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_____________________

_________

I’ve had it with Stacie. I’m so pissed right now I could punch a friggin’ wall if I could find one. She’s been my girlfriend for seven years – hellooooo! since our senior year in college, and I thought things were going well, until she told me tonight that she was “tired of me,” and that she doesn’t love me anymore. See, I live in Boston, and I got a job with my family’s software engineering company here, and she lives in Florida with her mother. In college it was great at Florida State. We were together all the time. Now, she’s in veterinary school down in Florida, due to finish up the end of this year, and move in with me here in Boston – At least that was the plan. Our friends and family all thought we were “the perfect couple.”

She just left my apartment. She came up for the weekend for her monthly visit, and there was something going on with her all weekend, so I knew something was up. Then, two hours before the Uber picked her up to go to the airport, she tells me this shit. She was crying through the whole thing and sorry she waited so long to tell me, blah, blah, blah. But to be perfectly honest here, I’ve been getting these “vibes” for some time now, but chose to ignore the warning signs; two-week trips out of the country to Greece, Italy, and even cancelling out on coming up to see me a couple of times to party with her girlfriends. There was always an engagement party, or something she had to do.

Shit, I even scrimped and saved and took her to Bali for a week. I thought I was the best boyfriend imaginable. What really hurt tonight was when she told me I wasn’t “man enough for her.” What the fuck did she mean by that? I mean, I work out, I think I have a decent body, I’m fairly good looking and all. I just don’t get it. So right now I’m angry. I can’t stay home, and I don’t have a car. It’s a fairly nice warm May evening, so maybe I’ll take a walk to clear my head before I call my parents and my brother and tell them what happened. I know her mother will probably kill her because she loved me, and thought I was great for her daughter.

So about seven o’clock I left my apartment in Beacon Hill and decided to take a walk. I walked through the Boston Commons. Lots of people out on a nice night like this; rock band playing in the band shell, couples on blankets, laughing and having a good time. Then I turned around and walked farther on along to the direction of the Charles River. I was out for about an hour, but I really didn’t want to go home yet. I was off tomorrow so there was really no rush to get back home.

Then I decided that I needed a little “adventure.” I was too pissed yet to go home. What was I going to do except mope around there anyway? Plenty of time for that later. In the meantime, I just had to get out – and stay out. Before I knew what I was doing, I had my thumb out to hitch hike. I was near the entrance ramp to Route 90 – The Mass Pike. I really didn’t care where I was going.

A bunch of eighteen-wheelers passed me by, but I really didn’t feel like sitting in a stuffy cab with a serial killer or a drunk trucker from Bumblefuck, USA. Then I heard the distinctive rumble of a motorcycle, a big motorcycle coming down the road. Now that looked pretty cool. I was never on a motorcycle before, so I figured why not? My thumb and the arm it was attached to went out really far into the road; so far in fact, I was almost blocking the lane. Sure enough the motorcycle slowed down and pulled off onto the shoulder in front of me.

I just saw the back of the driver and it looked like a female. She, if it was a she, had long flowing blonde hair that came out the back of her helmet. She was dressed all in leather, studded belt and black helmet, leather pants, and black boots. I walked up to her, and she lifted her visor and turned around to me, watching me approach.

“Where are you going,” she said loudly over the road noise. I answered truthfully.

“I don’t know. Anywhere. I just need to get away for a while.” I realized then how stupid I must have sounded. A closer look told me that this was a girl, or rather, a woman in her mid-thirties.

“Okay ‘Mr. Get away for a while,’ I’m headed for Grafton, see. That’s where I live.” I had no fucking idea where Grafton was, but I did say I was looking for an adventure. I figured this was as good as it gets so I got ready to hop on the back seat. It looked like a new bike, a Honda, and a luxury bike at that.

“Okay,” she said, handing me an identical helmet. “My name’s Lea, what should I really call you?” she said, smiling. “I’m Oliver. Oliver Howard.”

“Okay then Oliver Howard,” she said, patting the padded seat. “Ever rode a motorcycle before?”

