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  Mandy stood in front of her mirror and pressed the toes of her heel into the ground as she twisted her leg. She admired her freshly-shaved legs, and a smile spread on her lips. Mandy’s eyes traveled up her long limbs to the bright dress hugging her square body.


  She turned and ran a hand along her ass in the mirror. She didn’t have the most voluptuous curves, but the dress made what little she had look much better than any pair of jeans.


  Mandy stepped over to her dresser. She stood in the quiet room and listened for her roommates, but it didn’t sound like anyone was home. She rummaged through a drawer and pulled out a small black bag.


  She unzipped the bag and laid out some makeup essentials. She didn’t want to do too much since she didn’t know when her roommates would get back, but the makeup was necessary for the grand finale. Mandy hadn’t finished without getting pretty first in too long to remember. Mandy dusted a light layer of foundation over her face and ran some clear gloss over her lips. She liked to keep it light and simple; unnoticeable to the untrained eye.


  Mandy finished the transformation in under a minute and ran over to the bed to grab her phone. She opened up her favorite porn site and played a video. A sissy guy knelt beneath his Mistress, and she had his head deep in her pussy. Mandy fantasized of having a woman do the same to her, but she had never had the chance. It never happened for her. Mandy stood in front of the mirror.


  She set her phone on a shelf and lifted her dress to rub her sissy dick through her yellow, lacy panties. Precum leaked through the thin fabric.


  Mandy warmed at how feminine and smooth her body looked. She couldn’t get enough of her feminized self. It killed her that she had never shared her fantasy with an appreciating woman. Mandy had to hide behind a masculine man’s frame, but she was so far from that.


  Mandy dropped to her knees and didn’t take her eyes off the porn. It was a quick video and had flipped to the man bent over with his ass in the air. Mandy had put a couple fingers up her ass pussy one night, but she needed a talented woman to take care of her and put her in her place. Mandy loved pussy, but she wanted to try something new and really find out what it feels like to be a woman.


  Mandy pulled her thong to the side, and her clit flopped out onto her thigh. She rubbed her thick, inflamed clit to the beat of the Mistress fucking her slave. Mandy admired her hairless clit as it glistened in the mirror. It hung long and thick. It throbbed at Mandy’s touch.


  The video progressed, and Mandy rushed to an orgasm. She feared her roommates coming home, and that fear came right before she reached her climax.


  “Manuel! Come down here and help us get ready for the party!” one of his roommates called before one of the others slammed the door behind them. Mandy cursed to herself and rushed to get the dress off. She threw it into a secret bag deep inside her closet. She ran over to the door and made sure it was locked.


  “Manuel! What are you doing?” one of the roommates asked and tried to open the door as Mandy wiped her makeup off with a wet cloth.


  “Jacking off! Mind your fucking business. I’ll be down in a sec,” she said, but her voice was husky and deep like a man’s.


  “Whatever bro, the party starts in an hour, and we have a lot of shit to do,” the guy said.


  “Maybe if you’d shut the fuck up and let me get dressed,” Mandy said and threw a football from her dresser at the door. The guy didn’t say anything else, and Mandy changed into her guy clothes. Her erection disappeared, and Manuel went downstairs to join his roommates to set up for the party. They were seniors in University and in charge of getting the parties together since the underclassman couldn’t be trusted with such responsibilities.


  Manuel filled up a tall glass of whiskey and got the party started.


  



  ♦


  



  Manuel awoke the next day with a nasty hangover. He lay in bed and watched his conquest from the previous night dress to leave. Her red hair hung halfway down her back. Her body was curved like a pear. He wished she would have shoved his face into her ass, but she only wanted to be dominated. He knew what to give women to make them happy.


  The young woman bent over to slip on a pair of panties. She looked back at him as her pussy lips peeked out at Manuel. He smiled lightly at her. He didn’t mind having vanilla sex and fucking a woman senseless in missionary, but it almost never got him off. He had to fake multiple orgasms. Not that his dick wouldn’t get hard, but he needed something more than fucking a warm hole. He never told anyone because it even sounded crazy to himself.


  But he watched as the beautiful woman dress, and it did almost nothing for him. Every gesture she made showed her submissive side. He needed a woman to take charge. The redhead kissed him on the cheek and headed out the door.


