could I. “Damn, I’ve been dreaming about that monster in my ass. I… I… don’t let anyone else do it that way, you know. Just you.”

Ryan grabbed her mouth-watering tits. God, they were big, and as Ryan cupped them, they jiggled. He caressed one shaking breast, molding and reshaping it with satisfaction. He teased her tiny pink bud with his thumb. I pinched my nipple as I dreamed of having tits like that someday.

Sandy moaned and parted her legs. Ryan lashed the tip of her swollen nipple with his tongue. Sandy’s head fell back as her hand found her clit. She rubbed her clit back and forth as Ryan licked, sucked, and pinned her nipple between his teeth.

My hand tightened around my cock through my panties. The lacy fabric caused my cock to leak a heavy squirt of precum. I slid my finger inside my panties, got a dab of precum on it, savored my sticky juices, and wished it was Ryan’s or any other man's. 

Ryan didn’t waste much time on the foreplay. He got them warmed up and dove right in. After pounding his dates' asses, he tossed them out on their asses unless he needed something from them. Tonight was right on schedule. After two minutes of sucking her tits, he stood, grabbed Sandy behind the head, and shoved his cock into her mouth. I timed it right, holding my dildo and pushing it into my throat, wishing it was Ryan’s cock. I moaned, choked a little, and stopped jacking off. I didn’t want to cum yet. I wanted to wait till Ryan was done.

As I watched Sandy get her face fucked, I wanted to do what Sandy was doing now: going down on Ryan. Sandra's head, with help from Ryan, bobbed back and forth. Her eyes bulged, and she gagged slightly once or twice.

I admired my best friend’s cock when her mouth wasn't swallowing it. It was gorgeous. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen Ryan's cock, and it wouldn't be the last. I had a secret camera in the shower, his room, and the living room, Ryan’s favorite fucking room. Often I locked my door, dressed in women’s clothes, and watched as he walked around the house naked, his cock flopping left and right, up and down.

As Sandy returned to work, I kept my eyes on the screen and swallowed my dildo. It felt brutal, cold, and inhuman. I wanted the real thing but was too much of a pussy to follow through. Some nights I crept out of the apartment dressed as a girl and walked around the neighborhood. I’d developed my look to where I got hit on frequently, although I never followed through on the advances. Though I wanted to get laid dressed as a woman, I didn't have the guts to do it. Most of the apartments and houses in the neighborhood were college students, and most were jocks. So, I didn't want to embarrass Ryan.

What if someone recognized me?

I’m pretty sure I loved Ryan, but I knew there was no way he’d love me back. Or maybe it was just lust. Perhaps if he fucked me like a slut, like one of his girlfriends… I'd never know.

Sandy swallowed Ryan’s cock. He patted her head and said, “Good girl.”

I fantasized about him patting my head and telling me what a good girl I was.

Sandy moaned, pulled his cock out, and kissed the length of his cock down to his balls, then, with her skillful tongue, licked his balls. She opened her succulent lips and swallowed his cock.

He patted the seat of the sofa. Sandy put her knees on the couch, just the way Ryan liked. I wished Ryan would train me and punish me if I failed.

My hand returned to my cock, as I lubed the tip of my dildo up. Just as Ryan’s lubed cock entered Sandy’s ass, my fake cock slid into my ass. Though it felt good, it was rubbery, and though I’d never had a real cock in my ass, I knew a real one would feel better. Hot, throbbing, hard, and alive. I pushed the rubber cock in deeper, supporting my weight on the desk as Ryan grabbed Sandy’s shoulders and gently pushed forward. Sandy grimaced momentarily, then smiled, and her eyes shined.  I thrust my fake cock deeper into my ass, my face contorting, and then pulled it back out.

As I waited for Ryan’s next thrust, I fantasized about a real cock in my ass. My cock throbbed and dribbled precum as I thought about how badly I wanted cock in my ass.

Would I ever follow through on my secret desires?

Maybe not, because if someone found out Ryan was living with not just a geek but a sissy crossdresser, it might hurt his popularity and jeopardize his athletic scholarship. So, I walked around dressed as a woman, secretly fantasizing about getting laid, getting fucked like a slut, only to return home and jack off.

I returned to the present and focused on Ryan’s activities. I zoomed in on the action as his cock disappeared into her tight asshole. He made one more slow yet determined thrust before he went all out.

As Ryan fucked her raw, I mimicked the action with my dildo. In and out, I pushed, trying to force the entire ten inches into my ass, but I only managed to drive it halfway. I fantasized about what it would feel like to have a real, throbbing cock in my ass and muscular hips like Ryan’s slapping my ass as he pounded me from behind. His hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me into him, his warm breath on my neck, his moans of pleasure as he stretched my ass. That did it. My ass loosened, and my ass swallowed my dildo.

