

There i sat with my hand held out in front of me so the lady could paint my nails in red nail varnish, I was wearing a dress she had lent me I felt nice but rather ashamedly pathetic, there was nothing to be proud of to be like this and if I were honest with myself I felt ridiculous.


Saying that, I was here and had confessed all to her and she said she was willing to help, she wanted to help me to be happy inside.
I would rather not say who the 'Lady' is as that part of my life has to remain confidential and I wouldn't wish to betray her confidence at all.
But the day we had met I felt there was something different about her, and after some weeks felt enough of her to put some trust her way, at the risk of losing everything but before everything was there to be lost I told her about my desires and addiction to wear women's clothing.


I waited for the inevitable rejection but she sat there thinking for a while before saying anything.
Finally she told me she didn't mind in principle but confessed she knew nothing about the world that a transvestite inhabits.
Our next date was interesting to say the least.


She of course came to my house, the doorbell ringing had nothing on the bells inside of my head as I walked down the hallway in a smart skirt and blouse, a blonde wig on my head and smelling of perfume, I hoped none too heavily.
Taking one of the biggest breathes in my life I opened the door, a last second thought of "What it's not her, what then?"
Of course it was and she behaved as I knew she would, politely she said good evening and how nice I looked.
All the time I hoped that she meant it of course I wasn't that stupid to really believe she would.
But on the whole, she did seem to not let it bother her that I wore lipstick and a skirt to match the colour


None of this mattered of course when we fucked like two lesbians in bed, my only difficulty being the wig on my head as I licked her fanny and sent her into premature heaven, thank goodness she never knew how it had slipped off, eventually I took it off and continued with my oral delights slipping my tongue deep into her dripping fanny, by the time she realised I was no longer the women who had opened the door to her she couldn't have cared less.


The following weeks had me dressing at her house, she helped make me up and as I mentioned earlier, she painted my nails, always we made love and always she never said a word against my dressing unless of course it was in the way of going out to dinner or a show, then she thought it a little too much if I went dressed, not that I would have done of course, my balls were large admittedly but they were not that big I would dream of being seen in public.


Over the next few months aour relationship grew, I never went overboard with my dressing or insisted I do it all the time, I was single and still had plenty of time to dress at home on my own if I wanted of course, and of course I wanted to a lot but not with her until one day after we had met and were in bed after love making for hours on end, the two of us in little baby doll nighties and nylons.


"Next time David, I think you should come over dressed, I insist, its about time you did, we could maybe go out for a drink somewhere nice and quiet, a country pub perhaps, what do you think?"


What I thought of course was, did I have enough toilet rolls in my house, I was sure I would shit myself at the prospect of being seen in public, even with a woman to accompany me I knew it would freak me out.


"Well I am disappointed David, I was hoping you would of thought it would be the next step for you, somewhere quiet, who would dare say anything, and what if they did???"


She had a point I supposed, what if someone did say something, how bad would it be???


"You will think about it won't you David, we could always stop off somewhere, you know, somewhere quiet and enjoy a little walk or something"


She was insatiable, her appetite for sex was never ending, I knew what she meant, we'd done it before, not with me dressed, but certainly outdoors.
There were sand dunes near where she lived, she had a dog and often walked him there, she took me there too, and like a dog I obeyed her and fucked her hard in the sand dunes, I also tried it in her fanny as well when the grit got too much for my knob to bare!
She wore a button fronted dress, had undone it and showed me her stockings as we walked along, in fact she didn't have to show me, they showed themselves as she took each step.
At one point I felt embarrassed as we approached some walkers coming the other way and as we passed them I could see some of them looking at her legs as her dressed parted as she walked along showing her stockings off.


I was hot with embarrassment, felt my face flush as we passed them, saw them looking and me knowing that they knew.
Shortly after they had passed she dragged me into the dunes and undid the rest of her buttons and took her dress off, she looked adorable standing there in just her nylons and panties.
All the time we fucked she whispered how nice it would be if I was wearing nylons too and would I like it if she got me to wear some as well next time!!!!
Fuck I shot so much cum up her I thought I'd never finish.


Now it was my turn!!


"Yes of course I will" I said swallowing my own words in a fit of nerves.
I lied of course, anything to keep her sexually bubbling meant loads of sex and dressing up constantly at her house, but now she had raised the subject again and my lies were now becoming my undoing.
I wasn't sure what to do about any of it, I wanted both and none of it, I felt utterly confused and scared out of my wits!


I rang her later that week, told her I'd been thinking about what she had said, I didn't have the guts and tried to tell her, but what came out of my mouth was a pathetic agreement that 'Yes of course i would'.


How I ever managed to say that I never knew, my intention had been to take command and insist my dressing was purely for indoors, it wouldn't be unreasonable to keep to just indoors would it!!!
However, she did relent and agree that I could dress at her house and then we would go out for a drink.