  Manuel grabbed his computer and entered a website he had read about on a few blogs but had been too afraid to search. Several pictures of taboo sex hung in the background, and Manuel took a deep breath. He had a few photos dressed up as a female hidden away in a locked folder on his computer.


  Manuel breathed deeply as he typed in his profile information. He second-guessed himself each step of the way, but something pushed him forward. There was a dead feeling inside of him he couldn’t shake. Manuel uploaded the photos and excluded most of his face. He hit submit and let out the breath he had been holding.


  The site allowed him access to browse and every reservation he had disappeared. There were hundreds of dominant women on the site in his city. A few of them were professionals only, but most were ordinary women like him looking for a man to fulfill their fantasies.


  Manuel searched with a few filters out of curiosity, and a woman his age came up less than a mile from his place. He opened her profile and found out that she was a student at his university. His heart raced in his chest. He didn’t know if he could trust someone at his school, but she was beautiful. She held a whip in her hand and sported an all-leather outfit. She also stood in her room in front of a mirror.


  Manuel wondered if she had the same fears and reservations as him.


  A message came through, and he opened the small envelope icon.


  It was from some older woman. He looked at her profile, but she was his mom’s age and lived almost twenty minutes from him. Another ring chimed, and a small message icon appeared. He clicked on the envelope again.


  It was her. He took in a sharp breath and steadied himself. It was a simple ‘hello’, but he couldn’t help but feel butterflies. He replied and wrapped the blanket tight around his body. He stared at the screen and waited for her reply. It came through a few minutes later. They chatted for the rest of the day and decided to meet for coffee during the week when Manuel didn’t feel like hungover shit. Manuel couldn’t remember the last time he had felt as excited. The full-ride football scholarship letter he received was up there, but it moved into second place after Isabel’s message.


  Isabel, his new secret, was all he had on his mind.


   


  [image: ]


  



  



   



  Manuel walked down the sidewalk, and a coolness gripped the air. He held his cell phone in his hand and followed the map. He and Isabel had agreed to meet for coffee on a different side of town. He never traveled too far from campus since every time he wasn’t in class or at football practice he was locked in his room dressing himself up like a doll. Manuel rounded a corner and saw his final destination on the map.


  He entered the coffee shop and saw Isabel sitting in the corner. She winked at him over the rim of her mug. Manuel walked to the counter and ordered a cherry-flavored Italian soda. He rubbed his sweaty hands against his pants and tried to even his shallow breath.


  Isabel watched the nervous man from her seat and chuckled. She had played with a few older men as a dominatrix, but she had never entertained such a youthful, muscular man. The rigged curves of his body excited her and warmed her center.


  Manuel waited at the counter without making eye contact with the woman, but he felt her gaze on his back. He didn’t know what to think. He was a jock and a legend on the football field. The entire community would shun him if they found out he was a cross-dressing sissy. He would have been better off gay, but that wasn’t what he wanted. He wanted his faced shoved into Isabel’s fragrant perineum. He wanted to feel her heel press into his face as he knelt beneath her dressed as a woman.


  The barista called his name, and Manuel grabbed his drink. He walked over to the table, and Isabel focused her eyes on the man. She had a sensual, experienced look in her eye. She brushed her brown hair with her fingers and smiled softly at Manuel. He nodded and nearly dropped his drink. He fumbled to pull the chair out and sat down at the table with Isabel.


  “Well, aren’t you a ball of nerves?” she asked with a soft smile. Her voice was as sweet as a caramel apple. She showed no signs of recognition on her face, but Manuel noticed a couple sorority girls chatting and pointing in his direction from the corner. He felt so exposed in their University district.


  Manuel focused his attention back on Isabel. “Don’t you know who I am?”


  Isabel raised an eyebrow. “A student that likes to play—”


  “Shh!” Manuel said and grabbed Isabel’s hand. She leaned back in her chair and widened her eyes.


  “What’s your deal? We met on—”


  “No, Isabel. Please,” he said and moved his eyes over to the sorority girls staring at them with their mouths agape.


  Isabel leaned in and whispered, “who are you?”


  “Manuel Graham. I’m the quarterback on the football team,” he said in a hushed tone.