Ryan grabbed a handful of Sandy’s hair and thrust his cock into her ass. When his hips connected with her lovely swollen butt cheeks, they jiggled. Sandy moaned but didn't pull away, enjoying the punishment. Ryan pulled his cock out, slapped her ass, and drove back in, her ample butt cheeks shaking again. In and out, with fury, Ryan assaulted her ass. 

Ryan had a routine, and like any other night, he followed it. He repositioned Sandy so she could sit on his cock, her back to Ryan. Sandy's asshole slowly swallowed Ryan’s cock. Sandy rubbed her clit furiously as she bounced up and down. Her luscious breasts swayed, jiggled, and heaved to the rhythm of her surging hips and ass. Riding his cock like there was no other pleasure in life.

This was my favorite part. I slid off my panties, repositioned myself, straddled my fake cock, and dropped. I stroked my tiny cock furiously as I rotated and shimmied my ass around my dildo.

After several minutes of intense fucking, she shivered, and seconds later, Ryan pumped a couple more times savagely, shot his load into her ass, and relaxed.

I shot my load on the floor, dropped to my knees, and said to myself. “Lick it up, slut.” I complied and lapped up every drop of my salty juices.

I dropped into my chair and forgot what was happening in the living room. Half an hour later, there was a knock on my door. It was Sandy, “Hey, Jessie. Come on, open up.”


Chapter Two

My eyes bulged, and time seemed to slow. I had my panties on, and that was all. What was she doing knocking on my door? I shouted out a reasonable response. “Uh yeah, hey, how are you… I’m studying. Could you leave me alone?”

Sandy laughed. “Listen, Jessie, I know what you’re doing in there. Open up. Ryan and I have a proposition for you.”

With another tap on the door, harder this time, Ryan said, “Come on, Jess. I need your help.”

If Ryan needed my help, that was another thing. “Okay, just give me a minute.” I slipped off my panties, threw the dildo wet with my ass juices into the drawer, slid on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, and sprayed some air freshener to cover the scent of my ass, then opened the door.

“Hey, what’s up? I was just studying.” I pointed to my computer and realized I hadn’t closed the spy camera. “Oh, shit.”

Sandy grabbed me by the hand and pulled me into the living room. She pushed me into the sofa, poured another glass of wine, and sat next to me.

Ryan didn’t look angry at finding out I had been spying on him. He looked concerned, even worried. “Listen, Jess. You know my mother is on me to bring home a girlfriend, a real girlfriend. Sandy was going to do that for me, you know, play the part of a pure, innocent girl. But she can’t. My mother will kill me if I don’t bring home a girl for the weekend. So… listen, I know about you. I never… Listen, I don’t care, Jess. I just… I thought.”

Sandy looked at Ryan with a goofy expression on her face and said, “He wants you to dress up as a girl and play the part of his girlfriend for the weekend. And that’s it.”

Ryan nodded. “Yeah, that’s all. Listen, buddy, I need your help.”

Sandy said, “I know you look good, Jess. I’d do it, but my Dad had a mild heart attack, and I have to head home myself.  So, are you in?”

“Listen, Jess. I've lied to her all year about this girl I have. How she’s a nice girl, sweet and innocent, smart, and we want to get married. If I show up by myself empty-handed, well, she’ll skin me alive. You know my mother.”

I nodded. “You know hundreds of girls. Can’t one of them do it?”

“Jess, You know half of them are bimbos, sluts, and most of ‘em think I'm a jerk because I promised I'd take them out on a date and never followed through.”

I laughed. “Why don't you just lie to her? Not anything new for you.”

Ryan's nostrils flared like he always did when he was mad.  “I know, but this time, it’s different. She’s demanding I bring her home to meet her.” His hands flew up into the air, and he sighed heavily. “Jess, I need your help.”

I shrugged. “I’m not a girl, Ryan.”

Ryan said. “But you could be, right? Sandy told me how good you look when you're dressed.”

“I don’t know what she’s talking about, Ryan. Whatever she’s told you.”

Sandy interrupted. “Remember that night I stopped by because this asshole told me to come over?” Sandy smacked Ryan. “And he was gone. You were leaving dressed as a woman, and you said… you lied and told me you were Ryan’s girlfriend.”

I lowered my head in shame. It happened just the way she said. But how did she know? “I… I… How did… you….”

“How did I know? You forgot to lock the door to the apartment, dumb ass! So I slipped in and checked around the apartment. I was angry, and guess what I found in your room?”

My head was spinning with frustration. I wanted to be there for him in more ways than one. But how was I going to convince his mother I was a girl?  She would interrogate me up and down, probably wanting to take me to lunch, shopping, and spend some girl time together. This was a more significant step than strolling around the streets late at night. I'd have to be dressed all day long. What about going to the bathroom? This was too much, and yet if I pulled it off. I shook my head but didn’t say no. Yet. “I don't know if I can pull it off. We’re talking all day. I don’t know what to tell you.”