“No, I haven’t.”

She laughed and said, “Well hold on tight because I like to go fast, and this baby’s new. I wanna stretch her legs out a bit.”

I got on and she revved the motor which normally would have scared the shit out of me, but I didn’t care, so I got myself set, closed the chin strap of the helmet, and I barely had my arms around her waist, and she blasted off. We picked up the road headed west accelerating quickly. I held on for dear life, locking my hands, and trying not to look down at the roadway whizzing past us. The road was a bit empty, but she wasn’t one of those crazy cyclists that wove in-between lanes of traffic like a maniac, so I felt good about that. But she was right – she did indeed like to go fast.

If I wasn’t so secured in by the deep seat and Lea in front, I think the wind would have carried me off like a piece of paper, and I would be the newest piece of roadkill to adorn Route 90.

❤️❤️❤️
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The towns whizzed past us, and after about thirty minutes she pulled off the highway at a place called Grafton. We slowed down once off the highway, went through what looked like the center of town and got on a small road for about ten minutes, and she pulled off on another small road headed south for five minutes. She stopped and yelled over the engine, “That’s me, up on the hill.”

She pointed to a large Dutch colonial which looked like it was painted gray with Azealia bushes around the exterior, which were in full bloom. The house was isolated, and I thought if she was a serial killer, I could disappear and no one would know where I was, or what happened to me. She pulled up around the circular driveway and there were four other bikes parked in a little parking area off to the side.

She got off the bike and took her helmet off and shook her long blond hair. I saw she was wearing cherry red lipstick, and had gold hoop earrings. Her smile was disarming, and I felt at ease right away. She held out her hand and took my helmet, placing it on the bike next to hers.

“This is where we live Oliver.”

“Nice house,” I said.

She laughed and looked at me turning her head to the side, eyebrows raised, grinning, and said, “You did say you wanted an adventure, right?”

I immediately regretted saying something so stupid like that, but I nodded my head, and said, “Sure. Today’s been one of those days.”

She nodded her head, and said, “I see. Well, we all have them. So come inside, make yourself comfortable and we’ll talk about it.” I didn’t even think to ask her how I would get home. Would she take me, or would I have to call an Uber? Right now I didn’t care. Besides, I didn’t feel like pouring my heart out to a total stranger.

We walked up about six steps to the porch, and she took her keys out from a chain she wore and opened the front door. I thought I had walked in to a “group home” of sorts. There were four women dressed almost the same as Lea, all sitting in the big living room; two girls on the couch and two girls in a plush love seat. Against a wall was a brick fireplace with a large iron poker, the wood smoke smell somewhat comforting. I was a bit chilled from the ride. On the long oak table in front of them were open bags of chips, an empty pizza box, and several bottles of beer.

“Hey Lea, whose the ‘sugar cane?’” said a stunning red head on the sofa with her arm around the shoulders of a voluptuous brunette next to her. On the loveseat next to them was another pair of women – a brunette and a blonde together; the blonde with her head on the shoulders of the brunette. I was guessing that this was some sort of a club – or maybe a gang of girl bikers. They all looked at me with curious smiles. I wondered if they were used to Lea “bringing home strays.”

I was hard as a rock. There was something about these women that really turned me on. Immediately, my “newly single” mind went to all kinds of fantasies, before Lea could even address her friends.

“Oh, this here is Oliver. I found him hitch hiking along the Charles when I was on my way home after seeing my brother. I thought I’d take pity on him and give him a lift. He didn’t care where I took him, he just wanted to take a ride I suppose,” Lea said, looking at me good for the first time, with her eyebrows raised, in an expectation that I would fill them in on my purpose for being here. I was feeling a bit uncomfortable being the object of attention, but hey – I would be curious too.

“Hi Oliver,” they all said in unison, laughing and giggling like school girls.

“Explain yourself handsome,” the gorgeous red head said, in a fake interrogatory voice, eyebrows scrunched down, and her lips in an “angry” downward turn checking me out from head to toe, and laughing.