A few days later on a Tuesday, I drove to her house knowing what I was to wear, she had sent me photo's of the dress she had chosen, the underwear too and stockings of course.
I took my own high heels and make up, a wig as well, all in a small travel case and would change when I got there.
So I sat there holding my hand out so the lady could paint my nails, my face was all made up and I wore just underwear, my dress would be put on at the very last moment.


"We don't want to get nail varnish on your dress do we" she had said.


I felt lovely having all this done to me, nervous too, big deep breathes to help push my nerves away.
She had said we would go out at midday, get to a pub early before too many people came for lunch.


The plan seemed a good one, after all we were only going out for a drink and not to eat, although I knew she loved sucking my cock, I guessed a lunch might fill her up too much and she might not want my dessert.


11.45am, my nails were dry and she took the dress off the hanger and undid the zip in the back, showed me doing it too.
Then holding on to her shoulders I stepped inside and turned around, I was sure she relished the idea of seeing me like this, I knew for a fact it turned her on very much which was such an amazing feeling to know.


"There you are David, although I can't possibly call you David, not in public I can't, I shall call you 'Davina', would you like that Davina"? she said turning me round again to slip a necklace around my neck.


"Just a minute, I have a little trinket for you, lift your hair up please"


Obediently I turned around and lifted my hair so she could slip her jewellary surprise around my neck.
She took the locket from her vanity case and reached up but instead of a locket she slipped a small padlock into the zip at the top of my dress, trapping me.
At first I didn't realise what she had done until I looked in the mirror after she told me to look more closely.
A thread of sheer panic ran through me as I saw the lock, I turned to her in dismay and asked her why she had done that!!!!


"Well Davina, I can't have you taking your dress off before I've had my pleasure can I"!


I was lost for words.


My car was parked as close to her house as I could mange to get it, but it was still a good 30 yards away, for me it might just as well have been a mile as I knew I had to walk to get there.


"Oh stop panicking for goodness sake David, its all good practice"! 


It was good practice that was true but I was quite happy to stay indoors and not have the bloody practice!
I knew I was nervous and yes I was panicking but I was also grateful to have a Lady who didn't mind doing this with me even if it was because she needed fucking all the time.


"Come on then, lets go" she said passing me a handbag she had spare, "Here, you'll look silly if you haven't got a handbag, put your wallet in it and here, don't forget your lipstick and powder."


She filled the handbag for me and there was a tidy pile of goodies in there too, I felt nice and my nails looked great holding onto the handles of the bag as we slipped out of the house and began walking down the road towards the car.


This was the first time for me, it felt both great to experience the freedom and feel the air around my legs, the breeze blowing against my skirt and the cars that went past us unaware I wasn't a woman.
Yes that part was great and fine but I was also terrified, I felt like I had a flashing light on my head with a sign above telling everyone I was a Transvestite!!!


Safety was soon reached and we got into the car, I fumbled with the keys and dropped them on the floor, I was a bundle of nerves as I tried to start the engine, eventually managing to do it.
We set off and headed out and away from town into the countryside.


"Davina, for goodness sake why have you got the visor pulled down, no one will know you're a man" she said as we drove further away from her house.


" Where are we going anyway?, did we decide" I said as we drove further and further away.


"Oh yes I did forget, what about that little pub we always said we would go to, you know the one, where they have that old fashioned well in the garden, we could go there yes"?


The pub she meant had been somewhere we could head, not too busy going by the last time we went past and about 10 miles away from us.


"Yes good idea" I said putting my foot down and driving like a man on a mission.


The 10 or so miles drive to get to the pub were pleasant enough, drivers ignored me, and at this time of the day there weren't that many.
The day was nice and I started to relax, outwardly that is, inside I was shitting myself at the thought of the pub and by this time it was just a short way ahead.


I confess I had dreamed of going out and walking around, unmolested that is and with no one seeing me, although this was something else, but I was here now and it was too late to back out, not after all the effort my Lady friend had made in helping me, and besides, there was always plenty of sex with her and doubtless that would be no different today.
But the promise of sex wasn't doing anything for me at all, this was terrifying me and I couldn't even feel my cock let alone get an erection over anything.


"Is it much further Davina only you need to powder your face, you're sweating rather a lot"


Sweating? I thought, I wasn't surprised with my undoing just around the corner you'd be sweating aswell, I thought to myself.


"Look there's a little parking spot there, pull in and let me do your make up for you, I can't have you going into a pub with a shiny forehead" my Lady friend said as we neared the little layby.


Having powdered my nose and checked my lipstick we drove the last 500 yards and waited to turn into the car park.


