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To my readers, always


Jennifer & Tyson


CHAPTER 1

Tyson Heath had left his roommate Jennifer in charge of buying their Halloween costumes. She wanted to attend one of her coworker’s parties and begged Tyson to go with her. Halloween wasn’t his favorite holiday, but he would accompany Jennifer to wherever she wanted. They had a close relationship that began in college. They lived together to save on rent and enjoy the city life. Chicago wasn’t as expensive as New York, but they hustled to make ends meet and take vacations.

As roommates and longtime friends, Tyson and Jennifer had a pact to never sleep together. They met doing a project and hit it off. Tyson had a girlfriend at the time, and Jennifer a boyfriend. When they ended up single by the end of university, neither wanted to ruin what they had built over the years, so they moved in together and had upheld their pact since.

It wasn’t the easiest for Tyson because Jennifer was a majestic beauty. She was mixed with light-brown skin and natural curls that hung over her shoulders. They had become comfortable around each other over the years, and Jennifer would walk around the house wearing a towel after her shower. Or wear skimpy shorts when they watched a movie on the weekend. Jennifer often smelled of fruit and fresh-cut grass or flowers blooming in spring. Tyson hadn’t been with a woman since his ex left him for another man, and it took all he had not to kiss Jennifer when they ate breakfast or watched TV.

Tyson wondered what costume Jennifer would buy. She seemed excited about going to her friend’s party. Tyson didn’t interact much with his coworkers, but they all went out for drinks. Neither brought many people back to the house. Tyson wasn’t sure that Jennifer had been with another man since her breakup.

Living with a woman was hard for Tyson for more than avoiding sex. He had a secret fetish he had never shared with anyone, but when Jennifer went out with her friends or for work when Tyson was at home, he would raid her pantie drawer. Sniff the lingerie. Absorb Jennifer’s scent. He loved when her dirty ones still smelled of her love cave. Fresh with a hint of the soap she used. Tyson had his own bathroom products but knew how hers smelled.

Maybe they were sabotaging each other by living together and having agreed to a pact. Women hated when Tyson told them he lived with a hetero woman. They insisted it wasn’t normal. He never made it past a first date because he couldn’t lie and build secrets. They grew like webs. All the lies his ex told him had scared him. He wouldn’t cause that same pain for anyone else, no matter how desperate he was to feel inside a pussy again. Taste one on his lips. Feel a woman’s sweet, warm juices run down his face and throat.

Tyson glanced at his watch. He still had at least half an hour until Jennifer would get back with their costumes for the party. Spending time with his friend was more exciting than going to a party with people from her hospital, but Jennifer had been talking about it for weeks. Her coworkers had promised it would be a blast.

Entering Jennifer’s room, Tyson glanced over his shoulder. His heart always ticked a beat faster when he went into her room. Raiding Jennifer’s panties was his problem like some people bought lottery tickets every day after work. Or smoked cigarettes on their breaks. Tyson couldn’t trust himself, no matter how badly he wanted to quit. Feeling the different textures of fabrics, Jennifer’s floral scent, and her occasional period stains turned Tyson on more than he would admit to anyone if they asked. He had convinced his ex girlfriend to let him orally service her while she had her flow after a year of dating. Pushing it farther than oral if she was feeling up to it. Throw a towel on the bed and no harm done.

Until that whore cheated on Tyson. Lied to him like a dog. Didn’t care an ounce about his feelings. Tyson inhaled Jennifer’s dirty panties, grabbing a bunch and burying his face into them. His hard dick pressed against his pants, but the sound of a key in the door startled him. He dropped the panties and darted to his room before Jennifer walked in the apartment.

***

Walking inside with her bags, Jennifer couldn’t wait to show Tyson what she had bought for him. He would never believe it. There was a chance he wouldn’t wear it, but Jennifer wanted to play a prank on Tyson. She twisted her key in the knob, hearing commotion behind the door, and stepped inside her apartment.

She saw Tyson’s door was open and his light on, but she went to the dining room table and dropped her bags. She needed a beverage after her ride on the metro and a long day at the hospital. Jennifer had the next day off, so she could party tonight but wasn’t sure how much energy she had. Boiling water, Jennifer retrieved her box of black tea from the cabinet.

Living with a straight man had its challenges, especially when the man was as handsome and successful as Tyson. He was thin but hit the gym often, doing more cardio than weights, but Tyson’s body was firm. Jennifer had felt it during their games at the beach on the lake: throwing a football, playing volleyball, chasing each other, laughing. Jennifer had never confessed how often Tyson made her wet. When his hand brushed against her passing in their small hallway or when they watched movies on the loveseat.

Dipping her tea bag into the hot water, Jennifer read news on her phone. She never had time for anything at the hospital. Some days she went without a break and scarfed a wrap while reviewing charts.

Tyson stepped into the dining room. “Thought I heard you,” he said, wearing a t-shirt and basketball shorts. That was another problem about living with Tyson. He often wore basketball shorts around the house that showed every inch he was working with, and he wasn’t small. “What costume did you get me?”

Jennifer hid her mouth with her hand, laughing. She couldn’t believe what she had bought Tyson. “You’re going to hate me, but I had an idea.”

“What’s that?”

“I can be the doctor, and you’ll be my nurse,” Jennifer said.

“Isn’t that cheating since you work at a hospital?”

“No. I’m only going to wear lingerie and the coat with heels.”

Tyson rubbed his chin and licked his lips. “So, you bought me scrubs?”

“Something like that,” she said, laughing. Jennifer sipped her tea to hide her face.

Tyson opened the bag. He pulled out the costume Jennifer had bought and dropped it to the table, shaking his head. “No way, Jen. I’m not wearing that. That is for women,” Tyson said. He was pointing at it like it was a mouse in the cabinet. His voice broke into a higher register.

Jennifer set her tea on the counter and went behind Tyson, patting his shoulders. He shook her off him and staggered backward into the living room. “Oh, come on. Nobody will know you there. We can dress you up with makeup and everything.”

