
        
            
                
            
        

    
SEXUALITY SWAP

Cum Quick Short

By 

Julia G. Slater 


Copyright © 2025 Julia G. Slater 

All Rights Reserved 

Note, all names, persons, and companies are fictitious and any similarity to real life is purely coincidental. 

The right of Julia G. Slater to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988. 

Cover Photo AI 


Contents

About Cum Quick Shorts

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Epilogue


About Cum Quick Shorts

Cum Quick Short books are a new line of less then 10,000 word short stories designed to make you cum quick. Short of time, need a quick femdom or feminisation fix? Accept no substitute.

Cum Quick Shorts:

	Ruby Ruin 

	Sexuality Swap 




One

It was a mistake, obviously. None of us had meant to go into such a bar, but we thought it was a brothel. When you see the words Sex, XXX, and Fuck-fun on the windows, you think it’s a brothel, right? And given we were five drunk guys on a lad’s night out, what else were we supposed to think? I had promised my friends a fun night in my city, a fun weekend, actually, and I thought that was what I was going to give them. It was my duty, they were the ones who flew out to me. But no, I hadn’t expected this.

The bar was not a brothel. It was a huge complex erotic cinema, with glory hole cabins, a huge dark space where anything could happen, and a large cinema-type area with double seats, PVC covered beds, and a massive screen playing all different types of porn, but mainly gay porn.

I was fucking embarrassed. However, before I had chance to apologise, perhaps I was saved. Three hot women in lingerie entered the cinema area and were looking around. Men were walking over, like bees to honey, but these women wanted something else, someone classier. They spotted us and came over.

Without a word, these women were making out with three of my friends, leave me and Matt to stand watch. Then they broke off and came over to us and kissed us too. The boys were smiling. Perhaps they’d get to fuck and not have to pay for it.

“Got more friends?” I asked the girls, and they nodded with a cheeky smile, twisting their fingers at us.

We followed them like dogs to food. We walked out into the darker area, where in the slightest of light we were introduced to three more women. Six hotties, ready to go. Yes, this was our night!

Soon, our pants were down and cocks in warm, expert mouths. This was the best fucking blowjob I’d had in my life, and from the looks on my friend’s faces, they felt the same way. Then once we were wet and hard, all the girls turned, bent over and pulled at their thongs, like some form of synchronised dance. We reached across to a condom holder, each sheathing our cocks, and then presented to the women.

“The ass?” Darren asked his girl, and she nodded.

Grinning, Darren pushed forwards, as did everyone else, but something didn’t sit right with me. Why did all the girls want it in the ass? Was this some form of bizarre kink? No, I had a feeling these gorgeous girls were not altogether girls. So I reached down whilst the others weren’t looking and grabbed at my girl’s crotch. Her head turned to look at me, a smirk on her face, before she winked, daring me to tell the others that she had a cock.

I now had two choices. I could tell the others and probably have them kill me, or I could play dumb and fuck my girl. My cock was hard, I was horny, and there was a smooth asshole in front of me.

My cock slide in easily; her anus was already well lubricated, ready for action, but boy, was she tight. It had been months since I’d done anything other than wank, so for me, this was amazing, regardless if she was a tranny or not, I was enjoying this.

Of course, I didn’t last long, neither of us did. Tight asshole and average males equal quick squirting and done. And once the guys were done, they no longer wanted to stay in a place where guys were watching, wanking, even bothering us, whilst we fucked these goddesses.

“I just need a piss.” I told them as they headed to street-level.

The bathroom was surprising clean considering the type of place it was, and not that busy. I walked up to the long urinal and let out a stream of piss, feeling relief at the fact that my friends hadn’t found out these women were transsexuals. It was as I was thinking about this, that the girl I’d just fucked walked in and smiled at me. She stood next to me and pulled her cock from her panties, pissing.

“That was great.” She said, her voice deep, masculine with an attempt to be feminine.

“Erm, yeah, thanks. And thanks for not letting on to my friends.”

“I bet they knew.” She told me. “None of them will admit to each other that they just fucked transvestites. Their egos are too fragile.”

“So, you’re not transsexuals?”

“Nope. Just very passable crossdressers.” She laughed.  We’d both finished pissing, but we were still stood there with our cocks out; except where mine was softening and below average, hers was getting harder, and was huge and fat. “I’m Tori.” She said, gently stroking her cock.

“Cam.” I replied softly, not able to take my eyes of that beast of a dick.

“You can touch it if you like?” She said.

Why would I want to touch it? I wasn’t gay and certainly had no interest in dicks, but there was something just so special about this one. Additionally, I was not much of a taker. Whenever I had an orgasm and the girl I was with hadn’t, I felt guilty. Without thinking, I reached over and grabbed it, amazed that I had my whole fist around her and there was still so much there.

“You’re huge.” I gasped. “You’re so big.”

