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PROLOGUE

IF YOU DON’T LIKE DELICIOUSLY DIRTY STORIES about a young man’s secretive sexual fantasies and desires, then I will tell you not to read anymore, or . . . if you purchased this story out of curiosity or because you thought that the cover was pretty – I’d tell you to return it now. On the other hand, if you enjoy a vicarious thrill when you read about what gets some guy’s pants bulging, or what his girlfriend’s preconditions are for having sex – then please; read on.

My name is Toby M., and this is a true story about how I came to be where I presently am, and all the naughty stuff that happened on the way. I’m a 20 year old college junior, and live on the campus of a moderately sized state college. I know you don’t wanna hear about my classes, or my money problems, so I’ll cut to the chase: I’m a horny little mother fucker, and I have some very personal sexual turn-ons that I never thought other guys had. For example – I like to look at women’s butts. It’s kind of an obsession, but a funny one. It’s not nude butts that get my member hard; it’s when they are inside of a tightly fit brightly colored satin dress, or a short skirt that they turn my dick into a diamond drill.

Then I noticed something that sort of scared the crap out of me at first. I started fantasizing about the above mentioned clothing items. Like, how would something like that feel on me? Of course, I could never tell that to any of my friends or roommates for obvious reasons. From dresses, my curiosity grew to equally tight and skimpy lingerie items like thongs, and even higher up things – stretch bras.

I tried not to analyze these things too much. I know some guys stress about thinking of these things to the point of where they think they may be mentally ill – but I don’t. I try not to dwell on it too much. So here I am with all these thoughts running around my hormone overloaded brain, and no outlet. I think you may have an idea where this story and these thoughts are taking me, but trust me - you don’t – not really.
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I WAS STUDYING IN MY DORM ROOM on a Tuesday night, and my roommate Lance was at the library. He was with his girlfriend Hillary so I doubt he got much work done, but Lance is the type of guy who can ace a test without much effort at all. One time, Lance came home early from the library and caught me with my pants down, jerking off on my bed. Now, guys being guys, it wouldn’t have been too bad, except that Lance was with Hillary, so SHE was treated to a display of my dick blowing a load into a bunch of tissues as well. This happened a few months ago at the beginning of the semester, and since then I’ve been “shy,” or rather ashamed as fuck to be around her. When it happened, Lance’s initial shock turned into hoots of laughter, and poor Hillary – although not a prude by any stretch – didn’t quite know how to respond.

Lance was really cool about it and did me a favor by not telling any of our corridor mates about the little incident. I guess it will take me some time to be “normal” around Hillary.

The next thing about that time was that my laptop was opened to some very “naughty” sites – Trans females doing straight guys, and trannys doing trannys, etc., Lance and Hillary took a good luck at that too. I didn’t think they were the types to use that stuff against me.

So Lance came back from the library, and my hands were holding a book, and not the aforementioned lightning rod – so far so good. I think that little incident may have just left Lance wondering where and when I did the nasty, because now I was very careful not to let him catch me at it anymore.

I greeted Lance as he came into the room. “Hey Lance, how’d the studying go tonight?”

He looked at me sideways as he dropped his book bag and laptop on his desk. “Pretty good. I should be in good shape for the chem test on Friday.”

“Did Hillary join you?”

“No, no she didn’t. She was hanging out with her girlfriends in her dorm.”

I had a feeling that Lance wouldn’t have been so positive about his studying if Hillary was with him in the library. I know that if I had a girlfriend, I probably wouldn’t be able to accomplish anything constructive.

“Say Toby, I wanna ask you something.”

“Shoot.”

“Hillary’s dorm is having a party Saturday night. She asked if you would want to come. So, whaddya’ say? Wanna go? There will be plenty of hot girls there – and besides, you won’t have to stay in the room and beat off!” he said smirking at me. I turned bright beet red right away.

“Ha ha, very funny Lance.”