“Jennifer! What is with you? I’m not a crossdresser,” he said.

“It’s Halloween. Time to live on your wild side. We can take a cab there and back. Nobody will know the difference. I can introduce you as my girlfriend from college,” she said. “They’re an open-minded group. Don’t you think it will be fun?” Jennifer asked. She squeezed Tyson’s hard, his thin bicep and jumped in place. She wanted to see Tyson in the skirt and button up with the cute hat. He would look adorable with a touch of makeup. He wouldn’t even need a wig with the right makeup.

“You’re way lighter than me, Jennifer. Your makeup would make me look stupid.”

“Luckily, I bought some foundation for you,” Jennifer said and pulled the compact from her purse.

“You’ve lost your mind, Jennifer. I can’t run around Chicago wearing that costume. I’ll wear my outfit from work and be a finance man,” he said.

***

How could she expect Tyson to dress like slutty nurse? Wear a skirt? His friends from work would never let him live down the day if they saw a picture. His family would throw a fit. Wearing that skirt would break every code Tyson had made for himself. He had avoided wearing Jennifer’s panties, as hard as it was. His parents had raised Tyson to wear loose-fitting boxers and nothing else. His father ridiculed men that wore different. Tyson slipped on a trunk or boxer-brief now and then, but his body crawled every time.

Jennifer stepped closer to Tyson. She had the sexiest smile when she wanted something. He wasn’t sure he could tell her no for long. Tyson was thinking about running to his room and locking himself away for the night. Jennifer ran a finger down Tyson’s t-shirt and stared into his eyes. “Why don’t you want to let go for a night? What’s the worse that could happen?”

“Many terrible things could come of this, Jen. I don’t see why you thought it was a good idea. Couldn’t you have bought a costume for men?”

“Where’s the fun in that, Tyson? Please, Ty. Nobody will know you there.”

“No, Jen,” Tyson said. He turned and went to his room, slamming the door. Deep down, Tyson wanted to put on that skirt. He wanted to wear Jen’s bra with stuffing. Maybe convince her to take it all the way and add panties to the mix, but what would that make Tyson? He wasn’t a fag. He loved pussy and women and breasts. Hairy bodies disgusted him. Men were a turn off. Not that Tyson hated gay people, but he never considered himself anything but straight and narrow. Normal. No deviation from the standard, how his father had raised him.

Jennifer knocked on the door. He had locked it, so she couldn’t open it. “Tyson, you can wear your work uniform if you want. I’m going to take a shower and change. Be ready in twenty.”

Tyson waited until he heard the water running. He opened his door and stepped into the hallway. Picking up the package, Tyson examined the outfit. The model in the picture smiled and wore red lipstick. She had black heels. A nurse would never wear those. Tyson wasn’t sure he could either, and Jennifer’s feet were smaller than his. Her purse was open at the corner, and Tyson saw a pair of flats. She had taken the time to plan out this outfit.

This was Tyson’s chance to wear Jennifer’s bra without judgment. He had to take the opportunity.

***

Tyson’s decision not to dress as a woman disappointed Jennifer, but she knew no was a possibility. Tyson wasn’t gay and had never dressed as a woman before, but Jennifer was almost certain he had raided her lingerie drawer before. She couldn’t prove it because she didn’t keep a chart of where her panties were, but sometimes the drawer appeared off like someone had rifled though it. Jennifer wouldn’t care if he did. The nurse costume was something of a test, but Tyson didn’t want it.

Stepping out the shower, Jennifer wrapped a towel around her body. She used a second towel to dry her hair. The mirror too fogged to see herself. She wrapped the towel around her head and stepped into the hallway.

Tyson surprised her. He was standing there with the costume in his hand. “You can’t tell anyone who I really am,” Tyson said.

“Of course, not. You’re my girlfriend from college, nothing more. We’ll tell everyone my roommate Tyson is at home and you came instead,” she said.

Tyson chuckled. It sounded like he was nervous. “What should I do?”

“Wait here. I’ll change and get everything else we need,” she said. Jennifer went into her room and closed her door. Her heart pounded in her chest. She had dreamed of feminizing a man for ages. Jennifer didn’t know why she had the fantasy, but it had reoccurred in her mind since watching a porno a couple years back.

When she brought up the idea to her ex, he left. He told her to shove it and delete his number which wasn’t an unexpected response. Jennifer had never told anyone about that day. She was too embarrassed, but the idea for Halloween had crept into Jennifer’s thoughts. Tyson wouldn’t have done more than say no and move on with his day, so she had to try it with him.

Slipping on her lace lingerie, Jennifer stared at herself in the mirror. Could she go through with feminizing Tyson without crossing the line? She knew once he put on her bra, her pussy would be a messy puddle. Every time she watched a video with a feminized man, it turned her on and pushed her libido to new heights.

Jennifer went to her door and opened it for Tyson. He was standing in his doorway holding the costume. Jennifer bent her finger, signaling Tyson to enter her room. She stopped him in the doorway, “grab everything from the dining room, would you?”

Tyson had a heat in his eyes. It was a wonder they hadn’t yet crossed the line. Jennifer was dying to feel a man inside of her. It had been too long. She wanted that man wearing a skirt and lingerie too. She had been fantasizing about having sex with a feminized man, and they day had arrived. Would she invite Tyson into her bed later? She wasn’t sure. Jennifer was doing her hair in the mirror and suffocated by conflicting thoughts when Tyson returned.

Tyson kept his body hairless. He had a thing about body hair. He hated men who didn’t shave theirs, not that he was gay. But Tyson had his preferences. One less item on Jennifer’s list. She wasn’t sure about his pubic hair though. So often men would leave that to the wayside.

“Are you groomed down there?” Jennifer asked, pointing at his junk.

“Why do you ask?”

“Don’t you think you should wear panties with the look?”

“Me? In panties? Have you lost it, Jen? Isn’t the skirt enough?”

Jennifer pouted and slapped her hand on the dresser, “but it’d make me happy,” she said.

“Yes, I am groomed down there. You know how I feel about body hair,” Tyson said.