“Oliver, I’m sorry,” Lea said. “This here, the one lacking the manners,” pointing to the redhead, “is Margolit, and the sex kitten next to her,” pointing to the curvy brunette “is Laura.” Laura gave me a lazy wave and a cute smile. I liked her already.

The brunette and the blonde on the loveseat looked alike except for their hair colors. They had goth makeup on, long hair, noses pierced, and both wore strapless black leather bustiers with straps in front. I caught myself staring at their long, shapely legs covered to mid-thigh with sheer, black nylon pantyhose, that strapped to a girdle. On their feet they wore black, stiletto heels with straps around their ankles. The brunette had one long leg propped up on the coffee table.

“And these two lovebirds here are Charlene and Candy,” pointing to the brunette and the blonde respectively, sitting on the loveseat.

Candy spoke up. “So explain yourself Oliver. Like, what’s your deal?”

So I addressed all of them, feeling somewhat embarrassed and turned on at the same time. “Uh, there’s not much to tell. My girlfriend broke up with me today, really just a few hours ago, and I thought I’d go for a walk. Then something came over me, maybe I was angry a bit, and I decided to hitch hike when Lea pulled up to me.”

“Yeah,” Lea said laughing. “He was practically blocking the traffic lane with his thumb pointing out. He looked harmless enough, so I thought I’d bring him home.”

“Nice,” Margolit, the redhead said. “He does look cute. I probably would have done the same Lea. Nice work.”

“The question is, what are we going to do with him now that we’ve got him, I wonder,” Margolit asked.

That caught my attention. What exactly did she mean when she said now that we’ve got him?

“So tell us about your breakup Ollie,” Laura the brunette next to Margolit said, contemplatively twirling her brunette hair that fell over her shoulders.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Nothing much to tell. It was a seven year long distance relationship that didn’t work out is all. Nothing much else.”

The blonde on the loveseat, Candy, seemed to come to my defense during this interrogation. “I can see that. Long distance things rarely work out – hard to maintain.”

Charlene, sitting next to her playfully punched her arm and said, “And how would you know Candy?”

“I don’t, I mean not from personal experience, but it’s common knowledge.”

Lea broke the ice. “Oliver, why don’t you take a seat. Want a beer?”

“Yeah, thanks Lea, that would be nice,” I said, taking a seat; my ass smarting a bit from Lea’s motorcycle.

They were all staring at me, like they had a secret I wasn’t privy too. Suddenly, Lea called out turning her head to the side: “HEY BLOSSOM! BRING OUT A TRAY OF BEERS – AND MAKE IT SIX! HURRY UP!”

Her tone startled me, and I heard high heels clacking at a quick pace from the adjacent kitchen, and a distant effeminate voice calling out in reply: “RIGHT AWAY MISS LEA!”

That made my hackles stand up – the sudden change in Lea’s tone. A girl with sheer, black nylon pantyhose, just like Charlene and Candy’s, and wearing a high and tight miniskirt, cleavage showing, came rushing out of the kitchen, careful not to drop the beer bottles, wobbling precariously on the big tray.

“And clean up the table!” Lea added. “Blossom,” like the other girls, was wearing heavy makeup. It seemed obvious to me that Blossom was different than the others, almost like a new pledge in a sorority – or perhaps something a bit more serious. She wasn’t wearing biker clothes, but was looking very hot nonetheless.

“Oh I’m sorry Oliver,” Lea said, nodding to Blossom, dutifully placing the bottles on the table, and then taking away the pizza box and the bags of chips, “Blossom is our resident sissy – she lives here with us, and she loves it, don’t you Blossom?”

“Oh yes Miss Lea, I really do.”

“Hey, just leave the chips!” Candy, the blonde on the loveseat ordered.

“Sorry Miss Candy.”

“Good, that’s a nice sissy. Maybe you’ll get a good fucking tonight! What do you think girls? Does Blossom deserve a good fucking?”