“Yeah, I thought that would ring a bell with you. But all joking aside – I think it would be good for you. When was the last time you did any socializing with actual girls, huh?”

“I can’t remember,” I said, and I was being truthful.

“So okay – no brainer. You’re coming.”

______________________

__________

On the outside, it looked as if Lance and Hillary were just two good friends doing me a favor by inviting me to the dorm party on Saturday night. The thing is that I wasn’t a party to their conversation earlier. If I had heard it, I might have thought differently.

The two of them were in Hillary’s room locked in each other’s arms after having what was becoming a boring routine of vanilla sex.

“You know what Lance? I was just thinking of your pathetic little roommate – Toby. Every time I see him, I can’t get that image out of my head of him wrestling with his little garden snake!” Hillary looked at Lance, and the both of them immediately started laughing.

“Yeah, it was pretty pathetic wasn’t it?” Lance conceded.

“What if . . . what if . . . we could somehow use Toby to juice up our own thing here?” Hillary addressed what was the white elephant in the room between them. She was much more adventurous than Lance, and was always looking for ways to spice up their sex life.

“And just how would Toby do that Hill? Don’t forget – he IS my roommate. I’m all for having fun, but I don’t wanna do anything to hurt him.”

“I’m thinking,” Hillary said, the expression on her face being one of intense concentration. “I’m sure he wouldn’t want his little secret exposed all over social media, right?”

“Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about – that would be downright MEAN Hillary. I think the proper word here is ‘blackmail.’”

“Take it easy lover boy! I’m not about to hurt him- we just wanna have a little fun, right? But wouldn’t it be cool if we had our very own little ‘sissy toy’ to play with, and do what we asked? How well do you know Toby? How far do you think he’d really go?”

Lance was thinking. He wanted to keep Hillary satisfied, and the truth was that their sex life was becoming a bit boring lately and he would do anything to spice it up.

“I don’t know. Guess we’ll just have to find that out, now won’t we?” Hillary stood up close to Lance and ran her fingers up and down his shirt as she was coming up with a plan.

“Okay Lance, I think I have something,” Hillary said. The evil little smile spreading across her face spoke volumes to Lance who loved it when his girlfriend came up with ideas. “You know my friend Mara, right?”

Lance stiffened up at the mention of her friend’s name. “Oh yeah – I think so. Isn’t Mara the one at your dorm they call ‘The Hose Monster?’ The girl with the long, flaming red hair who will fuck anything with two legs and a dick between them?”

Hillary gave Lance a satisfied, affirmative smile. “The one and the same.”

“So what’s the plan?”

“Well, you bring Toby and some of your friends to my dorm party this Saturday night, okay? Mara will be there, and give Toby the ride of his young life, and maybe, just maybe . . . she can push him over the edge and right into our hands!”

Lance backed away in disbelief at his girlfriend’s bravado. Half skeptical, he said to her, “You think it will work?”

“Yes Lance I do,” she said rolling her eyes. “Oh Ye of little faith.”
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WHEN LANCE ASKED ME TO COME to the dorm party at Hillary’s dorm Saturday night, I was thrilled because I had no social life to speak of, and this would be a great chance to get out and mingle a bit with members of the opposite sex. Along with Lance and me were Charlie and Ted from our corridor. Neither of them had a steady girlfriend either.

“Come on guys, let’s go! Time’s wasting. All the hot babes’ll be taken!” Lance called out over Charlie and Ted’s bullshitting in our room.

“Yeah! maybe Toby will get laid tonight!” Charlie called out, making me turn red. Lance turned to me with a knowing grin; recalling my little self-pleasing episode.

So the four of us left our dorm and began the half-mile walk to Klegman Hall, where we were supposed to hook up with Hillary and her friends.

Klegman Hall was an imposing building on Marian Drive, right off the main campus thorofare. It used to be a mansion in the days before the state university authority took over the grounds, and it was certainly big enough to have all kinds of “activities” going on there. I mention this because of my circumstances - whatever – you’ll soon find out.

