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SHY SISSY

Josh is a very inexperienced college freshman who goes away to school with a very big social problem – he’s got insurmountable shyness.
Luckily for him he sees an ad for the student health service that promises to cure shyness and self-esteem issues. PERFECT! Says Josh. So he goes to the campus health building and meets the very HOT and mysterious counselor Marisol. She promises to cure his shyness if he’ll only give her a chance – so he accepts her offer . . .

When he visits the building on campus where the therapy is to take place, he sees other young men like himself on gym mats with female counselors. Okay, nothing strange here. But then Marisol tries some very bold and unorthodox methods to “cure” his shyness.
Marisol leads Josh up to her room in the building where he meets another staff member, Casey. They give Josh some sort of “health service-approved elixir” to drink as part of the therapy. Now Josh sees his barriers and self-defense mechanisms drop – and he becomes open to the treatment that’s offered.
Josh will never be the same again as he takes the cure . . .
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I WAS ALWAYS A SHY KINDA GUY, so when I went away to college at Cashtown State, I decided to take advantage of some campus services. One ad in particular on the student union bulletin board caught my eye. It had a rather catchy beginning:

“ARE SHYNESS AND SELF-ESTEEM ISSUES KEEPING YOU FROM REACHING YOUR FULL POTENTIAL??? Well look no further. Our experienced group of college counsellors can make all that negativity go away! Just give us a try – No charge – University Health Services” 

I needed the help. I was smart enough to realize that many social situations were waiting for me if only I felt ready and confident to take them on. I lived in the freshman dorm, and I went to bars downtown and keg parties with my friends. But when it came to meeting girls I got tongue-tied real fast, and was always the guy left standing against the wall, watching the others leave with the babe on their arms.

So I didn’t tell my roommate Ralph or the other guys on my floor what I was doing. Maybe if this new therapy became successful I would let them know what I was up to. I ripped off the phone number from the bottom of the ad and took it with me. The day after next (see? shyness is a problem!) I called the number and spoke to a friendly woman who invited me to come down to the office in Reynold’s Hall. The office had a nice scenic window taking up a whole wall overlooking a woods by the same name. Fall came early to this part of the state, and the leaves were just starting to turn. I think that gave me a measure of confidence I might otherwise not have had.

I was sitting in the waiting room for about ten minutes when the door opened and the receptionist called me. “Josh Chamberlain? You can follow me.”

I got up and walked inside to a small suite of rooms. I was getting anxious. Maybe I wouldn’t have been anxious if there were at least one more person sitting in the waiting room, but that couldn’t be helped, so I took a deep breath and followed the secretary. She opened the door to an office a couple of doors on the right of the hallway. There was a plaque on the door: Marisol Valdez, LCSW

Behind the desk sat a striking woman, possibly early thirties, with goth style makeup on, and a leather choker with a ring in front around her neck. She smiled at me as I took a comfortable plush seat on the side of the room.

“So,” she said, with a fair amount of concern in her voice; “What brings you here today, Josh?”

“Well, I saw your sign in the student union building and I thought that maybe you could help me.” I took a deep breath. “See, I’m shy – I mean, I suffer from shyness to the point of where it stops me from doing things.”

“Like what? I mean, is there anything in particular that concerns you?”

“Yes,” and here is what I was dreading and was really embarrassed about revealing. “Meeting girls – I mean, I get nervous about asking girls out,” I said, and looked down, really ashamed of myself.

I looked up and she was smiling. “Well you’ve come to the right place Josh. We can certainly handle that. In no time, you’ll be in any social situation and able to ask any girl out you want, and guess what?”

“What?”

“Girls will even seek you out.”

Now this really caught my interest. What sort of magic could they work? “Really? You mean I’ll become . . . popular??”

“Ummm, you might say that Josh. Look. Here’s what we’ll do now. I’m going to give you the address of our house on campus. Come there on Saturday night about seven o’clock and we’ll have our first session. Sound good?”

“Yeah, it sounds GREAT Marisol!”

“Okay, good Josh.” Then she looked at me and said with a more serious tone, “I live there in that house Josh. You see, the house is like a sorority where we help out young men and women with your kind of problem.”

“Uh, great – I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Good. I’ll see you Saturday night. Oh, and Josh: Don’t forget to come in sweatpants and a hoodie, okay?”

“Sure Marisol.” An odd request that I thought came from a policy of making clients comfortable. So I left the office with a bounce in my step and a hopeful attitude.

________________________________

_______________

The walk to the building, McPherson Hall, was about ten minutes from my dorm. It was a pleasant evening, and I was feeling pretty good about myself – finally taking my situation under control. I walked up the stairs and the door was open. I looked inside and saw a bunch of mostly guys paired up with instructors. They were standing on mats dressed in sweats and engaged in conversation with their female counterparts. My first thought was that they were practicing different social scenarios with them. Okay, I thought. I can do this. If it helps me, why not? There was a front desk and the woman behind it motioned for me to come over. She asked me for my name and assigned me to a mat at the opposite end of the room, which took up the entire first floor of the house.

I walked over to my assigned mat, number “23.” As soon as I got there, I saw Marisol come into the room, and she approached me with a confident swagger. She was wearing a goth leather outfit that revealed some incredible features I could only have dreamed about; fishnet stockings that rode high up on her ass, and a leather halter brassiere. She was dressed more for a goth music video than a counselling session. I was going to ask her about it when as soon as she walked onto the mat, smiling, she slapped me hard across my face.

“MARISOL! I mean, WHAT THE FUCK!?” I yelled, holding my face. It fucking hurt me.

“Lesson number one Josh – expect the unexpected in every social encounter. Now how did that make you feel?”

“It fucking hurt!! How’s that for an answer?”

“Okay, but tell me, did you like it? In some small way, did it excite you sexually when I did that to you?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wait. I thought this was a workshop or therapy to address shyness.”

“Yes it is, but tell me Josh; if you are sexually excited, can you be shy?”

Confused a bit, I tried to follow her train of logic. “No I suppose not – I think,” I said, a bit confused and rubbing my face.

“That’s good! So I take it to mean that you did get sexually excited when I smacked you hard.”

“Well I . . .” Just then, she smacked me again – but this time it came from her left hand and was much more powerful and hard. I looked at her again, and I could see her nostrils were flaring. She was staring at me intently.

“Come on now Josh – let’s go upstairs to my room, and I’ll teach you all about letting go of shyness, okay?”

I was really confused at this point, but I told myself that I was in the hands of a professional. I looked out over the room, and I could see some other guys leaving with their instructors too. So I figured, okay what the hell.

With my face (on both sides) smarting, I left with Marisol and we walked up the staircase in the center of the room, up to the second floor. Marisol led me – or rather pulled me – to her room, and opened the door with her key.

Everything inside was done up in a red scheme – the bed spread, the curtains across her window, and the carpeting. She had an old fashioned lava lamp going that was also red.

“So Josh, do you still feel shy?”

“Uh, I’m, I’m not sure . . .”

Now came another smack -hard! – was this supposed to be some sort of conditioning telling me I wasn’t supposed to say I felt shy, even though I did?

I was numb to the smacks by this time and I looked at her. She studied me like a lioness judging her prey for any signs of resistance. “Okay now Josh, tell me what you’d like to do to me now – do you wanna’ FUCK ME HARD????”

I thought if I answered “no,” I would be showing signs of shyness and get another smack, so I didn’t say no. Instead I felt like I was a Formula One race car and the traffic light had just turned green. So I responded with a resounding “Yes Marisol, I would very much love to fuck the stuffing out of you.” Boy! That was original and I had no idea where that came from, but it sounded great.

“I don’t believe you, you pathetic little shit!” she said and smacked me again, but this time she shoved a leather covered tit right in my face.

Something unexpected was happening to me given the physical punishment – I was getting very hard. The pain was mixing with excitement – with pleasure. She turned around and backed up against me, wiggling her butt in my waist; obviously feeling my hard on.

She undid the leather straps revealing a black G-String. Marisol reached behind her and started rubbing my cock with her hand, placing it underneath the front of my sweats. “Take your sweats off Josh,” she commanded me.

I dripped some pre cum onto her hand, and she started pumping me with the soft underside of her fingers. I thought I might cum any second. But then she stopped and made a show of taking her fingers up to her mouth and licking the moisture off them. “Ummm, Josh, that’s sooooo good!” she said.

“I want you to fuck me from behind, okay?”

A bit unusual. I didn’t even know you could do that. Then she added, “In my ass Joshua.” She reached down onto the carpeting and pulled out her bag. She pulled out a tube of lube gel and squeezed a nice amount out onto her fingertips, slathering it all over the inside of her ass crack and onto her asshole. I watched, in a trance as she stuck her finger inside of her asshole and rubbed it around the sides, moaning as she did so. Then reaching behind her even more, she grabbed my cock and made it nice and slick.

“Okay Josh,” she said in a breathy voice, “just follow my lead, okay?”

“Sure Marisol, you’re the boss.”

She laughed to herself and with her hand pulled my cock down until it was lined up with her ass. Then she backed up onto my cock slowly, burying my head inside of her. She gasped and made sounds of exquisite pleasure. My heart started beating fast and I was getting into it. To my amazement, I realized I was anything but shy.

“C’mon Josh; thrust hard inside me.” I did just that. She was very tight, slippery, and I was more turned on than I thought possible. I actually enjoyed this most unusual way of having sex. Now she met my thrusts and backed up on me, meeting my rhythms.

I placed my palms on the side of her buttocks and thrusted faster and faster. In what seemed like seconds I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me and I stiffened and moaned, shooting a large tsunami of cum deep inside her, all the way up through her ass. The warmth and wet slimy feel even turned me on more, so I went faster. Just then, Marisol cried out and shivered. She came too and gripped the bed sheets in closed fists.

She stayed perfectly still, breathing hard, pulled off my cock and turned around, facing me. “There Josh, now how was that? I think you’ve gotten over your shyness – at least partially.” I wondered what she meant by that. Before today I was a complete, shy, inhibited virgin with no social skills, and now I was having sex with a woman in her thirties.

“Marisol, I’m like a new person, but what did you mean when you said ‘partially?’”

She laughed. “You’ll see. I’m not done by any means. It’s time I called the rest of the team in here.”

Team?? What team? I was totally confused. Marisol picked up her cell phone and looked at me as the call went through. “Casey? Hi. Yeah, my client is ready. Come in. Yes, my room.”

“Okay Josh. After today, all your inhibitions will be gone. I promise you. You’ll be a new man.”

She walked up closer to me, and grabbing me by my t-shirt she kissed me hard on the lips, wrapping her tongue around mine, getting my cock just as hard as before. “You do trust me right?”

“Yes, of course I do. Although I gotta say, your methods are a bit unorthodox.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys say that until the process is done.”

The door opened and a shapely girl with goth makeup, green eyes, and long, red hair came inside. “Casey, meet Josh. Josh, meet Casey.”
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“HI JOSH. I HOPE YOU’RE READY to have your life flipped around.” I noticed she was carrying a rather heavy looking gym bag. She set it on the floor next to Marisol’s bed. Marisol meanwhile was in her little kitchenette and mixing something.

“Well,” I said, “I’m willing to do whatever it takes to overcome my shyness and become a socially secure, and confident young man.”

“Wow Marisol, did you hear that!? It sounds like you’re making good progress on this one.”

“Yes, I think Josh will turn out just fine. And what happened to your client Casey?”

Casey looked directly at me while she answered Marisol. “Ohhh, my client didn’t turn out so well. He bolted just after the first part. I think he’s doomed to be a social misfit for the rest of his college career. Now I’m sure Josh that you don’t want that same fate to happen to you, now do you?”

“No, I really don’t Casey!” I was serious. Something wonderful happened to me when Marisol took my virginity; even though it was rather ‘unorthodox.’

“That’s great Josh,” Marisol said coming out of the kitchen with a six ounce amber medicine bottle.

“What’s in there Marisol?” I asked.

“Oh! It’s nothing to be afraid of Josh. Here look – it’s approved by the university health department.” I took a look at the label, and that’s exactly what it said. There was a chemical name I’ve never heard of before, and right on the label it said “Approved by Cashtown State Health Section”

“Okay Josh, here – drink this down and have a seat on the bed. It’ll take a few minutes to work. It’s a little something to help you with your mood. Now you’re not allergic to willow bark, are you?”

I’d never heard of that before, so I answered truthfully. “Why no, not at all Marisol. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Good, good,” she said, handing me the bottle. Well then bottoms up!”

I took it from her and drank it all up. It tasted strongly of licorice and had a syrupy consistency. It wasn’t bad, and it burned slightly going down my throat.

“Humm, not bad Marisol.”

“Good boy Josh! You’re well on your way to a nice adventure, and Casey and I are here to help you.”

Marisol reached for a pack of ultra long, all white girly cigarettes that were on her dresser, and she gave one to Casey, and lit them both up with a slim, sliver butane lighter. I was mesmerized watching them smoke. It was an old fetish of mine – looking at attractive women smokers. My cock got hard right away, and Casey noticed it and laughed. She elbowed Marisol and pointed to my cock, and soon both of them were laughing.