“Say you’ll do it,” Ryan said.

Sandy added. “You can do it, Jess. You have those sweet soft features, and you're lean, effeminate.” She reached up and sensually ran her hand across my jawline. “You’re so smooth. I bet you wouldn't have to shave but once every two days. With full-coverage makeup, you can do it.”

“Listen, I like dressing up as a girl. I admit it but fool your mother. Damn, Ryan, I don’t know if I can play the part of a woman all day! With your mother, she’ll figure it out, and then what?  I don't know the first thing about being a woman. I mean this is all day and with your mother. She’s going to be watching me. Fuck… Ryan.”

“Come on, Jess. I’ll owe you big time.” Ryan begged.

“So will I.” Sandy winked.

I said. “Okay, I’ll do it.”


Chapter Three

I avoided Ryan for the rest of the week and practiced my makeup, walking in heels, talking, and perfecting my mannerisms. I bought a couple of more outfits, making Ryan pay for them. They were conservative outfits, yet feminine. I found myself looking forward to the weekend.

When it was time, Ryan tapped on my bedroom. I stepped out of the room in a yellow sundress with a floral pattern and a button-up sweater.  No pantyhose. My legs were smooth and feminine, so I didn't need to hide anything. I took a deep breath. My eyes were down, worried that Ryan’s mom would take one look at me and throw the both of us out on our asses. I struggled with the two suitcases overfilled with clothes, makeup, and well…. Everything I could think of for any and every possible scenario.

Ryan grabbed the suitcases, and we headed to his car without talking. The hour-and-a-half trip was accomplished in silence. I was worried about not being enough of a woman to fool his mother, and I suspected so was Ryan. I hoped he worried enough to turn back, realizing what a lame idea this was.

I started to feel better when we stopped for gas. I got out in broad daylight, got a drink, and no one noticed I was a guy. Ryan even seemed a little jealous when a guy asked for my phone number at the counter.

Taking a jab at Ryan, he said. “Hey, hun, let me pay for that. If your man isn't going to.” After writing down his number and paying for my soda, Ryan actually put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me in tight. It was the most beautiful feeling I ever had. When we got into the car, I thought about going down on Ryan but considered that might not be a good idea. Not that I didn’t want to, but what if he said no? Or was repulsed? I’d never be able to play the part of being a sweet girl at his mother’s house, thinking about the rejection and what I’d done.

After we hit the highway again, Ryan said, “Sorry if I haven’t spoken to you. But I’m a little worried and well uncomfortable. I mean, I appreciate what you’re doing, but damn….”

Ryan glanced at me, his eyes greedily drinking me in. He licked his lips hungrily. “Damn… you look good. I didn't realize that you enjoyed dressing like a woman. And it freaks me out that you've been watching and… well, you know.”

“Not a good time to bring that up.” I still wanted to be friends with Ryan after all this and hoped that maybe he would see me in a different light. Maybe let me suck his cock. When we pulled into the driveway, my hopes were dashed at sucking a cock for the first time.


Chapter Four

Ryan stepped out of the car and headed for the door. His mother, a tall, slender middle-aged woman looking twenty years younger than her fifty-three, greeted Ryan. Her first gesture was to smack her son behind the head. I couldn’t hear the conversation but knew she was telling him to be a gentleman because he returned head down and opened the door for me. 

“You must be Kerry.” She said as she leaned toward me, hugged me, and kissed my cheek. “I've heard so much about you. I’m Isabella. Call me Bella, please.” She stepped back, holding both my hands, and gave me a once-over. “I think you're prettier than Ryan has told me. Oh my, I love your dress.” She said as she pulled me into the house. She turned and said. “Ryan grab her bag. She can sleep in the guest bedroom, and I've got your rooms ready. I washed the sheets, and… come on in, Kerry.”

Bella disappeared into the kitchen to get us all a drink. I had my first look at Ryan’s stepdad. Ryan’s father had passed away years ago, and his mother never remarried until Ryan had moved out for college. He was tall, handsome, rugged looking, and definitely an alpha male like Ryan. I felt a tingling in my cock, as he stood, his lust-filled gaze thirsting for my body.

“I’m Jake, Kerry.” He pulled me close and hugged me, and when his hand cupped my ass, I should have been repulsed or shocked, but instead, my skin tingled, starting in the tips of my toes and rolling upward through all my limbs.  

I could feel a hard-on coming on. I fought back the urge, figuring now wasn't the time to have one. I did something I probably shouldn't have. I brushed my hand across his groin as he released me, returning to the sofa and the football game. He smiled and offered me a seat.

I fell into the chair across from him, my mind filled with a woman's desires. I wanted this man, wanting his cock in me, his hands exploring my legs, and his tongue licking every inch of my body. I lifted my left leg, pulled my skirt up slightly, and crossed my legs. I noticed Jake checking my legs out. I teased a smile.