“Ummm yeah Candy, I think she does,” Charlene said. The other girls, including Lea laughed.

Lea looked at me and said, “What are you gonna do? You have to reward good help, right Oliver?”

“I guess so,” I said, getting a bit scared, but also more than a tad curious. How could it be that in a group of these women, Blossom was like a , like a . . . “fuck toy,” or a servant maybe? She called her a “sissy.” I wondered what she meant by that. Whatever it was, the staring from all of the girls was a bit unnerving, and I suppose it showed, because Lea turned and said to me, “Just have your beer and relax Oliver. You’re among friends here.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Ihad to admit, seeing the way Blossom was being treated by the other women got me really steamed – I mean hard as a rock. What was it about women dominating other women like that and talking about “fucking them” that got my juices going? All I know is that my jeans were bursting at the zipper, and I had trouble concentrating. I wondered what it would be like if I could have one or maybe ALL these women. The best part of it was that none of them said anything to discourage me from thinking like that.

Lea turned to me, interrupting my lewd thoughts and she said so all the other girls could hear, “Hey guys, why don’t we let Blossom here have a go with Oliver?”

“Yeah! What a great idea Lea!” Candy said.

“Oliver, you know Blossom is a sure thing. Say, speaking of Blossom, where the fuck is she?” Lea asked. “BLOSSOM! GET YOUR CUTE SEXY ASS BACK INTO THE LIVING ROOM – NOW!” Lea called out. Blossom was in the kitchen disposing of all the shit that was on the table.

“Coming Miss Lea!” and I heard those heels clacking again on the wooden floor.

“Yes Miss Lea?” Blossom asked, standing in front of Lea.

“Oliver here is dying for a blowjob! For Christ’s sake, his cock is practically jumping out of his jeans,” she said, grinning to the other four girls.

Just like some kind of weird human automaton, Blossom answered, “Right away Miss Lea,” and she came and stood in front of me. But wait a second – wasn’t I going to get any privacy here? I guessed not. I wasn’t used to “performing” in front of an audience.

Blossom stood in front of me, grabbed my hands and pulled me up close to her, and to my surprise, even with an audience, I was still able to be harder than I’ve ever been in my life. Then she looked at me with her green, piercing eyes, and kissed me hard; her lip gloss tasting of cherry and feeling so smooth and silky. She roped her tongue around mine, and pressed her waist against mine, sticking a hand in between us to feel for my zipper. She pulled it down and stuck her fingers, fake nails, and all into my jeans, pulling my cock aggressively from my boxers – all while the other girls watched, and Margolit and Laura on the couch were seated, kissing, and groping each other.

Lea stood behind Charlene and Candy, and began rubbing their backs with a hand on each. She bent down between them and whispered something. Giggling, the three of them went upstairs to parts unknown.

Margolit and Lauren followed suit, taking their action with them. Now I was alone with Blossom, and I felt more encouraged and into what I was doing with her.

“I’m gonna give you a real good time, Oliver,” Blossom said, placing her wet lips against my ear. I could feel a bit of pre cum leaking out of me, which Blossom wiped from the head of my cock. With just a touch, it sprang out of my jeans, and this hungry little slut (for lack of a better word) broke off from the kiss and knelt down in front of me, placing my cock in her mouth. Oh my God, this is soooo good! I thought to myself. I’ve never had a blowjob like this from Stacie, or was more turned on. I pulled my sport shirt out of my pants and felt Blossom’s silky hair against my tummy.

She made a nice, tight seal with her lips, and slowly – very slowly went up and down along the whole length of my shaft, making me moan and close my eyes. She went faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to meet her thrusting. Fuck! She did this thing with her teeth that sent chills up and down my spine. Meanwhile her tongue did a nice “snake dance” around my cock covering my whole length. I could take this no longer and I just exploded inside Blossom’s mouth – all the cum stored up in my body since I reached puberty shot inside of her. As tight a seal as she made, she still dribbled a thick, white stream down the corner of her lips and onto her chin. She licked me clean.