"Look there's car's here, lots of them" I said seeing at least four cars parked near to the pub entrance, at least three of them were occupying disabled parking bays, the other car halfway in the park and one car coming out who we were waiting for.
I tried not to look at the driver, but you know what its like on the road, a car pulls up next to you and for some obscure reason the driver has to look at you, this driver was no different.
The traffic coming down the road passed and the driver pulled out, waving and smiling at us, I grimaced and put my hand up, forced a smile onto my face, glanced at the woman sitting next to him and shuddered, but job done he pulled out and was gone.


"Did you see that" I said.


"What" said my lady friend.


"He smiled at me, he didn't know who I was" I said, totally astonished he hadn't read me.


"Well of course not, people are just too busy getting on with what they're doing to worry about you, like I told you, its easier than you think it is" she said as we drove down towards the pub parking bays.


I heard her sigh as she asked, "And why have we parked here, there are plenty of places over there nearer to the pub, look there's a pub beer garden too, that looks nice shall we sit out there, lovely day" she said acting as if we should be doing this everyday, like it was normal behaviour, for her maybe, but for me climbing Mount Everest would be more of an everyday event than this was proving to be.


I felt myself getting near to complete panic at the thought of leaving my 'Priest Hole' and going inside where I'd be on show to all and sundry, but my Lady friend was already opening her door forcing me to get out too!


Plumping my hair up in the interior mirror one last time I could hear a faint drumming sound on the car's roof as my dates patience was tried.
I opened the door and stepped out, turned and locked the door and started walking and as womanly as possible, at least I thought I was until my lady friend told me otherwise.


"Davina, walk with me, like this, don't hold your hand out and mince, and keep your legs together more like this" she said giving me a quick demonstration.


Holding the door open so she could walk in first my natural male upbringing and politeness showed, but she went through and I followed.
"Come on Davina, faint heart etc" she said encouraging me to follow.


The pub was almost empty as I looked around like a Meer cat going through a cage full of lions, a couple seated near the window must surely have seen us pulling up and getting out when we arrived, both people were looking at me, fucking hell, they were looking at me they knew what I was, I ------


I felt my lady friend tugging on my dress pulling me onward towards the bar, the landlord polishing some glasses ignoring us for the moment was just yards away, suddenly put the glass up into the rack, put his towel down and faced us as we approached.


"Good afternoon ladies and what can I get you" he said smiling and acting like the good host he was.


With the help of my lady friends knuckles in my back I started to speak conscious of how deep my voice sounded and not sure if I should being speaking more like a lady I asked for a Martini and lemonade and without thinking I also asked for a pint of 'Adnams', the words no sooner leaving my mouth than I regretted my choice immediately!


Bollocks, I thought as the landlord raised an eyebrow at the ladies choice of refreshment.
I looked at him seeing if there was any sign of disapproval other than the eyebrows that had just returned to normal but there wasn't at least not outwardly.


"Would madam like ice with the Martini" the reference to me being a 'Madam' was sweet, at least it sounded sweet, I glanced at my ladyfriend who shook her head at the offer.


"No thank you, just as it comes please" 
Dammit the double use of politeness in conversation always showed either nerves or bad upbringing, in my case I considered both might apply.


"There you go Madam, will there be anything else" he said.


"No thank you" I replied.


"Thank you, that will be £5.46p". 


Foolishly I hadn't got the money ready and had completely forgotten about having the pay for anything, I went for my wallet and suddenly realised it wasn't in my back pocket!!!!!
Feeling a little stupid I fumbled around with my handbag and now felt ridiculous as I struggled with how to undo the bloody thing, my face reddening rapidly as I chipped a nail in the effort of undoing the clasp until thankfully I turned it the other way and it popped open.


Reaching inside I undid the wallet and started looking for a £10 note, meanwhile the landlord had taken a seat and was whistling "Oh When The Saints Go Marching In" while he gazed up at the ceiling, my Lady friend had also taken a seat and was now at the bar playing cards with one of the other customers who by now had flooded in filling the pub to overflowing.


At least that's what it had felt like as finally I handed the land lord the money and then stood waiting for my change.
He turned to face the till while I looked around trying my best to remain calm, but all I found was the menu on the bar showing they were doing meals and today's speciality was 'Lobster' which helped me not in the least as I might well be mistaken for one who had somehow escaped the kitchen!


"There you are Madam, enjoy your drinks" he said smiling at the two ladies before turning to serve a new arrival who had just come in.


We went out to the beer garden as planned, the fresh air felt cooling on me as I thankfully escaped the confines of the pub, its dark little picture decorated walls had seemed to close in on me the further out of my depth I had swum, now out in the sunshine and fresh air I started to calm myself.
We sat at a nice little table spread with four chairs and relaxed completely.