She grinned more, but it was not arrogance, more appreciation of my words. “Thanks Cam, you’re sweet.” Then her hand found mine as I slowly wanked her, and she peeled my fingers off her dick. “But your friends are waiting for you, and given your accents, I guess you are all tourists.”

I don’t know why, but I felt like I had to correct her. “No! No. I’m not. They are, but I live here.”

“Really?” Hope in her voice, hope I shouldn’t have been giving her.

“Yes, and work here.”

“Single?”

“Yep.”

“Cool. Then maybe we’ll see each other here again someday?”

No, definitely not. “Maybe.” I said, reaching for her dick again, and pulling her to me. I held it tight as I kissed her, then let go.

The cool air outside hit me like a wall. It was minus nine outside and we’d just left a warm place, and honesty, I was still pretty shit-faced from the tonnes of beer and vodka I’d had. As we walked to find the next bar and perhaps a bite to each, the guys all laughed about the fact that they’d fucked hot Central European chicks and not had to pay a penny, whereas I couldn’t get Tori’s cock out of my head. I wondered what it felt like to suck.

When we reached the next bar, I ordered a huge burger and a large water. The room was spinning and I knew that if I had a drop more to drink, I’d throw up. The more I ate though, and the more water I had, the more sober I became. Suddenly, I wasn’t thinking about Tori’s cock positively, but rather I was wondering what the fuck was wrong with me to begin with. Heck, I’d come close to fucking her without a condom, what if I had? What if I caught something?

As I sobered up, I began to relax somewhat. The weekend was almost over, the guys would fly back to the UK, and I wouldn’t have to see them again for a few months. I could go back to my normal life, find a girlfriend, do all the things a heterosexual young man does.


Two

Tori played on my mind a lot the week that followed. Look, regardless of her cock and lack of actual boobs, she was amazingly good looking. Long mahogany flowing locks, likely a wig, but it suited her; wide green eyes expertly accentuated by perfectly applied eyeliner and smoky shadow. She was slim, with rounder hips, but tall, sexy as a woman. Long, smooth, slender legs which would have been well-placed on a supermodel. Yeah, I was obsessed, but I was straight. I was too scared to go back there, and why would I? It was clearly a gay sex club.

I searched for her though. I searched Instagram, searching the nearby locations to the club to see if she posted; nothing. Searched Tori TV, Tori CD, Tori TS, Tori anything, and still found nothing. She was a ghost, but I knew she was a regular there, because she said she hoped to see me again.

The easiest solution for me would be to go back to the cinema thing and find her, but I simply didn’t want to do that. I was straight, I wasn’t going to actively seek her out there.

And yet, I found myself frequenting bars and restaurants near the club, usually in the hours leading up to the evening, the time when people went out partying. I hoped the girls would come in to have a few drinks before getting laid, but no such luck.

For the next two weeks, I tried so hard not to think about Tori. I tried to focus on real women, even going on a few one-night stands. But as I fucked these women, all I could think about was Tori’s beautiful face, and her huge cock.

Eventually, after an evening of drinking, I decided I needed to go back to the cinema. I was in no position to drive, so took a taxi and then headed inside.

The huge complex was bigger than I thought. I walked all over looking for the girls, for Tori in particular. It was a Thursday night, so the place wasn’t as busy as it was on the weekend I was last there, so it was possible she wouldn’t be there at all.

There was no sign of her. It was possible that she was in the dark area, given I couldn’t see the hand in front of my face. I decided to walk in there and look around, try to see anything I could.

Hands reached out, touching my arms, squeezing my bum, but I couldn't see who was doing it. Suddenly, a hand grabbed my wrist and pulled on it, and before I knew it, my hand was on a dick. It wasn’t Tori’s though, of that I was sure. This was smaller, thinner.

I was drunk and in a place where I had gone to be with a crossdresser. I had worked my way up to it psychologically, if I went home with no new experience this time, I’d be depressed. So I stood there, rubbing this guy’s dick, until he pushed on my shoulders and I dropped to my knees.

The feeling of taking a dick in my mouth wasn’t as weird as I thought it would be. The head was warm, soft, but the shaft was hard as stone. But try as I might, or he might, I couldn’t get it into my throat. The man said nothing, but after trying a couple of times to skull fuck me, he pulled out and walked away, leaving me confused. If this man hated my blow-jobs, how would Tori feel?

Fuck! I needed to train.

Thankfully, I was still on my knees, and somehow, another man found me. He dick was soft as it entered my mouth, which was actually kind of nice. Bit by bit, it grew and once it was up, it was huge, almost as big as Tori’s.

This time, I used my nose to breathe and tried swallowing as the cock hit my throat, forcing myself not to choke. Bizarrely, I was able to take more, causing the man to moan above me. It was working! I felt so proud!

However, after spending a minute sucking him, I began to feel a little like it was going nowhere. My cheeks and lips began to hurt a bit, and honestly, without seeing anything, I was getting a little bored. Before I could think about that too much though, I felt a little bottle touch my nose as a finger held one nostril closed. I inhaled the sickly chemical smell, and then did the same with the other nostril.