What the hell was I doing? I was supposed to be here to show Bella what a lovely, innocent, sweet girl Ryan found, and here I was, acting like a slut.

Ryan coughed just over my shoulder. I turned, his nostrils were flared, and his face filled with the flush of… of what? Jealousy. Was Ryan jealous?

He said, “I’ll show you your room, Kerry.”

I stood. Ryan wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me close. It felt so good. As we talked, he turned and glared at his stepfather. What the hell was that about? Was he marking his territory? Oh my god, he considered me his girl. My stomach fluttered, and all my concerns about being recognized as a male disappeared. Not only that, but I felt a certain sense of power over these two alpha males competing for my ass. I made sure to sway my hips as much as possible for Jake.

Ryan opened the cellar door for me and guided me tenderly with my hand downstairs. The basement guest room was fully furnished and pleasant.

Ryan laid the suitcases on the bed and said, “What the hell are you flirting with, my stepdad? That’s disgusting. What if he finds out you’re not a girl?”

Feeling confident, I said, “You said you wanted me to be a girl for you this weekend. I'm doing that.”

Ryan turned his back to me, then turned around and raised his voice, “I wanted you to be like a sweet girl, not some slut.”

Bella called down the stairs, “Come on up. Dinner is almost ready. You three can have a drink and chat while I finish up.”

We returned to the living room and the football game. Bella finished dinner, and for the most part, silence filled the room as both men got lost in the game. When dinner was ready, Bella called us all to the dining room. When Jake pulled the chair out for me, and Ryan didn’t, Bella admonished her son for his lack of manners. I loved it. 

Since I was enjoying making Ryan jealous, I hammed it up. “Thank you, Jake.” I smiled and batted my eyes.

We ate, and I noticed Ryan was more enthusiastic about serving me and treating me like a lady. Jake never took his eyes off me. Ryan, well, I could tell he was fuming and trying to hide it. But he wasn't doing an outstanding job of it. 

After a pleasant dinner, Ryan and Bella cleaned up the table and retreated to the kitchen. Ryan glared at Jake and said. “Kerry, why don't you help us in the kitchen?”

Bella smacked Ryan on the head and said. “What kind of manners are they teaching you in college? You don't ask your guest to do the dishes. It's a wonder you even have a girlfriend.”

Ryan glanced at Jake. Jake grinned at me, seemingly glad we had some alone time. I was kind of happy too. I’d come here to help Ryan prove to his mother that he had a girlfriend, but I had needs, too, and I was enjoying the attention I was getting. Not only from Ryan but from Jake as well.

Jake leaned back and put his hands behind his head. He looked at me, with his gorgeous blue eyes holding my gaze. “You are gorgeous, Kerry. He did well for himself.”

“Thank you,” I said with a tight throat as his foot slid between my legs and parted my knees. I wondered if my flirting had bitten off more than I could chew. I tensed. Unsure of what to do? Do I respond? I wanted to, and there was no doubt of that. He was an older man with grey hair, blue eyes, and a strong jaw. Though he wasn’t as toned as Ryan, he was muscular, with a decent-sized belly.

I glanced away, nervous for the first time. He stood behind me, leaned into me, and swept away my hair from my neck. I could feel his warm breath. “Don’t be a tease, hun. I know you want me.”

I did. I wanted him, but what about Ryan? What if his mother found out about what we were doing?  I turned toward the kitchen. The distant clinking of dishes and silverware, the murmur of Ryan and his mother chatting as they cleaned up tonight’s meal.

My cock tingled as Jake’s hand ran down my neckline and rested on my shoulder. “Maybe later, we could meet?”

I snapped back at him. “You're married! What about Bella?”

He removed his hand and kneeled next to me. “Bella understands. We have an open marriage.” His hand eased around my knee, then glided up my inner thigh. 

I clenched my knees together, trapping his hand halfway up my thigh. What if Ryan’s stepdad found out what was between my legs? I glanced toward the kitchen, feeling disgusted that I was being hit on when this man’s wife was in the next room.

Yet, my cock ached and throbbed with the desire to have this man. My ass craved a real cock in it for the first time.

As I squeezed his hand between my thighs, he struggled to reach its goal, which I’m pretty sure he thought was a pussy, slick with desire for his meaty cock. I wondered did he have a meaty cock? Was it as big as Ryan’s? They didn’t carry the same genes, so maybe it wasn't as big as Ryan’s, and perhaps that was a good thing.

His hand wiggled free and was inches away from my cock, when our activities were interrupted by Ryan and Bella returning.


Chapter Five

Bella stood in the doorway, arms folded across her chest, her brow furrowed, fuming. Ryan wasn’t any less disappointed. By Jake’s words and actions, I figured that maybe this wasn’t the first time that Bella encountered her husband cheating or flirting. But, then again, he’d said they had an open marriage. Of course, he was probably lying. So was Ryan.

