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SHE CAN TAKE IT

Bill has a good thing going: every weekend, his twin sister has all of her friends over for a slumber party. They stay up late drinking and gossiping about boys, and usually, by the end of the night, there’s one girl with an itch that needs scratched—and Bill is the only guy around to scratch it.

But Bill’s sister is going off to college soon. There are only a few sleepovers left before Bill’s easy ride is over. So he’s excited when his sister invites a new friend over: Morgan, a short chick who likes to wear suggestive outfits. At the end of the night, it’s Morgan who has an itch that needs scratched, but there’s one catch: she wasn’t always a chick.


CHAPTER I

Everybody loves Saturday nights—but I really loved Saturday nights. In the Deniker household, Saturday night was a magical time. My friends were always asking me to go out with them to bars and clubs and house parties, but I never wanted to leave my house—any other night, sure, but not Saturdays.

Because every Saturday night, all of the stars would align perfectly. My parents were always out on their ‘date night’. Sometimes they wouldn’t come home until very late, and sometimes they wouldn’t come home until the next morning. It was their chance to get away from their eighteen-year-old twin children. And with my parents out of the house, I could do anything. I could have thrown house parties of my own—but that’s not what I wanted to do. All I wanted to do on Saturday nights was be around. I just wanted to be present.

Because every Saturday night, my twin sister, Melanie, would invite her friends over for slumber parties. She’d been doing it nearly every week since we were eight years old. And back when we were eight, I wasn’t so thrilled about them. It wasn’t until puberty hit me like a roaring train that I realized they were the best thing ever: a house filled with girls my age, telling secrets, gossiping, wearing cute pyjamas—it was truly magical.

Let me let you in on a little secret: women are adaptable. Most women have high standards, until the options are slim, then they adapt. When there’s only a single guy around, and ten girls, it doesn’t matter if that single guy looks like the ugly forgotten member of the Adam’s Family—not that I was a bad looking guy. All I’m saying is: I didn’t have to try.

I would casually meander downstairs to the basement where the girls were set up. I’d pretend like I was just going to the mini-fridge to get myself a cola, and then I would watch as at least half a dozen young female gazes would turn towards me. I would slip into the back room where my dad kept his weight bench, and then I would do a few reps. I couldn’t lift much weight, but the girls didn’t need to know that—the clinking of the bar against the bench and the odd grunt was more than enough. After just a single set or two, I would hear the giggling and whispering, and I would know that I had become the topic of conversation.

My sister would roll her eyes, but she wouldn’t stop her friends from fawning over me, even though I was honestly average at best. You see—here’s the thing: it just takes one girl to make a single innocent little comment. Girls fall like dominoes; they don’t like feeling left out. So as soon as the first girl says, “Is your brother still single?” then the other girls become activated like robots. Maybe it’s a status thing—or a competition. Maybe they can’t help it. Maybe it’s just programmed into their feminine brains.

Usually by my third appearance downstairs, I would end up being invited over to chat. The girls would slowly inch closer and closer to me, like hungry animals. Their eyes would glow and sparkle at the sight of me. The hormone imbalance in that room was obvious, and it was glorious. When I was thirteen years old, I got my first kiss during one of my sister’s sleepover parties. A girl named Sandy Jenkins snuck away from the party while they were watching a movie. She came upstairs to the living room where I was playing video games, and then she sat down next to me. Without saying a word, she put her hand on my cheek, turned my head, and our lips locked. She even slipped a bit of sloppy tongue into her mouth. It was her first kiss as well. Before it was over, she awkwardly reached down and grabbed my cock as if she was trying to grab the TV remote. I tensed up and nearly screamed because she grabbed me so hard, but I managed to keep my cool. When the kiss was over, she looked into my eyes and said, “You think I’m the prettiest girl here, right?”

My heart was pounding and my head wasn’t thinking right. I probably shouldn’t have said what I said. “You’re in the top five for sure,” I said. Her face turned white and then she started to cry. She ran off to a bathroom and then she didn’t come out until long after I’d gone to bed. It’s possible that she went straight home. But it’s not like she actually liked me—she just wanted me to tell her that she was the prettiest girl at the slumber party.

I got my first blowjob two years later, also during one of my sister’s sleepover parties. I went downstairs to get a cola and saw that the girls were playing spin-the-bottle truth-or-dare. I overheard one of the girls asking another girl if she was a virgin. As I walked away, I heard them all giggling. It was an hour later when I was up in my bedroom and my bedroom door creaked open. A cute little blonde named Karen slipped into my room.

“Can I help you?” I asked.

She didn’t say anything. Her face was dark red and she was trying to hide an awkward smile. She tiptoed up to my bed and crawled up. Then she reached down and grabbed the waistband of my pyjama bottoms. “What are you doing?” I asked, without moving. But she didn’t answer. She just kept going. She pulled my bottoms down and I covered my cock with my hand. Then she took my hand and moved it aside. She lifted up my shaft, bent over, and she started to suck. It was a sloppy blowjob, though I didn’t know that at the time. She wasn’t able to get much of me in her mouth, so she mostly just sucked on my tip, and she still ended up gagging a number of times.

She bobbed her head and awkwardly scraped my tip with her teeth a few times. She used one of her hands to massage my ball sack, but her grip was too tight for it to be very pleasant. Still, I ended up coming in less than two minutes, without any warning. The first blast shot down her throat. Then she winced back while choking and gagging. The next shot got the side of her face. Then she jumped to her feet and recoiled back in terror. The rest of that cumshot ended up on my bed. She wiped her face with her sleeve and said, “What the fuck!?”

“What do you mean, what the fuck?” I said. I quickly pulled up my bottoms, even though my cock was still oozing cum.

“Why didn’t you warn me?” she said, trying again to wipe that sticky cum off of her cheek.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I didn’t know I was supposed to.”

“I don’t want to taste your cum—that’s so gross! Ew!” She spat on my floor and then left. But she was back in my bedroom the next weekend—and this time it wasn’t because she was dared to give me a blowjob during a game of spin-the-bottle truth-or-dare. This time, she just wanted to save her reputation—at least that was my best guess. She didn’t want me going around and telling my friends that she gave shitty blowjobs. And her blowjob this time around was much better, as if she’d spent the week looking up tutorials.

Everyone was asleep but her. She came into my room and woke me up by tapping on my shoulder. She shushed me and then she crawled under the covers. She sucked me off in a matter of minutes, and this time I warned her. As soon as I gave her the warning, she became completely still, holding my cock against her tongue as she braced herself. She gagged a little bit as my load filled her mouth. Then she pulled a tissue out from her pocket and spat my whole load out. She tried to give me a kiss, but I winced away. I didn’t want to taste my own cum. “Gross. What’s wrong with you?” I said. She slapped my face and then she snuck back downstairs to her sleeping bag.

It was just a year later when I lost my virginity—also during one of those sleepover parties.

My sister had a new friend who was visiting the house for the first time: Felicity Andrews. Felicity already had a whorish reputation at school. I’d heard that she slept with every guy on the basketball team in a single weekend. According to one source, she slept with all of them at the same time: they all took turns coming in her pussy while she laid on her back with her legs spread out. The same source claimed that they made the guy who came last eat all the cum out of her sloppy cunt when it was all over. Though I didn’t believe that story—not until I went to use the bathroom during my sister’s sleepover party and there was a knock at the door.

“I’ll be done in a minute,” I called out.

And then there was that knock again.

“I said I’ll be done in a minute!”

“Open up!” a female voice hushed. So I zipped up my pants and I opened the door slightly. There she was: Felicity Andrews, with her long black hair and her plump duck lips. She slipped into the bathroom without an invite and she closed the door. Then she started taking her clothes off.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I knew the girls weren’t playing truth-or-dare. I could still hear the romantic comedy movie they had put on.

“You’re going to fuck me,” she said. “I want to feel your cum inside of my panties for the rest of the night.” And in that moment, I believed the whole wild story of her fucking the whole basketball team.

And even though I was worried that she might have some sort of STI, I still fucked her. I felt her small, soft tits, and then I fingered her pussy for a few minutes. She bent over the vanity and reached back with both hands to spread her butt cheeks wide. “Do you like my butthole?” she asked. “I just bleached it yesterday.” I didn’t know what that meant.

So I just said, “It looks tight.”

“It is tight. Try sticking your finger up it.” I pressed the tip of my finger into her asshole and then she clenched tight. “I bet you can’t go any further.” She giggled. I pushed and managed to get my finger in further—but it was very tight. “Have you ever fucked a girl in the asshole before?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“Do you want to?” she asked.

“I guess so.”

She reached back suddenly and grabbed my cock. She slid it up to her asshole and then left it there for a moment while she spat into her hand and reached back again to lubricate my shaft. “But I want you to come in my pussy,” she said. “So tell me when you’re close and then we’ll switch holes. Okay?”

“Can’t you get an infection doing that?” I said.

“No—that’s a myth,” she said.