Suddenly, I felt a rush of euphoria, and I felt so horny that I’d do anything. The cock in my mouth was the most welcome feeling in the world and I actually moaned as I slobbered all over it. God, what a feeling! I needed this dick, I wanted it, I wondered why this man wasn’t fucking me with it. Oh man, what I wouldn’t do for more.

Just as the rush began to wear off, the man began breathing heavily, and suddenly, he was holding my head and moving back and forth faster. My hand reached down to my own cock, undoing the zip and pulling out, pumping hard. As the man began to climax in my mouth, sending ropes of cum down my throat, my cock erupted too, coating my hand and dripping to the dark floor below.

I’d swallowed some of the cum in my mouth, but all of a sudden, I felt ridiculous, stupid. I began to panic. What if this man was sick? What if I had a cut in my mouth or something? Without a word, I got up and ran to the toilets where I spat out everything I could, washing out my mouth with water from the tap.

As I stepped out into the street from that sex club, I looked down the darkness, the orange hue of the streetlamps. The street was empty but I wondered who might be looking, watching me, thinking what a pervert I was. I felt dirty and stupid. How could I do something like this? I’m straight! I like women! I just fucking sucked a guy!

With shaking hands, I ordered an Uber, and fifteen minutes later, I was unlocking the door to my apartment, running to the bathroom where I quickly stripped down and showered. But as the warm water cascaded over my body, I began to feel a little better about what I did. Soon enough, I was rubbing my cock, remembering the feeling of the cock in my mouth, the rush of the strange chemical.

I came again, this time my libido taking less of a hit, possibly because I was in the safety of my own home. It was eleven at night so instead of falling straight to sleep, I climbed into bed and put something on the telly, before searching the internet for information about the chemical, finally discovering that they were something called poppers. They weren’t officially classed as drugs and were legally available for purchase, usually in sex shops.

Before falling asleep, I wanked off one more time, imagining that I was sucking off Tori rather than the random man in the club.


Three

I couldn’t concentrate on work that Friday. My previous night’s experience had become a positive one, and all I could think about was how submissive I was to let the first man push me to my knees and just take my mouth; how dirty I was that I just stayed there and let another man enter me without question. Was I gay? I don’t know. What was the actual definition? Wasn’t it that I was meant to find men attractive? I didn’t, so I guess that meant I was bi-curious? I don’t know.

And yet in my head, I was telling myself one and done. I’d tried it, it was a good experience, and I didn’t need to do it again. After all, why would I? The one memory was enough to last me in the spank-bank for a while.

What I did want to try was poppers again. And so, I left work a little early and stopped off at a sex shop and asked for some. To my surprise, the lady behind the counter pulled out a box, a selection. Which did I want?

“Erm…I don’t know.” I told her.

The woman rolled her eyes and took out Rush, placing it in front of me. I paid by tapping my card on the machine and walked out, heading home.

Now, I didn’t want to just use them without understanding them, so when I got home, I read online how to use poppers. The website I read recommended that for home use on your own, I find something to watch, ideally something mind-bending. But when I searched, I found something called sissy poppers hypnosis. Okay, I knew hypnosis isn’t real, but still, in the back of my mind, I asked myself, what if?

The fifteen-minute video was helpful because it gave me instructions of when and how to inhale and hold. As I listened to a voice tell me that I was gay, that I loved cock, and that I should wear panties and be a whore, I watched the rapidly flashing images of cocks and trannies taking cock. The moment the voice said inhale and image of a man inhaling appeared, I mimicked him.

The instant heavy rush from the poppers sent me wild. I moaned as I watched the flashing images telling me to suck cocks, to swallow cum, to not worry about society, to just be a gay sissy whore. The orders to inhale became more frequent, and even though my head was swimming in heat, I couldn’t stop slowly stroking myself, focusing on the need to suck and be fucked. I needed Tori. I needed cock.

Suddenly, I let go of my cock and wondered what I was doing sat at home when I could be getting the real thing. Pulling up my pants, I ran, taking the poppers with me, and drove to the club. It was early but I didn’t care. I’d wait all night for Tori if I had to.

Of course, there was no sign of the sexy tranny, but it didn’t stop me sitting in that fairly empty club, watching porn and hoping that either she showed up, or someone would just come and take me.

Eventually, an old man walked into the room and sat a couple of seats back from me. He opened his pants and watched the porn on the screen, slowly stroking his fat dick. Whenever I turned around to look at him, he waved his cock in my direction.

This went on for about ten minutes, until he got up. I thought he was going to leave but instead, he sat beside me and pulled down his pants again. I tried to focus on the screen but I could see him shaking his cock in my direction in my peripheral vision.

I opened the poppers and took a deep sniff, and as the rush hit, I dropped my head down and began sucking. The man’s hand ran through my hair as he moaned. The feeling of having a cock in my mouth again was phenomenal, especially with the rush from the poppers.