  “Oh, is that right?” Isabel flipped her hair back and widened her chest. She looked over to the girls staring at them and winked. The two ladies gasped and typed into their phones. They stood and rushed out the cafe. “So, that explains the muscles and your overly-afraid demeanor.”


  Blood rushed to Manuel’s face, and his cheeks reddened. “You upset those two. Do you think they’ll post something?”


  “Who cares,” Isabel said with an apathetic tone. She sipped her coffee. “I don’t care that you’re the quarterback. Sports mean nothing to me.”


  “But they mean a lot to other people.”


  “Do you want to do this or not? There are plenty of other guys that are comfortable with what gets them off,” Isabel said. She didn’t want Manuel to go, but she wasn’t up for a game of cat and mouse either.


  “I want it, but it has to be discreet.”


  Isabel leaned over the table and lowered her voice, “I can do the down low, baby. Don’t you worry your pretty little face. Just make sure you’re nice and hairless before our next date. I can’t do body hair and sex,” she said and kissed Manuel’s cheek.


  “Thank you. I’ll make sure to take care of that,” Manuel said and drank his Italian soda. He squeezed his throbbing erection between his thighs. His dreams were becoming a reality.


  



  ♦


  



  Manuel stared at himself in Isabel’s vanity mirror. She lived alone on the other side of campus from him. He had shaved his face and moisturized before he arrived. Isabel wanted it as smooth as possible before the transformation.


  “I must admit I’m so happy you decided to stick around,” Isabel said as she walked back in the room. She carried a small black bag. She wore sweats and a loose t-shirt with her hair pulled back into a bun.


  “I’m happy about it too,” Manuel admitted. His dick twitched as Isabel ran a finger along his jawline.


  “Your bone structure is so masculine. Everyone will probably know you’re a man, but they won’t recognize you as Manuel when we go out,” she said.


  Manuel’s heart raced. He had never been outside his bedroom in his sissy clothes. He had never had a woman do his makeup. Isabel was the first to know his secret, and Manuel didn’t know that he could handle going in public as Mandy.


  Isabel read the worry all over Manuel’s face. “Don’t worry, baby. We won’t even be near the University. We’re going to the town twenty minutes from here.”


  “I know. It’s so overwhelming. I want to do this, but it’s hard to cross that line.”


  “I’ll be with you every step of the way,” Isabel said and rested her hand in Manuel’s lap. “I want to see what you look like as Mandy. I bet you’re hot as a girl with those strong, smooth legs.”


  “Thank you for supporting me, Isabel.”


  Isabel nodded and kissed Manuel on the lips. She opened the small black bag and pulled out an assortment of makeup. Manuel sat back and relaxed as Isabel got to work. He closed his eyes, and his dick throbbed in his pants as Isabel brushed foundation over his face. He could feel the pens and brushes press into his skin as Isabel worked. It seemed to take forever. Manuel almost never did a full transformation out of fear of being caught by his roommates.


  Almost ten minutes later Isabel set down the supplies and said, “open your eyes.”


  Manuel followed her command and was shocked to see what she had done to his face. She had completely transformed him into a new-and-improved Mandy. Manuel was beside himself.


  “I look so good. Thank you, Isabel,” he said, but she was busy looking in her phone.


  She glanced up a few moments later, “sorry. But look at this!” she said and turned the phone for Mandy to see. “Don’t you think you look like that singer Mariah Gomez?”


  Mandy looked between the phone and her face, and she had to agree. “I do kinda look like her! You’re right!”


  “All the guys will want a taste of you tonight,” Isabel said in a giggly voice.


  “I hope you’ll want a taste later,” Mandy said and rubbed Isabel’s thigh with her firm hand. Isabel felt the warm moisture in her panties at Mandy’s touch.


  “Oh, I think I will,” she said with a wink. “Let’s get out of here. I’m starving!”
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  Mandy sat in the passenger seat and stared at the restaurant’s entrance across the parking lot. Isabel watched her date from the driver’s seat. She reached out her hand to touch Mandy.


  “If you get overwhelmed, we can leave at any time,” she said.


  Mandy took a sharp breath and nodded. “Thank you.”


  “Are you ready?”