Jake pulled his hand away, stood, and sulked out of the room. I stood as well and straightened my skirt. Ryan said, “I'm going to my room.” As Ryan passed through the living room, he yelled at Jake. “Fuck you, Jake. keep your hands off, my girlfriend.”

Ryan thumped up the stairs, and the television blared, leaving Bella and me alone.

I felt a surge of satisfaction. Then, I felt guilty. This was the most embarrassing of situations. I’d been caught by Bella flirting with her husband and Ryan, who was supposed to be my boyfriend. How could I feel satisfied? But I did. It felt good to have two guys fighting over me. Bella exhaled, looking furious. “Follow me into the kitchen, slut.”

Did she call me a slut? I heard it, but yet I figured I’d heard her wrong. I did follow her, expecting to get my ass chewed, thrown out, and told to walk home if necessary. But, get out of my house. Then what? Would Ryan throw me out of our apartment? As I walked toward the kitchen my mind was tearing my life to pieces.

Bella leaned against the kitchen counter and said. “My husband is an idiot, and so is Ryan, for the most part. But I’m not.”

“Listen, Bella, I…, I… didn't do anything. I'm sorry you caught us. But, I would never, ever cheat on you or Ryan.” 

Bella laughed. “Yeah? I’m not sure what kind of bullshit you and Ryan are pulling. But cut the shit! You got a tiny little cock, slut.”

There it was again. Bella called me a slut. Did she say cock? How the hell did she know? I should have protested but found myself enjoying it. 

Her eyes roamed my body as she continued. “My husband was so caught up in your pretty face, your nice sexy legs, that he didn’t notice your cock.”

My heart raced as I glanced down at my dress. There was a tiny bulge, but nothing too noticeable.

“Women, notice things like that.” She pointed.

I wanted to run, grab Ryan’s keys, and head back home. I was busted. But my legs wouldn’t move. Bella walked toward me, stopping when her face was an inch from mine. She took a long deep breath and brushed her hand across my jaw. “You’re so smooth, feminine.”

What was I going to do? My cock was no longer controllable as the tiny bulge became more noticeable. Her hand softly ran down my jaw, neck, chest, and tight stomach and stopped at my thigh. She reached under my skirt, lifting it. Her hand ran up my thigh and rubbed my erection.

Bella laughed. “No wonder you like dressing as a woman with a cock like that. Not many other options.”

There was no more hiding. My cock throbbed, and my body quivered with desire. My jaw dropped as I let out a loud moan. Bella quickly covered my mouth and leaned into my neck, licking my ear lobes and flicking her tongue in and out of my ear. “I like girls like you. You’re going to please me, slut. Understand.”

“Yes…”

Her right hand clamped down harder over my mouth as she whispered in my ear, her tongue still fucking my ear. “Keep your mouth shut.” Her left hand gently brushed my panties over my cock, and tenderly rubbed my balls.

Her tongue made love to my neck, then my chest, then my stomach, and then sucked my balls through my now wet panties. She did the same on her return journey. Face to face, Bella licked her lips and grabbed me behind the neck. Her bright red lips possessed my lips as she sucked on them. Her tongue parted my lips, assertively entering my mouth. I couldn’t stop her. I enjoyed her advances but couldn't stop worrying that Ryan or Jake would return and catch us.

But then again, who cares?

Her tongue flirted with mine, and once I’d overcome my inhibitions, they danced, twisted around each other, making love only the way tongues can. My heart beat furiously in my chest. My cock hardened even further. 

Bella pushed me back and lifted her skirt, revealing a pair of black panties. She ordered, “Take them off.”

I dropped to my knees and grabbed her hips. Bella smacked me on the back of my head. “With your teeth, slut.”

Suddenly the reality of the situation set in. Jake was in the next room, though the television blared, though I doubt he could hear anything over it. He was still only thirty steps away. What if he needed a drink? Ryan had stormed upstairs, but the door to the basement was ten feet away from where I was going to go down on his mother. What if he returned wanting to talk with me?

“Mrs. Adams, here?” I glanced at the two entrances to the kitchen. “What if someone catches us?”

“They’ll do as I say, don’t worry, slut. And if they do catch us, that’ll be your punishment.” The smile on her face made me realize I deserved this. My desire to be used like a slut had caught up to me. Every instinct told me to get up, run for the door, and, if necessary, walk home. And yet, I clenched my teeth around the skimpy waistband of her panties, pulling them down to her knees. Bella jumped onto the counter, kicked them off, and spread her legs.

“Now, you're going to show me your oral skills.”