She firmly grabbed my cock and began to press it into her back hole. She squirmed slightly and then she moaned as I penetrated her. “Oh shit,” she said. “You’re actually big.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah. It might be too tight. Maybe we should just do it in the pussy.” But it was too late—I had my sights firmly set on that tight asshole. I held her hips firmly and I kept thrusting forward. She kept squirming. She let a muffled high-pitched squeal out from her lips, and then she put her face down on the vanity counter. “Oh God,” she said. “It’s too tight. It’s just too tight.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “You’re fine.” I watched as my cock disappeared into her rectum. Though she wasn’t able to take the whole thing. I only got halfway in before she reached back and pressed the palm of her hand against my pelvis.

“That’s enough!” she said. “Just fuck me with that.”

“That hardly just my tip,” I said, exaggerating a little bit.

“It’s enough,” she said. So I began to pump her with just half of my cock. It still felt good. Her butthole was warm and her spit made it nice and wet. She was tight enough that I didn’t last more than a couple of minutes. But I forgot to warn her about my cumshot. I ended up sinking my fingertips into her sides and then coming inside of her asshole.

“Hey!” she said. “I said to come in my cunt, you idiot!” As soon as I pulled out, she cupped her hand at her asshole and let the creampie ooze out. Then she stuffed my cum into her pussy. She moaned and squirmed and had an intense orgasm as she pressed her fingers into her slit. It was a mesmerizing sight, and also a very gross sight at the time. 

Felicity wasn’t the only girl I got to fuck during one of my sister’s sleepover parties. Many girls followed. I was fucking a new girl every month. I was starting to lose count of how much virginity I was taking. So many girls came into my room to suck my cock. I got so many sloppy blowjobs, and the occasional very good blowjob—though I kind of liked the sloppy ones more, knowing that my cock was probably the first cock to enter into those girls’ mouths. I started keeping condoms in my bedside table. I would make the girls put the condoms on my cock for me. They loved it—giggling the whole time, getting to do something in real life that they’d only ever done in sex-ed class with a wooden model.

I made the mistake of telling my close friends about how often I got laid. They started begging me to invite them over on Saturday nights, but I never did. I knew that things wouldn’t be the same if I weren’t the only male in the house. I knew that sex wouldn’t come so easily if I had competition—even if I was still the best looking and the most experienced guy in the house. A few of my friends showed up at the house and knocked on the door. I sent them away. The next week, they came back and tried to break in through an unlocked bathroom window. I caught Parker, a guy from my English class, and sent told him to buzz off. Then, the next week, while I was getting my cock sucked by a new girl, I noticed a face outside of my bedroom window. Someone was watching from my backyard. I got up and shut the curtains. As I closed those curtains, I recognized Parker again. “What is it?” the girl asked, rising to her feet.

“It’s nothing—I guess I’m just feeling a little bit paranoid tonight,” I said. Then I pushed her back down onto her knees and pulled her head back into my crotch. She kept sucking me. I quickly learned that girls liked it when I held their heads in place and fucked their mouths by thrusting back and forth. I don’t know why they liked it—it seemed a little bit degrading. But it also seemed like girls were looking for degrading: the more degrading, the better.

They loved it when I cuffed them to my bed frame with the cheap cuffs I bought at the dollar store. Girls would come instantly as soon as I got my hands around their throats. One girl begged me to slap her face while I was pumping her, so I did. She ended up squirting all over my bed sheets. I didn’t mind—it served as a nice reminder for the rest of the night of how awesome my life was, and how much I had to look forward to next week.


CHAPTER II

It was a Saturday night near the end of July when my twin sister invited a new girl over for a sleepover, along with her usual friends. I didn’t recognize the girl from school, which we’d just graduated from a month before. She was short, with long straight blonde hair that reached all the way down her back, nearly touching her waist. She wore a white lace headband to hold her hair back—the same sort of headband a young girl might wear.

And it seemed like the ‘young girl’ look was the look she was going for. She wore a pink plaid skirt and a white short-sleeved blouse, which she kept tied up at her sternum, as if she was about to step onto the set of some schoolgirl-themed porn shoot. But even though her outfit was sexy and suggestive, she had an aura of innocence about her. I could tell—from lots of experience—that she was a virgin.

Her gaze met mine as my sister led her through our house towards the basement where every sleepover had taken place over the past decade. “Here’s the kitchen. Feel free to help yourself to anything in the pantry here or in the fridge,” my sister said. But the new girl wasn’t listening to my sister. She was staring at me. Her eyes were wide, as if she was nervous. Maybe my sexual energy was making her uneasy. Maybe she was having feelings that she didn’t expect to have when she walked into our house expecting a full-female sleepover party. I knew that look well. It was the same look they all made when they saw a man for the first time, after seeing woman after woman after woman…

My sister turned to look at me. She saw me staring at the new girl, which didn’t bother me. At least it didn’t bother me until an hour later, when my sister came upstairs to grab a bottle of white wine from the fridge. She was alone and her friends were all downstairs watching some reality TV show and chatting loudly. She grinned at me and said, “Please don’t tell me you think she’s cute.”

“Who? Your schoolgirl friend?” I said. “Why?”

“Just be honest with me: what do you think of her?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s alright. Why are you being so weird?”

“Would you kiss her if I gave you five bucks to kiss her?” My sister’s grin grew even bigger. Was she trying to coax me into liking this girl? Did the girl say something about me down in the basement? Did she like me?

“Sure—why not?”

My sister covered her mouth and then she started laughing.

“What’s the matter with you? Cut it out! Quit being a weirdo.”

“You just said that you would kiss a boy for five bucks.”

My heart stuttered. I opened my mouth to reply, but words were slow to come to the surface. “W—What did you just say?”

“She’s a transgender, Jared. She just started transitioning a few months ago. Maybe if you look closely enough at her, you’ll recognize her.”

I didn’t believe my sister at first. I figured she was just trying to mess with me. Maybe the girls thought it would be funny to toy with my head a little bit.

But an hour later, I learned that it was true. The new girl really was a transgender. I was going down to grab a cola from the mini-fridge when I heard her speaking. She looked good, with her long hair and her smooth skin—but that voice still needed work. It wasn’t quite feminine, almost as if she had inhaled a little bit of helium before opening her mouth.

She looked at me again. This time, I looked away quickly, feeling strangely flustered and embarrassed. I wondered if my sister told everyone that I would have kissed her for five bucks. What if she told the transgender girl? What if the transgender girl now thought that I was interested in her?

I grabbed my cola and rushed back upstairs. I turned off the television in the living room and then I went to spend the rest of my night in the bedroom. My ego was shaken. I knew that I would recover. I knew that I just needed to let things settle. The girls could have their fun and giggle a little bit at my expense, and then they would remember that I’d fucked nearly half of them, so they really didn’t have much to laugh about. And maybe I needed a night to remember that I’d fucked almost half of them.

Besides—I had nothing to be embarrassed about. That new girl looked like a girl. There was no sense in denying it—it was just the truth. She had a pretty face and a hot body. And she knew it—that’s why she was wearing that tiny skirt and that tight white blouse, tied up in a knot at her sternum. Should I have been embarrassed for acknowledging reality? Besides—it was 2019—there were probably transgender people all over the place. I’m sure my sister had been deceived by a few herself.

No matter how I justified it to myself, I was still too afraid to leave my bedroom. I was afraid of running into that trans girl. I was afraid of looking into her eyes and giving her the wrong idea. I hoped that I hadn’t already given her the wrong idea.

It was late when I slipped out of the house to have a cigarette. I was feeling bummed out—feeling like a perfectly good Saturday night was wasted because of one embarrassing little mishap. I walked far out into the backyard and took a long drag from my smoke.

There weren’t many sleepover parties left to be had—two, maybe three at most. My sister was going off to college in another state, leaving me behind. Ten years of sleepover parties would come to an end—at least in the Deniker household. Maybe she would continue to have girls over in her dorm room, but that was irrelevant as far as I was concerned. Once my sister was gone, I would have to find my pussy elsewhere. I would no longer be the only guy in the room whenever I was around pretty girls. I would have to start trying. Maybe I would have to start pushing real weights around, to build up some muscle mass, so that I could stand out from the competition. Maybe I would go through a dry-spell. How long before I had sex again? A month? A year?

I was just about done with my smoke when I noticed a figure pass the kitchen window. One of the girls had come upstairs and was heading towards the bathroom. I remained still and watched as the bathroom light came on and that figure entered. She didn’t go to the toilet. Instead, she went to the mirror, which was close to the window. I back up and tucked myself quietly behind a large bush.

It was the new girl—the trans girl—the girl who ruined my whole night just by looking convincing. She was fixing her hair, running her fingers through it and adjusting her white headband. She leaned forward and puckered her lips, checking the state of her lip-gloss. Apparently it needed some touching up. She reached into a little bag she had with her and pulled out a little tube of pink gloss. I watched as she wiped the gloss onto her lips.

I’d recently gotten a new phone with a state of the art camera built into it. One of the features, which I decided to try out for the first time right then, was the camera’s optical zoom. It could zoom in twenty-times. It was apparently perfect for spying on my sisters’ friends.

The girl was cute—I was willing to admit it. She had big, plump lips and big, flashing eyes. She had the kind of smile that I liked: a little bit mousey, curling up just at the ends.

She brushed a bit of powder onto her face and then she took a step back to admire her full frame. She leaned to one side and then she leaned to another, puckering her lips again as if she was posing for a photo. Then she gently cupped her breasts and lifted them up slightly. I carefully pressed the record button on my phone’s camera—though I wasn’t sure why. I wasn’t sure what I planned on doing with a video of my sister’s tranny friend feeling her tits. Were the tits even real? Were they the product of hormone pills? Were they implants? Or was she just squeezing some socks that she had stuffed into a bra?