  Mandy nodded after a few moments and opened the door. She put her feet out the car and struggled to balance on her heels. She almost never had a chance to practice walking in heels, and she had never done it in public or more than the length of a room. Isabel rushed over to the other side of the car to help her.


  “Thank you,” Mandy said and straightened her body.


  “Let’s go get ‘em,” Isabel said and put out her arm. Mandy linked her arm into Isabel’s, and they strutted to the door together. Mandy loved feeling the cold wind on her bare legs. She hadn’t felt so free before in her life, but that came to a screeching halt.


  Two young men leaving the restaurant looked at Mandy and Isabel. The guys whispered indistinguishable sounds to each other. One hit the other on the chest; agreeing with whatever the guy had said. They raised their heads, and their eyes locked on Mandy and Isabel. Isabel let out an obvious sigh, but Mandy had never been a woman in public.


  The two guys whistled at the ladies and started moving closer to them. “Lookin’ good girls!” the guys said.


  “Get a life,” Isabel retorted. Mandy didn’t say anything. Her eyes darted each way, and she breathed quickly. One of the guys was taking a closer look at her.


  “Yo, bro. I think this one’s a dude,” he said and pointed at Mandy.


  The other guy coughed on air. “Holy shit, look at that fag,” he said and burst out with laughter.


  “Hey! Leave my girlfriend alone,” Isabel said and grabbed Mandy. She pulled her close. Mandy stood still unsure of what to do. Shock petrified her.


  “What? She can’t speak for herself?” the guy asked and stepped directly in front of Mandy. She quivered and wished to be anywhere but there. “You look pretty sexy to be a dude, fag. Don’t you think?” the strange man asked the other guy.


  “Yeah, I thought she was a hot chick when we walked outside.”


  “Ugh, why do guys have to be such pigs?” Isabel asked and dragged Mandy away from the scene. The two creeps continued to holler, but the ladies ignored them and walked inside. The hostess treated them much better and showed them to the table without incident.


  “I’m so sorry about those guys. Remember, we can go whenever you say,” Isabel said and grabbed Mandy’s hand. She stroked her soft skin. Mandy seemed to come back to Earth at Isabel’s touch. She pulled at the long hair of her wig and evened her breath.


  “It’s okay,” Mandy got out after a minute. “Is that what girls have to deal with every day?”


  “Basically. I guess I made you look too good,” Isabel said and chuckled.


  “Guess you did,” Mandy agreed. Her nerves settled. The restaurant was dark around them, and they were tucked away in a private booth. Nobody could gawk at Mandy from that angle. She relaxed into the booth and glanced over the menu.


  The server came by several minutes later. He stopped at the table and spoke to them in an effeminate voice, “Welcome to The Dive where we serve burgers in the dark.” But then the young man trained his face on Mandy. She almost got up to leave to avoid embarrassment before the young queen squealed, “Oh my gosh! You look just like Mariah Gomez! Who did your makeup?!”


  Mandy blushed and pointed to Isabel across the table.


  “Girl! Shut up! This hunky queen looks glamorous. I need you to do me before a drag show next week. Can I get your number? I’ll pay you,” the guy said.


  Isabel smirked and pulled a napkin from the dispenser. She held out her hand for a pen, and the man handed it to her right away. She wrote down her digits, and he took their drink orders before running off to the workstation.


  “He was much more understanding than the guys outside, and you even got a new client,” Mandy said with a wink.


  “See, it’s not so bad.”


  “I just want to get this dinner over with and get back to your place.”


  “Are you enjoying dinner? We can go now,” Isabel suggested.


  “No, I love being in public as Mandy. It’s like the pain of a tattoo or when I try to play with my hole. It hurts at first, but I know it’ll be worth it in the end.”


  “Glad to hear it,” Isabel said and moved her foot up Mandy’s leg. She pressed into his man clit and smiled. Her erection pushed back Isabel’s foot. “Looks like someone loves it.”


  



  ♦


  



  “That was a delicious dinner,” Isabel said and started the car. Mandy (Manuel) came down from the high she felt after dressing as a woman in public for the first time. Everything had felt so alive and heightened. Every movement. Every glance from the staff or a fellow patron. Mandy had never experienced anything quite like it.


  “The food was good, but I couldn’t concentrate on anything in there.”