The man was in no hurry to cum, slowing me down whenever he became close. That was fine, so long as I could huff my poppers every so often, in which case, I really got into it.

As the afternoon moved into evening, the cinema began to get busier, but the old man continued to keep my mouth working. Now though, others were standing and watching, and soon enough, I felt a hand slip under the waist of my jeans and under my boxers. A finger began to probe and tickle my hole causing me to moan around the hard cock. But when hands began to undo my belt and pull at my trousers, I began to get nervous. Maybe this was too much, too fast. I reached back and pulled to keep them up and eventually they got the message to leave me alone.

Eventually, the old man came, then stood quickly and left, only to be replaced by the next guy. I swallowed quickly, then huffed my poppers again, and set to work on the next cock.

The handsy guy returned, rubbing my back, then reaching down to my hand for the poppers. I let him have them, moving my eyes to look at the young, slim man as he sniffed on them, then I watched as he moved the bottle under my nostrils. I wasn’t used to sniffing so soon after the last time, and given the length of time he held it under, such a huge amount too. Once the bottle lifted, I was lost to the high of the chemicals, moaning with each suck on the cock in front of me, each touch by the man.

Before I knew it, my trousers were down and the man was moving behind me, rubbing some sort of cool gel on my anus. I simply moaned, so far gone was I by the poppers. And then he entered me. Regardless of the drug, I still felt my first time. It stung, like something being ripped. The thing was though, I really didn’t care given my state. It wasn’t until the drug began to wear off that I realised that I was being spit-roast, but by then, I was horny as fuck and was moaning like a bitch in heat. The feeling of the dick in my ass was heaven, pure unadulterated pleasure.

I’m not sure how or if they could time it, but both men climaxed at the same time, which was when I realised that the man in my backside hadn’t used a condom. Instantly, I panicked, running to pull my pants up and running out the door. Once I got home, I began to spiral, Googling what could happen to me, how to test, the directions to the nearest clinic.

It was once I was in front of a doctor that I began to calm. I explained, with some embarrassment, what had happened, to which he assured me that the instances of serious infections in my area were very low. He ran a fast test, saying I’d need another in three months.

“In the meantime, I’m going to write you a prescription for Provera.” He said. “It’s a prophylactic which you should take daily. It’s been shown to be almost totally effective when taken daily. Do not miss a dose.”

“So, that means I don’t need a condom?” I asked him.

“You should still practice safe sex, because there are other diseases, some not pretty at all.” The man smiled. “But yes, for what you are suggesting, this provides some reassurance.”

Still, I decided that I wouldn’t do that again. From that moment on, I’d try to be normal, not to indulge in shameless fantasy. And yet, once I got home from the doctor, I found the poppers in my pocket, and sure enough, I was once again masturbating to hypnosis videos telling me that I was gay and that I should dress up as a girl.

For the next several nights, I watched the videos and masturbated, huffing the poppers, until I eventually broke and escalated my new fetish. I went online and ordered a selection of lacy, silky panties of various colours. It was better for me to buy five of them, rather than just one, because of the discount, but I had a feeling they would, at some point, end up in the bin.

The knickers arrived the next day into a locker. I picked them up on the way home, cursing the traffic because I couldn’t get home fast enough. It was stupid, it was just fabric, and yet, I desperately wanted to see what it felt like. I honestly didn’t believe the hypnosis really worked, but I did believe it put an idea in my head.

Finally home, I stripped down completely and opened the packet. The material of the panties was smooth, thin but incredibly shiny. Thick lace trimmed the edges of the full-cut knickers. The moment they ascended my legs, my breath tremored; it felt so amazing, but even better once they were on me. I was gone, I knew it, it felt too good, there was no going back.


Four

My break from my search for Tori lasted three weeks. Three weeks not going back to the cinema, but during those three weeks, I’d been spending. Yes, the panties became a daily feature in my clothing, even under my work clothes, but of course it didn’t end there. Soon they were joined by stockings, suspender-belts, and bralettes. They all felt amazing on my body, but when I used hair remover on my body-hair, they felt even better. In those three weeks, I don’t remember even thinking about male underwear.

Unfortunately, my desire for Tori was too strong to ignore, and once again, on Friday evening after work, I went back to the sex cinema, this time dressed up in the lingerie under my jeans and sweater.

I walked into the large open cinema and sat down on an empty bench-seat. It was quite busy, probably twenty people in that cinema part, with more out in the other spaces, but no sign of my tranny friend, so I sat watching the screen for a while, hoping something might change.

Once again, I was joined by a man. He was maybe fifty but in good shape, with a baseball hat on, and a thick brown beard.  Without a word, he took out his long fat cock and then placed a hand on my back, rubbing it gently. I took a long huff of poppers, and then lowered my mouth dutifully to his cock. His moan told me everything I needed.