Marisol picked up her cell phone and programmed some thumping techno music which came out of some really nice speakers on her wall. I began to feel warm and a little light-headed and something else – horny. Yeah, fucking horny. My eyes began to close slightly and got heavy, and my nostrils began to flare. I wanted “to touch,” and to be touched; and something else – I wanted a cigarette.

“Um Marisol, could I please have a cigarette?” After seeing my reaction to them lighting up, they were not surprised at all, and so Marisol handed me one from her pack and lit me up. She looked over at Casey and smirked. “I think Josh’s shyness is melting away Casey.”

“Yeah, looks like it, but the real test is yet to come.”

“Time for Phase II Josh,” Casey said, and nodded to Marisol.

Marisol went over to her closet and opened up an oak trunk on the floor, just inside the sliding doors. She pulled out what looked like a bunch of clothes which had me wondering – but not scared. I felt a mood of acceptance wash over me, and eagerness for whatever came next.

“Here you go Josh. I think you’ll like these. You will definitely lose all vestiges of shyness once you try these on – I promise you.”

“Okay Marisol, you’re the boss.”

“Good boy. Now here, put these on,” and she handed me a black, satin G-String. Under normal circumstances I would have gotten off the bed and run out of the room, screaming for dear life. But I couldn’t move. My ass was planted on the bed and I had a drowsy, floating acceptance. My heart began beating fast with anticipation as I held the thong between my index finger and thumb.

I felt giddy, and I liked the feeling of the cool satin between my fingers. I slipped out of my sweatpants and boxers and stepped into the thong, which I gently placed on the floor. It didn’t bother me that Marisol and Casey were watching me. In fact, I kinda’ liked the idea. I pulled it up my thin, hairless legs and I got chills all through my body as the cool material caressed my skin. I slowly centered it around my junk, and stuck my hand down in the front underneath the lace and moved the tip of my cock around and around on the pouch until I felt a drop of pre cum leak out onto the inside.

Marisol noticed that and smiled. “That’s enough of that now Josh. Here, take your t-shirt off and put this on,” and she handed me a black stretch bra. I placed it over my head, and it pulled my skin together in front, so it gave me the appearance of cleavage. It excited me, and Marisol and Casey couldn’t be happier.

“Oh boy Josh, have we got big plans for you!” Casey said approvingly. I rubbed my hands down my front and my skin tickled – it felt different, as if I wasn’t the one being touched. It was very strange, but I wasn’t concerned with questioning this at all.

Marisol threw me a black vinyl one-piece dress with shoulder straps, which I placed on over my head. Inside was a cool polyester lining which gave me goosebumps as it rubbed my skin.

“Okay Josh, now let’s go into the bathroom. It’s time for your makeup!” Marisol said.

Marisol was an artist and she worked quickly to achieve the desired result. I was made up in the goth style like her and Casey. Purple lip gloss, black eyeliner, and purple eye shadow completed my look. “Marisol, she looks . . . good enough to eat!” Casey said and began to laugh.

“Now Casey, behave. You’ll get your chance. I’m sure our new slutty goth girl here would love for you to ravage her, now wouldn’t you Josh?”

I was floating by this time – lost on the waves of whatever was in that bottle I drank. I answered sleepily, “Yesssss.”

“That’s more like it!” Marisol said. “Now don’t go away Josh. I’ll be right back.” As if I could go anywhere. My legs were so weak I thought I would fall down if I got off the chair. Marisol came back inside carrying a big box. Inside of it was a longhaired black wig. Carefully, she lifted it out.

She grinned at me and placed the vinyl wig cap on me first, carefully centering it on my head.

“Just a second Marisol,” Casey said. “Doesn’t our new creature here need a nice girl’s name?”

“Ooooh, you know what Casey? You’re so right! I know just the one.” Marisol took a step back from me and placed her chin in her hand, deep in thought. “I know! She looks like a Jade!”

“Yes, yes Marisol, she does! Jade it is then!”

“How do you like that Jade?” Marisol said to me. It was a rhetorical question because my masters had already decided for me. I had absolutely no choice in the matter. Then I had a crazy thought – was any of this stuff today even legal? But then I became giddy and laughed to myself. I found the words ‘who cares?’ to be quite funny, and appropriate.

“Yes Marisol, I love it,” I said regaining some clarity.

Before I got out of the chair Casey handed me a pair of black, sheer pantyhose with a ruffled top. She placed them up my legs and then got a pair of low, black pumps. I stood up, and surprisingly I was able to maintain my balance.

I had a sudden craving for a cigarette as I adored my new, slutty, sissy self in the mirror.

“Marisol, “ I said, with a dreamlike quality to my voice, “could I please have a cigarette?”

“See Casey? He’s a hooked little sissy slut now!”

“Umm,” Casey replied. “I’m impressed.” You do lovely work Marisol.”

The three of us were smoking and my cock was harder than I ever could remember. I remember standing up and grinning.

“Can I take him now Marisol?” Casey asked.

“Sure you can honey. I think I’ll have some fun watching.”

“Okay Jade,” Casey said, stroking my painted face with her hand, “Let’s have some fun.”

“Sure Casey, I’d love that very much.”

“Okay, now watch!” Casey said with an evil gleam in her eye.

I stood smoking, and looking at Casey. She had her cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips and was staring at me. Casey had a black leather skirt on and fishnet stockings. She opened the snaps in the front and the skirt dropped down around her ankles. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me. She hooked her thumb into the front of her thong and gently pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next, but I reacted like it was all quite normal. Casey had the largest COCK I ever saw pop out from underneath her pouch.

My mouth dropped open and my eyes became as wide as saucers. Still, perhaps it was the elixir, but I was numb to it as far as a physical reaction like a fast heartbeat. That did not happen. But what did happen was that my cock started bulging and pulsing.

My reaction was still one of surprise. “Casey! What the fuck!”

“Oh, I see you noticed my gurl cock. Do you like it Josh? I can tell your mouth is watering for it. Would you like to suck on it perhaps?”

Before I could respond she walked closer to me and pressed my shoulders down so that I was kneeling in front of her. She placed her hands behind my head and pulled me in so that my lips were bumping up against her cock. It was a strange sensation, and instead of being repulsed by it, which would have been my natural reaction just twenty-four hours ago, I was drawn to it, like a bug to a lamp.

I wasn’t shy about it anymore either. I moved my tongue around in my mouth, and it was full of saliva. She forced her cock into my mouth – way past the head. She pushed until the middle of her shaft was inside of me and she withdrew. By instinct I kept my lips closed tightly around it. The music in the room, and hence the atmosphere changed to a raunchy, slow, jazz tune. It just made my cock even harder. Casey went inside my mouth again, and out again, each time picking up speed and force. I moved my mouth as well, keeping pace and synced to her movements. My tongue wrapped around her shaft and circled it like a paintbrush going around and around. She stiffened and arched her back, and then let out a loud sigh of pure ecstasy. Her nails dug into my scalp.

At that moment I felt a gush of sticky, warm cum fill my mouth. I was shocked on a conscious level to find myself taking it all in. My subconscious was ruling all my actions. I swallowed and sucked so that not even a drop left the corners of my mouth. She convulsed and shot another load. I did the same and let it run down my throat. I was greedy for more, and gave up trying to understand myself. Casey kept thrusting and I licked her cock completely clean of all residue.

When she finally pulled out she was breathless. Marisol was looking on, pleased at what she saw. Casey turned to her and grinned.

“My my Casey,” Marisol crowed, “It seems like we hit a homerun with this one!”

“Yes indeed we did. You know something Jade, you are the greatest success we’ve had in a while. Something tells us that perhaps you’ve had secret desires along these lines for a long time. Perhaps a secret fetish for transgender women, and those who seductively smoke???? Come on, tell us the truth here.”

Maybe it was the elixir speaking, but I think the girls were right. I was extremely turned on by the whole thing and didn’t want the day to end.

“Yes I think you’re right. I just . . . want . . . more . . .”
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MARISOL LOOKED AT CASEY AND SMILED. “Okay, then we’ll just have to give you more Jade. Now it’s my turn,” Marisol said and unbuttoned her leather belt and tights. She too had a black G-String, and like Casey revealed a huge cock underneath. I wasn’t even surprised. To tell the truth, I was actually overjoyed. My eyes closed to slits, and I walked over to Marisol’s dressing table and pulled out a cigarette from her pack, lit it and did a very slow, sensual French exhale. I think it even turned on Marisol and Casey.

“Okay Jade, I want you to bend over the bed with your butt high up in the air.”

As soon as I heard that I got a rush – a tingle that shot through my body. I felt like a slave and was glad for it! I obediently bounced on my heels over to the bed, my mouth sticky with cum, and bent over. Marisol bumped up behind me and lifted the hem of my skirt up over my backside. She moved the strap of the G-String over the side of a butt cheek. Next I felt the cool wet sensation of gel being slathered over the inside of my ass. I instinctively closed my butt cheeks. Marisol opened them with her hand slowly, giving me words of encouragement.

“Now Jade, just relax and enjoy this – it’s all for your pleasure. You’re making wonderful progress.”

I felt a hard, velvet sensation of what was undoubtedly Marisol’s cock pressing up against my cherry asshole or boy pussy. She played at bouncing it up and down against me and said, “This may be painful at first Jade, but then I promise you it will be the most wonderful feeling you’ve ever had.”

She was right – at least about the first part. When she entered me I felt a stabbing pain because I was not used to being stretched, but looking back on it, I’m sure the elixir had something to do with my ability to tolerate the pressure. She entered me slowly, the rim of my boy pussy closing in tight around the shaft of her cock. She went slowly at first and then gradually picked up speed and depth in her thrusting. I helped it along by moving my sweet ass back up on her cock. We were working together in perfect harmony. The pain became mixed with a stirring – a pleasure that I’m sure I never could have duplicated by myself with any means.

Marisol was breathing heavy and out of the corner of my eye Casey was stroking the full shaft of her cock with her closed fist. She went faster and faster and she ran to the bed and hopped on top. On her knees she moved over to me and placed her cock into my mouth and pushed inside me. I began sucking on it again, while being pounded from the rear by Marisol. Meantime, my own cock was pulsating.

Marisol let out a wordless scream, and her nails drew blood as they dug into my buttocks. I felt a warm, wet, thick jet of cum enter my boy pussy. This only made her go faster and add to my pleasure. I felt cum leak out of my ass and drip down the inside of my butt cheeks. Suddenly I was seized by a ball of fire deep inside me and I exploded inside of Casey’s mouth. She sucked me clean and didn’t let a drop escape down her mouth.

I stayed hard inside of Casey’s mouth for a while. Marisol kept pounding me from behind for a while as well, but was beginning to slow down.

The three of us lay on the bed – spent, and in a nice post afterglow. We were casually smoking, laughing, and talking.

“So Jade,” Marisol asked. “How does it feel to handled and passed around like a cheap little skank, sissy, whore?”

My answer came partly from the elixir, but mostly from my actual feelings. I found a new side of myself that I really enjoyed. For the first time in my life I felt fulfilled, like I belonged somewhere. But then I felt a pang of anxiety.

“It feels great Marisol, but let me ask you something. Now that I’m not shy, does that mean that my time here is done? That I can’t come back anymore because I don’t need therapy? I was just getting to know you and Casey, and I don’t want to see this budding thing we have for each other go away!”

“Oh isn’t she sweet???” Casey said, her arm around Marisol.

“No Jade dear. You don’t have a thing to worry about. Sometimes shyness takes a very very long time to be cured of. I’ll make sure the notes reflect that.”

“Good I’m glad because I don’t think I ever want to be cured!”


JAMMED UP

First Time Sissy Crossdressed and Turned

HOW far would YOU go to satisfy your innermost secret desires - what would you risk?
Brian simply couldn't resist temptation - especially when it was so delicious and close to home - damn the consequences!
He's a college student home for the summer with a lot of time on his hands thanks to wealthy, but domineering parents who don't insist he work. The only catch is "no funny stuff." That's why when he finds relief with certain items of his older sister's clothing, all bets are off.

Yes, Brian has discovered a side of himself he'd wished he found long ago. Now all he has to do is to keep this a secret from big sister Janey . . . but all is not so easy at it first appears!!
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I WAS HOME FOR THE SUMMER, having just finished my freshman year up at Sherman State. My sister Janey was home too. She never went to college; she lived at home with my parents and had a job as a medical office secretary for a local town pediatrician. My folks had money and I had a rough year, so they took pity on me and didn’t demand that I find a summer job or anything too stressful. I liked that just fine – sitting at home and playing video games with my friends, going to the beach, or hanging out at each other’s houses to drink beer, or go looking for girls at night.

Janey was two years older than me and she liked to play the mean, older sister with me sometimes. She had a nasty streak and getting on her bad side was something that I never tried consciously to do. Of my parents two kids, Janey was undoubtedly the favorite, and my father was always quick to let me know that. If I was ever to do anything he didn’t like, and there was always something I did he didn’t like, he threatened me in all sorts of ways – financial being the big one.