  “How did it make you feel?” Isabel asked with a smirk. She headed toward the highway, and Mandy watched the town pass by her.


  “More alive than I have ever been before. I hope you don’t think of me as a fag like those guys,” Mandy said and pulled at her skirt.


  “What are you talking about Mandy? I love when you’re all dressed up like that. You’re super hot, and I love that you have a big dick to match your muscular body,” she winked.


  Mandy blushed. Her clit twitched at Isabel’s words. She wanted to push her hard clit deep into Isabel’s hole and have her return the favor. “I can’t believe it took me so long to find you.”


  “I can since you spend all your time with those frat guys,” Isabel said in a sassy tone. “I need you to do something for me,” she continued and let her voice fall on a pause. They were speeding down the highway by that point back to her place.


  Isabel lifted up her skirt and revealed her uncovered, glistening sex. Mandy licked her lips at the sight.


  “Get your head down there and show me what your sissy mouth can do,” Isabel commanded.


  “Right away,” Mandy said and dove down into Isabel’s center. Mandy kissed Isabel’s swollen lips and licked up a bit of her nectar. Isabel leaned back in her seat and enjoyed Mandy’s tongue working around her pussy. Isabel used her free hand to shove Mandy deeper into her pussy. She tightened her thighs around Mandy’s face.


  “Oh yes! You have until we get back to make me cum,” Isabel said. She bit her bottom lip and focused on the road, but the pleasure didn’t escape her. She resisted the climax bubbling at the surface as Mandy worked her tongue over Isabel’s clit. “Look at you, sissy. You have some experience,” Isabel chuckled. “Stroke your cunt while you’re at it.”


  Mandy obliged and reached under her dress. She moved the panties aside to let her hard clit free. Mandy never moved her face from Isabel’s pleasure box. Isabel couldn’t resist any longer. Mandy had won the bet. She pulled off the highway and rushed to the first business she could reach. The fast-food icon buzzed in the background. Isabel parked the car.


  Mandy went to move her head, but Isabel kept her locked in place.


  “Don’t move. You’re almost there,” Isabel said and leaned back in the seat. Mandy refocused and added a bit more zest. She fingered Mandy while orally stimulating her clit. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” Isabel panted.


  Her juices exploded and covered Mandy’s face. Isabel held her head in place as Mandy licked up her sweet nectar. She released her grip and patted Mandy’s cheek.


  “You’re such a good girl drinking me up like that. Want something to eat?” Isabel asked and winked at Mandy. Mandy lifted her head and looked around the empty parking lot. She couldn’t wait to release her load, but her tummy was rumbling.


  “Yes, please,” Mandy said with a soft smile. She didn’t even attempt to wipe her woman’s love juices from her face. She wanted to taste and smell her on her lips the entire ride home.
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  Isabel and Mandy closed the car doors behind them and raced to Isabel’s door. Mandy had grown used to the heels over the night, but she couldn’t wait to kick them off. She had learned a lot more respect for women after passing hours in stilettos. Mandy also wished to release her pent-up load. She couldn’t help but smell Isabel’s pussy on her lips, and it drove her crazy. She needed more.


  Isabel fumbled with her keys to unlock the door. She pushed it open and nearly fell to the floor from excitement. Mandy caught her and held her in her strong arms. Their eyes locked together, and love traveled through the air between them.


  “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met,” Mandy said in a deep voice. Isabel stood straight and set her bag and keys on the table.


  “You’re the hottest sissy I’ve ever had the pleasure to doll up.”


  “I’m flattered. Have there been many others?”


  “Not too many, but you beat them all by a mile,” Isabel said and stood on the tips of her toes to kiss Mandy. “So, at dinner, you mentioned something about playing with your ass.”


  Mandy smirked at Isabel’s words. “Yes, what were you thinking?” Mandy blushed and crossed her legs as she stood.


  “Come sit down. Don’t you want to get those heels off?”


  “Oh my, yes please,” Mandy said and walked over to the couch. Mandy went to sit next to Isabel, but she stopped her and pointed to the floor. The dominance of the gesture swelled Mandy’s clit. She got to her knees under Isabel and tucked her legs to the side. Mandy looked up to her lover and batted her eyelashes.