"Well done Davina, you did really well for someone who has never been out as you have, well done" my lady friend complimenting me on my handling of the situation.


"Christ I had wanted the floor to open up when I ordered the beer, I meant to order the same as you and went and did the opposite, did you see the way his face went when I said I wanted a pint" I chatted.


"I'm sure he has met all sorts in his line of work, don't worry about it, you'll know for next time now won't you, look I found these in my bag, try them on, might help you relax" she said handing me a pair of ladies sunglasses.


Indeed they did work and I felt amazingly hidden from public view, part of my disguise, a thin covering but none the less, I felt nobody could see I was a man now, apart from the fact I had a pint of best bitter in front of me and sat with my legs open pulling my dress tightly across my thighs and threatening to bust the stitching apart, but for the drinks well, women drink pints anyway so what's the problem!


We drifted off into what you could say was a normal day, the sun on our faces and cooling drinks in a nice pub garden, I even started feeling good about how I was dressed and begun feeling a little horny even.
My stockings and suspenders began their magical work inside my head, no longer was I caring if people knew I was a man, that was their problem, not mine.
My dress began taking on a life it had been design for and seemed to get better and better the longer we stayed.
Suddenly I got brave, the beer or my confidence itself I wasn't sure, but I did actually feel more and more relaxed.
"Do you fancy a bit of lunch then" I asked confident enough to go into the pub on my own.


"Are you sure, yes I am hungry and we could stay here a while longer but it is getting busier" she said checking I hadn't had some sort of a breakdown and needed a reminder of how I was dressed.


"Yes okay, I wouldn't mind some of that Lobster, a salad and a few chips please, want me to come in with you"?


I thought about it for a second and then declined her offer, why the fuck I did that I would never know but a decision had been made and I got up, finished my beer and went off back into the pub.


"Ah, thank you Madam, can I get you another" the landlord asked taking the empty glass off me.


"Yes please but can I order some food first please" I bravely said.


"Yes of course and what would you like" said the landlord.


I ordered the food and then some drinks and waited while he poured them.


"Don't mind me saying how brave I think you are, good on you I admire people who have the guts to take control of their lives" he said starting a small conversation.


"Thank you, so you know then do you" I said.


"Well not at first I didn't I thought you looked, sorry you both looked like ordinary women, until, you ordered of course" he said.


"Ah yes, the beer you mean" I offered.


" Errr well yes that but also your voice was pretty deep, but you do look lovely, really nice" he continued.


"Thank you" I said paying for the drinks and the food.


"Yes I errr, well I dabble a little myself, you know, on the quiet, so I'm fully on board with how you feel" he said quietly.


"Oh really" I said shocked at his admission and totally in ignorance at why he had blurted this out to me.


"Yes, a little bit of fun doesn't go amiss now and then" he said taking the matter forward carefully.


"Oh I see, yes I suppose it doesn't" I replied quite impotent for just where to go with this conversation.


"Do you err, well do you meet others, I mean like yourself, for fun and stuff, you know" he asked a little more directly.


" I errr well, I don't no" I replied.


"Oh that's fine, no sorry I thought for a minute you might, well what I mean is I wondered if you might like to, a pretty woman like you, turns a man's head and things"


"Mmmm, thank you but no I'm sorry, I don't meet others, this is my first time you see, I've --"


"Well that's okay sweetheart, there's a first time for everything, but just if you ever fancied a little bit of fun, do look me up, I can give you my phone number, look here I'll write it down for you if you like" he said.


"No that's okay, I won't if you don't mind" I said in reply, "Look I best get these drinks back or she'll think I've been abducted by aliens" I said and hurried away back to the garden amid the landlord calling that he would bring our meals out to us.
Despite my not wanting it, he gave me the number anyway, I quickly slipped it into my handbag and closed it again, then took my drinks back out to the beer garden as quickly as possible.


"You were a long time, did you get lost" my lady friend asked when I eventually got the drinks back to the table and my date.
In effect it hadn't been that long between me going and coming back, probably 6 or 7 minutes that's all but I know what she meant alright what with what the landlord had said.
I wondered if I ought to tell my date about what had happened but decided maybe not, later on maybe but not here.


Our meals came out served by one of the waiting staff and we tucked in and enjoyed the seafood it was very tasty indeed, for me there was a different sort of taste as I sat there quietly eating and thinking about what the landlord had said to me, well more than that, what he had offered me!!!!
Good lord, I wasn't gay!!!!


Having finished our meal the landlord came out to collect the plates, it was about then that I decided to confide what had happened earlier on to my date, she listened intently as I went through the strange conversation.