Call it a whim, call it curiosity – whatever, but one day I was home and it wasn’t exactly a beach day. I was supposed to go over to my friend Ralph’s house and play video games later, but I got a funny feeling when I was in my upstairs hall. Janey’s door was wide open and it just sort of smelled nice inside her room. So I walked inside and I saw a hot pink G-String hanging over the chair in front of her vanity. Her room had a private bathroom inside (I told you my folks had money).

My heart started to beat fast, and I gently picked up the thong between my index finger and my thumb. I loved the way the cool satin felt against my flesh. I lifted it up to my face and sniffed it. It had the tangy aroma of a girl’s nether regions and also a fresh lilac laundered scent. Before I could process what I was doing, I had my thumb undoing the snaps on my jeans, and I pulled them down around my ankles and stepped out of them. My boxers quickly followed.

I quickly threw the thong onto her carpet and stepped into it. Very slowly, I slid it up over my legs, savoring the electric feel of the forbidden fabric setting my skin on fire. While this was spontaneous, I must admit that I had fantasized about trying on some of Janey’s things. Something about “girly things” excited me – whether right or wrong, I really couldn’t care less. This was the first time I acted out on these feelings, and I felt like kicking myself that I had never done this before.

I centered the satin pouch around my junk, and I started rubbing my cock against the cool, silky material. My legs started moving in a seductive way, rubbing against each other, and I looked at myself in the long mirror on the back of her door. By now my cock was pulsating inside of the thong and I could feel a small drop of pre cum leak out and stain the front of the pouch! Janey wasn’t due home until later and I thought there would be plenty of time for it to dry.

If you’ve never done this stuff before you should know that it’s very addicting – once you stop you can’t stop. So naturally I looked around her room and found the strap of a bra sticking out from under a blouse on the top of her bed. I pulled that out and held it in my hands. It was a matching hot pink stretch bra with semi-hard cups. I slipped it on over my head and slowly centered it around the front of my chest so that it pulled the skin in tight, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

My hair was down to my shoulders, so I took a hair brush from the top of her dresser and brushed it so that it parted in the center. I became giddy as I realized that now I looked like a girl with a short haircut. My puberty wasn’t anything to brag about and I didn’t have a lot, if any facial hair, and my legs were hairless. I could easily dress and pass for a girl.

Next I opened Janey’s walk-in closet and stared at her large collection of blouses and one-piece dresses all hanging there and waiting for me to try on. I settled for a satin, emerald green one-piece dress. Janey and I were almost the same size – I was just a size bigger, and the dress was still tight on me but really accentuated the curves of my hips and my chest.

Oh! How could I forget the shoes! On the floor to the side of her closet was a pair of red pumps. I tried them on and they were just a bit tight, but not by much, so I was able to strut in front of her bedroom mirror admiring my new self. Now the question became dare I?? The answer became an obvious YES! So I lie down on her bed and grabbed a couple of Kleenex from the box on her night stand. I flipped the bottom of the dress up over my tummy and spread my legs apart.

Now I stuck my hand underneath the lace on the front of the thong and grabbed hold of my cock. Very slowly I started rubbing it on the silky insides, concentrating on the head and the soft tissue on my underside. I closed my eyes and moaned. I shifted my shoulders and back and rubbed them on the inside of that delicious satin dress. Just a little more - - - a little more - - - and - - - BAM! I pulled the pouch away quickly and shot a tremendous load of cum right into the waiting tissue. I never shot such a huge load in my life. It was absolutely incredible – I was seeing stars. Of course I was careful not to get any more cum on the G-String. I lie there on top of Janey’s bed spread spent.

I smiled with the realization that now I found a delicious hobby to enjoy for the summer until I went back to school. Now it was time to carefully take everything off and get back into my clothes which were in a heap on the floor by the foot of the bed. I stood up from the bed and carefully wiped myself dry; satisfied. I knew that I would be doing this again, not giving any deep thought to what if anything it all meant.

Just then I heard the front door downstairs open! For a second I was completely paralyzed with fear – what was I going to do!? My heart was beating at 200 beats per minute. I heard voices and laughter too. My sister Janey had a guy friend with her! If I could just scoop up my clothes from the floor and make it to my room, I might just get away with my little game. She wouldn’t know anything was missing and I would be safe. However, I heard them both coming up the stairs which meant there would be no time for me to leave the room; I would be seen!

So I scooped up my clothes and made my way into Janey’s walk-in closet, making sure to stand behind the clothes hanging on the bar. The door to her bedroom was left partially open the way it was when I first came upstairs. They were laughing as they were running up the stairs. I didn’t recognize who the guy was. Since Janey graduated college two years ago, I lost track of who she was dating. We’d grown more apart over the last few years. But like I alluded to earlier, Janey had a mean streak in her, and if she caught me in here . . . who knew what she would do to me.

Telling my parents was one option that I dreaded. See, my father was not the most open, liberal, or educated guy in the world. In fact he even mentioned to me that if I “did anything funny with that ‘gender stuff,’ he’d kick me out of the house and cut me off from my portion of the inheritance – which was substantial, but even more – he’d take away my very generous allowance and my car too. This would make getting caught pretty much the end of my life as I knew it.

I closed the slatted closet door just as Janey and her guy friend came into the bedroom. They were both laughing. “So how much time have we got until your parents or that brother of yours come home?” the guy said, panting and out of breath as he fumbled with Janey’s blouse.

Janey was gasping too, and had her hand on the guy’s crotch. “Oh Brian?” She laughed contemptuously. “That little shit is probably out with his little fag buddies at the mall or playing video games somewhere. My folks won’t be home until six or six thirty. We got plenty of time,” she said laughing. My sister’s opinion of me left much to be desired.

Janey was wearing a tight red blouse and a short denim skirt with red high heels. My opinion was that for a medical receptionist, she went to work looking like a slut, but I wasn’t the doctor doing the hiring in that office. It would not have surprised me one bit if Janey was doing more than the job title described. The guy was clumsily fumbling with her blouse buttons because she kept moving all over him. When he finally got the last of the buttons opened, she ripped her blouse off and it fell to the ground.

“C’mon Mark,” she said, breathlessly. “Let’s move onto the bed. My pussy is gonna leak a puddle on my carpet if we don’t.”

“Yeah,” Mark said after breaking off from a deep kiss. Now they were sitting on the bed facing each other, eyes closed. I was wondering if I would be successful sneaking out of the closet now and making my way out the door of the room. But that was just wishful thinking. Based on what they were doing now – attention diverted, it seemed as if I might get away with my little game. However, it soon became clear to me that I was also trapped.

Janey and Mark were locked in a deep kiss and Mark was stroking the back of Janey’s head, running his fingers between strands of her long, brown hair. Janey’s right hand was working hard on the snap and zipper of his jeans and moving them down over his knees and legs. Now she was rubbing his cock underneath the band of his boxers, while he moaned.

I peered at them through the slats in the door. It was like watching one of my sleazy TikTok videos, except that one of the parties was my SISTER! As they went farther and farther along, I became really scared of the consequences if I should be discovered. My bare knees were knocking together inside of my sister’s tight dress.

Mark now turned around and placed Janey on the floor on her knees facing him, pulling down his boxers, which looked like a well-rehearsed routine. Part of me wanted to look away, because after all, it was my sister; but the deviate inside of me wanted to see this little tryst through to completion. They did not disappoint.

Holy shit! My sister was sucking cock like a pro! Where the fuck did she ever learn to do that, I wondered. By comparison, I was a virgin, and the farthest I ever got with any girl was second base. Mark’s cock was the largest I ever saw, and Janey had it in her fingers like she was playing a solo on the flute. I had the perfect side profile view. Janey’s mouth was open wide, and Mark’s cock was making impressions on the inside of her cheeks as it went in and out of Janey’s mouth. Mark was looking up at the ceiling and moaning, one hand holding onto the back of Janey’s head, and pressing it against him.

Then it seemed that Mark stiffened and Janey quickened her pace. Slurping sounds came from Janey as Mark unleashed a waterfall in my sister’s mouth. His moans intensified and he was thrusting even harder into her mouth. Eventually he pulled out and his cock had a nice sheen to it. Janey was a trooper and didn’t let one drop of cum go to waste.

Mark stood up and pulled Janey up too. He held her by the shoulders and kissed her, getting what must have been a good taste of his own cum inside his mouth. “Wow babe, you are absolutely incredible!”

“Humm, you really think so??”

“Fuck yeah I do!”

“Well you know Mark, I can do lots more,” Janey said as she tapped Mark’s forehead with her index finger.

Now standing there watching them made my legs stiff and achy. I had to shift around – but quietly. However, that afternoon I went out and got a pepperoni pizza and a large cola for lunch, and I have a tendency shall we say, for uh, flatulence. This turned out to be my undoing that afternoon. By moving my legs around I felt a large pocket of gas move down my intestinal tract and the rumbling and subsequent explosion of noise was enough to make the slats on Janey’s closet door shake. It did not go unnoticed.

Mark’s head snapped around. “WHOA! WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT!???? – Janey! Is someone in this room??”

Janey’s eyes were wide open. “Mark, was that you?”

“FUCK NO!!!! I don’t eat anything to make myself do that! It wasn’t human! I’m telling you Janey, someone is inside this room!!”

I was as still as a possum caught in headlights on the Interstate. My mouth was open and my heart was beating like a snare drum.

Janey looked around the room slowly. “Well if that wasn’t you Mark . . . then who?”

“What about that little shit of a brother of yours?”

“Brian? I haven’t seen him all day.”

“I’m telling you Janey, the sound came from this room. Shit – it smells like something died in here!”

In the midst of my terror, I had to admit Mark was right about that.

“Just a second,” Janey said and walked around her room. There were actually two walk-in closets, and Janey went to the first one. She opened the door quickly and poked her head inside and then shut the door. Next, she came over to where I was and I only had one layer of dresses on the hangar to hide behind.

The door opened, and she looked inside, and was just about to close it, when she suddenly pulled back on the dresses on the hangars and was greeted with the sight of me standing there behind the bar, wearing lipstick with my hair parted down the middle and wearing an emerald green dress. We made eye contact. Her jaw dropped and her hand went up to her mouth. “BRIAN!??? WHAT . . . THE . . . FUCK!!?? GET OUT HERE NOW! OH . . . MY . . . GODDDD!!”

“Wait Janey! I can explain!” I stepped out of the closet, and her eyes took me in now from styled hair to red pumps. She grabbed my wrist tightly and yanked me out of the closet. Mark took in the scene with bewildered, and then amused eyes, which narrowed down to slits. A malevolent grin then spread across his face.

“Whoa Janey! Is this your sister, er. . . BROTHER???”

“Yes Mark, it appears so. It also appears that he has been engaged in some very naughty behavior!”

I could tell that Janey was beyond mad, and that did not bode well for me.

Jany and Mark were both speechless now and taking all of me in when Mark spoke. “Wow Janey, it looks like your little brother is a sissy – and by the way he, or should I say she looks, a HOT sissy!” That was something I didn’t expect. I also didn’t consider myself a sissy. I just thought I had some “desires” that needed to be acted on.

“But” - - - I started to say when Janey cut me off with the palm of her hand in my face.

“Don’t say anything Brian. You do know what dad would do if her ever found your little secret out, don’t you?”

“NO! You wouldn’t!” I pleaded.

Janey placed her hand to her chin and looked at Mark, then back at me. “Now that all depends,” she said deep in thought. “I have a question or two. How long were you in my room for, and have you done shit like this before?”

“No Janey, I swear!”

“So what made you do this now? Did you know I would be coming here with Mark?”

“No Janey – I didn’t. I was home this afternoon, bored, and I was upstairs and I just . . . well, I saw your door open and (my head was down, ashamed) I decided to do this.” Now both Mark and Janey were laughing.

“Oh my God Janey, this is so fucking funny. In a way I kind of feel sorry for Brian here, or should we call you ‘Brianna?’”

“Yes! I love Brianna. It’s got a pretty ring to it,” Janey exclaimed. “Okay now ‘Brianna,’ here’s the deal – In order for me not to tell dad about your little hobby, you have to do exactly what Mark and me tell you to do, understand?”

I was totally at her mercy, because I knew what my father was capable of. As bad as Janey was, my dad had a really horrible mean streak. Why he might even force me to get a job or study something useful in school. I answered her, “Yes I do.”

“Good. Now the first thing is for me to finish your makeup job. The lipstick is only the beginning. You didn’t plan on going farther now, did you? Or just not yet?”

“Uh no, this was it.”

“Okay, then come into the bathroom with me.”

“Hey Janey, you know what we talked about a few weeks ago, right?” Mark said, almost as an afterthought.

An evil smile crossed Janey’s face. “Yes, yes I do . . . I think it sounds like a lot of fun; but I don’t know if Brianna here will like it so much – but who cares?” and they both laughed like demons.

“Hey Brianna,” Mark called to me.

“What?”