We walked up the wide stone steps to the large front double doors which were opened to let in the cool autumn night air. There were kids all over the steps and the front, smoking various things, drinking bottled beer, etc.

Lance, because of Hillary, had the most association with this dorm and as soon as we were inside he steered us to the long bar against the back wall of the first floor main room. “Guys, go help yourself to drinks and I’m gonna’ find Hillary and some of her friends.”

Charlie and Ted were ogling all the girls in the party and saw a group standing by the bar and chatting. “Hey guys,” Ted said. Let’s go chat up that bunch by the middle of the bar, okay? We may get lucky” – Ted was looking at me, amused with himself.

Meanwhile Lance found Hillary with her friends on the other side of the bar, drinks in hand. To Hillary’s right stood Mara, a stunning tall, shapely redhead with a one-piece green satin dress – tight around the butt, which was the type to make my cock rock hard.

“Hey honey, glad you could make it. I saw you come in with Toby,” Hillary said, after giving Lance a quick kiss on the mouth. Hillary stood with three girls – Mara, Lynn, and Danielle. Lance knew all three of them, so introductions weren’t necessary.

“Yeah, Toby’s here. Say, do you think Lynn and Danielle might like to meet Charlie and Ted? I think it would look less suspicious if they came along with Mara.”

“You’re right.” Danielle spoke to her friends, and they were like “what the hell – why not?” so everyone walked across the room to the bar where Ted, Charlie and I were standing.

Of course as soon as I saw Mara, I knew I would be the one to have her. Lance must have been thinking the same thing, because as soon as they came up to us he said, “Mara, I’d like you to meet my roommate Toby.”

“Hey Toby, how’s it going?” Now it was like I lost my voice because all of my concentration was on that hot body moving up against my shoulder. I put my beer on the counter after taking a quick pull of liquid courage.

“Great. Are you a friend of Hillary?”

“Oh yeah, we all are.” Turning to the other girls Mara said, “Lynn, Danielle, this is Toby and . . . who are these other guys?”

“Lance you know,” I said. These guys are Ted and Charlie from my floor.”

“Hi guys. I have to tell you first off that Toby is mine, okay?”

Ted and Charlie looked at each other in shock, because clearly Mara was the hottest girl there and her being so possessive of the likes of me right off the bat, seemed very odd to them.

“Hey, no complaints from us,” Ted said, holding up his hand.

“Good. It wouldn’t matter to me if there were any,” Mara said very assertively. It just added to the guy’s confusion. “Come on Toby. Take me dancing,” Mara said, brushing up against me and linking her arm in mine, really pulling me out to the wooden dance floor. There was some fast techno music being spun by the DJ, and the lights were flashing. My cock was bursting through my jeans, with my eyes glued to that really big, tight ass. I looked back at the bar and Hillary and Lance were smiling and waving me on. My friends Ted and Charlie stood there watching – slack jawed.

Mara faced me and placed her hands on top of my shoulders, leaning into me so I could smell her breath. It smelled like alcohol and stale cigarette smoke. That was another turn on for me. I had a thing since I was a teenager for girls who smoked those long, all white, girly cigarettes. She held me close and we started gyrating to what passed for music. I had a pretty low tolerance for alcohol and the beer I had at the bar started to affect me a little bit. Mara was pressing up against me and was digging into the bulge in my jeans, obviously pleased.

Before I could register what was happening, she was locking lips with me and sending her tongue exploring deep inside of my mouth. Her right hand released itself from my neck and reached down to stroke my cock through my jeans; her fingernails sticking through for added effect.

I was moaning through the deep kiss. I couldn’t believe my luck. It was looking like I would finally get the release I was craving. Mara and I were impervious to everything going on around us. The flickering lights and the steady beat of the techno music put everything on hold in a surreal fantasy of grinding, gyrating lust.