"Wow, did he really" she said looking over to the other tables where the landlord stood talking to some customers.
"That's pretty hot Davina, what did you say, are you going to see him then" she asked shocking me into seeing her from a different angle for the first time.
If I was being honest my date wasn't the usual type I went for, I preferred the quieter woman usually that is, but she had accepted me willingly, as a woman I mean, that was important to me yes of course it was, but with her there was always something else, she was the most sexually active woman I'd ever been with and I feared she far outstripped me in sexual appetite and I wasn't bad myself.


I hadn't told her about the landlord for another reason and inside I knew why that was, so why the fuck was I telling her now for God's sake!!!!!


Unknown to me my lady friend started a different kind of conversation steering me away from the real reasons and succeeding in her quest too.


"How are your stockings Davina. they work their way down a little throughout the day, I had to pull mine up while you were in the bar getting our food, they feel much better now"


We sat there finishing our drinks and chatting about the landlord, a vision of her sitting out here adjusting her nylons while I was being chatted up was running round inside my head, she knew what talk of underwear did to me and she wasn't about to let up either, ultimately I knew what she was after and I was sure we would stop off somewhere on the way home and fuck like rabbits, but she was winding me up about this landlord thing and this was a side of her I'd not seen before and I wasn't sure how I felt about that!


"Ready then" I asked picking my handbag up and standing waiting to go.


"Yes okay, but I need the ladies first" she said.


"Okay, me too" I said picking the glasses up to take back to the bar.


She waited for me as I dropped the glasses on the bar top, I glanced at the landlord as he called out "Thank you" and went into the ladies loo with my date.


Having done what we needed to, we powdered our noses did our lipstick and left the toilets just as a woman came through the door, she gave me a really bad stare as I passed her, I didn't hang around to hear any derogatory comments either, just outside her husband stood waiting and I didn't fancy my chances with him much so we didn't loiter and headed into the car park and got into the safety of the car and left.


"So you didn't fancy taking him up on his offer then" she said suddenly as we drove towards the coast.


"What, you're kidding me aren't you, there's no way I would do anything like that" I said and in all honesty I meant it as well!


"Okay Okay, calm down I was just asking, no need to get your knickers in a twist, I wasn't suggesting anything really, just asking, after all David, you are wearing a dress so its a fair question"
The mood in the car changed almost instantly after her angry words and the use of my male name felt like a knife pushed between my ribs, it reminded me of some of the tales I'd heard from others whose partners had rejected them, my date now seemed no different to all the other women who gave in one hand and took with the other.
As for the dress and me inside of it, she had me there I admit.


In silence, we drove on, and past the coast road turning and headed back into town, the moment now ruined the atmosphere was heavy you could have cut it with a knife.
"Drop me off at mine will you please, you'd better come in and get your stuff, keep the dress if you want, give it back to me another time or better still you keep it, I've an idea it suits you better than I ever will"


The only thing missing was the phrase "You bastard" the rest was self explanatory. 
To me those words had said it all, 'Another time' she might as well have said, 'If you happen to be passing'.
I pulled up outside her house and instead of the usual invite she told me to wait in the car while she got my male clothes, three minutes later she came back out and handed me a carrier bag. 
"Goodbye David or Davina, nice to have known you", she then turned and walked off without a second glace back.


Wow, WTF was all that about for God's sake!
I felt riled and annoyed but dressed as I was there was no point in losing my temper it might show in my driving and I'd had at least three pints, I was probably over the top and didn't want to get stopped, especially dressed the way I was, so I drove quietly away from the direction of the town center and out into the countryside taking the long way back to my house which was near the coast anyway and as it happened on the same road I had planned to take with my date had it not been for her moody behaviour.


'Ah fuck her' I thought as I drove towards home and try as I may I couldn't put all that had happened out of my mind, it just kept rolling round and round inside of me and getting on my nerves.
I knew really it was the drink making me this way, nothing else, not really.


I checked the time and saw it was still early, I had neighbours and it would be hard to get back to my place without being seen, besides it was a shame to go home yet, I'd enjoyed the dressing up and the thrill of being out in public, although terrifying, it had I admit, filled me with a lot of pleasure and not all of it had been of a sexual nature.
The sudden thought of sex entering my mind made me think of the landlord and what he had said to me, 
"If you ever fancy a bit of fun give me a ring"


Of course I'd forgotten all about the fact he had given me his phone number, it was still in my handbag, oh shit, her handbag, I've still got it with me!!!


I'd turned left onto the small coast road, tiny in comparison to the 'A' road I'd just been on, it turned and twisted its way north along the coast past the nature reserve and on across what was once marsh land, now of course they had built a road across it, all the same it was still a lonely place, great for walking but little else was along that stretch of coast until you hit the next seaside village and even that was set some three miles inland, hadn't been built that way of course, it had been a small fishing village until the sea had retreated leaving it inland and useless as a port.