“What the fuck did you have for lunch???”
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IN THE BATHROOM, Janey put the finishing touches on the makeup job I barely started. She tweezed my eyebrows, put green eyeshadow on me, a thick coat of mascara and eyeliner, and a coat of foundation. I had no beard or really any facial hair to speak of, and the hair on the top of my head was long enough to pass as a girl like I said. When she was done, she took me out of the bathroom to be looked over by Mark.

“Well, what do you think?”

Mark’s eyes narrowed, and he was grinning which really scared me. “I think she . . . looks perfect. Just what I’ve always wanted.”

I was horrified, and Janey caught my expression. “Here it is Brian, er., Brianna. Mark has always had this fantasy. You see, he happens to have a thing for transgender women, or even sissies like you. He fantasizes about doing them in front of me while I watch him, and all bets are off. He can do whatever he wants, and you are in no position to refuse him – do you understand??”

I swallowed hard. “Uh, uh! NO Janey! I will not – you can’t make me do that!”

“Okay Brian, let’s see. What would dad do if he found out?? For starters he’d cut off your allowance, not pay your car insurance, and force you to work construction in his company. Now how long do you think you’d last carrying beams and bricks, hum?” She had a point.

“All right, all right. Now for Chrissakes, what do you want me to do? Go out to the mall with the two of you dressed like this?” Mark started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I said. “What could possibly be more humiliating than going out into a mall dressed as a . . . as a woman??”

I was mortified, and now both Janey and Mark were bent over with laughter and pointing at me. Then Mark came alongside me and placed his arms around my shoulders as if to console me. He rubbed my shoulders and was still laughing, although not as much.

“Listen Brianna, I don’t think you quite understood me. The mall would be the very least of it. I mean perhaps in time, but not now. Oh no, no.” Then turning to Janey he said, “Janey, I’ve got an incredible hard on. Is it okay if I take your brother now?”

“Of course Mark – go ahead.”

“Take me?” I said.

Mark laughed again. “Shut up please Brianna, will you? You’re ruining the fun with your stupid questions!”

“Now get down on your knees Brianna!” Mark yelled and pointed in front of him.

“Yeah Brianna, go ahead!” Janey shouted. There was a strange, wild fire in her eyes. So I did was I was commanded to do. How bad could it be? I asked myself. But none of that philosophical stuff meant anything because I had no choice at all. I was in the clutches of two demons.

Mark spread his legs out and smiled over my head at Janey who stood off to the side watching in wonder at what I would presumably be doing any second now. He opened the zipper on his jeans and pulled the metal tab down. He reached inside and pulled out the most enormous and sticky cock I had ever seen. Without any further fanfare he placed the tip of that enormous appendage onto the surface of my glossed lips. He pushed it against them and pulled away; playing at this game for several minutes. “So how does it feel Brianna, knowing that any second you’re going to have a big meaty cock spreading your lips apart?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, responding to his pressure I parted my lips slightly, and received his head. “Keep those lips tight and wet Brianna!” Mark barked out at me. I did so and he kept his head between my lips. It was some type of reflex that surprised me, and my tongue, nice and wet, rolled around the tip of his cock like a paint brush. He moaned softly and then pushed farther into my mouth. Now I licked his shaft and enough of his cock was inside of my mouth that my lips were spread apart about as far as they would go.

But then a crazy thing happened – I felt my own cock getting huge. As I kept sucking, I kept growing. Janey was looking on in wonder, and she saw my cock tent up the dress through the G-String.

“Look Mark – Brianna’s so hard. I think she really loves this; don’t you Brianna? No, don’t answer, you’ll spoil the moment for Mark.”

I had no intention of answering, but Mark did. “Yeah, this little bitch-slut loves my cock inside her mouth. I wonder how she’ll feel about it in another place?” I could only imagine what that meant, and you know something? It was all right with me. Mark continued his thrusting and his right hand was putting a lot of pressure on top of my head. His fist grabbed my hair and was “directing me” in the up and down motion.

“Come on you little sissy bitch; that’s it, use that fucking tongue of yours – that’s right, keep going.”

Then I felt Mark stiffen up, pulse running through his cock, and I felt the sweet/salty taste of a tsunami of cum enter my mouth. I enjoyed the taste and sensation of a guy cumming in my mouth . . . Throughout the event I sucked even faster; my lips slippery with his release. I maintained a tight seal and not a drop leaked out to ruin a perfect blow job. But just when I thought Mark was done, he yanked my head off his cock, and he saved his last shot of cum for my face.

“That’s it Brianna – take my cum all over your slut face. I wanna see it covered white!” He got me good in the eyes, and I felt the cum mix with the mascara running down my cheeks. My own cock was throbbing as I realized that I loved being Mark’s slut whore. Meanwhile Janey thought she was punishing me. I felt in that moment that I didn’t want to do anything to disabuse her of that notion for fear that she would make Mark stop.

After the last spurt of cum was out, Mark grabbed me by the shoulders and picked me up off the floor so I was standing facing him. He looked at me and had an evil smirk on his face. I was a piece of prey to him, and he was a victorious hunter having bagged me at last. He wasted no time in kissing me on the mouth, using his tongue to hungrily absorb all of his cum in my mouth. Then he broke off me and kissed me hard on the cheeks, licking the flow that had escaped my mouth.

“Umm Brianna, you do suck a mean cock. Sure you never did this before?” Mark asked.

I was breathless and my heart was pounding. “No, I never did – you’re my first.”

“Well well, it seems we found something my sissy fag little brother is good at. However, I’m not so sure it’s enough for me not to tell dad about.” Janey said with evil glee.

A bolt of fear shot through me. “NO! You promised you wouldn’t tell dad!”

“Now that all depends upon how far you’re willing to go. Let me ask Mark,” she said and turned to Mark. Now they were both grinning. “Mark, did Brianna go far enough for you???”

“Why not quite Janey. I think she could do a lot better. But I’ll tell you she’s off to a good start.”

Janey was laughing with glee. “You see Brianna. Your fate depends upon Mark’s happiness.”

Janey moved off to the side and picked up her big leather handbag with the shoulder strap. “I think Mark needs a few moments to ‘recharge’ himself, don’t you Mark honey?”

“Why yes Janey, I think I do.”

Rummaging around in her leather bag, Janey pulled out a pack of long, all-white girly cigarettes. She took one out and held it under her nose rubbing it back and forth, sniffing it. Then, turning to me she said, “Brianna, Mark here has a serious cigarette fetish. I know, it sounds strange, but I’m only too happy to oblige him. I just know you’ll wanna help him enjoy it too – right??”

“Of course Janey,” I said, not knowing how I could do so. A look at Mark showed that he was transfixed on Janey as she slowly took a slim silver butane lighter from her bag and, placing the cigarette at a dangle in the corner of her mouth, lit it up – slowly and seductively. Her cheeks hollowed as she took her first drag, and then did a perfect French inhale.

“Good,” she said on exhale. “Then of course you’ll become a smoky slut just like we want you to be, right??”

“Yes, I’d like that very much.” The truth be told, I too had a smoking fetish, and actually craved a cigarette now, especially while dressed as I was.

“Then prove it Brianna. Here, take one,” she said, pulling out a cigarette and offering it to me. I tried to hide my giddy excitement. However, when I took my first drag, my pleasure was evident to Janey who said to Mark: “Look at him Mark. He smokes just like a little hooked sissy slut. I think she’s your type!”

“Yes Janey, she certainly is,” Mark said, stroking his now very hard cock.

So I did the only thing I could do – I held the cigarette effeminately, and smoked just like the dirty whore that Mark expected me to be. I realized curiously that I actually enjoyed pleasing

him.

I strutted close to him and exhaled in his face. Mark placed his hand on the front of my dress and rubbed the outline of my erect cock. A chill went through me as I realized at that moment just how badly I needed relief.

“I think you really like this Brianna,” Mark said with mounting excitement.

“Yes I do Mark. What would you like me to do now,” I asked, moving from side to side in an enticing way.

He stood two inches from my face and growled, “Go stand up against that wall next to the door and spread your legs out and place your hands on the wall.”

“That’s it, now bend over a little,” he commanded. I took a last drag from my cigarette and Janey walked over to me and took it.

Mark slid me down the wall a little bit and I could hear the sound of his jeans and his boxers going down his legs. Next I felt his cock rubbing up on top of my ass. He slid it back and forth a few times and then came off me. He felt for the bottom of my dress and flipped it up over the small of my back. Without saying a word, he pulled the strap from the back of my G-String over my right butt cheek.

“You’re gonna love this Brianna; I just have a feeling. But with everything good, first comes a little pain. But don’t worry, it won’t last long, I promise.”

I believed Mark. I think that he was really starting to get into me. I thought it might make Janey jealous, but she seemed to enjoy watching her boyfriend get his rocks off in the most unusual way.

I heard Mark spit, and then he rubbed his wet hands over the crack in my ass. He spit again and this time, he placed his index finger inside of my butt. I clenched my teeth and gasped in pain.

“Ah ah ha Brianna – remember what I just told you. A little bit of pain followed by lots of pleasure, okay? Just take it easy.”

His finger went around and around inside of me, and something funny happened. It stopped hurting and my hole was being dilated. Mark spit for a third time and then I felt his wet cock pushing up against my asshole. As I was to learn later, the correct term for that was a “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

He went up and down against it, not entering just yet. After a few minutes of this play, and listening to Mark breathing harder, I felt him enter me for the first time. It wasn’t fast and it wasn’t his whole length. It was just enough to give me a taste. The head of his cock filled up the entire width of my boy pussy. He went in that far and pulled out again several times. He was moaning – the way the lips of my hole just pulled his cock inside me. Now he went all the way in – at first slowly and then faster and faster. I balled my fists up against the wall. I saw stars because it was so painful. I held fast because I remembered what he said to me.

Now it became crazy – he went faster and faster and a transformation occurred. The pain became an intense pleasure, welling up deep inside of me. My cock was stretching out against the pouch of Janey’s G-String. Then, suddenly – release came. I let out a wordless scream, and I shot my load into the pouch without even touching myself once. This was my first sissygasm – of many I might add.

It must’ve got Mark going too, because he screamed out as well, and I felt his warm cum going all the way up inside of me. That made him go faster and faster. He was even harder than before. I felt myself being used just like a cheap slutty girl and I loved it. I’m not even sure I was even a virgin anymore. I guess it depended on whose side or viewpoint you were on. What’s more, I didn’t really care.

I soon felt cum leaking down the inside of my butt cheeks. Mark pulled out, shook his cock on top of me, and I felt cum leaking onto the small of my back. I felt his fist grab the back of my head and he was biting the back of my neck. That too sent chills going out through my entire body. He growled at me: “Whose sissy slut are you Brianna?”

“Yours Mark, all yours,” I answered with all sincerity.

“What do you think of that Janey? Are you okay with me adding your, uh sister here to our little mix?”

“Of course I’m happy Mark. If it pleases you, then I’m happy!”

I came up off the wall. Janey spun me around and gave me a cigarette which she lit quickly. Then she took one for herself. “So listen Brianna, this is the deal. You are now officially Mark’s sissy slut. Whenever he wants you to, you will dress and do whatever he wants you to, got it?”

“Yes Janey I will. And do you promise that you’ll never tell dad about me and what happened today?”

“As long as you listen to Mark, that’s fine.”

_________________________

___________

So that day was just the beginning of a summer of forbidden pleasure for me that opened strange doors. I loved being Mark’s slut and he even passed me around to several of his close friends. I was like a sissy/trans whore for them to play with. This new me lasted even past the end of summer. Mark insisted on visiting me up at school. Somehow I made that work without being discovered, but I knew that before college was done, I would become Brianna for good. And to think it all came about because one summer day I got “jammed up.”


DO ME!

Please

What guy wouldn’t want to feel the hot moist kiss of a young college girl on his face . . .?


Steve was a college freshman and by some administrative foul-up he finds himself in a dorm with upperclassmen – even Wes, his roommate. The guys all decide that Steve needs some experience with women and take him under their wing. THEY are just the guys to get it for him! 

So, that weekend there is a dorm party at the coed dorm on campus – Canterfield. To make things interesting there is supposed to be a raffle there. The guys know that Canterfield is famous for crazy parties with all kinds of surprises. They are sure that Steve will have the time of his life! 
Steve is skeptical but decides to give it a try. It isn’t long before he meets the steamy hot, college junior Anna. Anna has an immediate “thing” for Steve and become attracted to him right away – in fact it turns out better than Steve thought.
Steve ends up winning the raffle! The prize is that for charity he gets to be the slave of the dorm. Not only that, but there is a drawing for “slave mistress.” Naturally Anna wins, and Steve’s college life will never be the same again - all with just three magic words: "DO ME! Please"
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THROUGH SOME KIND OF FLUKE OR SOMETHING, I was the only freshman on my corridor during my first year at Gouverneur College. That was not necessarily a disadvantage; not if you wanted to meet girls with guys who really knew how to do that. I wasn’t really experienced – in fact I wasn’t experienced at all; not if you consider making it to second base with Phyllis Stein during the senior prom in my car experienced. So here I was during the first full week of school. My roommate was a guy named Wes who was a sophomore. Something went south in his off-campus plans, so he ended up here in my dorm.