Her lips moved from off mine to my ear, where she whispered harshly to me: “Come on Toby, follow me.” She took my hand and pulled me to the opposite side of the dance floor, and we made our exit to a large unisex bathroom, just outside the main room. A quick glance off to the bar saw Lynn and Danielle chatting up Ted and Charlie – well good for them.

It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the bright fluorescent lights of the white-tiled bathroom. Without saying a word, Mara reached behind the sink and pulled out a sign which read: “OUT OF ORDER,” and placed it on the outside of the door. I thought it to be a bit strange, but I said nothing. Then she turned the light switch off. Laughing she grabbed my hand and pulled me into an empty stall. As it turned out there was one person in another stall. When the lights went out they suddenly came out and said: “Hey! What the fuck?” Mara answered with, “The fuck is . . . you get your ass out of here now!”

I barely had time to register what happened because the door to the big handicapped stall closed behind us. Mara continued where she left off and pressed close to me, kissing me again, and groping for my cock. She was torturing me beyond my control. I felt myself leak pre cum into my boxers. It was cheesy as fuck, but I was gonna get my piece of ass tonight – that was for sure!

She reached down and grabbed my zipper between two fingers and began pulling it down. Then she got down on her knees in front of me and said, “Okay Toby, prepare to have your world rocked! And I do mean . . . ROCKED!”

My cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box, and she grabbed it with her thumb and fingers and bent it down to place against her moist, glossed lips. This was my first blow job, so I really had nothing to compare it too, but it all seemed too good to be true. Her lips parted ever so slightly, just allowing the tip of my cock to slip inside her mouth. She slid them back and forth, and the soft, silky feel was making me moan. Her tongue began roping itself around my shaft and getting it completely wet. At the same time she began slowly moving her head up and down on my cock. My hand was pressing into her lush, red hair and going along with the up and down rhythm.

Faster and faster Mara went. My eyes were closed and for a moment I forgot that were in a campus house bathroom. Maybe it was due to my inexperience, I’m not really sure, but I convulsed and shot out several huge wads of jizz which coated the inside of her mouth.

She made sucking and slurping noises which only turned me on more. My cock was licked clean of all cum. Finally she slowly withdrew her mouth from me and stood up facing me. Her hot breath fell on me as she spoke. “So Toby. I think you enjoyed that very much, am I right?”

“Oh HELL YEAH! I mean, you’re fantastic!”

“Now don’t take this the wrong way, but according to Hillary, this would be your first time, am I correct?”

I was at first taken aback that Hillary would share such an intimate detail about me with a stranger. It led me to believe that perhaps she also mentioned to her about my little secret activity exposed in my dorm room. However, whatever it was I didn’t really care, even if that was the case. So I was truthful – what the heck.

“Yes that’s right. This was my first.”

“Oh good! Then you’re really going to love this. This will be a night of firsts for you Toby.”

I watched her as she stepped back from me. “Now it’s time for you to please me,” she said, looking me right in the eyes with a serious expression on her face.

She hiked up her tight clinging green satin dress in the front, exposing her garter and panty hose covering her G-String. She quickly unfastened the snaps of her panty hose and pulled the garter away, revealing a green satin thong with a laced top. She placed her thumb underneath the front and pulled the thong down, revealing of all things . . . A GIANT COCK!!!

“MARA!! WHAT THE FUCK!?” I said in a harsh whisper, trying very hard not to scream.

“What’s the matter Toby – never seen a shemale before??”

“Well I . . . actually – no!” I was fumbling for words here, trying to balance my surprise with not wanting to insult her.

She laughed. “Yes, I imagine it would be a little strange for you to see. I know it was for me, my first time.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that.”

“Well why would you, silly!”

“You see Toby – I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to trans woman. In Thailand, shemales or ‘lady boys’ are highly regarded by society. I did HRT and a bit of surgery on my face and here I am. I never once wanted to look back. Besides,” she said smiling at me, “I love having a cock.”