I pulled up in a little field entrance, its overgrown gate had not been used for many years and was covered in brambles, the other side of which opened out into a small field that had once been used for grazing and had been set to pasture, years since any animal had been in there and it lay neglected and looking sorry for itself. 


Across the field from the gate was an old shelter, a few old rotten hay bales still inside with half the roof collapsed and sitting on top, at the side of it a smaller shed of the same age maybe but in better condition.
Checking the interior mirror for any traffic, which was hardly likely down here I reached into the handbag for my powder and lipstick then adjusted the mirror so I was full face in it and did my make up.


It felt good to be here on my own, something different about all of this dressing when you are alone, makes it horny and I was feeling very horny right now, horny but constantly checking for any cars that might come down this way, doubtful but always a possibility.


I took the piece of paper out of my bag and left it on the passenger seat and ran my hand over the numbers written in ball point pen, his name next to it.


I'd been out for hours now and getting bored, I considered going into the field and across to the shelter and getting changed back into my male clothes, but I didn't have any make up remover with me and I'd no way of getting it off my face easily, the best option was keeping it on.
5 minutes later I was writing a text message, 5 minutes later I cleared it and put my phone away, yet again I'd backed out.


The longer I left it the more I knew I wanted to see what meeting another crossdressing man might be like, I couldn't get it out of my mind and my sexual arousal built and built until I pressed 'Send', watching the little arrow telling me my message was on its way filled me once again with dread that I'd gone too far, the cancel button was my only hope but I couldn't get my fingers on it in time and the screen changed to 'Message Sent' and it was too late.
I'd signed my fate and sat waiting for the confirmation note telling me it had been delivered,
but there wasn't one, just a sign saying it was pending.
I knew the signal strength here wasn't brilliant perhaps I might still stop it even now, maybe if I turned the phone off, that might work, but -------- just then the 'Delivered' sign came on and my phone lit up telling me Bill's message had been delivered.
It was too late.


In the pub, Bill was just locking the doors after the last of the staff had left when he felt his phone go in his pocket, he went back to the bar and poured himself a drink and then sat down to see who it was getting in touch, probably a rep or someone, he hadn't thought it might be one from the Transvestite now sitting fully dressed just 3 miles away down on the coast road.
He flipped his phone open and went into the 'In box' of his messages and looked at the number on the screen, then opened the message and saw what I had written.


'Hi Bill, hope you don't mind me texting you like this but we met in the pub earlier on, I was the 'Lady' you chatted and gave your number to.
Thinking about what you said about wanting to meet up with me for some fun, I'm available today if you fancy a drive out.
I'm parked up on the old coast road, a small layby about 3 miles from you, its quiet and secluded here.
Text me back if you'd like to meet.
Regards
Davina xxx'


Bills, cock swelled up almost instantly as he read then reread the message.
He knew the coast road okay and he was free, apart from a few little jobs, but they could wait till later, all he had to do was slip upstairs and put some undies on and he could be there in half an hour or so.


A short while later Bill was getting into his car, the suspenders under his trousers invisible to all but the eagle eyed, the only give away was he had no socks on and you could see the brown nylons at the bottom of his trousers, under those he wore three pairs of silky panties and under those was 9 inches of thick man meat, leaking juicy cum into them.


Bill started the engine and set off for the coast road.


I sat there nervously waiting for a response, I knew he would answer me, the way he had been ogling me at the bar had made it obvious he was a man who fancied me.
I sat there with my dress lifted up stroking my cock and enjoying the flow of adrenaline as it pushed me further and further into carrying out what I had started.
I almost lept out of my skin when my phones message light came on and the message tone rang.
Looking down I could see it was from Bill.
With my hands shaking badly I opened the message and read its content.


I didn't know what to expect, not really, I'd never done anything like this before and I was as nervous as hell constantly checking in my mirror for any sign of cars or anyone walking down here, but there hadn't been anything or anyone since I'd driven down.


"Hello sweetheart, I'd love to meet up, I think I know where you're parked, I'm just setting off now, be there in 15 minutes or so, I'll text you when I'm close then you can text me the reg of your car, see you soon sweetheart, Bill"


I had 15 minutes to wait and felt really jumpy about it all, checking the mirror yet again I decided to get out and check the area, something I maybe should have done earlier on but in all the excitement I'd not thought about that.


Leaving the car unlocked I slipped the handbag over my arm and walked down the road a little way, past the gate to the field and further on down to where a footpath sign showed the way up the side of the field, on the other side of which was a small wood, the trees overhanging the footpath obscuring a lot of it.
It looked promising so I went through the turngate and started up the path.