We were friends with the guys across the hall – Ralph and Stu. They were okay. Naturally our talk turned to girls when we hung out in our rooms after classes. And of course, I was their focus of attention, or more specifically – getting me laid. So it was a Thursday night, and I just got back to my dorm after a night in the library. Wes was across the hall in Ralph and Stu’s room, and they were making plans for Friday and Saturday night, or a combination of both, whatever.

“Hey guys, what’s up?” I asked as they were sitting on Stu’s bed looking at the campus announcements on the website.

“Nothing much Steve. We were thinking about how to get you laid this weekend, that’s all” Ralph said, which made them all laugh.

“Ha hah, very funny Ralph. Okay, I’ll bite. What’d you ‘experts’ come up with?”

“Okay” Wes said. “It looks like Canterfield dorm is having a fall mixer this Saturday. Guys – you remember the one last year, right?

“Oh yeah!” Stu said. It was freakin’ AWESOME! I got laid if I do say so myself – to a hot senior.” The other guys all nodded.

“Yeah” Wes said. “If this mutt could get laid, then I’m sure you could too Steve. And remember - last year Stu was a freshman, and he did it with a senior.”

If the intent of that was to impress me, it did.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll bite. I don’t know many girls anyway, so what could it hurt?”

“That’s the spirit!” Ralph said. “Hey, listen – It’s only November. If Saturday doesn’t pan out, I’m sure there’ll be others. These girls are HOT! There’s always a twist with their parties.”

“What’s that mean? – a twist,” I said, now more curious than ever.

“Oh you’ll find out,” Wes said, placing an arm around my shoulder. “You trust me buddy, right? I’m your roommate after all.”

“Yeah I suppose I do,” I answered, still a bit skeptical. But he was right – what did I have to lose?

“Great! Hey, I’m a bit hungry. How about you guys? Wanna order a pizza from Rimini’s?” Wes asked.

“Good idea Wes. I’ll order the usual – ‘the sloppy special’ – everything on it,” Ralph said.

____________________________

____________

Saturday rolled around and I was excited for the dorm party; my first one since orientation week. But that didn’t count. The semester was well under way – midterms, and people needed to blow off a little steam which usually meant action, or I thought it did. We left our dorm for the ten minute walk to Canterfield Hall.

“So whaddya’ think guys? Does the cherry here look ripe to be picked?” Ralph, the English Lit major asked.

“I’d say so,” Wes said, patting my back. “Don’t worry Steve. I’ll be your wingman tonight, okay?”

“Sure Wes. But hey . . . I don’t need a chaperone.”

“Come on Steve. I only meant that I’ll come and save you from the clutches of a nymphomaniac!”

“Fine. I’ll let you know if I need saving.”

We heard the noise coming from the dorm before we even turned the corner to see it. There were people hanging out in front, drinking beers, smoking – whatever, and sitting on the steps. We walked up between a couple of couples and made our way inside. Stu turned to me and said, “See Steve, I told you – this place ROCKS! They always throws the best parties” I was beginning to believe him, and I thought that maybe after all there was some hope for me.

“Come on, let’s make our way to the bar – I’m thirsty,” Ralph said. He was probably right. He was already beginning to get a beer gut – at nineteen. Just inside the door we were stopped by a blonde girl that Ralph knew from a Lit class.

“Hey Shakespeare!” she called out after Ralph. “Wanna buy a raffle? It’s only five bucks and the proceeds go to our Christmas party.”

“Sure Steph, why not?” Then turning to us, Ralph said, “Come on guys – buck up. Don’t cheap out on this.”

“What’s the prize?” I asked.

Steph looked at me and smiled. “It’s an auction. Some lucky individual gets to be a slave of the dorm! The only catch is they have to do anything they’re told to do.”

“You hear that Steveo? If you win you’re a SLAVE . . . Oooh . . . you’ll have to do anything these beautiful girls tell you to do. This is exciting, right?” Ralph said.

The mischievous side of me was intrigued. Why not? So I dug through the lint in my wallet and pulled out a fiver, and placed it in the box. Steph pulled off a ticket from the roll and gave it to me. The other guys got theirs too. Then we walked over to the bar. Next to the bar was a dance floor and a deejay playing techno music; not my style but whatever.

The second beer started to hit me. Ralph and Stu had guts – they just walked out to the dance floor and got girls to dance with them right away. Wes looked at me as if to say c’mon let’s try and get lucky like those boys did. I admit, maybe they were doing this thing right.

Just then, a girl with dark blonde long hair and a very hot figure made sweeter by the short sleeveless dress she wore came over to me. She ordered a beer and looked at me and smiled.

“Hi, you must be a new guy. I’ve never seen you before. You a freshman?”

“Yeah, how could you tell. Was I that obvious?”

She laughed. “No silly – not at all. I think you’re kind of cute.”

“Well, I am a freshman. This is my first time here. It’s a great party.”

Then she leaned closer into me and her hot breath was on my cheek. Her bare thighs were rubbing up against my jeans. Wes respectfully turned his head away and focused on the dance floor. I could only imagine what he was thinking.

Softly she purred in my ear, “What’s you name? Mine’s Anna.”

“Oh, I’m Steve.”

“Okay Steve. Listen carefully now. I’m a very horny slut and I’ll suck your cock like no one’s ever done before, okay?”

I was in the middle of a sip from my red cup, and I came very close to spitting out the beer on the bar. Anna laughed. I almost wanted her to repeat what she told me because it was so incredible. So I swallowed hard, and I asked her, playing her game, “Okay Anna, so where do we go for this . . . cock sucking like no one’s ever done before?”

She laughed. “I like you Steve, you’re funny.” Yeah, I was real funny. The hard boner stretching my jeans would have said I was serious if it could talk. The words of Wes from this morning came back to me: Wouldn’t you just love to feel the hot moist kiss of a beautiful college girl on your face? . . .

“My room is on the first floor – just a half flight up from the common room here.”

“Okay then, let’s go.” Now I would see how serious she was, when she did something to prove it. She kissed the side of my neck and my ear lobe, then bit it, which made me almost fall – it was that erotic. Now, realizing that she was serious, I placed my arm inside hers and let her lead me away from the bar. I turned around to Wes and shrugged. He smiled and gave me a thumb’s up.

She reached into her little black bag and pulled out her room key and opened her door, turning on the light. “Well this is me,” she said, spinning, smiling and moving her arms around to show me. I was not that impressed – it was a normal girl’s college dorm room, except there was just one bed. Now that impressed the fuck out of me.

My curiosity got the better of me. “Say Anna, how is it that you don’t have a roommate?”

“I’m a junior and I actually prefer the choice. I’m very independent. I pick my roommates and I pick my guys,” she said, raising an eyebrow at me.

Then she threw her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. The moist succulent feel of recently glossed lips, and the heady female scent drove me wild. From my pure animalistic desire you would never know that I was a virgin.

She broke off me suddenly, but still kept her arms wrapped around my waist. Then she whispered harshly and full of desire into my ear: “Steve, I want you to bite my tits – HARD.”

What could I do? I had to please the lady. She quickly undid her shoulder straps and two luscious, pear shaped tits tumbled out of their confinement just like they had my name imprinted on them. With a little side shuffle, a mouthwatering nipple found its way into my mouth. I parted my lips and she shoved herself further into me, pressing it against my teeth. My tongue slipped out between my teeth and began licking around and around just like a paint brush. She moaned and grabbed my waist tighter. She moved up and down, scraping her flesh against my teeth. Gently I bit down on the tit, moving my teeth from side to side.

“Oh FUCK Steve, you’re driving me fucking crazy, do you know that?” she said harshly.

“Yeah, I do now,” I said, coming off from tit heaven to speak. I went right back to work, and did some other things to make her moan even more. I licked the whole pear-shaped appendage, and then switched to its twin, giving it the same treatment.

She pulled away from me and grabbed at my crotch, hooking her hand underneath my belt line, moving it from side to side, only making my hard cock start to throb. Jackpot I said to myself. She placed her forehead against mine and pulled my zipper down and undid my belt buckle and jean’s snap. Her tongue came out and licked my face. Where the hell do these girls come from I wondered.

Then with one quick motion she yanked my jeans and my boxers down around my ankles, and grabbed my junk with a soft, moist hand, all the while locking onto me with an intense kiss. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of me onto her finger. She backed off, and looking me straight in the eyes, placed her hand up to her mouth and licked it clean.

She placed both hands onto the top of my shoulders and pressed me down on her bed, getting down on her knees in front of me. Before I even had time to process what was happening, I felt her luscious lips wrap tightly around my cock. I took a deep breath and threw my head back and moaned, as she went about her serious business. Her mouth was as wet and warm as a tropical rain forest.

She started out like a train leaving a station and got faster and faster, using her tongue like a paintbrush, stroking my sensitive underside tuft. Then my reflexes kicked in and I thrust my hips forward to meet her going up and down me. She was sucking and slurping, and her lips made a nice tight seal around my engorged cock. This was my first blowjob. I was relieved to find out that pretty much this was a passive sport. I felt her silky hair touch my tummy and my upper thighs.

Next, I exploded. I mean, it was the most incredible expulsion of cum from my body that I’ve ever had. Like an experienced cum slut, she took all of it and not a drop leaked out from her lips. After she licked me clean, she came off me and stood up, misty eyed, and kissed me hard on the lips; the taste of my own cum in my mouth. I would have thought that would repulse me, but strangely, I liked it – the sweet-salty taste.

“I could suck on you all day and night Steve, and believe me when I tell you that there’s plenty more where that came from.”

I believed her.
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WE WALKED OUT OF HER ROOM HAND IN HAND, and both of us were smiling about our filthy little secret. I saw the guys at the bar, and they were all with girls. I had left Wes alone, but I saw that he found someone. I was glad for him; he looked happy.

Ralph turned to me and smiling said, “Well look who it is guys. It seems that Steveo here has found himself a pretty lady! Will wonders never cease.” Anna just smiled, and Ralph’s date gave a shy smile. She greeted Anna. They were obviously dorm friends.

“Hey Anna,” Ralph’s girl said.

“Hey Donna. Did we miss the raffle drawing?”

“Oh no, look – there’s Steph now walking up to the front.” Steph took her place in front of the DJ and took the microphone in her hand.

The music stopped and Steph spoke. “Attention everyone. I hope you’re all having a great time.” She paused and cupped a hand to her ear. “Come on guys, I can’t hear you. IS EVERYONE HAVING A GREAT TIME????”

The room responded with a resounding “YES!”

Pleased, Steph continued. “Okay guys, here it is,” and she nodded to the DJ who flipped a switch on a makeshift drumroll. She placed her hand inside the slotted cardboard box and pulled out one ticket. She read it into the microphone. “And the winning number is 1077. Once again 1  0  7  7”

Wes looked at his ticket. “Aww shit! I have 1078!”

Stu said, “Too bad buddy, maybe next year,” and we all laughed.

I’ve never won anything and I didn’t bother looking until Wes said, “Come on Steveo, look at your ticket.” Reluctantly, I pulled my ticket out from my cobweb infested wallet. My eyes stopped and grew wide. Holy shit! I friggin’ WON!

“HERE! I have the ticket!” Steph and everybody else looked at me. The guys and their dates were just as shocked as me and seemed happy at my good fortune.

“Okay, we have a winner!” Steph announced. “Come right on up here.”

So I walked up to the front, and Wes nodded encouragement and clapped me on the back. But before I could make my way there, Anna grabbed me, spun me around, and kissed me – hard, which made all their heads spin.

Steph noticed the delay and said, “Okay, time for that later, let’s get the winner up here.”

I turned red, and mercifully Anna let me go up front. Steph, smiling, extended me a hand up to the stage. “Congratulations! I think you’re going to enjoy the prize.”

“Can’t wait.”

“Okay, so the ticket checks out – you’re the winner. Now why don’t you tell us your name?”

“Steve McCloud.”

“Okay Steve. Now let me tell you what you’ve won. This was a slave auction Steve. From tomorrow morning until next week, you are the slave of this dorm. You will be assigned a primary mistress to who you will show complete obedience. The proceeds from this raffle will go to Neeland’s Animal Rescue in town.”

I was at a loss for what the duties of a slave were, and just then Steph cleared things up for me. “Now we have to assign you a primary mistress. All the girls of this dorm who wanted to participate, placed their names in this bowl.” Steph placed a red box with a padlock up on the table, and unlocked it with a key. She reached inside and pulled out a number. “Okay, the winning mistress is 30468. That’s 3  0  4  6  8”

“Eeeeeee!!!!” A familiar voice sounded from the floor. I looked up and saw, as luck would have it, Anna running up to the front, her heels clacking on the wooden stage.

She wasted no time, but grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, tongue, and all in front of everyone. When she came off me, she turned smiling to the crowd.

“Okay Anna!” Steph called out. “What are you gonna’ do with this handsome young man?”

Anna, beaming, and her hand cupping my ass said, “Oh I have some good plans for this little slave!”