I'd have been lost if she had asked me to do anything else. But eating pussy, well. I know I was a master. As my face dove into her shaved pussy, I hated to admit I wished it was Ryan’s cock, or Jake’s cock I was going down on. But… I had a job to do, so I started with her inner thigh, kissing tenderly, licking and sucking down to the back of her knee. Then back up, her legs quivered, and goosebumps had formed on my return journey. After tenderly kissing and sucking on her fleshy pussy lips, I headed down her other thigh and backed up. Then I was on to the main event, slowly kissing her swollen, pulsating, slick pussy lips. Then I parted her succulent lips and dove into her clit. I made sure my lips made soft, gentle pressure on her warm hard clit, teasing her.

Bella responded. Her head fell back, and her legs wrapped around my back. I stuck my tongue out, spreading it as wide and flat as possible. I placed it at the bottom of her pussy, as close to her ass as possible. Then using my head, I moved up over her pussy until my tongue passed over her erect clit. I lifted my tongue away from her pussy, returned to the bottom, then back up as slowly as possible. I kept my rhythm steady as Bella moaned and gyrated, and the walls of her meaty pussy lips throbbed. After several minutes of licking and the sweet melody of Bella’s moans, pants and shrieks, she shivered and came.

She grabbed my head, pulled me into her pussy, and screamed to finish the encounter. It was a loud, earth-shattering scream, and there could be no doubt that Jake heard it because the television volume dropped. Jake tapped on the kitchen door and said. “You okay, Bella?”

“Oh, more than okay, Jake.” She looked down at me and said, “I had hoped this would be our little secret, but I guess my scream ruined it.”

I handed Bella her panties. She slid into them, kissed me tenderly, hugged me, and opened the basement door for me. “Enjoy the rest of your weekend here, honey. I’ll make sure to give Jake my stamp of approval on your oral skills. And thank you!”


Chapter Six

I took a shower, redid my makeup, and lay on the bed to relax. I was satisfied with myself for pleasing Bella.

I dozed off when Ryan showed up. He was standing over me, his nostrils flared, his face reddened, and his fists clenched. “What the hell do you think you're doing? Flirting with Jake, what if he decides he wants a piece of that ass and finds out you’re a guy. What then? And by the way, what did you say to my mother?”

“Jake was flirting with me. He was hitting on me and not the other way around. Listen, your mother and I had a pleasant girl-to-girl chat, that’s all.” I figured telling Ryan I’d eaten his mother’s pussy wasn't a good idea.

“You were playing us off on each other. So, you want to be a slut, huh? ”

Without asking, Ryan removed his t-shirt briskly. I’d always wanted Ryan, wanted his cock, but I knew this was going to be rough. He pulled me off the bed, I wanted to say no, but deep down, I wanted it. I wanted him to fuck me, fuck me like a slut, and punish me for my sluttiness. Ryan pushed me to the wall, my back towards him, and lifted my hands up against it. He dipped into my neck, pulled my hair away, and kissed my neck aggressively. I tingled all over. This wasn’t going to be a tender make-love encounter. This would be a hate-fucking, hard, fast, and rough.

My cock was rock hard under my panties. Ryan leaned into me, pressing his cock into my ass. His hands roamed down my shoulders and waist, he ripped the spaghetti straps of my baby doll dress off, and it fell to the floor. Then he ripped my panties off. God, Ryan was strong.

He leaned into me and said. “This what you want, slut?”

I didn't want to say no because I wanted it. I wanted it hard. I wanted to be punished for my sluttiness.

Most importantly, I would take it from Ryan anyway he wanted to give it to me. “Yes.”

That was all it took. Ryan unbuckled his pants, slid them down, and rammed his cock between my legs. His hardening cock rubbed against my balls.

He fucked my thighs, rubbing and grinding as his cock grew to full size. There was no way I was taking Ryan’s cock in my ass, no fucking way. But if I backed out now, would I ever get another chance? I had to try. I’d take it, accept any pain, to please Ryan. I was his, now to do as he pleased.

I wondered what I should do. Should I drop to my knees? Suck his cock, or wait for him. He turned me around, and we were face to face. His warm breath struck my face as he panted and said. “You’re going to be my slut from now on, aren’t you, Jess. Or Kerry, should I say.”

“Yes.” That was all I could manage to say. This was it. I had to prove myself. I glanced down at his cock. It throbbed against my thigh, pulsating and dripping hot sticky precum onto my smooth inner thigh.

My hands wandered over his firm, chiseled chest. I journeyed down to his rock-hard and sculpted stomach before settling on his cock. I stroked it, thinking finally, a cock in my hand other than my own. It swallowed my hand as I stroked it. It was warm, and the veins pulsated under my gentle pressure. This was indeed better than my fake cocks.

He lifted my arms above my head and pinned me to the wall. He opened his mouth and nibbled on my lips before kissing me aggressively. He released my hands, grabbed my shoulders, and forced me to my knees as he pressed his hands against the wall.

Ryan's cock was huge. “You know the routine, Jess. You’ve watched it, and jacked off with your plastic toy in your mouth. Now you get the real deal. You wanted to be a slut, so get busy.”