“Now let’s get going here – ON YOUR KNEES!” she commanded me. What was I to do? I would have to be polite, and being polite in this instance would be to take her cock inside of my mouth.

She studied me, came up close so our bodies almost touched, and then placed her hands on my shoulders, pushing my knees onto the ground. “Very good Toby,” she said. “I think you get the idea now.”

What the fuck, I thought. So, she happens to have a cock. Big deal. Besides, in a strange sort of way it was a turn-on for me. I was learning something new about myself and having fun with it at the same time.

She pressed up against me and the fleshy head of her gurl-cock made a brief contact with my lips. I stuck my wet tongue out from between my lips and began to gently lick around the head of her cock. She moaned and pressed herself farther into me, so that the first third of her cock entered my mouth. She held it in place as I licked all around it. Mara gyrated her hips so that her cock moved all around the inside of my mouth.

Something was definitely happening to me. Whereas one year ago the thought of anything like this even occurring would have been completely insane, now, it was normal – desirable even. I kept saying over and over again in my mind – it’s just a girl with something extra . . .

“That’s it Toby, that’s it. Keep going . . . keep going,” she said breathlessly with her head thrown back, palm planted firmly on my head, steering me.

“Oh fuck YEAH!!” she screamed out, filling my mouth with warm, thick, and sticky cum. It was a sweet/salty taste, and I lapped it all up. I was overcome with passion, and I kept sucking and licking until her massive cock was clean of as much cum as I could get off. I could not lift my head up as long as she was hard and kept thrusting in me. Finally she broke off me and pulled me up by the shoulders. When she did so, excess cum started dripping down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. Immediately, she grabbed me in a tight embrace and kissed and licked me clean, moaning as she did so.

“Umm . . . Toby, you taste so wonderful! She said in a deep, throaty whisper.” It needed no reply. Then she asked me, “So tell me how it feels having sucked a HUGE gurl cock for the first time?”

I felt as though I was in a trance. “It was wonderful Mara,” I said, almost dopey in my reply. I wasn’t lying either.

“Good. Now there is something else I want to show you.”

I wondered what exactly that was, and was eager to learn. “Sure, and what’s that?”

“Put your jeans and your shorts down around your feet.” I figured that given everything else that’s happened, what harm could there be in that. So I casually loosened my belt, dropped my jeans, and pulled my boxers down. My cock was semi-hard, but after Mara stroked the underside a little bit, it got even harder.

“Oooh, lookie here – someone’s cock is getting hard again.” Looking over at Mara, I saw a bulge in the pouch of her G-String as well. She barked some orders at me. “Okay Toby, spread your arms against the wall and stick your butt out.” I didn’t need to be a clairvoyant to guess what was coming next.

Mara got behind me and she spit on her hand and wiped it off between my butt cheeks, up and down my taint. She spit again and this time stuck her finger right up my ass and wiggled it around, making me wince. “Ouch!” I sizzled. “Mara, what the hell! That hurts!”

“Easy Toby,” she said reassuringly. “It only hurts for a few seconds – a minute really. Then you will absolutely love getting pummeled! This is just like the pleasure that real girls and shemales get! I promise you.”

And with that I felt the fleshly bulb that was the head of Mara’s gurl cock press up against my “boy pussy.” I knew I was doing something secret, something I would want to keep hidden for a long time. Yet it also occurred to me that this was something that maybe I had wanted for a long time. I must admit it to myself that some (or most) times when I would jerk off in my room, I had visions of beautiful shemales and transvestites with huge cocks strutting before me and manhandling me! So really Mara was just “keeping a promise to me,” and she did turn me on a lot.

Now her head was stretching the opening to my pleasure tunnel, where her finger had just been before. My skin swallowed it and made a tight seal. She coated her shaft with more spit and made it slide easily inside me. I couldn’t believe that such a huge cock was inside of me and pleasuring me like this. Thrust after thrust hit me and sent lightning bolts coursing through every fiber of my being.