Jennifer opened his lingerie drawer and noticed how Tyson’s eyes bulged at the piles of panties. She withdrew a black thong and one of her padded bras. She hoped it would fit around Tyson’s chest. He wasn’t huge but bigger than her.

“Put these on,” Jennifer said, passing Tyson the lingerie. “We can stuff the bra when you return.”

Tyson took the lingerie and left Jennifer’s room. She lined her lips with the boldest red lipstick she had. Jennifer thought Tyson would look best in a darker shade like a purple or brown. Jennifer could make the look sexy and scary to cover up Tyson’s appearance. A little streak of fake blood and bold lipstick changed everything. Tyson returned wearing the panties and bra. The bottoms hid nothing, and Jennifer liked what she saw. If she hadn’t applied lipstick, she would have licked her lips Tyson’s dick looked so delicious pressed up against the black lace.

“Wow,” Jennifer said. “Why don’t we stuff you, handsome lady?”

Tyson blushed and pushed away Jennifer’s hand as it grazed his breast. “I look ridiculous.”

“Oh, stop it, Ty. It’s Halloween. Loosen up,” Jennifer said.

“Hurry up and get this over with,” Tyson said.

When Jennifer touched his bra, she noticed his dick twitch. It was growing in its black thong, desperate for playtime. Jennifer swallowed her desires and wadded up fabric to stuff Tyson’s bra. She smoothed out any lumps, and Tyson had a robust chest. With the button up over his chest, nobody would know the difference.

Tyson stepped into the skirt and fastened the buttons on his shirt. He looked like one sexy nurse. Short hair suited Tyson’s female look, and his body was proving feminine. He didn’t have the hard lines of a man who lifted weights. He had the thin body of a long-distance runner with minimal muscle definition. Tyson stared at himself in the mirror. They still had to finish his makeup, but Jennifer wanted to rip off his clothes and ride that thick dick.

“What do you think, Ty?”

“No comment,” he said.

“Let’s finish your makeup,” Jennifer said. She turned Tyson toward her and complete his look as a sexy slash scary nurse. Jennifer put on a doctor’s coat over her lingerie. Tyson put on the flats she had bought him, and they were out the door and waiting on their cab.


CHAPTER 2

Tyson felt sexy in his nurse costume but wouldn’t admit it. He loved how Jennifer had highlighted the natural lines in his face and turned him into a beautiful woman. If Tyson saw himself at a party, he would want the woman he saw in the mirror.

They were in the cab heading to the party, and the driver had said nothing about their costumes. It was Halloween. He must have seen dozens of renditions of the same outfits. Sexy nurses and doctors.

“Okay, so what should I call you?”

“T?”

“T?” Jennifer asked.

“Why not? It’s easy, and nobody could look me up on social media. I’m going to this party for you, Jennifer. You really don’t think I look like a man?”

“If you speak like that, people will know. You look fantastic, T,” Jennifer said, winking.

They arrived a few minutes later, and T held the door open for Jennifer. They linked arms and walked toward the apartment building. Her friends must have had money because the building was stunning and in an expensive part of Chicago.

When T walked through the lobby, his heart raced. His mind was boggled. It was like someone had hit him over the head with a bat. Punched him in the stomach. T stopped by the elevator after Jennifer had signed them in with security.

“I can’t,” T said. His heart pounding in his chest. He was turned on being out in public as a woman but horribly embarrassed. T stopped and shook his head. He crossed his arms over his chest, feeling the fake breasts. They weren’t heavy, and T didn’t want to mess up Jennifer’s work. He dropped his arms to his sides.

“We don’t have to stay long, T. Come on, at least a few drinks. Free booze,” Jennifer said.

T didn’t need endless booze, but Jennifer looked desperate to enter the elevator. T relented and followed Jennifer through the metal doors. He bowed his head and hoped they wouldn’t stay too long.

***

Jennifer loved having her girlfriend ‘T’ on her arm as she circled around the party. T hardly spoke, but Jennifer didn’t mind. They drank, chatted, and danced. T made a perfect girlfriend from her college days before PA school. Jennifer worked as a Physician’s Assistant, and one of the doctors was throwing the party.

The woman’s husband came up to them, “aren’t you cheating wearing a doctor’s outfit?” he asked.

Jennifer parted her robe and flashed the woman. She didn’t tie it again, “I’m a sexy doctor,” she said. “Doesn’t that count for something?”

The man choked on his drink when Jennifer flashed her. “Oh my, I would say that indeed counts for something.”

Jennifer introduced T as her nurse but explained she worked in finances. Jennifer and T had several conversations like that over the next hours. Watching T’s reactions, Jennifer could tell he was growing tired of the charades.

Before coming to the party, Jennifer had told everyone at work she would bring her roommate, Tyson. But it was easy to explain Tyson away and replace him with T. He had mastered a feminine hello and nobody suspected a thing.

Pulling T to a corner, Jennifer felt giddy. She was enjoying her night and hoped T was too. They were out of earshot from the room, “how’s your night?” Jennifer asked.

“Good, I can’t complain too much. Nobody thinks I’m Tyson at least,” T said.

“Wait here, I’ll get us refills,” Jennifer said and took Tyson’s cup.


CHAPTER 3

Tyson took the drink Jennifer brought him, but he just wanted to leave. Dressing as a woman in public was fun for an hour, but Tyson needed to get back to the house and feel a sense of normality. Jennifer stared at him with seductive eyes. They were sitting in two chairs in the corner away from the crowd. Nobody paid them attention.

Checking his cell phone, Tyson glanced at the time. “Shouldn’t we leave soon?” Tyson asked.

Jennifer wasn’t listening to him. She had savage, hungry eyes and was looking straight at Tyson’s crotch. He couldn’t stop his feminine dick from growing and pressing against the black thong. Without thinking, Tyson spread his thighs and granted Jennifer a more fulfilling view.

She lifted her eyes and met Tyson’s, knowing she’d been caught staring. Tyson could see it on Jennifer’s face. They had avoided each other for years, but Tyson wasn’t sure their pact would make it through the night.