She closed her eyes and look a deep breath, as if she was feeling the warm blast of euphoria surging through her body. She paused, removing her hands from her tits, and then she remained still for a moment. Next, she reached down and flipped up her skirt, exposing a large bulge—just in case there was any doubt in my mind that she wasn’t fully female.

My hands started to tremble. I took a sharp breath of air into my lungs, but I wasn’t able to expel the air out. I was frozen, seeing something that I wasn’t meant to see.

The girl pulled her panties to the side, letting her erect cock flip out. Then she just stared down at it, as if she was waiting for it to become flaccid again—and that’s probably exactly what she was waiting for. She couldn’t return to her friends with a big erection. Why did she even have a big erection? Was it from checking herself out in the mirror? Did she get herself aroused when she was feeling up her breasts? Or did she slip away from the party because of the erection—was it possible she got it from one of the girls downstairs?

She took a deep breath and looked around the room. I didn’t look away, even though I wanted to; I just couldn’t. The sight was too shocking. It was something that I felt like I would never see again—a once in a lifetime spectacle. I watched as that stiff cock slowly started to lower down, shrinking with each passing second. And while it was shrinking, I found myself staring at it, strangely mesmerized by it.

It wasn’t a manly cock. It wasn’t rigid and veiny and ugly. It actually had a smooth, feminine look to it. It helped that she was completely shaved. It almost looked like she regularly rubbed moisturizer on it, giving it an even sheen.

Once it was mostly flaccid, she stuffed it back into her panties, pushing it back awkwardly between her legs. Then she dropped her skirt back down and took another look at herself in the mirror. She smiled at her reflection, and then she slipped out of the bathroom, heading back towards the party, leaving me in that backyard with a pounding heart and a lot of confusion swirling in my head.


CHAPTER III

A wave of relief washed over me when I heard the television shut off down in the basement. The house was suddenly silent, and I knew that the girls had gone to bed. I was ready for this particular sleepover to be over so that I could start mentally preparing for the next one. I found myself wondering if the trans girl would be back, and if she was coming back, how could I convince myself to ignore her so that I could maybe get a little bit of action before the end of the summer.

I wasn’t tired. How could I be tired? I’d been sitting in my room with a pounding heart for a few hours. I found myself looking at that video over and over, still in shock that it was real. First I would look at her face and I would convince myself that she was a chick. Then I would see that cock and I would convince myself that she wasn’t actually as pretty as I first thought—so I would restart the video to look at her face, and I would restart the whole process. At some point, my mind was going to have to come to terms with reality: she was a tranny and she was pretty. And there was nothing wrong with thinking that she was pretty, was there?

My phone died, which was a blessing—forcing me to stop watching that video over and over. I thought about deleting it, and I knew that I should have deleted it, but I knew that it was a once in a lifetime recording—I couldn’t just delete it. Plus, I remembered what my sister told me when she said the girl was trans: ‘Don’t you recognize her?’ Was she someone that I knew? If so, who was she? Would my friends get a kick out of that video once I figured out the girl’s identity?

I needed another cigarette. I needed something to help relax my swirling mind and pounding heart. So I grabbed a smoke and I grabbed my lighter and I crept through the house, back towards the backyard. I walked over to the back of the yard and I lit up. Then I looked at that dark bathroom window, where I saw all of the action happen. I still couldn’t believe that it actually happened. I couldn’t believe that a girl stood in that bathroom with a big erection, pointing straight up at the ceiling.

I took a long drag from my cigarette. The nicotine was helping. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to pull myself back together. I found myself counting the weekends left in the summer. How many more chances would I get to sleep with my sisters’ friends? The summer was over in five weeks, but I knew that my sister planned on moving out a week before the start of the semester—then there was our annual family vacation. So that left three potential slumber parties—three chances to get a little bit of snatch before I had to work for it.

I opened my eyes and noticed that bathroom light was on. Was it on when I closed my eyes? No—that was the first place I looked when I stepped outside, and I clearly saw that the bathroom was dark. Someone was in there now! I could see a shadow moving around. My heart leapt up into my throat and I rushed behind that bush. Then I watched as that shadow took a seat. Someone was using the toilet. I couldn’t see them from my angle—there was a small privacy wall blocking the toilet from the window. And why was I watching? Was I a pervert? Was I really hoping to catch a glimpse of one of my sisters’ friends using the potty?

That shadow stood up. Then it started to approach the window.

It was her again: the tranny, the girl with the short skirt and the long cock. She stepped in front of the mirror and went to wash her hands in the sink. I quickly reached into my pocket for my phone, and then I remembered that my phone was charging up in my room. “Shit,” I muttered. But why did I even want it? Was I going to take another creepy video of her? Why was I so obsessed with her? Why was I even allowing myself to look at her?

I felt a burning on my fingers. I looked down and saw that my cigarette was sizzling down to my fingertips. I tossed it suddenly, waving my hand as I let a loud, “Ouch!” out from my lips. I grabbed my finger tightly, though they weren’t seriously burned. Then I looked up and saw that the girl was right at the window now, squinting and looking out.

I froze. Could she see me? Was I hidden enough behind that bush? My heart raced. The girl stepped back, away from the window. The bathroom light turned off, but I still remained frozen. I finally managed to take a deep breath. “Fucking hell,” I muttered. I went to pick up the cigarette butt off the ground so that my parents wouldn’t find it when they were back from their date night. Then I started towards the house. I kept telling myself that she didn’t see me—that I was just being paranoid.

The back door suddenly opened when I was just ten feet away. There she was, standing in the doorway, just ten feet away from me. She looked into my eyes and I froze again. “Did you hurt yourself?” she asked. That slightly masculine voice reminded me that she was actually a man under that skirt.

I remained still for a moment as my heart throbbed. I tried to force a smile, but no smile came. “I just burned my finger a little bit—it’s not big deal,” I said. Finally, that fake smile came onto my face.

“I heard you shout. Do you smoke?”

“Just at parties,” I said.

She looked around and then she laughed. “This is quite the party,” she said.

I laughed too. “Yeah, well I guess I smoke sometimes when I’m stressed out as well. Maybe I’m a smoker and I just haven’t realized it yet.”

She stood still and stared into my eyes. I wondered if she was about to call me out for watching her in the bathroom like a pervert. But she didn’t look disturbed. She just looked curious. But her silence was making me feel sick. “I guess I’d better get to bed,” I said, taking a few steps towards her. But she didn’t move aside.

She leaned against the doorframe and smiled. “Were you watching me earlier?” she asked.

I cleared my throat suddenly and took a sharp breath in. “Earlier? What do you mean? No—I wasn’t watching you.” I laughed. “What are you even talking about?” But I could feel my face turning red. Did she see me? If she saw me, why did she take her cock out? Or did she not see me until afterwards? She never looked over at the window—at least not that I noticed. I took another deep breath. “I wasn’t watching you,” I said again, in case I didn’t make it clear enough the first time.

“Do you have another cigarette?” she asked. “I wouldn’t mind smoking one—if you don’t mind, that is.”

“Um—not on me. They’re up in my room.”

“You don’t mind if I go up and get one with you—do you?”

I paused and bit down on my tongue. “Not at all,” I said.

Finally, she stepped aside. She followed me closely as I moved through the house towards my bedroom. She was too close—uncomfortably close. Or maybe that was just my paranoia. Maybe she was following at a completely normal distance and I was just stirring in my own mind. I looked back at her and caught myself taking a quick look down at her skirt. I knew what was on the other side of that skirt: a big, long cock. There wasn’t much between me and that member: just a thin piece of plaid and an even thinner piece of cotton.

We went into my room and I walked over to my desk to grab her a cigarette. “Here you go,” I said, handing it to her, along with my lighter. She took both and then she stared into my eyes for a moment longer. I’d seen that look and hesitation before. I knew what it meant—at least I knew what it meant when it came from a real girl. But surely she didn’t want me to fuck her—did she?

A lump started to fill my throat. I looked down at her body and I remembered once again how many chances I had left to get easy pussy. “D—Do you want something else?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know.”

I pressed my lips then. I was already regretting the words that hadn’t even come out from my mouth yet. “Do you want to suck my dick?” I asked. A dull pain filled my chest. I couldn’t believe that I said it. I couldn’t believe that I asked a tranny to suck my cock. My legs were suddenly trembling and my heart was stuttering and coughing in my chest.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “I don’t know. Is that what you want?” she asked with a slight grin. I hated that voice. I hated that it reminded me she was actually a boy—just a few months ago, apparently. She may have even been someone that I knew, someone that knew people that I knew. What if she went and told one of my friends that I asked her to suck my dick? What if she told my sister?

“Promise not to tell anyone?” I said.

She nodded her head. Then she walked towards me and put her fingers gently on my chest. She carefully slid her fingers down towards my crotch. I watched them. I wondered if she felt my pounding heart or my churning stomach. She slipped her fingers around the waistband of my pants and then she started to shimmy the pants down, first exposing my pubic hair, then the length of my rod. Her eyes lit up as the band of my pants passed the tip of my cock. She looked up into my eyes. It took me a moment to look back into her eyes. I found myself trying to recognize her, but I couldn’t place her—though she didn’t look vaguely familiar.