As the cinema was busy, others began to take interest in me, and sure enough, my hands were pulled to other cocks, and hands were working my belt and trousers, pulling them down to reveal the lingerie.  The moment others saw how I was dressed, the man I was sucking was encouraged to pull off my sweater, revealing my silky pink lacy bralette.

The first cock entered me without poppers, making me hiss in pain. “Poppers.” I hissed to the man, who found them, took a huff himself, and then put them under my nose. I sniffed them down then grinned at the high, grinned at how good it felt to be fucked. At that moment, I didn’t understand why I waited so long to feel it once more; it was the best feeling in the world, I hoped it wouldn’t end.

The man in my anus came, but I didn’t feel the warm satisfaction of semen filling me. He’d worn a condom, which sort of disappointed me, though I needn’t have, because the next man who entered me didn’t wear one.

It was about an hour later that one of the men who had just finished fucking me asked if I didn’t want a drink or something. Realising I really did need a break, I apologised to the watching crowd and stood, picking up my trousers and sweater in my arms, and walking through the cinema in my lingerie, to a small bar area in another room where the young man bought me a beer.

“You look like you’re compensating or something.” The young man laughed.

“No, I guess I’m making up for lost time.” I told him. “I didn’t realise this would be so much fun.”

“It is and it isn’t.” He shrugged. “Just like anything else, risky sex is addictive. Just know where to draw the line.” He looked down as I clutched the clothes and said, “There are lockers you know?”

“Oh…right.”

After finishing my beer, I headed to the lockers, dumped my clothes, then walked around the place, feeling so nervous yet hot in my sexy pink lingerie. The place was pumping now, yet still there was no sign of the girls, especially not Tori.

“You’re hot.” A young, gay man said with a smile.

“Thanks honey, you too.” I replied with my campest voice. Jesus, where did that come from?  The man didn’t stop, he just waved and walked away. He must have been a bottom, but it was nice to be noticed.

In the distance, I saw a very masculine man wearing leather chaps with a huge cock dangling. He was leaning against a wall looking at me up and down. I don’t know why, but I walked to him, wiggling my tiny ass seductively. The moment I’m in front of him, I drop to my knees and take his cock in my mouth, sucking for dear life. His hand massages my scalp, a grunt to indicate he was enjoying the attention. My eyes locked with his as my head bobbed up and down, until with one final grunt, he came in my mouth.

Without a word, I got up and walked into the dark rooms where I found a group of men sucking and fucking. I inserted myself into the fray, sucking a cock. Someone grabbed my arm and pulled me closer, and as they did so, a dick slid into my used asshole.

Of course, someone found my cock in their mouth, and whilst I had cocks in my mouth and backside, I came hard from the excellent blowjob I’d received, which wasn’t good for my libido. The cocks kept working my mouth and ass but my brain was no longer in it, I just wanted to leave but I was too polite to ask them to stop. The moment they came though, I was out of there like a rocket, running back to my locker and grabbing my things. I stopped off at the toilet where I expelled a lot of cum from my backside, then washed a bit before heading home.

As I travelled back, I reasoned I needed to stop what I was doing before I hurt myself, that this was not healthy behaviour. I said to myself that I had to get rid of the lingerie, to become a normal human being again.

Unfortunately, by the time I arrived home, I was feeling better and decided that I’d spent too much on the clothes to throw them away, and after all, they were just clothes. I could control myself, right?

Wrong. Saturday and again, I was ordering from the internet again, this time skirts, dresses, sissy items, corsets, wigs. In fact, I decided to go out shopping to pick up some high-end stuff from Victoria Secret, nighties and teddies. It was as I was out, that I stopped by a shoe outlet store and bought myself some pink high-heeled women’s shoes, and black high-heeled patent leather boots. Then it was as I was on the way out that I saw a Sephora, reasoning I could get some cheap make-up too.

The problem was, I realised in store, I had no idea about make-up. I didn’t know what did what, or what I would need. A young woman approached me, tilting her head inquisitively. “Can I help at all? A present for someone?” She asked.

“Erm…” I began nervously, turning red.

“Oh I see.” She nodded. “Really not a problem. It’s quite normal for men to wear a little make-up these days.”

“Well, I’m sort of, erm, experimenting with my sexuality.” I said softly.

She smiled warmly. “Don’t know where to begin huh? What is it you want to go for? As passable as possible, or a drag look?”

“Passable.”

“Okay.” She began picking out items and putting them in a basket. Rather than trying to upsell on expensive items, she went for things which wouldn’t cause me too much regret down the line if I changed my mind. Also, with each item she explained how much to use, where and when. It was all super professional.

As I checked out, the saleslady then shared a YouTuber to follow who would help me with how to apply the make-up. I thanked her, saying how comfortable she made me.

Once home, I followed the YouTuber, pausing with each step to try to get the make-up right. It was surprisingly easier than I thought it would be, and once I was done, with the wig on, I was shocked at how good I looked. Maybe I didn’t look quite passable just yet, but I certainly looked very feminine, even sexy.