They hadn’t finished their drinks, but Jennifer stood. She grabbed Tyson’s hand and winked. His heart skipped. He had dreamed of the day when he could taste Jennifer’s pussy. Jennifer told her friends they were leaving, and Tyson was outside before he knew it. They laughed and dry heaved from the experience. It took them a few minutes to return to reality. The cold, October wind curled under Tyson’s skirt. They had the party a few days before Halloween because it was on a weekday that year.

“Did you call a taxi?” Tyson asked. He knocked his knees together, trying to keep the wind from tickling his junk. The thong did nothing to protect him from the cold.

“No, I was thinking we could do something else first,” Jennifer said. Her lips pressed into Tyson’s before he could respond. She pushed him into the alleyway with her kiss. It wasn’t too dirty, but they couldn’t see. Few people walked on the street. Tyson had never done anything in public before, but he wasn’t about to stop Jennifer.

She was kissing his body, moving from his neck to his waistline. She pulled him to a spot out of sight of the street. Tyson was cold but wouldn’t pass on this opportunity. Jennifer looked up to Tyson, smiling. Her red lipstick was a fire in the darkness. The whites of her eyes shined as she peered up at Tyson. Her hands snaked up Tyson’s thighs and clutched his thong. His dick was pulsating. He wasn’t sure if he could stop himself from cumming too fast. Nobody had touched him in such a seductive way in a long time.

Jennifer’s lips parted and wrapped around Tyson’s thickness. He threw his head back as her wet mouth covered his dick. Jennifer pushed her lips all the way to the base of Tyson’s cock, gagging on his length. She didn’t care and tried until she was moving up and down his feminine cock with ease. Tyson wouldn’t last long without busting in her mouth.

He tried to pull her away by her hair, but Jennifer resisted. Tyson grunted as the cum jolted up from his balls and filled Jennifer’s mouth. Jennifer drew away when Tyson stopped shooting, leaving red lipstick up and down his dick. Jennifer replaced Tyson’s thong around his waist and pulled out her phone, ordering a cab.

“The night isn’t over yet,” she said.

Tyson stared at her, paralyzed by her beauty but agreed. “You’re right. It is far from over,” Tyson said. He kissed Jennifer, tasting his seed on her lips. He couldn’t wait for her to cum all over his face.

***

Riding in the taxi, Tyson couldn’t keep his hands off Jennifer. She hoped the driver wouldn’t leave her a bad review but didn’t care. They sat on one side of the backseat with Tyson in the middle. He marched his fingers up Jennifer’s thighs, making her tense and wet. Jennifer closed her eyes and forgot she was in the taxi as Tyson slipped a finger into her.

She contracted her pussy walls around his finger. Jennifer needed Tyson’s dick inside of her. She wasn’t sure how long they had until arriving home, but Jennifer was aching for more.

Tyson added a second finger to her hole. She slapped the window, a loud moan escaping her mouth. Tyson’s finger lubed by her natural juices. She couldn’t wait to roll a condom over Tyson’s dick and use it. Tyson pulled out of Jennifer and licked his fingers. The driver glanced in his rear-view mirror. Jennifer wouldn’t shame herself.

They arrived to their apartment, and Jennifer stumbled out the car. Tyson flew out behind her and helped her walk. Tyson tossed the cab driver a twenty through the passenger’s window and bent his head for Jennifer to wrap her arm around his shoulder.

Tyson was wearing his nurse costume. Skirt and top. He didn’t care. They didn’t have a doorman like Jennifer’s friends. Nobody was in the hallway to notice Tyson, and he wouldn’t care, anyway. He was about to have his dream woman.

Turning the key in the lock, Tyson pushed open the door. Jennifer dropped her purse on the table and fell back on the couch. She was coherent, and heat was radiating off her like a blacktop. Tyson dropped to his knees in front of the couch and parted Jennifer’s coat. She wore her lace lingerie beneath. Tyson pressed his lips against hers through the fabric, tasting her.

“We should have done this years ago,” Tyson said as he pulled the thong from her legs. She shimmied out the jacket and sat up straight. Tyson wrapped his arms around her body, unhooking her bra.

“Don’t take off your outfit.”

“I didn’t plan on it, baby,” Tyson said, connecting his mouth with her button. She gripped the sofa, back arching. Jennifer held Tyson’s head as he moved from her clit to her lips, treating her to a delicious oral treat.

Jennifer moaned through clenched teeth. Tyson didn’t let up until she screamed and gripped the back of Tyson’s head, pushing him into her. Tyson licked up everything he could as his woman came into his mouth. Reaching down, Tyson touched his hard dick through the lingerie.

After a minute, Jennifer relaxed. She threw her arms above her head, but Tyson wasn’t finished. He wanted to feel inside his woman, spread her walls, while wearing a skirt. Jennifer focused her eyes on Tyson, “lie on the floor,” she said.

Tyson did as she commanded.

***

Tyson lay on the floor, staring up at the ceiling. Jennifer had disappeared into her room. When she returned, she had condoms and a tiny bottle of lubrication. Not that she needed it, but Tyson wouldn’t argue against less friction. He wanted to enjoy her all night. Every day of the following week. She would be tapped out and dried up by the time Tyson finished with her. If she wanted to dress up, they could. Tyson would wear a skirt for Jennifer any day of the week.

“Lift the skirt and take out your dick,” Jennifer said. She stood above him and placed the condoms and lube on the sofa.

Tyson pulled up the skirt and revealed his thong, his hard dick begging for freedom. Tyson moved the fabric to the side and revealed his dick. Jennifer was naked with her legs like a triangle. She didn’t hide an inch from Tyson. Her hair curled down and fell over her shoulders, covering on nipple. She turned on the television to a romantic-music channel. Tyson’s dick stood at attention waiting for its woman to use her opening. Her cave of sweetness and heat.