“You’re big,” she said.

“Thanks, I think,” I said.

She gently wrapped her fingers around my cock and she began to slowly tug back and forth, still with that smile on her face. She knew just where to grab. She knew where to rub and she knew where to focus her pressure. I suppose she probably had lots of practise with her own cock—even more practise than Felicity Andrews. “How does that feel?” she asked.

I nodded my head. I could feel that my face was red. “You really won’t tell anyone about this—right?”

She smiled. “Do you say that to all the girls you’re with, or just the trans ones?”

I laughed nervously, pretending like I’d forgotten all about the trans thing. I didn’t want her to think that I was a bigot or anything like that. But I was also terrified to let her know that I was into the idea of messing around with a T-girl.

But I really was into it. I started thinking about her big cock and then I suddenly felt more aroused than ever before. I found myself looking down at her skirt, waiting for her bulge to break loose from her panties so that it would lift her skirt up like a tent pole. I wanted to reach down and feel the smooth skin on her shaft. I wanted to pull her foreskin back and lick the tip of her throbbing cock. But I had to remain cool and collected.

I suppose now is a good time to admit that I’d always had a bit of a tranny fetish. I liked to fuck my sisters’ friends from behind so that I could imagine a cock dangling between their legs while I pumped them. I often tried to convince girls to let me into their assholes, so that the fantasy would be easier to muster up.

But it had always just been a harmless fantasy. I never actually planned on sleeping with a T-girl. I never actually thought that I would touch a cock. In fact, the thought of touching a cock terrified me. I was straight—I didn’t want to be touching cocks. It was just a harmless fantasy, left to pornography—until now. Now, it was a very real fantasy, and it was coming to me with surprising ease. I didn’t even have to use any pickup lines or flirtations. I hardly said anything and she was in my bedroom, waiting for me to ask her to suck my cock.

Now, I was trying to figure out a way to ask if I could suck her cock. My heart trembled at the thought of asking, but that just confirmed that I truly was considering asking. I watched her sink to her knees and then I watched as she plunged my cock into her mouth. She sucked it until it was hard, then she started deep-throating me, getting my entire length inside of her mouth. She had her lips pressed into my pubic hair and her nose pressed against my pubic bone. No woman had ever gotten my entire erection into her mouth before with so much ease. She wasn’t even gagging, though I almost wish that she would have been. I’d always been turned on by gagging, but maybe that was just because no girl could get even three-quarters of my cock into their mouth without gagging.

My heart started racing faster as I remembered that she was one of my classmates, and I still didn’t know who. I was tempted to ask, but I was terrified of the answer. Maybe it was better left alone. Maybe I should just focus on enjoying the moment.

She gently leaned her head back, slipping my cock out from her mouth. It flipped out from her lips and touched the tip of her nose. She let a little giggle slip. She had a feminine giggle—much more feminine than her voice. She looked up at me with those glowing eyes and said, “How did I do?”

I nodded my head. “You’re good at that.”

Her smile grew. Then she stood up tall on her knees. She untied the knot of her blouse, and then she started unbuttoning it. She slipped it off, leaving her in just her bra. Then she reached around to her back to unclip. I took a deep breath in anticipation, ready to see what she had waiting for me.

The bra hit the ground and her tits were out in the open. They were small B-cups, with red scars underneath them. Her breasts were implanted: silicone sacs on a male chest. I tried not to think of what her chest looked like before, and I tried to ignore the sight of those scars. She walked herself forward and pressed my cock against the middle of her chest. Then she pressed her small tits against the sides of my shaft. She couldn’t envelop my cock completely, but that was okay—few girls could. She started to tug her titties up and down, trying to massage my shaft with them. It wasn’t working well. “They’ll be able to make them bigger in a few months,” she said. “They had to start me small.”

“I like them like that,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded my head and she smiled. “You don’t think they’re kind of… boyish?”

I shook my head. “They’re nice.” I bit down on my tongue and felt my heart sink into my stomach in anticipation of my next question. “Could I maybe—I don’t know—suck your cock?”

She stared up into my eyes in silence for a moment. My stomach turned and my legs tried to buckle together. I managed to stay on my feet, forcing an awkward smile.

She stood up and walked over to my bed. She took a seat on the edge and then she looked into my eyes again. “What are you waiting for?”

I remained still for a moment. My mind was still processing the moment. I looked down at her lap and my heart rushed with adrenaline. Was I really going to do it? Was this really what I wanted? I’d never sucked a cock before, and maybe that was a good record to keep. But how could I pass up the opportunity? There was a very good chance that I would never have another chance at a big, sissy cock. So I stepped forward. I looked down at her and then I sunk to my knees. I took a deep breath. Her little skirt was just covering her panties. I gently lifted it up, exposing her white panties. I reached out and ran my fingers over her lump. It was soft but warm. I looked up into her eyes and saw that she was smiling at me, looking cute with her long blonde hair and her white headband.

I looked back down at her crotch. Then I took her panties gently with both of my hands and I started to tug them down her smooth skin. There was her cock: long and smooth and peaceful. It was squished back from her panties and it needed a moment to unfurl. I watched it for a few seconds, and then I slipped my fingers underneath it. My heart jolted. I was touching a cock—a real cock attached to a real trap. I lifted it up and then I carefully pulled back her foreskin. Her cock was so warm, as if it had come fresh out of the oven. It was so soft and delicate—and it smelled like flowers, as if she gave her crotch a little spritz of perfume. I jerked it for a minute, watching as it got bigger and bigger, and then I plunged it into my mouth and began to suck.


CHAPTER IV

My heart refused to stop pounding. A sharp shiver kept shooting up and down my spine, as if it was trying to remind me that I was sucking a cock—as if I didn’t know. But I couldn’t stop myself. I knew that what I was doing was wrong and stupid, but I just couldn’t stop.

I didn’t even know this girl. I had no idea how close she was with my sister and my sister’s friends. But maybe it didn’t even matter whether or not she was close. Maybe she would blab her big mouth regardless, and then I would have to live the rest of my life being mocked by my sister. And if my sister found out that I sucked a cock, would my parents eventually find out as well? What about all of my friends from high school?

She reached down and slipped her fingers into my hair, pulling head firmly into her crotch. My nose nestled into that tiny patch of pubic hair, and my chin squished against her ball sack. I could feel her balls swelling with warmth as I sucked her closer and closer to orgasm. I looked up and saw that she was smiling, looking down at me—watching me. She was thrusting her hips slightly, pushing the tip of her cock into the back of my throat. I’m not sure how I managed not to gag or choke.

I finally slipped her rod out from my mouth. She was still staring at me with that smile. “What is it?” I asked.

“Don’t you want to know a little bit about me before we carry on?” she asked.

My heart stuttered. She was looking into my eyes with a teasing gaze. Was I supposed to know who she was? Was she really one of my classmates? Had she really only been a chick for a few months? “L—Like what?” I asked.

She laughed. “Like my name?” she said. My heart skipped a beat, and then I realized that I had no idea what her name was.

“What is your name?” I asked, feeling suddenly embarrassed.

“It’s Morgan,” she said. I tried to think if I knew anyone named Morgan. It was a unisex name, so it was possible that she didn’t bother changing it when she changed her gender… Could I ask her what her old name was? Was that against some politically correct rules?

“I like that name,” I said. I wasn’t sure what else to say.

“Do you want to fuck me in the ass?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly. That chill was still crawling up and down my spine in a relentless way. Nausea was swirling in my gut and my heart was pounding. I’d never felt this way with a woman before. I couldn’t decide if it was terror or excitement.

I watched as Morgan crawled up on my bed. She pulled up her panties and got her erection back inside of its lacy home. She looked back at me with that grin and said, “You need to make me come before you come—deal?”

“You want me to jerk you off?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No—just fuck me in the ass until I come. If you come before me, I’ll be very disappointed.”

“Is that even possible?”

She giggled. Her giggle was cute. My heart fluttered and my legs felt suddenly weak. Then she said, “It’s possible. You just need to hit the right spot, and you need to hit it hard.” She reached back and pulled her panties to the side, revealing her butthole. “I’m going to come in my panties, then you’re going to wear my panties for the rest of the night. Now c’mon—what are you waiting for? You got me all warmed up with your mouth. Don’t let that go to waste!”

I wasn’t able to process everything she was saying. My heart was slamming so hard that I couldn’t hear anything but the loud thumping against my ribcage. I took a deep breath in, and then I found myself on my knees, on my bed, with her bum cradled gently against my crotch. I slid my throbbing cock up and down, between her butt cheeks. I spread her wide and stared for a moment at that beautifully tight hole. And then I wondered if she would be able to handle all of my cock.

She swayed her bum in the air, teasing me and drawing me in. I pressed my tip against her hole and then I asked her if she was ready. She giggled in response, as if it was a silly question. So I took that as my green light. After one more deep breath, I began to push in.

It took a second for my tip to penetrate. As soon as it did, she gasped and clenched. She started to groan as her body squirmed. I held her in place. I stared down at her body, which looked impressively feminine from behind. In fact, I could see no signs that she ever a male from behind. Even her hips were impressively feminine, and she had that cute dip in her back that girls all seem to have. I pressed another inch of my cock into her body and she clenched again.