I grabbed the base of his cock, licked my lips, and opened my mouth. I wanted to do a good job. I looked up at Ryan and said. “I'll lick your fucking cock from the tip down to your balls. Then I’m going to swallow them.”

Talking dirty to Ryan drove him over the edge and put me in control. His head fell back as I did what I said I’d do. I slowly flicked my tongue around the tip of his cock, making sure I covered every inch of his throbbing mushroom head. I trailed my tongue down his shaft, down his balls, opened my mouth, and sucked on his left low-hanging ball, then the right. 

I let his ball fall out of my mouth and said. “Ryan, I’ve wanted to suck those balls since we were in high school.” I spit on his cock, stroked, spit again, and rubbed some more. “I’ve dreamed of this day and want to be your slut. Do all the dirty things you desire.”

I parted my lips and nibbled on his head. “God, I love your cock in my mouth.”

I opened my mouth further and swallowed, maybe an inch. Then pulled out and said. “I want to be on my knees for you every day, Ryan.”

Ryan grabbed me behind the neck and thrust forward. I got half of his cock in my mouth before he pulled out and pushed his cock back in. In and out, he lunged, each thrust harder and rougher. I enjoyed feeling his cock pound my throat so much that I grabbed my cock and started jacking off. Seeing my actions, Ryan pulled his cock out and said. “Oh, no fucking way.” He surveyed the room and settled on my unpacked suitcase. He grabbed a pair of pantyhose, stood me up, turned me around, and wrapped the pantyhose around my wrists.

He forced me back to my knees, looked down at me, and said. “That’s better.”

Grabbing me behind the head, he returned to destroying my throat.

As he skull fucked me, my head slapped against the wall. I’m glad I’d practiced on a dildo before this session because if I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have been prepared for this skull fucking. This was so much better than a dildo, though.

I could feel the warmth of his cock. It throbbed and swelled against my tongue. I licked his cock with my tongue as Ryan destroyed my throat. To take my mind off the pressure and discomfort of getting skull fucked I thought my tongue was good enough to tie the stem of a cherry with it in my mouth.

His moans of pleasure were a sweet melody in my ears. The sweat dripping from his rock-hard stomach tasted as good as his cock. I could feel his cock throb in my mouth and knew it wouldn't be long before his hot cum would fill my stomach like a Thanksgiving dinner. 

Ryan lasted longer than I expected. He destroyed my mouth for another five minutes before grabbing me tighter behind the head. His cock throbbed in my mouth before it shot a gallon of warm, salty, delicious fluid down my throat.

Ryan looked down at me and said. “Sorry, that was kind of rough.”

“I think I like it that way.”

Ryan said, “That was fan… fuckingtastic.”

I struggled to stand with my hands still tied behind my back. Ryan lifted me but didn’t offer to untie me. He guided me tenderly to the bed, sat me down, and looked at me. “You were fantastic.”

“I don’t want this to destroy our friendship. I’d do anything for you, Ryan. You know that, right?” 

Ryan placed his thumb on my cheek and stroked my soft skin. “I promise you, that’ll never happen. So, you'd do anything for me?” Ryan looked at me with tenderness, which quickly changed to eagerness.


Chapter Seven

I looked at him and said with conviction. “Anything. Look at me, I dressed up as a woman for you, and… and put up with your stepdad hitting on me, and… and your mother….” It almost slipped out that I’d eaten his mother’s pussy, but I caught myself. “I had to listen to your mother’s lectures on what a sweet girl acts like.” I was lying out of my ass, but I didn't want to jeopardize my new relationship with Ryan.

“Well, here’s the thing Jake figured out you're a guy… I don't know how, but he did. He said he grabbed a cock when he was feeling you up. Well, you're my best friend and a gorgeous woman. I…”

Jake was lying. I realized that it had been Bella that told him. Damn, I was getting passed around like a slut. Maybe I should have been repulsed, but I kind of liked being a slut.

On the other hand, Ryan had never talked to any of his women like he was talking with me, and my heart raced, and my stomach fluttered as I waited to hear Ryan tell me he loved me.

Ryan cupped my chin with his hand, looked me in the eye, took several long savoring breaths, and said. “I’d love…”

Here it was. He was going to tell me he loved me. “... to have a personal slut to use, to share and I think you want that too.”

There was a moment of disappointment, but then I realized this was good enough, maybe in time….

Jake interrupted the oddly romantic moment. “Well… well, Ryan, have you discussed my proposition with your girl here.”

Ryan took a long deep breath, glanced at me, then averted his eyes. “Just about to. Kerry, see, Jake has figured out that you’re not a girl, and he wants a taste of that ass. I guess, So do I.”