The thong hugged Tyson’s dick, pulled to one side. Jennifer lowered her mouth and teased Tyson with his lips. He let go for a moment and caressed his fake breasts as her tongue worked. She caught him when she lifted her mouth. They laughed. It was like Jennifer had read Tyson’s mind. He wondered if she ever noticed when he dug through her lingerie. She was enjoying herself as much as Tyson.

Jennifer rolled the condom over Tyson’s manhood, and he was still caressing his tits, loving the sensations of the fabric brushing against his hard nipples. Jennifer added a drop of lube to Tyson’s dick and lifted her hips, placing a thigh on each side of his body.

“Are you sure about this?” Jennifer asked, stroking Tyson’s covered cock.

“More than you know,” he said, using his fingers on her button. She gripped Tyson’s breasts and didn’t resist Tyson’s touch. Tyson dick was leaking into the condom, excited for Jennifer. Tyson clutched Jennifer’s ass, staring at her pussy lips. The hair that circled her opening. Delicious and her taste still on his lips.

Jennifer lifted her hips and slid down Tyson’s dick. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as she squatted on his cock, moving her hips up and down. Jennifer shook her hair. Her breasts free. She touched Tyson’s breasts and talked dirty to him. He loved being her feminized doll for the night. Jennifer’s juices leaked onto his panties. She touched Tyson’s skirt, using it for balance as she rocked her body.

Tyson licked his hand and touched her spot. She begged him to stop or she would cum, but Tyson wanted her to cum. Use his feminized dick. “Cum all over me, baby,” Tyson said.

Jennifer shook her head, but Tyson knew how to use his fingers on her nub. It was like she had a lock and he knew the combination. Jennifer leaned back, her body stiffening, and released. Tyson felt her walls contracting on his dick, milking him of precum. He could fuck her later in the night. How Jennifer was looking at him, they weren’t finished.

Tyson slapped Jennifer’s ass, and she lifted herself off Tyson’s cock, falling to his side. She traced a finger along the nurse’s costume. Tyson’s dick hadn’t deflated, and Jennifer took it in her hand. She removed the condom and wrapped her leg over Tyson’s body. Tyson held her close, kissing her on the forehead.

“Can’t wait for next time,” he said.

“Me neither,” Jennifer said and kissed Tyson’s neck, resting her head on his chest. They lay there until late in the night when Jennifer woke up Tyson, hungry for more, and Tyson carried her into her bedroom to give Jennifer what she wanted.


Martha & Edward


CHAPTER 1

Martha Roberts lived in Foss, Illinois in one of the sorority houses. She loved all her roommates and the things they did together. Martha knew she was living the best years of her life, forming amazing bonds, and experiencing college life. She had never dreamed it would be as amazing as it was, but this was her senior year. Her last fall. The last year with the girls. Martha would cry if she thought about it too long. The new sisters were making themselves at home in the sorority house.

Since Martha was a senior, she had a private room. The new ladies shared rooms but only until they were juniors. They had a huge house with plenty of space. Two kitchens. A gorgeous backyard. Martha dreaded the idea of moving to a tiny studio in Chicago or New York. She hadn’t decided where she’d move. She was waiting on a job offer but wouldn’t apply places until the spring.

Around Martha, her sorority sisters were decorating the house for the holiday. Halloween was Martha’s favorite time of year. She loved to party, drink, and forget about her worries. Halloween was the halfway point to finals. School was becoming more difficult. She wanted to make her last year one to remember.

Martha had a secret tradition none of her sisters knew about. It was common for women from the sorority to hook up with guys from a frat, but Martha took it to another level. Men were desperate to feel a pussy and would do things Martha wanted. She loved to see a man in lingerie. Watch him blush as the fabric constricted his dick and made it longer.

After making a round around the house and checking the decorations and everyone’s progress, she returned to her room. Martha had to prepare an outfit for her future conquest. She didn’t have one man in mind, but there was always one that paid attention to her. Followed her. The frat guys came over with two things on their mind: getting drunk and finding pussy. Martha knew how they operated.

But they didn’t know her secret until it was too late. She didn’t have a reputation because men were too embarrassed to speak about what happened with Martha to their friends. How could they admit they had worn lingerie and loved it? Had the best sex of their lives? Martha had a fantastic GPA in university, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have fun on the weekends.

Martha laid out an outfit on her chair, out of sight if anyone walked into her room but ready for her one-night man. Martha went back downstairs and helped the girls finish before the guys arrived.

***

Edward tried to keep his room clean, but the house was a disaster. There was no hope in maintaining the main areas. They hired a maid who came once a week, but that cleanliness only lasted for a few hours. It was Halloween, and they were heading to a Sorority house soon. They had been instructed to bring the alcohol and themselves. The ladies would provide the place. They probably didn’t want to spend time where the guys lived. Edward didn’t blame them.

All his fraternity brothers were spread out between the living room and kitchen, pre-gaming. Drinking shots and talking about the women.

“We’re going to smash tonight, guys!” one frat brother said. Everyone cheered. Beat their chests. Made guttural sounds in a staccato beat. Edward was a senior in university and had the best time living with the guys over the past four years, but he couldn’t wait to flee to the city. He was planning to move to New York and escape the small town. He was from Foss and wanted to get as far away as possible.

“Yeah, bro. I can’t wait to score,” another one said.

Edward wanted sex, but they were ridiculous. It was the same conversation every weekend before hitting the club. They brought back girls or stayed out all night. He had seen one roommate fucking in the back of a club once. Edward had turned his head the other way. Edward loved women but didn’t need weekly sex. Or daily like a couple of his roommates. They spent every second chatting with girls online, trying to find the next warm body.

Checking his phone, Edward took another shot. They were leaving in thirty minutes. Most of his roommates would be plastered by then. They chugged booze like water on holidays. They drank beers after class and switched to hard liquor when the sun fell from the sky. Edward and his roommates ignored the age-old tale about drinking beer before liquor. Since they drank most weekends, nobody got sick. Throwing up didn’t count. Most of the guys would keep going after puking once or twice. Not Edward, but he would stay up with them and watch music videos or talk about big ideas (for being drunk).