“It’s tight,” she said with a whimper.

I didn’t respond; the lump in my throat wouldn’t let me. Even my lungs were strangely frozen, not allowing me to take a full breath of air in. I found myself frozen, with cold, trembling hands. The reality of the situation started to hit me hard. I realized suddenly that I had my cock in a male’s asshole—and just a couple of minutes before I’d been sucking his cock. No, no—not he. She wasn’t a man. She was a woman. She was going through a sex change. Do they still call them sex changes? Or was she just a woman because she said that she was?

My stomach turned. What really made her a woman even? Was it the long hair and the makeup? Was it the panties? Was it the small fake breasts? Other than all that, she was the same as me. She had a cock and she had male cells in her male body.

But strangely, I was fine with that. In fact, it kind of turned me on even more—even though I wasn’t gay and was completely grossed out by the thought of actually being with a guy. She wasn’t a guy as far as I could tell—but I knew that many of my friends wouldn’t agree with me, so this romp had to remain a secret. No one—especially not my sister—could find out about this.

I plunged another two inches of my cock into her body. She let a loud groan out. And then I noticed the clock above my desk. It had been half an hour since I’d gone out for my last cigarette, which meant Morgan had been away from the slumber party for half an hour. Sure, the girls were asleep, but what if one of them woke up and noticed Morgan missing? Would they assume that she was up with me, because that’s where so many girls before her went after everyone fell asleep? Would they come upstairs and listen with their ears against the door while I pumped Morgan’s tight asshole?

I sunk the rest of my cock into Morgan’s ass. My pelvis pressed hard against her soft tush, and then I stood in amazement for a silent moment. I had my entire cock inside of a chick for the first time ever. No girl had ever been able to take all of my cock before—until now. I gently rubbed her butt cheeks with my hands while she squirmed and groaned in an elated way.

“Just as little bit to the left,” she said. So I aimed my rod a touch to the left. “Oh God—right there. Fuck me right there.”

I started to pump. I could feel the tip of my cock jabbing something soft inside of her: maybe her prostate gland (a gland that only men have). I’d heard that stimulating the prostate can make men come, but I tried not to think of it in those terms now.

I pumped faster and fasted, holding her slight body firmly with both of my hands. I could already feel the euphoric tingling growing between my legs, but I remembered that I needed to let her come before me. So I closed my eyes and bit down hard on my tongue, hoping I could delay things by mustering up some non-sexual images in my head. But the only image I was able to muster up was the image of her long sissy erection. And that image just made that euphoric tingling even more intense. So I opened my eyes and found myself straining to hold back the eruption that was quickly building.

She was groaning loudly. But even louder was the sound of my pelvis slapping her soft tush, turning it red. I was worried that the noise would wake up my sister and her friends. But I didn’t want to slow down. I was in the perfect rhythm, and I’d read once online that a guy shouldn’t change what he’s doing if the girl is moaning and on her way towards an orgasm. I’m sure the same rule applies to T-girls. So I kept fucking—straining and clenching so that she could come before me.

But after a few minutes, I couldn’t hold on any longer. I sunk my fingernails into her sides and I unloaded into her asshole. I groaned loudly and trembled all over. It was an amazing feeling, even though I didn’t let her come first like I was supposed to. How could I possibly let her come first? How could I suppress that cum eruption when her asshole was so tight?

I pulled out and fell back onto my ass. Then I watched as my cum started to billow out from her stretched hole. Before it could fall out, she pulled her panties over her hole, blocking my view. Though I did see as a dark spot began to form between her butt cheeks—at least for a moment, before she turned around to face me.

“That felt so good,” she said.

“Sorry you didn’t come,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red.

She let one of her cute giggles slip. “What are you talking about?” she asked. “I was coming that whole time.”

Then I looked down and saw that her panties were dark with wetness—they were so full of cum that beads of cum had escaped her panties and were dribbling down her thighs. She carefully slipped the panties down her legs, keeping them level so that the pool of cum wouldn’t spill out. She gently handed me the soiled undies. “Go ahead—put them on.”

I felt completely depraved as I carefully slipped the panties up my legs. I’d never put on panties before. I’d never cared much for the thought of cross-dressing—but I couldn’t resist the idea of having her warm cum pressed against my crotch. My body shuddered with euphoria as I got those panties up and her warm goo was all around my dick.

She stood up and skipped over to the door. She turned and looked back at me with a smile. “When I’m up in the morning, I’m going to come and make sure you’re still wearing those,” she said. Then she left, leaving me with a pounding heart and a sloppy cock. And if it weren’t for those dirty panties, I would have had no idea if the romp had actually happened, or if it was just a glitch in my imagination.


CHAPTER V

It was around 10:00 AM the next morning when I heard the knock at my bedroom door. I’d only been up for a few minutes and my eyes were still heavy with sleep. I got out from under my blankets and then I started towards the door. I reached for the handle, and then I looked down and saw that I was still wearing the sexy panties from the night before. I froze for a moment and then I looked around for something to cover myself with. Then, my bedroom door was pulled open before I could snatch the handle and stop it.

Thankfully, it was just Morgan, coming to make sure the panties were still on my body. Her face lit up when she saw them. “They look good on you,” she said, reaching down to feel my cum-crusted cock. She giggled. “I’ll need them back though. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No—take them,” I said. I slid them down quickly and handed them to her. They were stiff, coated with her dried cum in the front and mine in the back. And my out crotch wasn’t the most appealing sight: my pubic hair was frosted white with her dried load, and there was a thin white crust over my shaft and balls, and my upper thighs as well.

“I really made a mess of you, huh?” she said.

I felt my cheeks turning red. The room became silent as she stared at my crotch. I awkwardly reached my hands down to cover myself, feeling suddenly humiliated—though my heart was still pounding with a fuzzy excitement that seemed to make no sense under the circumstances.

“Want to do one last fun thing before I go?” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

She looked around, as if to make sure no one was watching. Then she motioned towards my bed. “Lay on your back.”

I didn’t question her. I felt intimidated in her presence, as if she controlled me. And in a weird way, she did control me. She told me to move my hands to my sides, so I did. Then she stood at the foot of my bed and fished her cock out from her fresh pair of panties. She started jerking herself with quick flicks of the wrist.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m going to come on your cock,” she said. “Then I’m going to leave and you’re going to jerk yourself off—onto your chest. I’ll leave my phone number, so you can send me a picture of your chest, to prove that you actually did it.” She continued to tug her rod, jerking quickly. It was only a minute before her cock was hard. I watched that hand moving up and down the length of that shaft. It was mesmerizing—and the sight alone was enough to make my own cock rock-hard.

She giggled. I looked up and saw that she was staring into my eyes. “I can tell that you want to suck me so badly,” she said. “But right now, you only get to watch.” She kept tugging. Her eyes closed suddenly and her head titled back. Her lips parted and a little whimper slipped out. And then my attention went back down to her cock, which was starting to turn a shade of red. She was jerking even faster now, squeezing her shaft tightly. Her legs were trembling and her knees were buckling. She bit down hard on her lip, and then she crouched down and leaned forward. She held the tip of her cock down, pointed right at my shaft, and then she started to unload. Her hot load splashed against my cock, making my heart race and my mind spin. I watched with glowing eyes until the last bead of cum dripping out from her tip, leaving my cock covered now with a fresh smearing of warm tranny jizz.

Morgan walked over to my desk and jotted down her phone number. Then she turned to me. “Ta-ta!” she said with a cute wave. She opened my door and slipped out. I wanted to jump up and lock my door, but I knew that the cum would all drip off if I got up. I had to follow her rules: I had to jerk myself off white her cum was still coating my cock. So I grabbed my slick, warm erection and I started to pump. I felt her white goo squishing between my fingers. I felt it sliding underneath my foreskin when I pulled up, and then after a few pumps, I felt it dripping down my swollen ball sack. It was an incredible feeling—by far the best masturbation session I’d ever had in my life. Apparently warm cum was much more fun to use than lubricant or even spit. I even loved the way it smelled—

I came quickly, after just a dozen pumps. I coated my chest with my own warm load as my body trembled and shuddered. Then I remained still for a few minutes while I let that cum dry and harden a little bit, so that it wouldn’t roll off when I rolled over to grab my phone to snap a picture.

“Hot,” she replied just twenty seconds after I sent the photo. “We’ll play some more games when I’m back next weekend.”

A big smile crossed my face. I thought for a moment of a good reply, and then I remembered that she was friends with my sister, and she seemed like the type of girl that might get a kick out of sharing a picture like the one that I sent her. “Please just don’t tell anyone about us,” I replied. “Let’s just keep this a secret.”

This time she didn’t reply quite so quickly. It was almost an hour later when she simply wrote. “Okay.” I had a feeling that I hurt her feelings—but what else was I supposed to do? I couldn’t let my sister find out that I fucked a T-girl. I couldn’t risk having all of my friends find out about our secret little romp. I didn’t need any more humiliation.