One part of my desperately wanted to go back to the club dressed up, but unfortunately, I didn’t yet have the clothes I had ordered. But still, I wanted to get fucked; how could I do that?

Research online showed me what I needed to know. An app called Grindr would allow me to find a man to visit me. After downloading the app and setting up a profile, taking a picture of me with the blonde wig and sexy make-up, I began searching my neighbourhood for a man to fuck me.

H&HPerv 28, Vers-Top, 0 metres.

Zero metres? I looked up and down, realising that the person was in my block, but what did H&H mean? It turned out that it meant Horny and High. I supposed the person liked to smoke weed before sex, which was fine by me, weed didn’t bother me.

Before I had chance to ping the guy, a flame showed up on my profile from him. So I dropped him a message telling him that I was also horny and open to getting high.

“You live in my block?” He wrote.

“I think so.” I wrote back.

“You sub? Want a guy to spank you, make you into a bitch?” I hadn’t really thought about it, but as I read, it did make me want to rub myself.

“Yeah.” I wrote back.

“Like CNC?” He asked me. Command and Conquer? Did he want to game too? Wait, no, it couldn’t be that this guy wanted a discuss the benefits of playing Scrin over NOD.

Again, I searched CNC and got my answer – consensual non-consent – BDSM role-playing, usually rape play. Holy fuck, that was hot. Yes, I wanted to be raped. “Fuck yeah!” I wrote.

“Floor? Apt no?” He messaged back.

“Fifth. 504.” I told him.

“Open the door and leave it on the latch. Get on the bed and make sure most of the lights are off.”

Ten minutes later, I heard the squeak of my door opening and someone walking in. I pretended to be asleep, as I felt a hand trace my body. Then I heard a bottle opening. I thought it was poppers, but a second later a small spoon was pushed into my mouth. I swallowed the bitter fluid wondering what he gave me, but I didn’t have time to think about it, as he followed the spoon up with his cock.

His dick wasn’t huge by any stretch, but it was long. I sucked on him, or rather, he skull fucked me for several minutes. By the time he was done skull fucking me, I was feeling the effects of the drug he’d given me, and it felt like the high of poppers, except instead of dissipating it just kept on going. Sure it also made me a little drowsy, a little drunk, but I felt so euphoric and horny, I couldn’t stop.

The moment he entered me, I was lost to him. Like I said, this man wasn’t huge, but boy could he fuck, going on and on for nearly twenty minutes. When he came in me, both of us were still horny. Instead of leaving, he lay down and told me to suck his balls.

He was getting hard again, but needed a little more to get over the edge. “Get on your fuckin’ hands and knees, slut.” He snarled. I did as he removed the belt from my trousers folder on the chair.

The feeling of being whipped whilst high on the drugs was fantastic. Don’t get me wrong, it hurt, but it also was like a shock of pleasure coursing through my body. Never did I imagine such pleasure from pain.

“You gonna be my fuck slut?” He asked me.

Not knowing what I was agreeing to, I said yes.

“I can rape your ass whenever I like?”

“Yes! Anytime! Everytime!”

“Excellent.”

I was too far gone to care. Too horny to say no. I just needed him inside me, and once more, after a few more whips, he was, using me fast and hard, with me begging him for more, for deeper.

“I’m gonna use you as much as possible. I expect that door to stay unlocked when you’re home.” He panted.

“Yes Master.” I said, thinking that was what he wanted to hear.

My night with Kyle lasted four hours. When he left, the drugs were wearing off and my memory of the promises I made were coming back. I was still too high and horny to care too much, but I did realise that I wouldn’t have made such commitments if I was sober. Still, consent was still everything. I would write to him in the morning and tell him that I wouldn’t be able to keep my door unlocked. I was sure he would be fine about it.


Five

Had I locked the door last night? I think I had, after he left. I opened up Grindr and was in the process of writing him a message when I heard the familiar click of the front door. No, I hadn’t. He’d left by himself last night and I’d forgotten to look…forgotten? Or conveniently ignored? I don’t know…I honestly don’t know. I just know that Kyle walked in and dropped his pyjamas and presented me with his dick and I opened and took it in my mouth, savouring the flavour of our past night’s experience.

He wasn’t up for sex, just for a blow-job, and he didn’t last long, but somehow I ended up enjoying the feeling of morning cum on my tongue.

“Doing much today?” He asked politely.

“No,” I shrugged. “Not much.”

“Obviously, I was high last night. You don’t need to leave your door unlocked.” He told me. “If you don’t want.”

Relief washed over me. “Thanks.” I smiled.

“But, how about this? If the door is on the latch and I can come in then it is an invitation to fuck you. Would that work?”

“Yes, definitely.” It was a good compromise.