Thirty minutes later, one of the other seniors hollered by the door. All the guys were wearing their toga costumes with nothing but underwear beneath them. They normally went as police officers, cowboys, firefighters, or something hot. The guys worked out together and had a fitness calendar. They kept each other in shape. The head senior opened the door and led the group to the sorority house. The leaves still clinging to the trees fluttered in the wind. Their bright colors dimmed in the darkness. Edward locked up the house and followed at the back of the pack.


CHAPTER 2

Martha held a plastic cup and walked around her house. The men had arrived wearing togas. Could they be any more obvious? Martha and a fellow sister gossiped about them looking desperate for sex. They laughed but would both end up with a guy by the end. The women wore beautiful dresses like dancers. They sparkled and shimmered as the women moved. The men couldn’t keep their eyes off them. Martha loved the attention.

There was one guy who stared at Martha more than the others. He had brown hair and dark brown eyes. He was taller, at least a head higher than Martha. She would have to get closer to him to confirm her suspicion, but she liked to play mouse and have the man chase her.

Staring at the stranger, Martha sipped from her cup. He hadn’t moved his eyes from her, taking in how her dress hugged her hips. Martha loved the dress she was wearing because it fit her like a glove. It wasn’t hard to zip either. It was one of her favorite pieces, but she almost never wore it because of how shiny it was.

A lot of the ladies were playing drinking games with the guys in the living room. Martha had been speaking with a friend, but her friend went away. The guy watching her was standing across the room, obviously looking at Martha. If he liked what he saw, that man might receive Martha’s surprise.

She wouldn’t mind using him for a night or two, but Martha didn’t want to grow attached to anyone before graduating. She had a boyfriend once and swore off any others until her move. She wasn’t from Foss and didn’t plan on staying because of a relationship. Better to keep love under wraps.

Martha walked into the kitchen and refilled her drink, then she stepped into the backyard. People crowded the grass and porch. They smoked cigarettes, chatted, and snapped pictures and posted them on social media. Martha noticed the guy from inside chatting with one of his friends.

The man’s back was to Martha, but his friend looked in her direction. He said something, and the guy Martha wanted pushed his shoulder. He waited a second before looking dead into Martha’s eyes. She smiled at him and turned on her heels, hoping he would follow her inside.

***

Edward was watching Martha from across the room. He didn’t know her name but couldn’t stop staring at her. When he tried to move his eyes away and focus on something else, they flickered back to the beautiful blonde woman wearing a shimmering dress. She was much better at not paying attention to Edward. She chatted with a sorority sister. Lots of people were playing drinking games on the floor. Some gathered by the stairs and chatted. Edward stood alone staring at the mystery woman he wanted to bed.

She walked toward the kitchen. Edward waited a minute before following her, watching her step outside. Martha walked like she floated on air. Edward saw one of his fellow seniors leave a conversation, walking back inside. Edward couldn’t look like he had come outside to follow Martha. Catching his friend, Edward struck up a conversation. He turned away from Martha.

“Bro, talk to me,” Edward said. The air smelled of cigarettes and cold. He had forgotten how many of his roommates smoked when they drink.

“What’s up, man?”

“There’s this woman. Blonde hair. Hot curves,” Edward said. His friend lifted his eyes. Edward pushed him on the shoulder, “Don’t look at her, bro.”

“Right, sorry. You gonna score?”

“I hope so,” Edward said. He wanted Martha more than anything else but had to talk to her and stop following her around like a creep. Edward tried to resist turning to glance at the mystery woman but failed. His eyes met hers. She smiled at him, turning on her heels and entering the house. Edward left his friend without saying goodbye and followed her.

She was talking to her friend when he got inside, standing at the kitchen island. The kitchen was huge and filled with people. Edward calmed himself and went to the punch bowl. He slammed a jello shot and chatted with a couple of his roommates. Drunk talk. Gibberish. Edward was shaking because Martha was staring at him as she spoke.

He grabbed his cup and went into the living room, joining a drinking game. Martha didn’t emerge from the kitchen while Edward played the first game. He needed to see her. Ask her her name. Talk to her, if he could work up the courage. He wasn’t sure he could. Edward drank with friends and strangers, waiting for Martha to appear.

***

Martha stood in the kitchen talking to her friend and staring at Edward from across the room. She didn’t know his name and didn’t care much either. He was a dick she could dress up and use for the night. Martha wasn’t looking for anything serious. Edward disappeared to the living room, and Martha pulled her friend closer. They were both seniors and loved having guys in their room for a night or two. No major commitments.

“This guy has been staring at me all night. I’m going to invite him upstairs,” Martha said.

Her friend gushed and oohed. “You’re naughty, Martha,” she said.

“You’re one to talk. Did you find anyone for tonight?” Martha asked.

“Yeah, but we want to stay downstairs more first. I’ve hooked up with the guy before,” her friend said, fluttering her eyelashes. She glanced outside. It was the big guy Edward had been talking to. “That’s him.”

“My guy was talking to yours,” Martha said.

“Greek Life! Woo. I can’t wait to move to the city and hook up with professionals.”

“They’ll be the same guys, a few years older,” Martha said.

“A few years more mature. Better in bed, hopefully. I’ve taught that guy everything he knows. I can’t tell you how often he texts me trying to come over,” her friend said.

“And how often do you say yes?”

“That’s for me to know. Have fun tonight,” her friend said. She went outside to talk to the guy. Martha waited in the kitchen, hoping the stranger was eager to have her. After reading some posts online and chatting with a few other friends, Martha walked into the living room.

Edward was playing a game in the living room. She met her eyes with his dark brown ones, loving the way lines chiseled his face. Many guys from their frat had nice bodies. Martha stood at the base of the stairs and waved her finger at Edward to follow her. She climbed the stairs, and Edward followed. There was always one man that fell into her trap.