With glazed eyes, and a face full of my jizz, she stood up and tugged on my sport shirt and leaned in, looking up at me and kissed me again. I licked her face clean, and I was shocked at how good my own cum tasted. My flagging cock was immediately hard again – all from sucking my own cum off a woman’s face! What the hell was happening to me.

For a second, I imagined myself switching places with Blossom. How crazy is that? What’s going on with me? Then I remembered back in my teenage years fantasizing about how good I would look dressed like Blossom, and being a sexy woman in control of some guy. I thought that all guys felt that way, and that this was entirely normal. Maybe I am crazy, but right now, I felt incredible.

“Now Oliver, I want you to fuck me!” she said. I was so hard from licking my own cum off of her face, I thought I would be able to do that.

“Sure, let’s go!” I said. My enthusiasm was not lost on her, and she smiled, and pulled down her leather miniskirt. But then, she surprised me when next she said – “I want you to take me from the back Oliver!”

I had to ask her to repeat that. What did she mean by that? Her pussy like doggy style? Her ass? The latter I have never done, and I was a little skittish, but my cock was telling me something very different. After she made herself clear and hopped onto the couch, I got behind her, after kicking off my jeans and boxers.

She was wearing a G-String, and pulled the back string from between her ass crack over to the side of her buttock. “Now wet me Oliver.”

So I spit on my hands and rubbed it around her nice cherry asshole, and down her taint. I put some more of my spit over my cock since it was a bit sticky from the BJ.

“Spread me apart Oliver,” she said with some excitement in her voice.

So I got closer to her ass and spread her cheeks wide and placed my cock right against her ass and I entered her. Oh my God, this feels so good, I told myself. I mean, shit she was so tight. Tighter than anything I had ever done with Stacie. I felt so evil, you know – like I was tasting a forbidden fruit. I went in as far as the head of my cock – my “helmet” was completely inside her and I pulled out slowly and went in again and again.

She stiffened and was breathing heavily, and said, “Oliver, I want you to ram me . . . HARD!! GET IT???”

I didn’t answer, and I took that as a challenge and went in all the way. I picked up speed and my ball sack was bumping up against her ass cheeks. It was great, the speed, the tightness. She had her hand underneath the front of her panties, and she was playing with herself. She’d probably want me to eat her out next. I loved doing that. I hoped so.

I went faster and faster, but I was thinking about how this felt from her side, NOT mine. I couldn’t stop those thoughts. She bucked up against me with each thrust, and I could contain myself no longer. She cried out in pleasure, and I knew she had her orgasm. It was a chain reaction because now I shot another full load right into her ass. I went faster and faster with the extra slipperiness. I told myself there and then that I was done with pussy for good.

A stream of my cum dripped down her ass from both cheeks. That’s how massive my load was. Now I slowed down, and she pulled off me, and turned back to me smiling.

“That was wonderful Oliver. Now you have to get me off.” WTF did she mean by that? It sounded like she came from my pounding, but she got up off the couch, and straightened out her G-String, placing the string between her ass cheeks again.

She stared at me and bit her bottom lip and hooked her thumb into the pouch of her G-String. Now came the pussy that I was waiting for. But, inexplicably, I couldn’t take me eyes off of her G-String, and the white camisole she wore with the black laced bra underneath it. It was crazy, but I wanted to ask her . . . to change clothes with me. Could it be that I was actually jealous of, of a woman for being a woman???

I never ever could have expected in my wildest imagination what happened next. She pulled her G-String down and . . . the biggest cock I’d ever seen popped out of it!

“Blossom!??? What the Fuck??” What the hell was she, or he??

“I’m a trainee here Oliver, or a trainer. I’m not really sure yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“I became a transgender woman about two years ago, but I’m not like them.”

“Like whom? You mean like Lea? Like Charlene and Candy? Like Margolit and Laura??”

She looked a little downcast. Her head hung down, and her massive cock was only semi-erect. Something weird was going on in this house, with these other women.