Everyone clapped and cheered, and Ralph gave a big whistle with a hand in his mouth.
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LIKE A GOOD SOLDIER I REPORTED FOR “DUTY” at nine o’clock sharp on Sunday morning. Anna was beaming when I stopped by her room. Right where we left off last night, she grabbed me, closed the door and kissed me. “Say, I haven’t had breakfast yet, have you?” she asked.

“No, no I didn’t.”

“Great! Then your first official act as my slave is to go out and bring me breakfast.” She placed my chin in her hand and looked at me. “You’re going to need your strength, so I’ll allow you to bring food in for yourself too. Now go!”

So I left and went to the local fast food breakfast place and got two specials to go, and brought them back.

We were both hungrier than we thought, and then piled on the coffee, which was like rocket fuel, this early on a Sunday morning, when most of the campus was nursing hangovers.

Anna sat next to me on her bed and moved close to me, feigning deep concentration. “Well now, you’re the first slave I’ve had. Matter of fact, I’ve never won a raffle before. You?”

“Nope. This makes the first time for me too.”

“Good. I know now what I want you to do. I want you to please me.”

Now that sparked my interest. Who said slavery couldn’t be fun? “Okay, so how do I do that?” I asked with both genuine interest and pure lust.

I should have known something was “off” by the way she looked at me. I was like a piece of clay to her as a sculptor, and she was deciding how best to mold me. Her smile was intoxicating and had me very aroused. She was wearing a black halter top and a denim skirt. She smelled like lilacs and pushed me down on her bed, laughing. Leaning in she kissed me and whispered into my ear, “I’m going to devour you Steve.” Everything was like picking up where we left off last night.

Anna stood up in front of me on the bed and walked slowly to the middle of the room. She unsnapped her denim skirt and pulled it down quickly. I was treated to looking at the front of a beautiful laced emerald green G-String. The skirt fell down around her ankles, and she deftly stepped out of it. I was mesmerized. For sure she will take it off and have me eat her pussy out – there was a first time for everything I suppose.

I was not to be disappointed – sort of. She walked over to her Alexa, and it started playing Chopin Nocturnes. The sound came out of really nice speakers and filled the room with a perfect ambience. Then she turned around and looked at me and hooked her thumb into the front of the thong and pulled down slowly. Nothing could have prepared my college freshman virgin eyes for what I saw next – a LARGE COCK sticking out from the top of the G-String. She continued pulling it down and then stepped out of it, and it fell on top of her denim skirt. Slowly, she walked towards me. All the hair around it was shaved. She shook her head, and her silky, dirty blonde hair fell over the front of her shoulders, into the cleavage of her two breasts.

My mouth hung open and my eyes grew wide; my mind not processing what my eyes surely told me I was looking at. Then what started as a whisper of wonderment grew to a shaky, disbelieving low rumble of horror. Was this some kind of a joke? Did that girl Stephanie plan for this to happen to me? Was that Raffle rigged?? My emotions took over my body from all logical thought.

“OH NOOOOOOO! ANNA! WHAT THE FUCK!!!???” I made my way for the door, but Anna blocked my way with her body, and her massive cock was bouncing up and down on my t-shirt and waist. She had a look of fear and desperation on her face and she started to cry – her lower lip trembling, and a plaintive wail coming from her angelic face. In that brief moment I felt like a horrible, insensitive ogre; but could you blame me?

She choked back massive sobs. “Steve, I’m so sorry! Maybe I was too fast, but listen to me,” she said in urgent desperation, and took a deep breath. “I’m as much a girl as anyone in this dorm, or on this campus, but I just happen to have a – have a COCK, okay?” Her hand grabbed my t-shirt in a delicate but firm fist. “Pleeeeeze Steve! DON’T GOOO!!” and then the wailing started. I was stunned and my immediate response was to soothe her. She really was the most beautiful girl I have ever been with.

She hugged me tight and sat me down on the bed next to her. She placed her head on my shoulder and continued crying. “Please don’t leave me Steve,” she huffed out quickly, her eyes puffy and red.

“I just want to be with you, that’s all. I can’t deny what I feel for you Steve.” I felt like the biggest shithead in the world. How could I be so cruel, but at the same time, how could I be with a woman like this??

“It’s okay Anna. Calm down please. I’m not going anywhere. I’m just not used to . . . to this, that’s all.”

“Was it the slave thing that frightened you Steve? Did you feel forced??? Because really Steve, I don’t ever want you to go, but if you feel you must . . .”

Then came my breakthrough. I did the unthinkable. I remembered a wise man saying, Love is love. Anna really was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. Before I could say anything else, she said “Eat me out Steve.”

She moved in front of me sitting on the bed and pushed her large gurl cock into my face. It smelled nice, like lilacs, and it was soft and smooth. I held it with my hand like a flute and placed it up against my lips. What would the guys think? I can’t ever tell them.

I let her gurl cock enter my lips. I would do anything to not see her cry anymore – it killed me, and so I did what just yesterday would have been unthinkable. My mouth was nice and wet, and I licked around the crown of it with my tongue like a paint brush. She began to hiss and moan, and pressed my head down onto her more. I took as much of her inside of me as I could. She went faster and faster inside my mouth, and I pushed my head forward in time to her pelvic thrusts. Soon her cock was pressing against the insides of my cheeks. I used my teeth like she did to gently bite her.

Suddenly her back stiffened and she hissed between clenched teeth, and a tsunami of cum shot out of her cock filling my mouth. However I was not prepared for that much cum, or any cum for that matter! Part of it dripped down from the corners of my mouth. Slowly, she withdrew from my mouth, grabbing me by the shoulders and lifting me up.

She placed her face next to mine, smiling and kissed me, licking all the cum from the sides of my lips and my cheeks. When my face was clean she kissed me deeply on the mouth, and drank up all her own cum.

“You are fantastic Steve. I’m not letting you go.”

We were locked in a tight embrace, and I realized that I was still alive after that, and my feelings for Anna only deepened. I didn’t change into a monster after that. In fact, my feelings for Anna only grew much deeper. She pulled off me ever so slightly and I asked her, “So did I please you like you wanted me too?”

“Yes you did, but there’s more. We could keep our relationship like this, or go farther. I’d prefer the latter.”

“You would huh? And what would that be?”

“I want you to become ‘adventurous.’”

Of course I was curious and I said, “How? What would you have me do?”

She was beaming. “You’re going to love this! This has always been a fantasy of mine – to make love to a man crossdressed as a woman or another transgender woman.”

“You’re not serious Anna, are you?” I just caught myself in time because I didn’t want to precipitate another crying spell. “I mean sure! Let’s see what you have in mind! Sounds great!”

A split second of doubt on her face quickly became joy when I told her what she needed to hear.

“Okay Anna, let’s try it!”

“Don’t go away,” she said, a huge smile beaming on her face, her crystal blue eyes glowing; leaving me sitting on the bed while she walked over to her large walk-in closet. What the hell, I figured. I’m sure that plenty of transgender couples play these kinds of games.

She turned to me and said, “You know Steve, just in case you have second thoughts about this, I should remind you that I had our little session before recorded!” I looked at her stunned. “That’s right! You don’t want to go down as the first slave in our dorm’s history NOT to please his mistress, now do you??” Part of me thought she was kidding because of the way she felt about me, and part of me knew that I had to go through with this!

“No Anna! Come on – didn’t I just say let’s try it? I’m game. You don’t have to play hard ball with me.”

“There’s no fun in not forcing. Besides, it’s not that I don’t trust you – I just need some security. Come on, can’t you see the excitement building here?”

“Okay, you’re right.” After all I did agree to be her slave. How bad could it be after all? “Okay Anna, consider me your slave.”
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I SAW SOMETHING PINK WITH LACE flying across the bedroom to me and I caught it with my right hand. “Ooooh,” I said with as much enthusiasm as I could to keep Anna from crying and reasonably happy. I wanted to believe that all that was done with. I would try my hardest to be receptive. “This feels nice Anna.” I wasn’t lying – my reaction shocked me. The smooth, cool feel of the satin awakened something deep within me and as I rubbed the G-String between my fingers, I became as aroused as much as I ever was.

Anna saw it on my face and beamed at me. She was so happy that she ran over to me and kissed me hard on the mouth. “Now try it on Steve!” she said excitedly.

I placed it on the carpet and slipped it on over my hairless legs. As I moved it up, I got chills, and then, well, when I settled it around my junk the feel was fantastic. She placed a stretch bra on me with semi-hard cups that pulled the flesh of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. It was wonderful. Something was happening to me - a delight, a pleasure I had never thought possible.

“Okay Steve,” she said, and pulled me into her bathroom and shower. “We can skip the shaving because you don’t have much hair on you anyway. Now I can place the makeup on you!”

So she sat me at the vanity table, facing away from the mirror and went to work. She chose green eyeshadow for me because it went very well with my brown hair. After the makeup was done she left the bathroom and came back with a hatbox. Inside of it was a deep black wig – long hair with curls at the ends. It still looked great with the eyeshadow. She carefully placed it on my head and stood back to look. Then she turned my chair around, so I was facing the mirror.

“Now wait here, there’s one more thing to complete you as a total slut Steve – I want your whole new persona to scream DO ME!!”

Meantime my cock was aching for release, and it was throbbing inside the pouch of the thong. She left the room and came back with her black leather bag. She pulled out a pack of her 120, all white girly sissy cigarettes. She gave one to me and took one for herself. Then she lit us both up with a slim, silver butane lighter. I enjoyed it, and truth be told, I had a fetish for beautiful slutty girls who smoked.

“There now, that’s better! You look just like a reeky little cum slut. No wait – my cum slut!” I looked at myself puffing away in the mirror and realized she was right.

For dressing, she had a one-piece short black skirt with a sleeveless lace top attached. I had to admit; I looked like all of my fantasies – that was certain. Anna took me by the hand and pulled me out of the bathroom, and we sat down on her bed next to each other. Then she swung her legs around, so they were sitting across my thighs. I placed my hands firmly on her waist and her hands were on my shoulders, moving around to my neck. She leaned into me and passionately kissed me hard on the lips, her tongue passing through into my mouth. There was no question that she was into me – big time. And I, much to my surprise was falling for her – this woman who lovingly was taking me on an adventure. We stayed kissing like that for a while – her moist, succulent lips grinding on my moist, succulent lips.

“There’s one more thing Steve. We can’t have you as a Steve. I was thinking ‘Susan.’ What do you think? How do you like that?”

I said it in my mind a few times. Susan . . . Susan. “Yeah, yeah Anna. I like it.” No sooner had I said that, but Anna jumped off me and pulled me off the bed and had my butt face away from the bed. She rubbed it with her hands and loved the firmness and shape of my ass in the tight dress. I looked back and saw her smiling at me. I knew what was coming next and I looked forward to it . . .

She reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of gel lube and pulled her G-String down and pulled her skirt up over her hard gurl cock. She squeezed out the gel and placed it over her cock. Next she flipped my skirt up over my buttocks and pulled my thong down to my knees. I felt the cool sensation of the gel going up and down my taint, and just for good measure, she placed her finger inside my cherry boy pussy and rubbed it around, stretching me out. It was painful, I won’t lie and I screamed out, and Anna stopped. Softly she said “Relax Sue, this will only hurt while your body gets used to it. But I promise you, the pain is worth the pleasure that will come.”

I trusted her. What choice did I have after all? Then I felt the soft, hard fleshy feel of her gurl cock pressing right up against my cherry “bussy.” She pushed herself in maybe a quarter of the way through and I cried out softly and gripped the sheets of the bed. I remembered what she said to me. She pulled out slowly and went in slowly to the same depth. She repeated that motion again and again and was moaning with pleasure.

Then an amazing thing happened: I felt no more pain. It was all an exquisite pleasure. She went in deeper and deeper, faster and faster. I was being ridden like a bronco. “That’s it you dirty little slut – DO ME!! Ughhhh, God you’re so good Susan!”

Now I moved back on her and met her thrusts with my own. I was really hungry for her cock! I was seized by a demonic glee – the evil pleasure of a shared dirty secret. Then I felt a pressure well up deep inside of me like a ball of fire. Without even touching myself I shot out a gynormous amount of cum right onto the bedsheet. I pushed out two, maybe three times.

Next Anna stiffened and screamed. I felt my insides fill up with her cum – warm and wet. It was soooo satisfying. There was so much that it leaked out and ran down the insides of my thighs. But she didn’t stop – she kept thrusting on me until I was sore – and she screamed again. I felt another wave of warm, thick cum enter me.

Anna slowed down and then pulled out of me. She flipped me over on the bed and immediately went to work on my cock with her mouth. She was indeed a benevolent mistress, and I was a most willing slave.

I came in her mouth, and it didn’t take long at all. Then she turned around and kissed me deeply – both of us were on her carpet, on our knees, facing each other and holding hands.

“Wow,” I said. “What just happened here Anna?”

“I think I fell in love with you Susan.”

“Yeah,” I said, tears running down my cheeks, making my mascara run – “I think I fell in love with you too.”

“So what do we do about it – my reeky little cum-slut?” she said.

“Well according to the rules I’m yours for the week.”