My ass was moving in sync to her thrusts up and down and sideways. Mara was moaning with pleasure, and I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me that was unlike anything I ever felt before. My eyes were misting over, and I was drunk with lust for this new pleasure.

Mara let out a scream, and I felt the wet warmth of her cum fill me up inside and run down the crack of my ass and my inner thighs. It only made her thrust even more. Then, without my even touching myself I shot a huge wad of my own cum right into the wall. It was, as I learned later, to be my first “sissygasm.”

Mara withdrew slowly from me and turned me around. Then she kissed me hard on the lips, our tongues intertwining around each other.

“So how did you like being forced to become a real cock-taking sissy boy, huh Toby??” She said, an inch from my face.

I had to answer her honestly – my moist, half-closed eyes betrayed my actual feelings. “I loved it Mara. I really did, and I never thought it would be possible.”

“I think Lance and Hillary will be very pleased to hear that.”

“Lance and Hillary? Why would they?” Then I remembered they caught me jerking off on my bed in the room I shared with Lance.

Mara placed her arms around my shoulders and said, “Let me explain this to you Toby. You see Lance, Hillary and me have kind of a relationship where the three of us all fuck each other like crazy. We were looking for a fourth person to join in the fun – another sissy boy that I could break in and train. What do you say? Could that be you??”

My suspicions as to why me were raised. “Just a second Mara. Did you know that Lance and Hillary caught me jerking off in the dorm room I shared with Lance?”

“Yes Toby . . . maybe Lance did mention it.”

“And that’s it? That’s the whole reason?”

“What more reason do I need? Besides, I just get ‘sissy vibes’ coming off you. It’s nothing to be ashamed about. So now Toby, we go out and rejoin the party, and I take you upstairs to my room and make you over into the new you!”

I was very eager to see what she could do with me. I felt very much like a ravaged, sissy cum slut.
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“WELCOME TO MY ROOM TOBY. This is where ‘the new you’ will take root and flourish.”

I was still a bit numb from the pounding I took downstairs, but I felt a strange compulsion to go on and finish what I started downstairs. “Okay Mara – sounds great to me.”

Mara reached into her black leather shoulder bag and took out a long, red leather cigarette case – the kind that would hold the extra long 120mm all white cigarettes that turned me on so. Oh, did I mention I had a rather big smoking fetish – especially when I fantasized about dressing up like a girl?? Well now, that fantasy seemed about ready to come true.

“Here Toby,” she said after pulling out two, all white menthol 120mm cigarettes. “You might as well go all the way to really complete the slut look. I know that Lance and Hillary will be very happy if you do!”

So I very shyly took hold of the offered cigarette, and leaned into the slim, silver butane lighter that Hillary took out. I did a very effeminate French inhale for my first time. I used to sneak cigarettes in high school from my mother’s bag, so I was no stranger to getting a nicotine rush. In fact, my cock became as hard as a flagpole on the Fourth.

“Whoa . . . very nice Toby. You’re getting me excited!”

“I’m glad Mara. I’m all yours now.”

“Good boy,” she said, while lighting her own cigarette and making her way over to her sliding door closet opposite the front door of her dorm room. Suddenly there was a knock at Mara’s door. Lo and behold, there stood Hillary with an evil looking, malicious grin on her face.

Mara looked behind her as Hillary let herself in.

“Well hello Hillary, Toby and I were just talking about you.”

“Oh really? All nice things I hope.”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I was telling Toby here how much you and Lance want Toby to explore his feminine self.”

“Oh you bet we do!” Hillary said with thinly veiled excitement. “After Lance and I saw those very interesting pictures and videos on his computer, we just knew that Toby was the right kinda’ guy for this.”

Mara seemed unaware of what Hillary was talking about and she looked at Hillary and just shrugged.