CHAPTER VI

The week went by slowly. Some morning I would wake up teeming with excitement for the weekend. I couldn’t wait until she was back in my bedroom, so I could get into those panties and suck that long, beautiful cock. But other mornings, I woke up with dread swirling in my gut: the knowing that I’d had relations with a biological male. I’d crossed a line that no man should ever cross. I’d sucked a cock. I’d literally had another man’s penis in my mouth, and in a few days, that man would be back wanting to stick his penis in my mouth again.

My memory wasn’t helping me much. I remembered being attracted to Morgan, but I could no longer remember exactly what she looked like. I found myself convinced that she couldn’t have been as hot as I thought she was, seeing as she’d only been transitioning for a few months. I’d had a couple of drinks that night, and I hadn’t had much sleep the night before—maybe I was just delusional in thinking that she didn’t look like a man.

She didn’t have a Facebook as far as I could find, and I wasn’t able to find any pictures of her anywhere on the Internet. I picked up my high-school yearbook and flipped through the pages, trying to figure out who she was. But no one looked like the girl that I had in my memory—though I knew my memory couldn’t be trusted. So who the hell was she? How did my sister meet her?

I wanted to ask my sister, but I was terrified that I would give my sister the wrong idea. I was already living in fear that Morgan would suddenly decide to tell my sister what we did together. And Morgan could prove it too because I gave her the photographic evidence.

It was Friday when my sister told me that Morgan would be coming back. My heart stopped momentarily when my sister gave me the news. “So what? Why would I care?” I said, trying to hide the fact that my heart was fluttering around uncontrollably in my chest.

“Have you already forgotten last weekend?” my sister asked, nudging me with her elbow and a grin.

“Last weekend? What about last weekend?” Now my heart was in the pit of my stomach, burning up in my stomach acid. Did Morgan already tell my sister? Was my reputation ruined? Did my sister now suspect that I was a homosexual?

“Oh, don’t pretend like you forgot. Remember you thought she was an actual girl? You said you would kiss her for five bucks.  Hey—if I gave you five bucks, would you kiss her in front of me and my friends?” My sister snickered as my heart relaxed. My sister didn’t know anything—she was just mocking me for that little embarrassing moment before I knew Morgan was a transgender.

Though now I felt strangely angry with my sister. I hated that she just used the term ‘an actual girl,’ as if Morgan wasn’t an actual girl. And maybe she wasn’t—biologically speaking—but wouldn’t Morgan want to be considered an ‘actual girl’? She put in the effort of doing her hair and makeup, getting dressed up, learning the voice, taking the hormones, getting the implants, and so on—so shouldn’t she get some sort of honorary woman status? That was more effort than most of my sister’s friends put into being feminine. Some of those girls couldn’t even be bothered to brush their hair…

That Friday night, I didn’t get a lot of sleep. I knew that I would be in bed with Morgan again in approximately twenty-four hours. I would be feeling that long, throbbing erection one more time. The thought was exhilarating and terrifying at the same time. I couldn’t wait, but I didn’t want to give my sister another chance to find out about my secret. But what other choice did I have? Could I go out and spend the night at some random party with my friends? Morgan already thought that I would be at the house—she’d texted me that Friday to make sure I would be there. I told her I would be there, and then she said, “Good. Then I’ll dress appropriately.” So if I just left, then Morgan might become upset. And if she becomes upset, that humiliating photo I sent her might end up being passed around that slumber party basement.

It was around 4:00 AM when I finally fell asleep, and around noon when I woke up. I crawled out of bed slowly. I grabbed my phone and checked the time, and saw that I had a message from Morgan. It was a picture of her smooth erection, curved upwards and towards her body like a scimitar. “She’s ready for you,” the message read.

“I’m ready for her,” I replied as my heart throbbed and stuttered. I reached my phone underneath my bed covers and was about to snap a picture of my morning erection. Then my bedroom door suddenly opened. I dropped the phone and pulled the covered up swiftly. My sister was standing in the doorway.

“Are you still in bed?” she asked.

“Yeah—so what?” I said. “What do you want?”

“I need you to set the speakers in the basement for me. I tried doing what you showed me last week, but it’s just not working.” My sister was technologically inept. ‘Setting up the speakers’ was just a matter of plugging them into the wall and then plugging the auxiliary cable into a phone or an iPod or a computer.

“I’ll be down in a minute,” I said.

I used that minute to let my heart settle down. I sent Morgan a picture of my throbbing cock, and then I got myself dressed and made my way to the basement to help my sister with her speaker issue. Once my sister was dealt with, I went back to my room. This time I locked my door.

I pulled open that picture of Morgan’s erection and I stared at it. I let my cock become hard again, and then I toyed with the idea of jerking myself off, so that I would last longer when I was actually with Morgan. With my gaze glued to that phone screen, I started to rub the length of my rod. I imagined myself rubbing her rod. I imagined myself bending over and sucking her tip as sweet pre-cum oozed out. I could practically feel her fingers rubbing into my hair, and I could practically feel her soft bum cheeks as I imagined myself reaching around and squeezing.

And then, as I felt that tingling growing in my shaft, I remembered that Morgan always had some naughty idea on her mind. If she knew that I was jerking myself off now, what would she make me do? I ran through a number of filthy options in my mind, and then I thought of one option that got my heart pounding the way it did when I was with Morgan.

Carefully, I crawled up to the head of my bed. I put my legs up on the top of my bedframe and I pulled myself up onto my shoulders. Now I was jerking my cock upside-down, with my swelling tip aimed right at my mouth. Morgan would have loved the sight of this: me about to come into my own mouth. But what if the cum tasted gross? What if I wasn’t able to get the flavour out of my mouth?

My heart stuttered and throbbed, but I didn’t back down. I kept jerking, feeling that euphoric orgasm approaching. I clenched and closed my eyes. I opened my mouth wide reluctantly, and then I burst. I felt the first hot blast shoot straight onto my tongue. At first, I couldn’t taste anything. I could just feel the warm wetness of my load. The second shot hit my bottom lip, so I quickly repositioned. The next few blasts went straight into my mouth, then the last few shots blasted off in seemingly random directions, splashing my chin, my cheeks and my chest. Then that flavour started to materialize on my tongue.

It was bitter, like raw pancake batter. The longer it stayed on my tongue, saltier it tasted. I finally closed my eyes and forced myself to swallow. It went down slowly, coating my throat until my second gulp. But even after a number of gulps and a long sip of water, that flavour lingered in my mouth, reminding me of my newfound degeneracy. Morgan was like an infection, working her way deep into my brain and corrupting my morals and my sanity. Just a few weeks before, I was a proud playboy, sleeping with cute girls without any worries on my mind. Now, I was acting crazy, sucking tranny cocks and eating my own cum like a pervert. What did Morgan do to me? And why was I still so excited for her to show up for my sister’s slumber party?


CHAPTER VII

Morgan smiled at me when my sister let her into the house. I wanted to wave at her and chat a little bit, but I was terrified of letting my sister catch onto our little thing. So I just slipped away to my bedroom and I listened as they made their way down to the basement where the other girls were already hanging out.

I stayed in my room for the next few hours, afraid that I would leave and run into Morgan before the other girls went to sleep. I didn’t even want to have the girls see us exchanging glances. Our secret had to remain a secret, no matter what.

Whenever I heard one of girls coming upstairs, my heart would stop. At one point in the night, one of the girls came all the way upstairs and walked right up to my bedroom door. I froze, thinking it might be her—but it was too early in the night. I could still hear the subtle bass of the music downstairs and I knew the girls were still lively and up.

But maybe that would be fun: fucking Morgan quickly, trying to fill her with cum before the other girls even noticed she was missing. I was dying for a blowjob—dying to feel those beautiful lips puckered around my shaft while her expert tongue slid up and down. I was squirming as the images zipped through my mind.

But the girl on the other side of my door carried on, towards the upstairs bathroom. She probably had to make a number-two and didn’t want to do it in a bathroom that the other girls were using every twenty minutes or so. I suppose I didn’t blame her.

It was around midnight when the music clicked off downstairs. It was quiet for the next thirty minutes, and I wondered if they went to sleep. It seemed to early, but I couldn’t hear anything. So I decided to quietly make my way down to the kitchen to get a beer, just so that I could listen to hear if the girls were still up or not.

I crept down the stairs and slowly approached the fridge. As I grabbed the fridge handle, I heard the voice of my sister. “I have a little announcement to make,” she said. I took a few steps closer to the basement doorway so I could hear better. My sister continued. “Next week, I’m going with Annabelle to Waterton for the weekend. Then, I have an artist workshop the weekend after, my family vacation the weekend after that, and then I move for college. That means that this is my final sleepover party. So I snagged this bottle of champagne from my parents’ cabinet. I thought we could all have a glass to celebrate the end of an era.”

My heart suddenly hurt. This was it? This was the last sleepover party? After this night, there would be no more flings with easy girls? After this, I would need to find events to fill my weekends? Would I need to go to random house parties with my friends? Would I need to compete with dozens of other guys? I wasn’t ready. I didn’t want the sleepovers to end yet.

And was I really prepared for my last fling to be with a transgender, and not a woman at all? What if it was another few months before a woman would sleep with me again? What if it was a few years? I could go downstairs and work my way into the panties of one of the other girls—one of the real girls. I didn’t have to sleep with Morgan. I could let her down easy and then sneak one of the other chicks up to my room.