I only had 15 minutes, ten now so I couldn't hang around, but if I was going to meet Bill, I'd sooner do it away from the road where we might get caught.
After only 20 yards and under the first of the overhanging trees, the fencing alongside the footpath suddenly stopped leaving the path open to the field, and from the road it was fast becoming impossible to see up here.
I looked across the field to the shelter I'd seen earlier on, it looked quite accessible from up here, and convenient.
My phone suddenly went off making me jump with fright, I had it in my hand anyway and looked at the message from Bill.
He was parked about a mile down the road.
I stopped walking and wrote a reply, told him the registration of my and where I was.
An answer came back within a minute saying he knew the place quite well.


I carried on walking across the filed, which had now become not so overgrown as it appeared to be from the road, the field was knee high in grass and full of buttercups, the shelter just 25 yards from me now.


Once inside it looked dreadful, too ruined to stay here, what with the collapsed roof and all so I went round into the side shed where I found it was in much better condition.
This would do nicely.


The shed was covered and shielded from the road, no one had been here for ages, although the hay had been flattened quite recently going by the rest of the hay in the shed.
On a shelf I noticed a plastic bag and reached up to see what was inside, it didn't look old at all, in fact quite the opposite, it looked like it had been put there by someone and half hidden on purpose.
Inside were a couple of blankets, they looked clean and even smelled of wash powder.


I took them out and shook them then spread them onto the ground and arranged them neatly, then stood back and began rubbing the front of my dress, lifting it and rubbing it over the front of my slip.
Now I was erect, very erect at the thought of what I would soon be doing, when suddenly I heard a man's voice behind me, I turned startled to see the outline of a man, he was dressed in women's underwear and it wasn't Bill at all!


The front of his skirt was standing out and bounced about as he walked towards me, it was hard to see his face with the brightness of the sun behind him, but it was easy to see he was wearing multiple petticoats, swishing backwards and forwards and at knee length they swung around his legs and looked very lovely, I found it hard to take my eyes off them!


I felt his hands begin exploring my dress, stroking and touching me, enjoying the fact I wore slips and stockings like he did.
His lips pouting and blowing kisses as he minced around me, circling all the time and touching me in all the right places.
He took me by the hand and placed it underneath his petticoats and onto the swollen bulge of his cock and forced me to rub it.
The caress of his underwear sent me into heaven as I felt his petticoats gliding over my hands as I fondled him underneath his skirt.
I found I was very willing to do what he wanted, it felt intimately warm and nice as I cupped his balls in my hand and gently squeezed him till he was fully erect.
He stood there moaning with weakening pleasure the more I played with his cock, the pair of us so obviously enjoying our sissy fun where no one could see what we were doing to each other.
This was already nice sexy fun and it promised to get even better soon hopefully!


"Take my panties down" he whispered a look of pure lust in his eyes as I slipped both hands around the elastic of his panties and wiggled then down little by little.


"It might be better if you got onto your knees" he said suggesting I might find it more comfortable.
I got down onto the blanket and immediately saw why it was here and what it was be to used for as I dropped down onto my knees while he held his frothy petties in the air to give me unrestricted access to the pink frilly panties he wore, they were see through, they were nice, they were right in front of me and his throbbing juicy cock held just behind the sheer fabric of nylon.
I felt myself weakening at the thought of what I was about to do to him, but it seemed very right and just what I had dreamed of!
I gathered spit inside my mouth knowing I would need it to lubricate his cock when I put my lips around its throbbing end.


With both of my hands I slipped his panties around his hips, just enough to watch as his erection fell out in front of my face, the urge to kiss it overcame all my intentions to just have a little bit of fun and I closed my mouth completely over his helmet and swallowed his cock inside.


My new friend threw his head back as I sucked on his stiff clitty taking it all the way in my mouth and sucking right down to his balls before licking and kissing his dick all the way back to his spunk hole where I tasted a continual dribble of his cum in my mouth and like a wanton cum slut I went back down on his shaft closing my eyes and realising a dream I had been hiding for years, wondering what it would be like to give a man oral sex and taste his spunk in my mouth.
Now I knew and was about to experience the taste of a man as he flooded my mouth with a full load of cum.


I opened my mouth as he took over masturbating and watched him jigging his dick on the edge of my lips.
So very close to me I could see the remnants of my lipstick on the end of his cock as he wanked his foreskin over the end of it, before letting his legs buckle and filling the eager mouth just inches away with his jizz, it tasted hot and fresh, the stream of thick juice splashing all over my tongue dribbled down the sides and around my teeth and like toothpaste you try not to swallow but realising that when you do it tastes so fresh and lovely.


Droplets my mouth couldn't keep inside fell out onto the top of my dress and ran down over my silky tits and onto the tops of my nylons, seeing this happening to me, my new friend stood back a little and finished himself off on my stockings, the final spurts splashing me with the last of his shiny wet cum.