“Oh forgive me Mara, I didn’t tell you. Not only did Lance and me catch Toby here jerking off in his room, but he had his laptop opened to some very interesting pictures and video links. Ever hear of GERBIL?”

Mara gasped in mock astonishment. “NO!! You must be kidding me! This sweet little boy here??”

“Yes Mara. He’s not as sweet and innocent as you think.” I was really grooving on what they were saying about me, and my undershorts had a nice bulge in them. I stood there effeminately smoking, and really enjoying myself.

“Oh I think Toby’s innocence is a thing of the past Hillary. After the great time we had downstairs, I think you and Lance are just gonna love what we can do with this cute little sissy here!”

“Okay Mara, let’s see what you can do!”

Mara brought an armful of deliciously exciting feminine undergarments, a nice, dirty blonde wig, and a case of makeup. I was already stripped down to my boxers, so things were easy for Mara to do.

First thing after I stepped out of my boxers, Mara placed an emerald green G-String on the floor next to my feet. I stepped into them and slowly started to pull them up my hairless legs. Mara and Hillary watched me intently as I savored the silk, satin feel of the thong sliding up my legs. It gave me chills and my cock was at rigid attention. Hillary and Mara looked at it and started laughing.

I loved the feel when I centered the G-String around my junk; the soft feel of the satin rubbing the underside of my cock. Next came a green stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest tight like a real girl’s cleavage. My lack of facial hair and my soft skin gave me a nice illusion of femininity especially after Mara applied the makeup. All the while Hillary was watching intently.

She chose dark eye makeup and long, fake lashes for me. Instead of a blouse, she gave me a leather jacket, open in the front, and black slacks. I just reeked of pure, unadulterated slut. I lit another cigarette and looked at myself in the bedroom mirror in back of the door.

“Wow,” said Hillary. “You do clean up nice Toby, if I must say so. And Mara – YOU are a genius!”

“Why thank you Hill. I do try hard, you know. Now after you and Lance are finished with Toby here, I want you to leave some of him for me!”

“Oh don’t worry Mara. Of course you can have her . . . after we’re done. Hey, I’m gonna go downstairs and get Lance to come up here and see this! He’ll never believe it!”

_____________________________

_____________

Hillary found Lance at the bar, talking with Charlie and Ted. Ted was soon taken away to the dance floor by a curvy brunette that was eyeing him all evening. She nudged Lance and gave him a little smile which told Lance all he needed to know. He turned to Charlie and excused himself. Charlie was used to Lance and Hillary sneaking away and leaving him, so it was no big deal.

They both ran up the stairs and down the hall to Mara’s room. I was relaxed and sitting on the bed, smoking, and kissing Mara when they came in without even bothering to knock. Mara suddenly pulled away from me and “scolded” her two friends.

“Hey guys! Don’t you understand what a closed door means?? Especially MY closed door?” she said laughing.

“Oh so sorry Mara,” Hillary said, not at all apologetic. Turning to Lance she said, “So what do you think of your pervy little roommate now? Isn’t she the perfect sissy?” Lance had an expression I had never before seen on him – it was pure LUST!

“Hey Mara!” Lance exclaimed. “I’m gonna steal ‘the new Toby’ here away from you. I don’t care if you object!” He meant what he said because as he was talking he was loosening the belt on his jeans.

“Go ahead Lance. I did this for you and Hillary, and we all get to benefit!”  Lance came up to me with his lustful grin. Mara threw him something from her black bag. It was a tube of lubricant gel.

“Wow Toby. I can’t believe how fucking DELICIOUS you look! You know Hillary and I have always wanted a sissy boy toy to play with! You worked out perfectly. Who knew?”

I was feeling playful, so I issued Lance a challenge. “Well you know what Lance. Mara here has a fantastically delicious cock, and she does great things with it. I wonder what you can do with yours??” It felt like I was the one who was in total control.