CHAPTER 3

Edward followed Martha up the stairs, his toga dragging behind him. He could almost see up her short dress, wondering what color panties she wore underneath. He had on a pair of black boxer briefs and couldn’t wait to take them off and slide inside Martha. Martha walked down the hallway. He could hear a couple people fucking behind closed doors, but there weren’t many people upstairs. Edward wondered which room was Martha’s until she opened the door. He still hadn’t learned her name.

She stepped inside and held the door open for Edward, closing and locking it behind her. Edward sat on her bed because her clothes were hanging over the chair. It was hot seeing her lingerie. Edward couldn’t wait to unzip that dress and feel Martha’s warmth.

“You couldn’t keep your eyes off me, could you?” Martha asked.

“No,” he said, shaking his head.

Martha stepped forward, closing the distance between them. She pushed him to the bed, running her hand down his body. “What’s your name?”

“Edward,” he said. His voice cracked as Martha gripped his cock through the toga. Edward loved the pressure, but her strength surprised him. He couldn’t produce words with her hands on him like a warrior.

“You always follow girls around like a predator, Edward?”

Edward tried to refute her claim, but she hardened her hold. He shot up, not sure if he was aroused or frightened. She released him. Edward breathed, trying to focus himself. “It wasn’t like that, I swear. I wasn’t trying to follow you around like a creep,” he said.

“But you did, didn’t you?” she asked.

“You motioned me to follow you,” Edward said. He wanted to please Martha, but she seemed upset with him. They were getting off on the wrong note. He didn’t want their night together to have fuss or bad vibes. Edward would do anything to set the record right. He wasn’t trying to act like a bad guy or take advantage of the situation. “If you want me to leave, I can go,” Edward said, putting up his hands. He didn’t want any problems coming out for a night of fun.

“Now, why would you ask that?” Martha asked. She pushed her hand into Edward’s toga and rubbed his muscular chest, loving how firm he was. Edward gasped at her touch, hoping he wouldn’t cum in his underwear before he could fuck Martha. He still hadn’t learned her name.

“What’s your name?” Edward asked.

Martha pressed her finger to his mouth, “shh. Does it matter what my name is?”

“Yes, you matter,” Edward said. He didn’t want to come off as an asshole or like he was trying to use her.

“Fine, my name is Martha, but this isn’t lasting longer than tonight. You understand?” she asked. “Nod your head or get out.”

Edward nodded. He didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity to spend some time inside Martha. He repeated the name in his head a few times.

“Take off your toga,” Martha said. She hadn’t undressed.

“What about you?”

“I’ll get naked when the time comes. You have things to do first.”

“Like what?”

“Taking off your toga,” Martha said. “You’re the one that came to my room and wants to have sex with me, so you have a few tasks to complete before you can feel inside me, baby boy. What you will do arouses me,” she said, winking at Edward.

He wouldn’t argue with her. Whatever she needed to warm up, he could do. What was the worst she could want? Edward enjoyed eating pussy. He loved women. There was nothing wrong with pleasing her before he got off. Edward slipped his robe over his shoulders, and the toga piled into a ball around his feet.

“What now?” he asked. Edward covered his hardening dick under the boxer briefs. He didn’t want to expose himself to Martha before she showed him anything.

“Take off the underwear,” she said.

“What? Take off your dress,” Edward said “This isn’t a one-way street.”

“Yes, it is. I have a surprise for you if you take off the underwear,” she said, smiling and batting her eyelashes.

Edward swallowed and pushed his underwear to the floor, covering his hard dick. He had an average length with extra thickness. Martha swatted away his hand, exposing his package. She licked her lips, and Edward blushed. He had trimmed, hoping to score.

“Where is all your body hair?” Martha asked.

“I’m on the swim team. We have to shave everything,” Edward said.

“Swim? Your body is delicious,” she said. Martha ran her tongue from Edward’s belly button to his nipple. His dick shot up like an apparatus on springs.

“Yeah, I swim. You should come watch me sometime,” Edward said.

Martha waved her finger in his face, telling him no. “Remember, darling. This is a one-night situation. Are you excited for your surprise?” Martha asked. Edward was looking fantastic on Martha’s bed without clothing, but she couldn’t wait to dress him up in women’s clothing and watch his body redden like water with pureed tomatoes added to it.

“What do you have for me, Martha?” Edward asked.

She walked over to her chair and picked up the lingerie. They were red. A bra and panties. Martha grabbed them and passed them to Edward.

He didn’t take the thong and bra. “What do you want me to do with those?”

“I was planning on shaving your body, but you’re already smooth as a pebble under flowing water,” Martha said. She touched his skin. Martha pushed Edward back to the bed and took his nipple in her mouth. She moved down to his stomach, kissing him. Edward had closed his eyes. She gripped his dick and squeezed. “You like that?” she asked.

Edward grumbled, and Martha wrapped her mouth around his cock. He needed a reminder of what was to come if he took part in her game. What was a night in her pussy worth to Edward? Surely slipping on a red thong wasn’t a deal breaker. Martha sucked Edward’s dick long enough for him to want more but not to cum or even get close. She wanted more from him.

“Put on the thong, Edward. My door is locked. Nobody will see you,” she said.

Edward grabbed the lingerie from the bed. He held it up, exposing his dick. He felt comfortable around Martha. Edward wanted to please her. If she needed the lingerie, Edward could wear them one night. His heart raced as he stepped into the thong. The lace tickled his balls when he pulled them up around his waist. They were tight and constricted his dick.

“They make your dick look huge, don’t they?” Martha asked. She pointed toward her mirror, and Edward turned to look. He couldn’t disagree that his dick looked bigger in the red thong. “Let me help you with the bra,” she said.

“You want the bra too?” Edward asked.

“Yes, do you think we should stuff it? That would be extra fun,” she said.

Edward wasn’t sure what he had walked into, but his dick was growing harder the more Martha spoke. She helped him into the bra and stuffed it with little gel balls. He had small, perky tits. Martha stepped behind Edward, placing her hands on his shoulders. She whispered into his ears, “get to your knees.”