With my hands now free and unemployed I tried to feel myself up, rub the spunk over my tits and wanting to get inside to squeeze my nipples I tried lifting the front of my frock but found it too tight.
God I had to play with myself and reached around to undo the zip of my dress but found to my horror the padlock that trapped me inside!


I looked up at my friend asking for help, but all he did was to turn around and show me the back of his dress and at the top of it, I saw to my absolute shock he too had a padlock as well.
Suddenly framed in the door stood Bill, almost naked but for the stockings and suspenders on his hairy legs, his panties being forced out at right angles to his body as he stepped in to take over from my friend as he slid his cock out of my mouth.


"Dirty little sluts the pair of you" he said as he nuzzled his crutch up against my face pushing his cock over my lips and demanding I suck it.


"Lovely little bitch aren't you, where is your lipstick" he said as he slipped his prick out the side of his panties and wiped its leaking tip over my lips making them moist with his precum.


"Put some on before you suck my dick" he said.
Weakly I fumbled on the floor for my handbag, and took out my lipstick.


"That's right, put lots of for Uncle Bill, you're going to need plenty of that before I'm done with you" he said as he watched and enjoyed seeing me acting like such a sissy faggot painting my lips ready for his cum fountain.


His cock was much bigger than the other one I had just been sucking, I struggled to get it all in my mouth, I choked and gagged as he slid it inside, slowly at first then after getting me used to the size of it, he increased the speed he fucked my lips at.


I heard myself whimpering and pleading for him to slow down as I imagined the torrent of his cum when he shot his load in me, I thought I might choke and drown on his spunk when it came, all the time I waited for the first tastes of fresh cum to begin spurting in me, wondering if it would taste the same as what I had just drunk, but Bills spunk tasted more salty, stronger and as I was soon to find out thicker.
The other transvestite stood around watching, rubbing his petticoats over me as Bill forced his cock in and out of my oral pussy, encouraging me to drink his cum when he shot his load.


I let myself disappear into this hive of secret sexual activity, and wondered at why the other transvestite also had a padlock on the top of his dress, too much of a coincidence to be unplanned, desperately I looked around to see signs of the woman who had groomed us both fully expecting to see her standing somewhere fingering her pussy as her boyfriend Bill fucked the two faggots they had trapped in pretty dresses, how weak and gullible they were.


Bill shot his load deep down the back of my throat, I couldn't see its thickness but knew it wasn't thin and watery, its texture forcing me to gather spit to swallow it and push it past the point where I might choke.
Bill shot a lot of cum, he was a big man, his cock massive and juicy, even if you wasn't gay you might fancy having a play with it it looked so appealing, smooth and nicely studded with veins that helped stiffen it when needed for sex and to aid the passage of his cum as it shot out like a volcano.


"I have to go, the wife will be back soon and I've jobs to get done before she does" Bill said as he withdrew from my mouth leaving me dripping strings of his cum down my chin and still swallowing the last thick cum load he had pumped into me.


He went outside, brought back in his male clothing and got dressed.
I had been pushed onto my back on the blankets and had my dress and slips lifted up and was being cock sucked, my nylons being licked and kissed all over and feeling a wet tongue licking underneath the lacy edge of my panties around the tip of my throbbing cock where I shot my load without much more than a few strokes and a creamy hand.


I couldn't see but Bill stayed long enough to watch my ex girlfriends brother licking the cum off my cock as I continued ejaculating over his lips, my mind blank of everything but the cum pouring out the end of my prick and the underside of a hand rubbing more out of me as I shot down the side of my stocking.


Bill left us to finish off, as my cock sucking friend turned himself around and straddled my face, the end of his dick hanging just a few inches over my lips was all I could see, the warmth of his body as he lowered himself and smothered my mouth with his erection, his balls blotting out anything further I could see, the roughness of his pubic hair on my eyelids taking off most of my eye shadow as he pounded on my lips while he fucked my mouth and creamed over my face again.


I didn't see Bill throwing a key onto the blanket at the side of the two queers having sex on the ground in the shelter of the long abandoned field of pasture, it was the key to unlock the padlocks his lover had placed into the zips at the tops of our dresses.


All I heard was the faint sound of an engine starting up and a car driving away as my mouth was once again filled with warm cum, and in the darkness and hot warmth of the human thighs pinning me to the ground I swallowed yet again.


Back at the pub Bill sent a smart looking Lady a text message telling her that the mission had been accomplished and thanked her for the effort she had made.
The following day a cheque for £200 was delivered by hand to a small house not far from the little coast road on the outskirts of town.


Inside the house a lady sat there painting some poor unfortunates finger nails as he loved every second of what this wonderful woman who so kindly had accepted his cross dressing was doing for him.
In the pub a mobile phone lit up as a text message arrived, Bill looked down to see who it was from and smiled.


The End
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