“Oh you just wait and see you little slut!! I’ll have you limping and begging for more – watch me!” Hillary was standing over on the side and looking even more excited.

“That’s it! You tell him Lance!” If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that Hillary was getting herself wet. In fact, perhaps sensing the same thing; Mara walked over to Hillary and immediately started kissing her.

Meantime Lance barked a command at me: “Okay slut, up against the wall and undo that belt and pants – NOW!”

I did so willingly. There was no point to me pretending that I didn’t want it – because I did. Very badly in fact. Lance then pulled my black slacks down quickly. He positioned me so that my ass was up and out towards him, and my hands flat against the wall. I could feel Lance breathing heavy and leaning against my neck. Next I felt a cool wet feeling go up and down my taint. My ass constricted itself from that touch. But that wasn’t to be for long. I felt Lance’s finger, full of gel, go inside of my cutesy little asshole, which I learned later was called my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

My cock leaped to attention inside the pouch of my G-String. Lance had just moved the backstrap over the top of my right buttock to gain access to me. Next I felt his slithering snake of a cock banging up against my willing sissy ass.

“Oooh, I can tell you’re gonna be a wild fuck Toby!” Lance exclaimed just as his monster cock – (I had seen it in the room under other roommate type occasions.) started bumping up against me. I was gritting my teeth, and I scooted back to meet him and “swallow” his cock with my “bussy.”

“Fuuccccck Lance! You’re a BEAST!!! . . .” I said, trying to catch my breath. His only response was to pump me harder and grip both of my shoulders. Faster and faster he went. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Hillary and Mara – Mara’s cock pounding Hillary’s slippery pussy. The two of them were getting off on what I was doing with Lance.

The wooden floor was rhythmically creaking underneath our feet as he devoured me. My bussy swallowed his cock and wouldn’t let it go. That seemed to be perfectly fine with Lance whose only words were unintelligible grunts.

Out of nowhere I shot a full wad of my cum into the pouch of my G-String. I put at least three loads inside the silky satin. Almost at the same time, Lance howled and filled my boy pussy with warm, thick cum. Some of it leaked out and coated the inside of my thighs. It only made him go faster and faster.

I was numb by the time he finished with me and ran out of gas. “Toby . . .” he gasped. “I never would have guessed how fucking incredible you are . . . I can’t believe we’re ROOMMATES!!!”

“So I wonder how that will change things for us?”

Lance huffed out a quick laugh. “Well let’s not forget that Hillary and Mara are part of our little thing here. How about if the four of us share a house downtown? Whaddya’ think guys?” Lance said, turning his head towards the very horizontal Hillary and Mara on the bed behind him and Toby. All they got from those two were grunts and more grunts. One of the grunts might have been an “Uh huhhhh.”

Lance just laughed. “Oh, another thing Toby.”

“Sure. What’s that?”

“Whenever we fuck, which I suspect will be pretty often; I want you to be completely dressed like you are now – real slutty!”

“Sure Lance. I can do that,” I said happily. Then I reached for a long 120 and slipped it between my lips like a pro and lit myself up. The combo of being dressed like a slut and smoking the 120 was a HUGE fucking turn on. Looking over at Lance, I could see his cock getting bigger again.

“When did you know Toby?” he asked casually.

“You mean, when did I know as in what? That I liked to dress as a slut and fuck my roommate as a girl?”

Lance laughed. “Yeah, something like that.”

“For a long time actually. When you and Rebecca caught me jerking off and looking at the pictures on my laptop, I knew that seducing you would be easy as pie.”

This surprised Lance and Hillary – because they thought they were the ones forcing me to dress and feminize. It didn’t matter either way; the four of us were a solid item now, and we got busy looking for an off campus apartment where we could fuck to our heart’s contents. I LOVED being a sissy boi toy to my roommate and his girlfriend. Mara was a welcome added bonus.
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