“Yes Oliver,” she said. “They are all transgender women, and my job here” her job??? “is to train new guys who are to transition, but they keep promising me that I’ll be like them someday – taking HRT medications, and riding motorcycles.”

“Instead,” she continued, “I’m just their sissy, who they like to boss around. I’m just a servant around here, and they do what they like with me. They dress me how they want to and pass me around between themselves.” She took on a wistful look. “I hope that someday they let me become like them, but I’m afraid it’s too late for me.”

I was shocked. What the hell was this place? I came here by accident. Was I now part of this somehow?

“Now you have to do what I tell you to do, which I didn’t do in the beginning. That’s why I’m like I am today. So please Oliver, just get on the couch and face the front.” And with that she started rubbing her cock until it reached its full size.

I was conflicted. The jury was out on what I would do next, but it was a hung jury; eight to four. Eight in favor of getting plowed by Blossom, but the more I stared at that giant cock, the more I wanted it. It took about two minutes of deliberation, and I said the hell with it. The “jury” was won over. I was still angry over Stacie dumping me, and if I wasn’t man enough for her, then I would become the biggest cum-slut whore I could become.

That would be my revenge – to become a transgender woman, and a tough one, like all these women and ride a bike down the highways. Now I got it. It was all about power, about control over sissies like Blossom. So throwing all my inhibitions to the wind, I got on the couch with my ass towards Blossom as she got behind me, and girded myself for the change that I was about to undergo. I’d show these women that I could be like them! 

Blossom left the room for a second. “Hey Blossom, where are you going?” I was afraid that she would go upstairs and get the others before I finished my “initiation.”

“I’m getting something to make your first time easier Oliver.”

When she came back into the room she was carrying a tube of K-Y Jelly. She hopped back on the couch, on her knees behind me, and squeezed out a generous helping into the palm of her hand, and placed it over my asshole and down my taint, up to my balls. It felt good, cool, and slippery. Then she rubbed a nice amount over my cock making me as hard as steel.

I felt the tip of that monster cock touch my asshole. “This may feel a bit unpleasant Oliver, but please, for your sake – take it,” she said, almost pleading with me.

I was growling inside, I wanted this. I wanted to be a slut, and now I was on my way! She went in slowly at first, and I clenched my fists, grabbing the couch material, and gritted my teeth, as she went in and out, deeper, and deeper. There was a “tug of war” between pain and pleasure, that soon became all pleasure. My cock was pulsing, and I felt a feeling like a sneeze from deep inside me. Before I knew what was happening, and without even touching my cock, I shot out a huge wad of my jizz out onto the couch.

Like a chain reaction, I felt Blossom’s hands pressing the sides of my butt cheeks and she let out a scream, and came inside me, filling me up with her creamy jizz. She went faster and faster and my orgasm still went on – the longest I ever had in my life.

❤️❤️❤️
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Soon after we were done, Lea and the other girls came downstairs.

“So I see you and Blossom have gotten to know each other,” Lea said, laughing with the rest of them.

“How did you enjoy yourself Oliver?” Lea asked me, looking at me with a sexual longing. I felt like I wanted her. I have since I held onto her on her bike, but now, knowing that she was a transgender woman, I didn’t just want her, I wanted to be like her – like all the rest of the girls. I wanted my own bike too, and to ride all over with them.

“What do you think girls, should we let Oliver into our little club now that he’s broken in?” Lea said.

“There’s only one way to find out Lea,” Margolit the redhead said. “Let’s dress him,” and she laughed.

“Excellent idea,” Lea answered.

“Please!” I heard myself say, “Make me a real cum slut – PLEASE!”

“She’s eager Lea, look how she’s begging us! Let’s get her started,” Margolit said. That was the first time I was referred to as a “she,” and I loved it.

“It certainly sounds like it. Okay then, let’s do it. Blossom, take Oliver, or should I say Olive, upstairs to get dressed. Find something very slutty to dress her up. I think Candy has some good slutty stuff in her room that should fit. Oh! And make her up too. Nice and heavy!” Lea said.