  “Let me see your feet. I’ll help you out your shoes,” Isabel said and put out a hand. She had already relieved herself of her pumps, but she liked to pamper her lovers; as long as they stayed beneath her. Mandy lay on her back and put her foot up for Isabel. Isabel undid the strap on the heel and wiggled off the open-toed stilettos.


  “Ah,” Mandy said.


  Isabel reached under Mandy’s skirt. “I can’t believe you kept these on all night,” she said as she pulled the lacy thong from Mandy’s body. Mandy large, swollen clit flopped out and to the side. Isabel licked her lips and couldn’t wait to ride Mandy’s hard dick. “Doesn’t that feel better, Mandy?”


  “Oh yes, Isabel. I love how you make me feel,” she said.


  “You’re really going to love what comes next,” Isabel said looking down at Mandy with a wicked smile spread on her lips. Isabel stood and put her hand out for Mandy. Mandy accepted, and Isabel led the ladies to the bedroom.


  



  ♦


  



  Mandy crawled into the room behind Isabel. Isabel directed her to the center and said, “take off your dress and be careful with your wig. We wouldn’t want you to become Manuel instead of Mandy,” Isabel toyed. She winked, and Mandy pulled the dress over her shoulders. She didn’t want to take a chance messing up her makeup or hair.


  “There you go baby,” Isabel said and circled Mandy. She held a ruler from her desk and looked ready to use it. In a few seconds, Mandy was naked on the ground. Her body bare and proper. Isabel smacked the ruler against Mandy’s bare ass.


  Mandy’s clit was swollen and ready. It looked like a steel flagpole, and Isabel had a few ideas on how to become the flag. “Come over here,” she said and lifted her dress.


  Mandy licked her lips and crawled over to Isabel. She knelt beneath her and rose her head to Isabel’s sweet flower. Isabel worked her fingers into Mandy’s hair and moved her closer to her pulsating love cave. Mandy used her tongue to trace along Isabel’s lips, and she used her fingers to penetrate Isabel’s gushing hole.


  Isabel pulled Mandy away before she came again.


  “I can’t believe how sweet and delicious you taste. I’ve never been with a woman that tastes like you,” Mandy commented.


  “That’s because they don’t know how to take care of their bodies like me. Get up and bend over the bed.”


  Mandy did as she was told. Isabel pulled a moist cloth from her makeup corner and wiped it along Mandy’s ass. There was nothing; nice and clean. Isabel squatted behind Mandy and licked up and down Mandy’s smooth ass. She had done a good job getting all the hair as requested.


  “Don’t you love how smooth you are sissy?”


  “It makes me feel so sexy,” Mandy said.


  “Hold your cheeks wide for me,” Isabel commanded and smacked Mandy’s ass. “There you go,” she said before diving back in. Isabel shamelessly enjoyed tonging Mandy’s asshole. She reached around and stroked her clit. Mandy was harder than rocks. Isabel slapped Mandy’s rod. She purred in delight at the strong touch.


  “Turn over and get up on the bed,” Isabel commanded. Mandy did as she was told and got to the center of the bed. Her dick stood high and proud. Isabel climbed onto the bed and straddled Isabel’s body. She lifted her dress and lowered her warm hold over Mandy’s stiff clit. Mandy hollered out in pleasure, and Isabel covered her mouth. She lifted her hips and slid down the entirety of Mandy’s rod.


  “Don’t cum before I do because you’re taking my dick!” Isabel said and threw her head back in laughter. She mercilessly rode Mandy’s dick and felt it press into her G-spot with each lowering of her hips. She dug into Mandy’s hard pecs as she used his clit for her pleasure. “That’s right baby. You like how I fuck you with my pussy?”


  “Oh yes, Isabel. Don’t stop,” Mandy said. She clawed into the bed, curled her toes, bit her lip, and did everything she could to obey Isabel’s command and not explode.


  “Oh yeah, baby. Just a bit more,” Isabel said and panted. “I’m so close,” she said and focused all her energy and attention on the movement of her hips over Mandy’s shaft. She used every inch of length and girth she had.


  Isabel’s body froze as an orgasm escaped her. She felt nothing more than the massive dick stuffed inside her. She reached a new ecstasy with her sissy boy. She slowly came back down from the clouds, and when she did Mandy stared at her with a grin on her face.