He bent down and kissed me on the lips, our tongues mingling for a while, before he asked my thoughts on water sports. For a moment, I wondered what jet skiing had to do with anything, before it clicked that he was talking about urination. Well, it hadn’t crossed my mind, but I wasn’t naïve to the fact that people did it.

“Wanna try?” He asked with a smile, his skinny young face and shaved, skinhead scalp seeming to be the either the perfect gay symbol, or a potential neo-nazi. Funny how the two are so different, and yet carry the same look.

“Bathroom though.”

“Of course.”

The stream of hot piss hit me in the face and drenched my body and lingerie. I had wanted to take it off, but he convinced me to leave it on, saying it would be sexier. It was. The heaviness and warmth of the acrid smelling fluid seemed to send me into a new high, my cock standing to attention the more that hit me, the more I swallowed. I took his dick in his mouth, allowing his stream to fill me, sucking and tasting all of him.

“Can I suck you off again?” I asked him, my puppy-dog eyes looking up at him.

“Of course, babe.” He laughed.

We shared a shower, then he lay in my bed, naked, whilst I dress in red lingerie, completing it with a red satin nightie.

“Will you do your make-up and wig?” He asked me.

“Do you want me to?” I asked seductively, climbing over the covers and lowering myself to him for a kiss.

“Yes please. You look hot as a girl.”

“Then sure, but give me a half-hour.”

Kyle and I spent most of the day fucking, and when we weren’t, I gave him the story of how I became such a slut for men. He found the whole thing hilarious, and loved the fact that I was such a straight arrow before all this started and was pretty much only interested in men now.

“That drug you gave me…” I began.

“It’s a new derivative of GBL. More euphoric. I don’t do it too often because if you get the dose wrong you can end up in casualty. I have something way more interesting if you are up for it?”

I knew my answer should have been no, that I wasn’t interested in doing any drugs, but given the fantastic experiences of last night, and my discovery of poppers, I seemed to constantly be chasing my next sexy fix.

“Yes please.” I told him.

He jumped up and ran out of apartment, returning in a few minutes with a small case. I watched as he prepared a thin syringe. Suddenly, the sight of needles and syringes made me a tad nervous.

“It’s not heroin, is it?” I asked.

“No.” He laughed. “That wouldn’t work at all. No, this is far more fun. This will get you stupid horny. But…” He paused and picked up his phone, opening the Uber app. “Before we get started.” He mused, entering the destination he wanted to go.

“Wait, are we not fucking here?” I asked him.

“Nope. We’re going somewhere we can enjoy this drug. There, three minutes away.”

“Wait! I can’t go like this!” I said, looking at the tiny red nightie.

“You’ll be fine. Throw a coat on.” And then he wrapped an elastic band around my arm, and pushed the syringe into my arm, pushing the liquid in just as the phone showed the car was approaching. “Put heels on.” He said, releasing the band.

Instantly, my heart raced and a state of severe and utter euphoria shattered my soul. My cock pulsed, swelling in my panties. He helped me to my feet and I stumbled to the shoes.

“Fuck me.” I breathed.

“In a bit sweetie. Don’t worry, this feeling isn’t going anywhere.”

“Please.” I whispered. “Please just fuck me.”

“Relax.”

As we walked out the apartment, I didn’t even notice that I’d forgotten my coat. My nosy neighbour, Mrs Blythe was watching from the keyhole, I just know she was, but I didn’t care. I just descended the stairs rather unsteadily; being high and not really used to walking in heels, but Kyle helped me down and into the awaiting car.

“She okay?” The driver asked, concerned for my safety.

“Yeah, little high.” Kyle told him.

“She won’t puke, yeah?”

“Nah. You cool about her? She’s a bit horny.”

“Just no mess in the car.”

The driver drove on and Kyle pulled his dick out. I knew what I needed to do, so dropped down and took it. Occasionally, I could feel the driver’s eyes look into the mirror to see. He was clearly from one of the Middle East countries, but at the same time, he was horny like any other man.

I was still sucking Kyle when we pulled up at the club. It wasn’t that long of a drive. Kyle tapped me on the shoulder and I sat up, but when I did that driver turned around and reach back, rubbing the satin on my body. “Can I?” He asked Kyle, who nodded.

“Into the front.” Kyle told me.

There was no hesitation, no worry or concern. I was too horny to care and every cock worked. I climbed in the front and dropped my mouth to the small cock, sucking it down as Kyle recorded on his phone. The man came quickly and I moaned as I swallowed his bitter nectar.

We left the Uber, the driver smiling as he pulled away. “He thought you were a girl.” Kyle told me.

“No…” I said, giggling.

“Yep.”

The club was pumping when we walked in, really busy. I was too horny to care of Tori was there or not. “Get me cock.” I told Kyle.

“Come on.”

The cinema area was busy, two men were using one of the beds, but Kyle led me to the centre one. He then took some lubricant and rubbed it on my anus and pushed me onto all fours. Then, as I took his cock in my mouth, I felt hands touch my buttocks, before a hard cock slid inside me, raw.