So I followed Blossom upstairs to Candy’s room, and I sat on the bed while she rummaged around in Candy’s closet for some outfits. After I got dressed, Blossom led me into the bathroom and did my makeup. She took her time with me and made me look really nice. When I looked at my new self, jet black, longhaired wig and all, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Was that really me??

She had me in a black leather bustier, with an elastic bra underneath that pulled my chest in tight. Before she dressed me, Blossom shaved my legs and chest with an electric razor, since I didn’t have much hair on me to begin with. I had leather biker pants with a belt, just like Lea. Underneath I wore the sheer pantyhose which now, because of my shaved legs, felt exquisite going up my legs. She made me up like a slutty goth princess. The girl was a maestro, a real artiste.

I came down and everyone was whistling at me.

“Hey guys, don’t get any ideas. I always get first dibbs on the newbies, especially because I picked Olive up, remember?” Lea said sternly. She was the unchallenged leader of this group.

No one had a word of dissent. I was curious: What exactly was it that this group was into? So I asked Lea.

She said, “Oh, not much. We are, how shall I put this; a very intense social club - we ride around, go to biker bars, and pick up guys and sometimes we turn them, but only if we think they have potential. Otherwise we send them packing. I own a HONDA motorcycle dealership, and it does a bit more than keep the roof over our heads. There are about twenty more members than the girls you see here. Some of our members are people that are famous and who you would never suspect are transwomen. I believe that the freedom and the socialization that biking offers helps to ease their minds about their identities. In fact, I’m planning to write a serious book about the whole transgender experience. But, enough about that. I don’t want to be a buzz kill tonight – we’re supposed to be having fun! Now, Charlene over here,” she said, pointing to the tall, curvy brunette, “is my chief mechanic.” I looked at her strong, tattooed arms, and I could see that.

I couldn’t help myself. “What about Blossom?” I asked, curious.

“Blossom serves her role. She ‘breaks in’ the new ones and sees if they have what it takes. If she didn’t think that you did, you wouldn’t still be here. Besides, we enjoy having a subservient sissy to knock around.” I knew what she meant.

“Now Olive, I’m going to make you one of us – you’re almost there,” Lea said greedily, her eyes boring into mine with pure lust. “Come upstairs with me,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_______________

____

Lea took me by the hand, and I followed her into her room. This was her house, after all, and she had a real kick-ass bedroom with a bar, a wide screen smart TV, and a sliding glass door with a terrace out back. A room befitting a Queen, a leader.

We stood in the middle of the room, holding hands, and her eyes boring into mine. I could clearly see her hard, erect she cock tenting up through her leather pants. That turned me on something fierce, which never happened before. I had an insatiable hunger – I wanted to take it and make it mine. My own cock was pulsating, my thoughts going wild. However, I didn’t have much time to dwell on them because Lea grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me close into her powerful arms, and kissed me all over my face, causing my makeup to run.

She purposely lined her waist against mine and pressed me back and forth until we were in a “warm-up” rhythm. I couldn’t stand the teasing anymore, so I reached my hand down between us and forcefully yanked Lea’s zipper down. I think she enjoyed being handled roughly; maybe even surprised. Blossom had placed fingerless, black leather gloves on my hands, which was a nice goth-biker touch. I easily reached under the pouch of Lea’s G-String and pulled her cock out, curious to see if the cock matched the personality. Holy hell! This thing was a monster!

My eyes widened and I began stroking her cock, now free from its prison and stroked it gently with my fingertips. Lea just moaned softly in my ear – “take me Olive . . . take me . . .”

She assisted my clumsy fumbling with her snaps and belt and took off her leather pants, and kicked off her high heels. She unfastened the straps to the garter belt she wore, and took it off, tossing it on the floor next to her pants. Likewise, she took my skirt off in no time, and we were both standing there, facing each other, with Lea’s cock already out. Smiling, she reached under my pouch and pulled my cock out, making a fist with her fingers and moving her tongue around her lips in a circular motion. I thought I would cum on the spot!