  “Guess it’s my turn?”


  “Oh yeah, baby. Go to my dresser. The strap is in the top drawer.”


  Mandy eagerly hopped up and retrieved the strap-on for Isabel.


  “It’s not going to put on itself,” Isabel insisted.


  Mandy fastened the toy around Isabel. Her eyes widened as she took in the size. The thickest thing Mandy had put up her ass was a couple of fingers. She didn’t know where that aerosol-can-sized dick would fit. She hadn’t moved or blinked, and Isabel snapped.


  “Don’t be afraid. I know you’re going to love it, baby. Plus, I’ll use plenty of lube.”


  “Okay.”


  “Get on your back and put this pillow under you,” Isabel said. She stood at the edge of the bed. Mandy got in position and put her ass in the air. Isabel covered her dick in lubrication and placed it on Mandy’s asshole. Her hole pink and tighter than the end of a balloon. Isabel would put an end to that problem. “Take a deep breath baby. I’m gonna fill you up more than you’ve ever been before.”


  Mandy listened and breathed deeply. She held her legs up high in the air and her cheeks apart. Isabel slapped the dildo along Mandy’s hole and smiled at her lover. On Mandy’s exhale, Isabel pushed the dick deep into Mandy. She didn’t care how much Mandy cried out. Isabel knew that she wanted it.


  “Stay with me, baby. It’ll on hurt for a second,” Isabel assured Mandy and stroked her hard clit. Isabel used her juices and his precum.


  “Yes, keep going,” Mandy said and closed her eyes.


  Isabel thrust the rest of her length into Mandy. Mandy gripped Isabel’s side as she pumped in and out of her. Mandy had never felt so stuffed in her life, but she loved having Isabel fuck her like a bimbo slut. She had never felt more beautiful in her life (especially not as a man). She loved how Isabel touched her smooth body as she fucked her. Mandy loved grabbing Isabel’s tits, and having a hot woman stoke her clit.


  “Cum for me, baby,” Isabel whispered. She felt the cum rushing to the surface.


  Mandy took over and spat into her hand. She rubbed her clit just like she liked, and it only took a second for the cum to rush to the surface.


  “Yes, baby!”


  “Cum sissy boy!”


  At Isabel’s words, Mandy exploded and covered her muscular body with strings of warm cum. Isabel smiled and swirled her finger in Mandy’s milk. She licked it and exclaimed how delicious it tasted.


  “You try it,” she said and put it to Mandy’s mouth. She opened up and ate her cum. Isabel gently slapped Mandy’s face and pulled out. She unstrapped and dropped on the bed beside her lover. “Thank you for letting me be myself,” Mandy said and kissed Isabel.


  “I could say the same to you. Let’s never leave each other.”


  “Deal,” Mandy agreed, and they drifted off into an afternoon nap together.
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  Several Months Later


   


  “I stayed and cheered the entire game this time! Congratulations, baby,” Isabel said as Manuel exited the locker room. She kissed her man on the cheek. The other guys hollered at Isabel. She wore her hair pinned back with a tight black dress that had slits running down the back; exposing her white skin. She teased every guy she passed in that dress. Her thick ass sat high with the 4-inch heels on her feet.


  “You didn’t have to stay the entire time, sweetheart,” Manuel said to her. He took her hand in his, and they headed out to the cold day.


  “It was an exciting game.”


  “Probably because it was the Championship Game.”


  “Maybe that was it,” Isabel chuckled and slid into the driver’s seat of the car. “Want to grab anything before we go home?”


  “Do we have food at the house?”


  “I made that lasagna last night for after the game.”


  “Oh yeah,” Manuel said and smiled. “Nothing I can think of except my dress and makeup.”


  “Don’t worry, sissy boy, I have plans on turning you into Mandy the second I put that lasagna in the oven.”


  Manuel smiled at Isabel and took her hand in his. She started the car and put it into drive before taking off to spend yet another night as a happy couple with a sexy secret.
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  I hope you enjoyed Manuel: Jock to Sissy.


  Explore my website or Amazon page for other hot and steamy erotica reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen.


  Links below ↓↓


  Stay Connected ♥


   


   


  Clover Cox Mailing List


   


  Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox


   


  Website: clovercox.com
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