That Annabelle girl—I’d slept with her before and I knew that I could sleep with her again. I had her number in my phone even—I could text her and invite her upstairs. I could plug her and fill her with my load and send her back down to her friends before any of them noticed her missing…

But I didn’t want to sleep with Annabelle. I only wanted to sleep with Morgan.

I went back up to my bedroom with my beer and a churning gut. I didn’t want this part of my life to be over. I wanted it to go on like this forever. I wasn’t ready to be thrust out into the real world where men have to work hard for sex.

Another hour went by. The house remained silent. I kept checking the time as I paced around in my bedroom. I tried to distract my brain by playing some video games, but the video games weren’t able to hold my attention. Strangely, I found more comfort in pacing around my bedroom.

It was around 1:30 AM when I slipped out from my room again. The house was completely quiet now. I went to the kitchen and I couldn’t hear a sound coming from the basement. My heart stuttered. Did all of the girls go to sleep? Did Morgan fall asleep with them? Was I going to spend that final sleepover alone with no sex?

I took a seat at the kitchen table and stared out the window. I thought about the college that I was going to: the local college, just a few miles away. I wondered if there would be lots of girls there. Maybe I could move into the dorm, even though I was just a twenty-minute walk away at my house.

I saw my reflection in the kitchen window. I looked miserable—almost as miserable as I felt. I tried to force a smile for my own sanity, but I wasn’t able to curl my lips convincingly. I knew that these sleepovers would end eventually—I just didn’t think I would take it so hard.

“What are you staring at?” a voice said behind me, making me jump. I turned my head quickly and saw Morgan standing in the basement doorway. She was smiling at me with that adorable smile.

“I thought you were asleep,” I said.

“You thought I went to sleep? That’s funny,” she said.

“Why is that funny?”

“Why would I go to sleep when you and I had plans?” Her smile grew a little bit bigger.

She was wearing a short black skirt and a tight long-sleeved black sweater. It was low cut, showing off the little bit of cleavage she had. She put her hands on her hips and shifted to one side. “Happy to see me?”

I nodded my head as I looked down her body. The sight of her body was a relieving sight to say the least. Throughout the week, I’d convinced myself that I was crazy the week before—that she wasn’t actually convincing and sexy, and that I’d made a big mistake in having sex with a manly tranny. But now I knew that wasn’t the case at all. Morgan was beautiful. She was convincing. Sure—there were a few little spots that showed her masculine past—but they didn’t bother me. In fact, they served as a nice reminder that she had a big cock under that skirt that was waiting to be sucked. I stood up while biting my lip. “Let’s go up to the bedroom,” I whispered, just in case any of the girls were still awake downstairs.

But Morgan shook her head. “What’s wrong with the kitchen? The table is the perfect height.” She walked over and bent over the table. She looked back at me with a smirk on her face.

“B—But they’ll hear us downstairs. And someone might come up. We’d be safer in the bedroom,” I said.

She stood up and turned to me, letting one of those little giggles slip. “I want to do it here. It’s here or not at all—up to you.” She wasn’t able to wipe that smirk off of her face. She knew that she was teasing me. She knew that she was making my heart pound, and she knew that I liked it. I gently put my hands on her sides and felt her slight, soft body. I slid them up to her small tits. I squeezed and she let a little whimper out from her lips.

“What if we make a mess?” I asked.

“Then you can clean it up when we’re done,” she said.

I slid one hand down from her tit to her skirt. It was a short skirt—easy to reach under. I slipped my fingers over the bulge in her panties. I pushed my fingers back and felt something hard over her asshole. “What is that?” I asked. I got a better feel of it, and noticed that it was vibrating.

“Just something to get me warmed up,” she said with a smirk. “You can take it out once you get me off. But you can only get me off with your mouth—no hands.”

I looked over at the basement door, which was open. I was about to walk over and close it, and then Morgan stopped me.

“The door stays open. It’s not fun unless the stakes are high,” she said. Her face was red, but my face was probably redder. I took a deep breath and looked down at her little black skirt. Was I really going to suck her cock in the middle of that kitchen, while eight other girls slept just down that flight of stairs? What if someone woke up and had to use the bathroom or grab a glass of water?

But what was my other choice? To pass up my last chance at sex that I would have for quite some time?

I sunk to my knees slowly. Morgan hopped up onto the kitchen table. She flipped her skirt up for me, revealing that big bulge in her white panties. I reached forward to fish her cock out, and then she slapped my fingers away. “I said you can only use your mouth,” she said. Then she planted her hands back down on the table.

So I did my best with my mouth, gently grabbing her panties with my teeth and pulling them over to the side. It wasn’t hard to get her cock out, as it was already throbbing and growing and stretching out from those tight little panties. It looked bigger today than it did the week before—or maybe that was just my paranoia swelling in my brain. I used the tip of my nose to lift it up, and then I ran the tip of my tongue up the underside of the shaft. My gaze drifted over to that basement doorway. At any moment, a girl could appear in that doorway—and surely they would tell my sister what they saw.

But I had to keep going. I kept licking that shaft, holding it up with my nose until it was hard enough to hold itself up. Then, I stood up tall on my knees and sunk the rod into my mouth. I pressed my lips firmly around her girth and I bobbed my head. Her fingers were suddenly in my hair. She was moaning gently. I wanted to tell her to stop, but I loved the sound she made when she moaned.

I felt her vibrator vibrating against my chin as I went to lick her ball sack. When I returned to her shaft, there was pre-cum oozing down out her tip. I licked it up. It was much sweeter than my own cum—much smoother and more delicate. I swallowed it and then I kept sucking—bobbing my head and slurping my tongue around her throbber.

I bobbed my head faster and faster, using my lips to stimulate her cock. I could feel her veins throbbing and her tip swelling. I couldn’t wait to taste her cum.

“I’m close,” she said. “Just don’t swallow. Whatever you do—don’t swallow.” She let a long groan out from her lips. I looked back towards that basement doorway again. How were the girls downstairs not hearing this? How was this not waking them up? Maybe we were being quiet—maybe it was just my paranoia making it seem like we were being louder than a pack of rhinos in the glassware section at Home Sense.

“Shit!” Morgan muttered through clenched teeth. “Don’t swallow!” Her cock suddenly started bursting in my mouth. That soft, warm sweetness was pooling up on my tongue—and her cumshot seemed to be endless. I was worried that I would spit it all out if I didn’t swallow it; it had to go somewhere, after all. I wasn’t sure it was all going to fit in my mouth.

I tried to breath in through my nose, but my airway was apparently blocked. I could feel my face turning red. Luckily, she pulled her cock out from my mouth and put her hand in front of my lips. “Spit it out—gently into my hand.” I spat her three ounces of cum. I couldn’t believe how much white goo there was!

“Now stand up,” she said. So I stood up. “Get your cock out.” I followed that command as well. I was already hard. How could I not be hard after sucking such a beautiful cock for the last five minutes? She reached down and spread her warm load all over my rod. I looked into her eyes and saw that she was smiling with glowing excitement. She was enjoying this—maybe even more than me, though that was hard to believe.

Once my cock was coated with her ooze, she spun around and bent over the kitchen table. “You can use your hands now. Feel free to take out the toy.”

I tugged down her panties and then I carefully grabbed the base of the toy that was in her ass. I started to twist it as I pulled it out. I was expecting an inch or two of toy—but the toy just kept coming. It was so long! She had a whole nine inches of vibrating dildo in her ass. The tip came out suddenly with a little squish sound. I held the heavy dildo up and stared at it with wide eyes. I didn’t know how to turn off the vibrating. Morgan reached back and grabbed it from me. She located the little button and then she placed it down on the table, so that anyone who came up those stairs would see it and probably assume that it was inside of me at some point.

Once again, I looked over at that doorway.

“Get it in me while it’s still warm,” she said, referring to her own cum. The finish line was close and the girls downstairs were still quiet and seemingly unmoved. I was feeling a little bit more confident, though I was worried that my back door pumping would make Morgan scream.

But the fear of being caught wasn’t nearly enough to stop me from pressing my tip against that gaping hole. She squirmed her bum slightly as I pressed her own load against her rim. I couldn’t see her face, but I could feel that she was smirking, excited to be plugged. I held her hips firmly and then I started to press in.

I managed to penetrate her with a little pop. She gasped, clenched, and then she relaxed, so I continued sinking in deeper. I looked down and watched as my cock disappeared into her impressive deep asshole. But the sight was missing something…

I reached around and grabbed her beautiful cock. I pulled it down, so it was hanging between her legs instead of resting up on the table where I couldn’t see it. Now that it was in my line of sight, I felt satisfied. I was ready to fuck her like a wild animal and leave her dripping with my hot cum.

I sunk deeper and deeper and deeper, until my entire shaft was inside of her. She was still the only chick who could take the whole thing. I revelled inside of her for just a moment, and then I started pumping her, sloshing her own warm jizz around in her bum. She clenched a few times, but it wasn’t enough to stop me from fucking her. I was getting faster with every passing second—pounding harder with each deep penetration. I turned my shaft slightly until I found that soft sweet spot that made her legs tremble. I wasn’t sure if it was possible for her to get off again so quickly, but I made it my mission to try.