“Yes I know. Then what comes after that?”

“I’ll just have to keep being Susan for you.”

“Yes you will – and you will move in here with me.”

“But what will I tell Wes and my friends?”

“I guess you’ll have to tell them the truth,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

_______________________________

_______________

I suppose you like happy endings, so I’ll give you one. It took a couple of months for me to figure out how to explain myself to my friends. Susan made it easier for me because she found off-campus housing that we could live in. To all outsiders we looked like boyfriend and girlfriend. But behind closed doors we were transgender lovers. After about a year I decided I wanted more and I began to chemically transition – Anna found me a doctor in town that helped her.

I knew one thing - I never wanted to be parted from her again – and she never from me.


HOT MESS

A summer job goes crazy wrong

A summer job to die for??
Cliff is a young college man in search of a summer job. His mom’s best friend Cathy, whom Cliff has known all his life as “Aunt Cathy” has had some bad luck – her house burned down, wiping out all her possessions. Naturally Cathy gets invited to stay with Cliff and his mom until her house is restored.

To repay Cliff and his mom for their loving hospitality she offers Cliff a job at her new business in town – “Here Comes The Bride” bridal boutique. The only thing Cliff knows how to do is to be a cashier. However Cathy sizes him up for more than ringing a register.
On his first day, Cliff is introduced to the alluring Denise for some “extra training.” Of course, the job is far more than Cliff ever expected and will leave him (and you, dear reader) a HOT MESS!
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THE SUMMER BETWEEN MY FRESHMAN AND SOPHOMORE years of college was when things really turned for me. My mom’s friend Cathy came to live with us after a house fire destroyed her condo. Cathy was a very successful, intelligent, and HOT self-made woman – and single. I lived alone with mom ever since I was five, because my dad just “up and left us high and dry,” according to mom. I haven’t seen or heard from my dad ever since. Cathy was mom’s best friend, and she treated me like a nephew. To me, Cathy was like the sister my mom never had. She liked to spoil me rotten, just as a favorite aunt might do. Up until she came to stay with us I never saw her as anything but a favorite aunt . . .

_______________________________

______________

I’d been home from Sickle’s State University for three days, and on Monday morning I was looking at the local neighborhood online newsletter for a job possibilities for the summer. Nothing really caught my eye. Besides, I had no experience except as a supermarket cashier which I did part time in high school. I wanted something more for the summer because I was bored. However, since I had no real experience doing anything else, my choices were limited. Mom came down to the kitchen for breakfast to find me diligently plowing through my laptop.

“Good morning Cliff, did you find anything yet?” mom asked with concern.

“No mom, not yet,” I replied, my head down looking at the screen as she talked to me.

She nodded, and pursing her lips she said, “You know Cliff, I think I may have some good news for you. Aunt Cathy called last night after you went to sleep.”

“Oh really? How is Aunt Cathy?”

“Well, she’s had a tough break.”

At that, I looked up at mom, concerned. “Oh? She’s okay, right? Nothing serious I hope.”

“Yes she’s fine. She’s lucky in fact. It seems that when she left her condo for work last Thursday, the dryer caught fire from a clogged lint filter, and destroyed everything. If she had been home, it could have been a different story altogether.”

“Wow! Damn – that’s a tough break! Wait . . . you call that good news mom?”

Mom laughed, conscious of how she phrased that. “Well, just listen to me. The poor thing lost everything she had and has had to stay in a motel for the last few days. Her whole life was lost in the fire.”

“Shit – I can’t even imagine that.” I was stunned at that news. Of course she was lucky. Life can be so random. You just never know what can happen day to day.

“Yes, well anyway, I can’t let Cathy stay in a motel. Her insurance would pay for it of course, but she lives so close to us, and since we have the space, I asked her to stay with us until the repairs could be made to her condo. They practically have to build it from scratch according to her.”

“Of course. I’m sure she would do the same for us.”

“Besides, it will be nice having some company. It will be like a full house with you home for the summer too Cliff.”

It just struck me then how lonely mom really was since I went away to school. “Oh sure mom. We have to help Aunt Cathy.”

“I knew you’d see it that way Cliff. You’re a good boy with a kind heart.”

She was practically family. What else could I think? “So when is she coming?”

“This afternoon as a matter of fact. Will you be home? We’ll probably go out to dinner. I thought that would be nice.”

“Yes! I haven’t found a job yet, so why not? Sounds like a great idea.”

Then mom said something that sort of surprised me. “We may just have a solution to your job problem too.”

“Really? And what might that be?” I couldn’t imagine what mom had in mind.

“Let’s wait for Cathy to get settled first.”

Now I should point out here that “Aunt Cathy” wasn’t really an aunt – she was mom’s best friend and roommate from college. Ever since I was a baby she was a close friend of the family and treated me as if I was a nephew to be spoiled, and spoil me she did. Cathy had lots of money as a successful entrepreneur, and lavished gifts on me since I was small. After my dad left us high and dry, Cathy made sure we didn’t lack for anything – even after mom got her own job as a medical office secretary, then manager. Also, it was nice that Cathy lived close to us.

_____________________________

____________

Later that afternoon I was outside in the front doing some weeding when I saw a midnight blue Mercedes Sedan pull up in front of the house. I put down my tools and went over to the driver side of her car to greet her. She got out of the car, and with a troubled expression on her face gave me a big hug.

“Oh Cliff, I’ve had a rough week.”

“I can only imagine Aunt Cathy,” I said as she kissed me on the cheek.

“As you can see, I don’t have any bags” she said, her voice starting to break. I felt terrible.

“Mom told me everything. I’m so sorry.”

“Well I’m very thankful to have you two in my life. To me, you’re family.”

“I know. Come on inside and have some lunch with us.”

“Yes, I’d like that very much.” She looked me over. “I haven’t seen you since winter break Cliff. You look like you’ve filled out nicely.”

That was a surprising thing for her to say. I was somewhat embarrassed. “Yeah well, maybe it’s the food they serve us on campus.” She laughed.

“I suppose so. I mean, look at you,” she said as she squeezed my upper arm.

We went inside and mom and Cathy hugged each other and talked. We made our way into the kitchen where mom had coffee and sandwiches.

“So I guess I’ll have to go to the mall and buy some clothes. Unlike other homeless people . . .” those words hurt her and her eyes misted over. “At least I have money to start over again.”

Mom and I looked at each other. “At least you still have your business Cathy,” mom said.

“Yes Lois, I’m grateful for that.” After she said that her face brightened up. “Cliff, speaking of which, have you found a job for the summer yet?”

“No Aunt Cathy, I haven’t.”

“So how would you like to work for me then? I was talking to your mom earlier. It’s the least I can do to pay you guys back for your hospitality.”

Mom looked at me and nodded her approval. “Oh that would be terrific Aunt Cathy. What would I be doing exactly?” Aunt Cathy was a businesswoman and over my spring semester I knew she had started a new venture in town. What it was exactly I didn’t know.

“I’ll tell you. I’ve opened a bridal boutique called “Here Comes The Bride.” I need a cashier and someone to do some stock work as well. Your mom told me you’ve worked a register in high school when you had a supermarket job after school, right?”

“Yes I did. Sure . . . it sounds GREAT Aunt Cathy. When would I start?”

“How about this Saturday? Come to my store at eight thirty, okay? Oh! What was I thinking? I’m living here now, so we can drive in together. This way your mom will have the car for the day.”

“It’s a deal,” I said smiling, as I stuck out my hand for an appreciative shake. And that was to start my new adventure. Working in a bridal boutique was something I wouldn’t want my friends in school to learn about, so I swallowed my pride for the sake of making some money.
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THE BELL OVERHEAD TINKLED as we made our way into the store. The display window was done up tastefully and Cathy noticed me looking at it. “I see you like the window Cliff. That will be one of your jobs, or maybe not for now. You see, I plan on making seasonal changes to it, featuring different outfits of course. Since you’re here for the summer, you may not be involved in that aspect, but we’ll see.”

“Sure Aunt Cathy, I get it.”

She pointed to the register. “This will be your primary responsibility, but first let me take you on the grand tour.”

So she took me on a walking tour of the different sections of dresses for the bride, bridesmaids, mothers, etc. Then we went into the back through the door that said, “Employees Only.” In the back was a table with a sewing machine, a tape measure, shears, swatches of fabric and other materials. “Of course I have a tailor who comes in three days a week. In the meantime, my girls are trained to measure sizes. I made sure to only hire experienced women.” I saw racks of clothing that were waiting to be put back into stock. Cathy pointed to the racks. “When it’s slow outside, I’ll have you put the dresses back outside. Denise will show you how to do that. She’ll be in, (Cathy looked at the clock) in about thirty minutes.”

Maybe it was my imagination, but Cathy was looking me over, like she was inspecting me for something. I heard the bell on top of the front door ring and a tall, shapely brunette came in. “Oh Denise, could you come over here please? I’d like you to meet our new hire.”

“Sure Cathy.”

Denise came over with a confident gait and a big smile. Cathy did the introductions. “Denise, this is Cliff. Cliff, Denise.”

“Hi, nice to meet you,” I said.

“Likewise Cliff. It’s cool having a guy work here – especially a tall handsome guy like you.” I turned three different shades of red. It sounded like she was buttering me up for something, but what exactly, I wasn’t sure.

“Cliff, Denise will take you in the back room now. There is something she needs to discuss with you about your duties.”

“Sure Aunt Cathy.’ Denise smiled and crooked her finger at me, motioning for me to follow her into the back. So I followed. My eyes were glued to Denise’s backside, and I liked what I saw very much – a tight ass which nicely filled out the designer jeans. My heart started beating very fast because something was not quite right, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

Denise traced a long, red-painted fingernail along the side of a table upon which lay several swatches of material. When she got to the end, she turned around and faced me, smiling. “Cliff, Cathy wants me to train you for a new role, and after meeting you I can see why she’d want you to do this.”

I was confused. “What role exactly . . .”

“Oh! I see she didn’t give you a hint what it’s all about eh?”

“No, no she didn’t.”

Denise laughed. “Now don’t take this the wrong way Cliff. You are a very handsome guy. This makes you, shall I say ‘versatile’ for a few things. You have very smooth skin,” Denise said as she cupped my chin between the fingers of her right hand, and turned my face in different directions. “Also, your build is very slender – not too much muscle that would make you unsuitable.”

I had an idea what was coming but part of me didn’t want to believe it. Denise came closer to me and was breathing on my cheek and looking fixed into my eyes. At the same time I felt my cock come stiffly to attention. Without saying another word, Denise leaned into me and kissed me hard on the lips, while her hand started rubbing my cock through my jeans. She moaned as she felt it get stiff. She pulled off me just enough and smiled at me. “You’re nice and big Cliff. I’ll bet that cock has pleased lots of girls, or maybe just a special girl, am I right?”

“Uhhhh . . . not exactly. I never had a girlfriend before.”

She said with not a small amount of surprise: “You’re kidding me right? I mean, you’re a virgin??”

Now I was truly embarrassed. “Yes that’s right; I’m a virgin. I just haven’t found anyone that I liked.” That was partly true. I did like a few girls on campus, but I could never muster up the courage to date any of them. Denise would be the first time I kissed a girl since high school, and even that was on a dare.

“Well, we’ll just have to do something about that.” I wondered if Cathy knew about this part. Then she resumed kissing me, her tongue exploring around the inside of my mouth, going deep inside me. She pressed her waist against mine and rubbed from side to side until I felt a drop of pre cum leak into my boxers.

“I’m gonna fix this now!” she said and pulled away and with fire in her eyes she began to unzip my jeans and pull them down until they dropped around my ankles.

Staring me in the face, she next pulled my boxers down as well. With a warm, smooth hand she began rubbing my cock gently, and when a small drop of pre cum leaked out, she made a show of it and brought her hand up to her face and licked it clean. Now my heart was galloping. I would finally see what all the guys were talking about when they spoke of getting blow jobs. Denise dropped down on her knees in front of me, and took my cock in her fingers, and bent it down, placing just my head in her mouth. Chills ran through my body as her tongue licked a circle around the head, and her lips made a tight seal.

Then I thought of the door to the back room. What would happen if Cathy were to suddenly come in and see what was going on in here? I didn’t have to wait long for that to happen. Denise had just started taking my entire cock into her mouth when I heard the door open! I opened my eyes and saw Cathy standing there and looking at us both. She said nothing, but was grinning at me. After what seemed like an hour, but was only a minute of horror, she left the room. Denise must’ve heard the door open too, but she said nothing and continued sucking me off. The way she skillfully used her tongue sent electric shocks running through me. Her mouth was very wet. It made me think how lame masturbation was compared to what I was getting now.

Denise was going faster and faster now, and I felt a fire well up inside me. I let out a long moan and shot a cannonball’s amount of thick, warm cum into her mouth. She sucked it up like a pro, not even letting a drop escape her mouth. I shot at least two more times, and each time she swallowed all of it. Now she was licking my cock with her tongue until it was clean. She finally came off me with a slurping sound and looked up at me. Her eyes were misted over, and her hand was rubbing her crotch as well.