I looked at Ryan. My stomach was heavy. “I’ll do anything for you, Ryan, if you don’t know that by now,” I said the words, but doing Jake, and I suspected Ryan too, was more than a desire to please Ryan. I wanted it. I guess I wasn’t a sweet innocent girl and never will be. I was a slut, and I think I was proud of it.

Jake was already undressing, and Ryan’s cock was growing once again. I was about to prove how much I loved Ryan, I suspect, and how far I would go to show him how much I loved him. I would submit to his every desire and need, even if it meant being shared with his stepfather.

Ryan untied my hands as Jake fell onto the bed next to me. Jake studied my face, then down to my chest. Jake’s hand trailed down my neck and flat chest and stopped at my stomach. My fully erect cock waved back and forth in the air.

“You look so much like a girl, but I can’t take looking at your cock, turn over.”

I turned over on my stomach. Jake resumed his exploration of my body. His hands ran down my back, over the gentle mounds of my ass, down my thigh, and then back up. “You’re so smooth, soft, and… damn, I wouldn’t know you were a guy if you didn’t have a cock.”

Jake fumbled in his pants pocket, pulled out a tiny bottle of lube, lathered his cock up, and laid on top of me. His body was heavy. He positioned his cock in my asshole, ready to drive it home. I said. “Wait, wait.”

Jake slapped my ass and said. “Don’t be a tease. I know you want it.”

“I know, I want it. But Ryan first. I want Ryan’s cock first. I want Ryan to bust my cherry. To be the first real dick in my ass.”

Ryan laughed and said to Jake. “She might not want your little dick and might be like fucking the grand canyon after I loosen her up.”

Ryan grabbed me by the hips and lifted me into the doggie position. He slid a lubed finger into my ass. He was probing deeper and deeper slowly.

Jake shifted positions and put his cock in my face. Jake pushed his cock into my face. I parted my lips and allowed him access to my mouth. Behind me, Ryan slowly eased two fingers into my ass. I was dizzy with euphoria. Jake’s cock drove deeper into my mouth as Ryan worked a third finger into my ass stretching my hole wider.

Jake pulled out, then pushed back in and out again. Ryan’s fingers were fucking my ass viciously. The gurgle of my ass getting finger fucked was soothing. Jake moaned and bantered that my mouth was better than any girl's. I felt proud.

Ryan slid his fingers out, sat up, and fumbled for a minute aligning his cock with my ass. When his thick, throbbing, wet head hit my hole, it was slick, wet with his desire, and well-lubricated.  As his thick, throbbing head nudged into my hole, I took a deep breath, clutched the sheets, and waited for the imminent thrust.

He grabbed my hips as Jake continued to fuck my mouth. Ryan inched forward, gently entering my hole. I could feel each inch as it entered, stretching my ass.

Ryan said, “How does it feel, Kerry? Like cock?”

“Oh my… harder. Fuck me like you own me, Ryan. Like a slut. Use me.”

The gentle thrusts disappeared, and he shoved his cock deep inside me.

I pulled at the sheets. I pulled so hard that it pulled them from under the bed. Ryan clutched my hips, and Jake had me behind the neck.

Jake didn't last much longer. He blew his load first, shooting cum down my throat. It wasn’t the gallon of cum that Ryan had filled me with just a short time ago, but it tasted just as good. Jake laid back on the bed, bantering about how good my lips were.

Ryan pounded my ass like an animal. Pulling my hips back, slapping my ass with his hips, driving his cock into my ass, then pulling back out. I reached down and touched my cock. That was all it took. I shot a load of cum onto the bed.

Ryan pulled his cock out, thrust back in, and as his head entered, I could feel it expand, quiver, and twitch just as he filled my ass with his hot cum.

Ryan pulled out. I fell onto my stomach, letting my cum soak into my stomach. Ryan lay opposite the bed from Jake sandwiching me between my lovers.

Jake got up, patted my ass, and said. “That was great, hun. You’ll have to tell Ryan here to bring you home more often.” He dressed and left.

Ryan laughed and said. “I’m not sure, but I think you’re a hit. I’m not sure what my mother will think of you. She might not want you back after she saw you flirting with my stepdad. We better keep this our secret. My mom wants me to meet a sweet, innocent girl. You know her. She’s rather conservative.”

I laughed. “Yeah.”

This weekend made me realize I wanted not only to be a woman, not just for Ryan, Jake, or just for sex. But, for me. Being a woman was me. Though this weekend was wild, completely unexpected, and maybe more heated than I expected, I was indebted to Ryan for making me realize how wonderful I felt being a woman. The attention I received over the weekend gave me confidence that I could pass as a woman and move about society as a woman without anyone realizing what I had between my legs.

I touched Ryan’s face, smiled, and said. “I think your mother will be inviting me back. I think she enjoyed my presence as much as you guys did.” I wondered if I should tell him why his mother would want me back, but then I thought a girl has to have some secrets, doesn’t she?

The End... For Now
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