I slammed my rod into that soft spot while she moaned—louder and louder. I kept looking up at that doorway, every time I heard even the slightest creak. But I wasn’t sure that anything would be able to stop me. Even if my sister appeared in that doorway, I wasn’t sure I would be able to stop. It just felt so good—unlike any hole I’d ever fucked before. It was like that hole was made for my cock. It was the perfect fit: the perfect tightness with the perfect amount of clenching at all the perfect times.

The blissfulness became too powerful. I tried to hold back, but I ended up coming deep in her boy pussy. I rammed down hard and came deep, filling her up fully before pulling out to watch my cum ooze out. But before my cum came out, I noticed the streaks of cum on the kitchen floor. I’d done it! I made her come a second time in just a matter of minutes!

The kitchen was a mess, but that was fine. I didn’t mind spending the next twenty minutes or so cleaning up.

I looked back up to her asshole. It was shut, as if she was clenching it tight, not letting my creampie out. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Waiting for you to put your head down,” she said. “On your back—and open your mouth.”

“Are you crazy?” I hushed.

“What’s that? You want me to speak louder?” she said, raising her voice. My heart pounced and throbbed.

“Fine! Fine!” I carefully laid myself down on the floor. She crouched over me, with her bum over my face and her hole over my lips.

“Ready? Got that mouth open?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said reluctantly. I opened my mouth, and then she opened up her asshole. I got a big taste of my own work for the second time that day. And in that moment, I decided with certainty that her cum tasted better than mine—a lot better. In fact, if I were ever going to eat cum again, it would only be hers.

She stood up and giggled as she slipped her panties back up. “That was fun,” she said. “I never thought you would be the kind of guy to do that.”

The comment made me freeze. I suddenly remembered that she was someone I knew, and I still didn’t know who she was. But now, she was alluding to knowing me—alluding to that past life when she was a man. I stared at her and tried again to place her. She had a familiarity to her, but I couldn’t figure out how.

So I just asked. “Who are you? I mean—who were you before you… you know?”

She shrugged her shoulders and giggled. Then her smile suddenly started to fade. “Wait. I thought you knew,” she said.

I shook my head. “Should I know?” I asked.

“Didn’t your sister tell you?”

“No. Why? Who are you?” I asked. I could feel my body trembling all over. I could tell from her frightened eyes that I wasn’t going to like the answer. “Tell me.”

“I’m Morgan,” she said. “But I was Parker. Remember?”

And then that familiarity suddenly made sense. The girl standing in front of me was indeed Parker—a guy I’d gone to school with for years. And how did I not see it before? She had the same eyes and the same nose and the same lips… She hardly even looked different. Parker had been close to me. He used to come to my birthday parties when I was a little kid. We’d drifted apart a little bit in high school, but we would still end up at a lot of the same parties together.

But it didn’t make sense. I’d just seen him at graduation six weeks before, and he was a man. Though now I remembered that he had his long hair tied into a man-bun. And he wore that baggy shirt, probably to cover up the breasts he was hiding. And when was the last time I talked to him?

My stomach groaned. The last time I talked to him was at my house, when he came with a few of my other friends, hoping to get in to hang out with my sister and her friends. I turned him away, along with the rest of them. But then Parker came back and I caught him spying on me through my window, watching me while I fucked one of my sister’s sexy buddies.

But Parker wasn’t watching the sexy chick’s tits bouncing up and down—apparently he was watching me.

“Oh my God,” I said.

“I thought you knew,” she said. Now I couldn’t look at her face. Now I could only see Parker.

“I’m going to go to bed. Do me a favour and delete those pictures from your phone.”

She didn’t reply as I left the kitchen. I planned on coming back down to clean up, once I knew Morgan was back in the basement—asleep and out of my way. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I hadn’t just sucked a random tranny’s cock. I’d sucked the cock of my own long-time friend.


CHAPTER VIII

It was the most gut-turning conclusion to my sister’s sleepover party tradition. And it was so terribly unfortunate. Sex with Morgan was fun—it was more than fun—it was exhilarating. In fact, I wasn’t sure I’d ever had better sex in my life. But to think that it was with Parker—the short, skinny, quiet kid that would come to my birthday parties and say nothing until his parents picked him up.

I felt sick. When I was with Morgan—before I knew her true identity—it didn’t feel like I was with a man, even when I was sucking her cock. But now that I knew that she was Parker, I couldn’t stop thinking that I’d repeatedly fucked a man in the ass—and I’d eaten his cum, and my own cum from out of his asshole. I got up and rushed over to the bathroom so that I could wash my mouth out with a big mouthful of mouthwash.

I don’t know how I managed to fall asleep that night, but I did end up falling asleep with the image of naked Parker on my mind. I woke up with that same image on my mind, and beads of cold sweat on my forehead as if I’d had nightmares all night. Thankfully, I couldn’t remember any of them. I sat up slowly from my bed, and then I nearly had a heart attack when I realized someone was sitting on the foot of my bed—and not just someone: Morgan.

She was looking at me with a sad look on her face. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“What are you doing in here? Get out before my sister sees you!” I said.

“I just wanted to apologize. I really didn’t know that you didn’t know who I was.”

“Of course I didn’t know,” I snapped. “Do you really think that I would have done all of that stuff if I knew?”

She stared at me with that same sad look. “I don’t know. I guess that is what I thought,” she said.

I felt the strangest wave of guilt wash over me, but I fought it away. “You do know that I’m not Parker anymore—right?” she said. “That’s all behind me.”

“That may not be your name, but that was you all those years. You were always that kid that I have in my mind. You came to my birthday parties and we failed tests together and we even moved schools together in the eight grade—remember? Those memories don’t just disappear because you got some tits and changed your name.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “But what difference does it make? You don’t let your memory of the girls from our school stop you from getting intimate with them. And I’m assuming you don’t look at them and see the children that we went to elementary school with. You see them as grown up. Those memories are just… memories.”

I felt my heart plunge into my stomach. She had a good point. Ellen was a chubby girl covered in pimples until the twelfth grade—then she suddenly showed up with a clear face and a thin body (and big tits). Every guy wanted to fuck her. It’s not like that old image of her greasy skin and wide cheeks stopped anyone—myself included—from fantasizing about her.

But was Morgan’s situation not different? Pimples and extra weight are one thing—but what about a cock? She still had that cock as a matter of fact! But I liked that cock. I could get hard by just thinking about it… Maybe the cock is a bad example. But if not the cock, then what? The voice? The short hair? The name? What was really holding me back?

Morgan looked down at my bed, looking defeated. And in that moment, I knew exactly what was holding me back: my reputation. Guys wouldn’t make fun of me if I hooked up with Ellen in her current state. They wouldn’t make fun of me for hooking up with a chick that used to be ugly, or a girl who once had the voice of a boy. But they would make fun of me for hooking up with a chick who used to be a guy. Why? Because that was just the society we lived in. That was just the way things were. Traps were taboo and guys were supposed to conform to a certain standard.

The image of Parker was already becoming fuzzy in my head. I could look at Morgan and see Morgan: a girl with a cute face and a killer body. Sure, I could still see hints of Parker, but somehow I knew that those hints were fading. Just like with that old image of Ellen—no one thought of that chubby, pimply-faced girl when they heard the name Ellen… Maybe during the first few weeks of that final year of school. But everyone got used to it. And maybe I would get used to Morgan. Maybe everyone would get used to her eventually. Or maybe not…

Or maybe it didn’t matter what anyone else thought. Most of my friends had already moved away for college, not that it mattered.

“Look at me,” I said.

She looked up slowly. “What is it?” she asked.

“Come here.” I waved her over. She hesitated, and then she crawled up my bed, still keeping a bit of distance in case I was about to take a swing at her. “Closer,” I said, and then she hesitated again. But once she was close enough, I kissed her. I pressed my lips against hers and puckered up. Her eyes were suddenly wide with shock. It took her a few seconds to kiss back.

“W—What was that for?” she asked after I pulled my head back.

“I don’t know. I guess because I like you,” I said.

“You what?”

“Maybe this could work,” I said. “I’m not really sure how it will work, or what people will say, but maybe it’s worth a shot.”

“You want to… give me a shot?” she said.

“Don’t you?” I asked.

Her eyes widened and she nodded her head quickly. “Yeah, of course I do. I just—I thought you were going to smack me. I didn’t think you would kiss me. I mean—did you just kiss me? Did we just kiss? What about your sister? Aren’t you worried about what she’ll think?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s kind of a bitch. I don’t really care what she thinks to be honest.”

Morgan smiled, showing off that adorable smile that made my heart flutter. Then I reached down and slipped my fingers up her skirt. I yanked her panties to the side so that her cock was out. Then I flipped up her skirt so that her cock was in the open. I looked down at it before adjusting myself so that our cocks were pressed firmly together.

“If I start pumping, who will come first do you think?” I asked with a grin.

“Me,” she said. “I might even come twice before you come. I kind of have a coming problem.”

“I’m not sure that I would call that a problem,” I said with a chuckle. Both of our cocks were becoming hard at a rapid pace. I could feel her shaft throbbing against my shaft, and I’m sure she could feel me throbbing as well.

“Shit,” she said with a crooked grin. “I think I’m already close.”

“I’m ready for it,” I said. I clenched my grip and pumped faster.

THE END
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