***

Martha stared at Edward through the mirror. Her blues eyes met his brown ones. She would miss him after tonight. He looked marvelous in the panties and kept his body hairless. She’d never thought to go after the swim team, but Edward could be her first of the lot.

When Edward dropped to his knees, Martha stepped back. She rocked her hips from side to side, giving Edward a strip tease. Pulling down her zipper, Martha let the dress fall to her ankles. She loved enjoying a man while he wore lingerie. If she went straight to intercourse, they would never do what she asked. They would cum and leave the room. Men had no time to cuddle on days like Halloween.

Martha pulled her bra down her arms and exposed her breasts. She stepped out of her thong and kept on her heels. They gave her a sense of power.

Edward was under Martha on his knees. She grabbed him from the back of his head and pushed his face into her pussy, rubbing in her nectar. Making him feel her warmth. Edward didn’t fight her and turned his face to press his mouth against her opening. The hole he wanted to enter.

“Lick my clit, baby,” Martha said. She was glancing down at Edward. Her blue eyes had a darkness to them Edward hadn’t expected from Martha when he first saw her from across the living room. He was wearing panties for her pleasure. 
Martha closed her eyes as Edward’s tongue worked her button. She held him by the head as he licked and sucked. Martha was about to cum but wanted to push Edward, see how far he would go. She had a toy she never used. Martha had tried in the previous year, but the guy refused, and she gave into him. This year she would stay strong. Martha pushed away Edward’s head, taking in his pretty face. She would have a hard time not calling him over the next few weeks.

“There’s another surprise?”

“Another one?” Edward asked, wiping his face of Martha’s juices.

Martha nodded. “Close your eyes,” she said.

Edward looked worried but listened. Martha went over to her closet and had to dig to the bottom to find the toy. She had been waiting to use it for over a year. Martha pulled out the strap. She dangled it in Edward’s face, but he hadn’t opened his eyes. He was a good doll. Martha might have to break her deal and call him again. Martha wrapped the strap around her waist and fastened the belt.

“Open your eyes,” Martha said.

Edward fell backward when he opened his eyes. Martha’s dick was inches from his face. “What is that?”

“Suck on it, baby. I want to watch you suck a dick,” she said. This was when the last guy left, but Edward leaned forward.

“You want me to suck this?” he asked, touching her dick.

“Yes, it will get me hot and ready,” she said.

Edward shrugged his shoulders and wrapped his hand around her base. He took the dick into his mouth. Martha smiled with glee. Her heart rushed. She felt dominant and in control. She was dying to have Edward fill her, but he had to know who was boss. Martha hated men that acted like kings. Martha was a woman of class, and she expected men to treat her.

Martha gripped the back of Edward’s head and fucked his throat. He was taking it better than she had expected like he had sucked dick before. The inside of the strap pushed into Martha’s cave, sending her close to the edge. She wanted to feel Edward inside of her before cumming. Martha used Edward’s mouth for a few more minutes before commanding him to remove the strap from her body.

“Now, lie on your back,” Martha said. She stepped over to her drawer for condoms. Her pussy was dripping. She couldn’t wait to roll a condom over Edward’s dick and ride him.

***

Edward lay on Martha’s floor, staring at her sift through her drawer. He couldn’t believe he had just sucked her strap, but it didn’t matter. Nobody saw him, and if Martha liked it, he wouldn’t judge her. She was about to ride his dick. And how her ass sat. Edward could watch her naked body all his life. Rot away on a bed with her nakedness across the room.

“Move your thong to the side. Let your dick free,” Martha said.

Edward grabbed his cock from beneath the fabric and moved it to a proper angle. The thong cupped Edward’s junk like a hand. He thought it looked bigger than usual. More swollen. Martha stood over Edward. She ripped open the condom and unrolled onto Edward’s cock. She placed a thigh on each side of his legs. Martha slapped Edward’s chest, clawing him lightly as she pulled down.

“Rub my clit,” Martha said.

Edward reached his hand forward and pleasured Martha. She grew wetter by the second.

Martha lifted her hips and swallowed Edward’s dick. He wasn’t expecting it to happen so soon. How she went from his tip to base without effort, holding his chest as her walls expanded. Martha moved Edward’s hands to her ass.

He smacked her cheeks and moved her hips, his dick sliding in and out her pussy. His lingerie wet with her juices. Wearing the red thong was worth fucking a woman as sexy as Martha. Edward held Martha by the hips and pounded into her. She pushed him back to the ground, taking control, and rode his cock like a machine.

“Fuck, rub my clit. I’m getting close,” Martha said.

Edward was trying his hardest not to cum. Martha’s pussy felt like a fire on a cold day. The sun after it rained. He wanted to bust inside her but was trying his best to wait for Martha to cum with him.

“Fuck, I can’t last much longer. Fuck. Fuck,” Martha said through clenched teeth. She was moaning and panting. People would have heard her if they were walking down the halls.

Edward clenched Martha’s ass and took control, lifting her hips slightly to fuck her hard. Edward pounded her hole, driving himself to the edge. It didn’t take long before his balls squeezed into his body, begging him for release.

Martha’s nails dug into Edward’s chest. Her walls constricted around his dick. They were close. Martha moved one hand down to her spot. She rubbed herself as Edward pounded his hole, seconds from cumming.

“Fuck. This. Is. It,” Martha panted. She cursed and moaned as her body stiffened. Her nipples hard and throbbing.

“Yes,” Edward grunted, drawing out the last syllable. He filled the condom inside Martha, feeling his balls pull against the lingerie.

Martha collapsed to his side. Edward touched his chest, feeling the fake breasts under the bra. Edward started to take it off, but Martha stopped him. “Keep them. As a memento,” she said.

“I won’t wear them again,” he said.

Martha didn’t respond but stood a minute later. She grabbed Edward’s toga from her chair and passed it to him. “Please leave. I’m keeping your underwear too,” she said.

Edward paused but didn’t argue. He wrapped the toga around his body and headed downstairs and then to his house, wondering when he would have another night with Martha’s wild ass. He would have her feminize him any day of the week.
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