I pulled Lea’s G-String down around her ankles and she kicked it off. I wasted no time and got down on the carpeted floor on my knees and placed her cock up against my closed lips, my cherry lip gloss painting her cock tip. Through my closed fist I could feel it pulsing. This made me even hungrier than before.

I parted my lips and took the tip of Lea’s cock inside, gently moving my tongue around her head. I could taste a sweet, salty mix of her pre cum and she straightened her body and moaned. She met my suckling by thrusting ever so slowly against my lips. I thought I would choke on that monster cock, which stretched my mouth to its limit, but my desire was so great that I was able to suppress my gag reflex, and within seconds I had her whole cock inside my mouth. My tongue stroked her soft underside. I knew instinctively how to please her, and her hands gently pressed down on my jet black wig.

Faster and faster I went, and soon she let out a gasp and shot the biggest load of cum I ever thought possible into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. There was an impossible amount of cum to keep inside my mouth, and I got extremely hard, my dreams of being a slutty, reeky cum-slut realized at last. Her cum dribbled down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. After I licked her clean, not letting a drop of her precious fluid hit the royal blue plush carpet of her bedroom floor, she pulled me off her and placed her strong arms around me and kissed me, licking off the dribblings from my lips and my chin.

“Now it’s my turn Olive,” she said. “It’s time for you to truly become one of us. I looked at the door, expecting the others to come in. I was ready to take on Candy, Charlene, Lauren and Margolit. But that wasn’t to be. In the future, yes, but tonight I belonged to Lea.

Without being told what to do, I hopped on the bed and Lea got on behind me. Her leather jacket was cool against my butt cheeks, and it turned me on even more. I felt her silky blonde hair over my neck, and she licked the nape of my nape, sending shivers down my back and keeping me hard as a rock.

I felt Lea’s hand pulling my G-String out from between my butt cheeks and placing it on the side. Next I felt her moist cock tip against my cherry asshole, which Blossom had stretched for her. She reached into her night table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing a copious amount into her palm and rubbed it over my “bussy,” which I learned was slanged for “boy pussy,” and down my taint to my ball sack. Next, she rubbed it all over her cock and placed it back against me. I wanted to devour her cock taking it all the way inside me – damn the pain and discomfort of such a large cock; bigger than Blossom’s.

She went slowly at first, and pulled in and out, going no farther than the head of her she cock. I was possessed by a madness I had never known and took a deep breath, shoving my rear against it, taking it all on. Lea gasped and squeezed my butt cheeks apart, leaning over me and going in and out with a fast rhythm. The smells of her strawberry hair shampoo and perfume gave me a feeling like a “sneeze” coming on from deep inside me. I could hold back no further as she kept hitting my p-spot. My palms were placed firmly on the bed sheets, and I came without touching myself. Squirt after squirt of my jizz shot out of me onto her bed sheets, and I screamed. Lea, maybe from my arousal yelled out at the same time and filled me up with her warm, thick cum; both of us lost in a reverie of mad pleasure. Two fiends pawing at each other with unquenching lust.

She kept going, and my climax persisted even after I was dry and could cum no more. She pulled out of me slowly and we were both on our knees on the bed, kissing. I licked her face, and she did the same, my mascara and eyeshadow running down. I knew that this would be a regular thing from now on.

*****

We finally came downstairs, and the girls were there, all except Blossom, and they were smiling at us.

“Ladies,” Lea said, her arm around my shoulder. “Olive is now officially one of us.” Looking at me, she said, “I’m giving her her own bike, and we’ll be taking her with us on our road trips from now on.”

The other girls cheered. “Now next weekend, we have a certain federal judge coming down here, and I’ve decided to let Olive break him in. What do you think?”

“Hell yeah!” Candy and Charlene exclaimed.

So Stacie receded into the back of my memory. I finally became all that I was meant to become, and there was more, a lot more on the way, and all because of a little unexpected “road trip.”

❤️❤️❤️
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