“Oh yeah!” I moaned, glad to finally have a penis taking me on this high.

It was as I was taking my fifth cock in my anus, my third in my mouth, that I saw them, the girls who got me here in the first place; Tori. They were in the back sucking cock. Tori was bent over a sofa taking cock up her ass. Our eyes met and for a moment she studied me, trying to work out who I was, until finally a knowing smile appeared on her face. Once the man finally came inside her, she walked over to me, but rather than present her cock to me, she bent over and presented her cum filled anus to my mouth. Without hesitation, I licked and sucked until I got every bit of cum from her. Then she turned around and presented her hard mammoth cock to my mouth.

I savoured finally tasting Tori, finally feeling her cock, but by now, it was just another cock attached to a pretty tranny. I wanted more than just her cock, I wanted all cocks. I needed to be used, I needed to be a bottom bitch.

When Tori came and walked away, laughing and gossiping with the girls about how I had become a little gay bitch, I just wanted my next fix, my next cock.

It was four in the morning when we left. Rather than order an Uber, Kyle decided it was better for us to get some fresh air, so we walked hand in hand through the night city, the remnants of the drugs giving me the little bit of confidence to walk through a city in a nightie.

“Can I spend the morning with you?” Kyle asked.

“Can I have more drugs?” I laughed.

“Sure, but next weekend.” He said. “I don’t do it that often. It’s addictive.”

“Okay.”

We walked in silence, but I could tell he wanted to ask me something. I looked over at him, his smooth white skin, his nervous blue eyes. He was really attractive, sexy. I never imagined thinking a man would be sexy, but he was so cute. I wanted him around.

“Hey,” I said, “Erm, wanna make this a regular thing?”

“Like, be your boyfriend?” He smiled, his cheeks blushing.

“Yeah. I’d like that.”

“I’d like that too.” He said, stopping to kiss me. My body shook with excitement, glad to finally be in a serious relationship with someone so attractive, so cute, so nice. So he was a guy. So I was gay. I liked the new me, I liked guys. Why not?


Epilogue

Kyle found the fact that my friends wanted to come over and party again hilarious. He knew none of them knew I was gay, or that I lived with my lover now. And yes, that wasn’t what he found hilarious. What Kyle found hilarious was my plan for the boys. You see, the boys said they wanted to go back to the club, the club they fucked the ‘girls’. And yet, I know they must have known they were trannies. So I told them I couldn’t go with them. I said that I needed to do one thing and would join them later. In the meantime, I would change into my new persona, Cammie.

I was regularly in contact with Tori and the girls now, even spending some girlie nights with them out at tranny-parties, usually ending up back at the club. It turned out they really were regulars of the club but we constantly missed each other. Obviously, Tori loved the fact that my obsession with her turned into an obsession with cock.

Finally, Darren and the others arrived, we went out drinking and then I introduced them to Kyle, my boyfriend. The boys shifted nervously when they found out I was gay, but they were modern enough to accept me in their group regardless. They complained when I left them, but still, my plan was my plan.

I spent nearly an hour getting ready. The girls helped me, dressing me in a black seamed stockings complete with red lace trim, red silk waspie, trimmed with thick red lace, red bralette, and red open-anus stockings. Over that, a metallic red mini-dress, the skirt of which did not cover my buttocks.

Then, in red high-heels, I headed out with my little clutch purse. As we arrived at the club, we could hear the boys approaching. I told the girls that the boys were all fair game, except for Darren, the one married one. When they asked why, I said that I had a little crush on Darren and I think he had one on me.

The boys entered and immediately saw us. After paying the entry fee, they made a beeline for us, but I avoid them all except Darren. Without a word, I took his lips on mine, his tongue in my mouth, before dropping to my knees and taking his erection in my mouth. Each of us sucked our guy, and when they were hard, we turned and knelt, letting the men take us. Each put on a condom and fucked us.

Darren’s hands wrapped around my hip, inching towards my cock. He’d soon discover I really am a man, perhaps confirming what he already knew. Then as he made contact and felt my erection, he held on just a little longer than necessary, then let go and came inside me.

I stood, noting the others were still fucking, then turned and pulled the condom off Darren’s dick. With a smile, I poured the cum into my mouth and swallowed. Then I leaned forward and kissed him, before moving to his ear and whispered, “Enjoy that Daz?”

“Cam?” He whispered back in surprise.

“Cammie now.” I whispered.

Immediately, his hand reached down between us and felt my erection. “If I change my flights, can we fuck again?”

“Of course baby. As long as I can fuck you?”

“And Kyle?”

“I don’t do anything without Kyle.”

Darren kissed me again and then smiled in approval. I knew it, and I think I always knew it. That Darren was closeted was one thing, but that he had a thing for me was another.

That first night in the club changed me, or rather, it didn’t. That first night in the club made me realise who I was, a gay, sissy, bottom, bitch. And I was never going back.

The End
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