“You taste terrific Cliff,” she said in a dreamlike state.

“I’m so glad I could be of service,” I said, equally euphoric.

She stood up and said to me with a firmer voice. “Now, here’s what Cathy wants me to do with you.”

I was all ears. If it was anything like what just happened, then I was all in.

“Cathy is short in one particular area of the business.”

“Oh, and what might that be?”

“Well, we showcase dresses for transgender weddings, and we haven’t been able to find any suitable models for that yet.” My eyes grew three times as big.

“Hold on! You, I mean Cathy wants me to model wedding gowns for your trans customers???”

“Exactly Cliff!” Denise said smiling. “I knew you were a smart boy.”

Well I thought after a moment’s consideration. “So I would just have to try on dresses and what, walk down a runway?”

“Yes, something like that. You know you would be paid even more than I get at this place.” She let that sink in, and when she saw that I was almost there she said, “I told you that you had the correct build and all. And another thing,” she said placing her finger on the tip of my nose, “You’ll have me anytime you want, for anything.”

Well, now this sounded too good to pass up. I wasn’t sure that I would want my mother to know. I would have to make sure Cathy didn’t tell her. I repeated to myself: Just try on dresses . . .

“Okay Denise, deal.”

She clapped her hands together. “Wow that’s great Cliff. Cathy will be so happy! Now there’s just one other thing.”

I knew there would be a catch. “What’s that?” I asked, the wariness coming back to my voice.

Denise pulled back from me and smiled, biting her bottom lip. She raised her sweater over her head and pulled her arms out. I stood mesmerized as she shook her long hair, and next dropped her jeans and stood looking at me, clad only in her pink colored lace bra and a like colored G-String. Her cleavage was everything I thought it would be – and more.

Then she hooked her thumb into the front of her thong, slipping it under the laced top, playfully moving it from side to side. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next – From the top of the thong popped the largest cock I had ever seen!

“DENISE!! WHAT THE FUCK?!!” I said with more than a little horror and shock.
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“WHAT’S THE MATTER CLIFF, you’ve never seen a cock before?” she said laughing.

“Of course I’ve seen a cock before, just never on a girl!”

“Well, I assume you’ve heard of transgender women, or as I like to refer to myself – a shemale?”

Now my head was spinning. Of course Aunt Cathy was in on this – she had to be. That meant that she was expecting me to go along with this whole thing that Denise was planning. I suspected that it had much more to do with than just dressing. But was I ready for whatever it was? I knew I wanted Denise – even now. Was that right or wrong? I had no idea, but I trusted my feelings. The expression don’t analyze, utilize came to mind.

“Uh, yeah. I’ve heard of transgender women, but why would you need a transgender model for the store? Couldn’t a regular female do the job – no offense?”

“Because Cathy is a stickler for authenticity, and since word got out that we do this here – it’s been a big boost for her business. Oh! You know we have an upstairs salon too, right?”

“Yes I’ve seen the upstairs – I didn’t know what it was for. Cathy didn’t tell me. But it’s only my first day.”

“Fair enough, so I’ll tell you.”

“Cathy intends to host bridal showers upstairs, and she does same-sex weddings, so she wants the hostesses to be trans women.”

She was beginning to make sense, from a business perspective anyway. “Okay, I can see that.”

“Good, then you should feel honored to be chosen Cliff. I know that Cathy has known you for a long time. So maybe this unfortunate business with her house fire will turn out good for all of us,” Denise said, positively beaming at me. Then she pulled her G-String down farther and began stroking her massive cock with her hand, and closing her eyes and rolling her tongue around her lips. I have to admit the sight of it “did something” to me, and filled me with desire. In other words, my freshly sucked cock got very big again in such a short time. Cathy saw my cock spring to life and a wicked smile appeared.

“It seems to me Cliff that you like what you see, am I right?”

There seemed no point in being dishonest. “Yes, I find it . . . interesting.”

“That’s so sweet! Just wait here – hold that thought.” With that, Denise left the room and went out front. I had nothing to do but stroke myself again, and being left alone with my thoughts, I wondered how far I would go. I didn’t have long to process things when Denise came back inside carrying her big, black leather bag.

“Cathy is absolutely delighted that your training is coming along so nicely and that you’re taking to it so well.”

“Uh, thanks Denise.”

Denise opened her bag and pulled out a leather cigarette case and took out a long, all white 120mm cigarette and a slim silver butane lighter. “I don’t know what it is about smoking Cliff, but it makes me feel sooooo sexy!” To tell the truth, since I was in high school, I always had somewhat of a fetish for girls who smoked those “girly cigarettes.” It made my cock even stiffer, and it was bobbing up and down. Denise saw and just smiled as she did a seductive light up and a French inhale. She caught on to my interest right away.

“And now for the ultimate test Cliff,” she said as she slowly walked towards me, placing her hands on my shoulders. Her massive appendage was pointed upwards and hit my groin above my pubic hair. Getting jabbed by a cock for the first time was a very interesting experience to say the least. It actually turned me on!

Then Denise pressed down on my shoulders, and I was kneeling in front of her. Her cock then found its way on top of my lips, bobbing up and down, pressing against me over and over again and again. My tongue came out and rubbed my lips, making them nice and wet. Denise took that as a cue and pressed harder against my lips, and I parted them slightly and made a tight seal as the head of her cock entered my mouth. I used my tongue as a paint brush and went around and around it.

“Wow Cliff, you really seem to know what you’re doing. Are you sure that you’ve never sucked a cock before?”

“Swear to God, you’re the first one,” I said as I gripped it between my fingers, wondering how that thing would fit inside my mouth. I went back to sucking, pushing more and more of it inside me. Now my mouth was nice and wet, and my slick saliva covered it all.

Denise moaned and took a couple more deep drags, flicking the ashes on the floor. Now she began to meet my thrusts with her own, pushing deeper and deeper into my mouth. I tasted a sweet/salty mix escape her. It was her pre cum, and I found it delightful. What the hell was happening to me?

She went faster and faster, the girth of her cock taking up the entire inside of my mouth, stretching my cheeks as wide as they would go. I was being choked and had to breathe hard through my nose. I felt Denise stiffen, issue a loud long moan, and then a gush of warm, sticky cum filled my mouth. I kept on sucking and it was so effusive that some of it actually started dripping down the sides of my lips onto my cheeks and chin.

I was drawn to devouring her cock and I licked it until it was clean, and I had swallowed all her cum. Then she grabbed me by the shoulders and stood me up facing her. “Wow Cliff, I’ll say it again; you really suck a mean cock! I’m very impressed. Your ‘Aunt Cathy’ will be very impressed with you. She never expected you to come this far on your first day - and neither did I!”

“I’m glad I impressed you both,” I said, feeling very warm and slightly dizzy. Part of me felt like a dirty slut, and part of me enjoyed it and said there was nothing unusual about it. A voice inside me said trust your instincts Cliff.

“Now Cliff I want you to come over to the side here and take your clothes off. This is the fun part,” she said giggling. So I followed her over to the side of the room, alongside another long table and stripped ‘till I was as naked as a blue jay. I noticed that there was a large bathroom against the wall near us, with a large vanity mirror. On the table was a wedding gown and lingerie items. Denise looked at me and took in my expression of surprise when I saw the clothing arrayed on the table.

“Okay now Cliff, start putting these on,” she said, handing me a bridal white G-String. She watched me closely as I held it between my fingers, sniffing it and then rubbing it against my cheek. I was enchanted by the silky, soft feel of the fabric, and wondered . . . how it would feel against my cock. I was past the point of no return.

I stepped into the cool, white fabric and loved the way it felt as I slid it up against my legs. I had chills all over and a giddiness overcame me, like I was doing something really naughty. Next I pulled it all the way up and centered it over my cock. Denise watched me closely as I rubbed it around my stiff hard cock. She smiled when she saw how pleased I was. Next she handed me a matching white laced bra with a semirigid cup. It was tight as I pulled it over my chest and it gave my flabby chest the illusion of cleavage. Now I knew what the two of them meant when they thought I was ideal for this position. Then there was the white garter belt and the hooks. They went with the sheer white nylon pantyhose with the ruffled top. Finally Denise stepped in and put the wedding gown on me, snapping it closed.

“Okay Cliff, I must say you look stunning! Now for a few finishing touches and the makeup.” Denise grabbed a hatbox from the table and opened it. Inside was a redheaded, longhaired wig with a cap. She placed both on top of me. The hair fell down the middle of my chest, tickling my skin.

“Okay love let’s do the makeup! Follow me.” I walked behind her into the large bathroom and had a seat over by the vanity table. “Here Cliff, turn to the side. I don’t want you see yourself until we’re done with the makeup.”

“Okay Denise, you’re the boss.”

“Good girl you are.”

She was an expert and applied everything from the foundation to the eyeliner. I had green eyeshadow which went nicely with my red hair. I didn’t even think my own mother would recognize me. Just then Denise said, as if she could read my mind: “I don’t think that Cathy would even recognize you Cliff.” Then  when she was done she turned the chair around, so I was facing the mirror. I could not believe who it was who was looking back at me.

“Oh my God! Is that me Denise?”

“Uh yeah, I think it is. Aren’t you beautiful??”

“I think I am!” I said proudly.

“Good then here,” she said and reached for her pack of cigarettes and offered me one. “We must complete the image of the total slut you know.”

She lit me up and I took the first few drags like I’d been doing this for years already. “My you do take to this rather nicely. Wait here, I want Cathy to see you.”

I looked at the clock, and it was only eleven. After Cathy came in she stood in front of me squinting, not sure who I really was. She did a double take and addressed Denise. “Wow Denise, I knew you were great with makeup, and I believe I’ve seen your best work – up until now that is. This is fantastic. So how does it feel Cliff. Denise said you’ve been exemplary!”

“Yes Aunt Cathy, I’m looking forward to being your new model. Anything to help your new business along.”

“Awww Cliff, you’re so sweet. Now of course we won’t tell Lois any of this right? It’ll be our secret, okay?”

“Sure Aunt Cathy.”

“I meant we won’t tell her everything.”

I just shrugged wondering what else she could mean. Then Cathy took out a cigarette from Denise’s pack and noticed my smoking. “Oh wonderful! I see you’re becoming quite the little sissy slut! I’m sooo happy Cliff!” She laughed. “I wonder what Lois will think when she finds out that you’re hooked!” I didn’t answer. I had never thought of that before.

Cathy was staring at me with a mix of admiration and wonder. She came closer to me and kissed me on the cheek. Then she stepped back and she did the unthinkable! She started to unbutton her designer jeans and pulled off the camisole top she had on. Her large tits were dying to come out. I had fantasized about those tits since I started to grow pubic hair. She dropped her jeans around her ankles and stood there for a full minute waiting for some kind of a reaction from me.

“Admit it Cliff. You’ve wanted to see me like this for some time now, am I right? I’ll bet you’ve pictured me every time you’ve jerked off, right? . . . Come on now. Now is not the time to be shy.” I was choked up with fear, but more so with desire. No, pure lust.

“Yes Aunt Cathy, you’re right. I have for some time now.”

“I thought so Cliff. But did you ever imagine you would actually be able to have me???”

“No, of course not,” I said, wondering where this game was going. Then the unthinkable happened. Just like Denise before her, Cathy hooked her thumb inside her G-String and pulled it down slowly, giving me the second shock of this still early day. The LARGEST COCK I had ever seen in my life popped out of her thong. I thought Denise’s was large, but this was the supermax size!

I gasped in shock. “Cathy, does mom know about you, er, this??”

She laughed. “Of course Lois knows silly boy. I mean we were college roommates for cryin’ out loud. What did you think, that I could hide this aspect of myself? Oh I’ll admit it wasn’t so in vogue then, and I delayed telling your mom, but when the truth finally came out, we were already close friends. So you see, nothing romantic transpired between us, and here we are.”

“I see” I said. I was still in shock. She could have told me that she was Marie Antoinette, and I would have believed her.

“Now we can complete the last part of your transition. You see my clients always like a little something extra.” Denise was standing off to the side and Cathy came next to me, and we walked out of the bathroom and over to the now empty dressing table.

“Now I want you to bend over the table Cliff and I promise you that you’ll enjoy this very much. Here, (she grabbed a pillow from the end of the table and placed it in front of me) lie down on this.” I bent over like she said. “Now spread your legs apart please dear.”

“Be careful not to ruin the dress Cathy,” Denise said laughing.

“Oh that’s right. Don’t worry, I’ll be careful. She makes her debut tomorrow after all for the McKeon party.”

“That’s a HUGE account Cliff, better do a nice job,” Denise said to me.

I barely took it in when I felt the dress go up over the small of my back, and my G-String backstrap get pulled over a butt cheek. “Now I know you’re a virgin Cliff; you’ve been a good girl up until now, so I’ll be easy on you. At first this will feel slightly uncomfortable, but I promise you, you’ll love it!”

Now I could see why my mother would not know a thing about my new job. As far as she was concerned, I was just a cashier making money for college over the summer.

I felt a cool wet sensation go over my backside and inside my ass crack. Cathy stuck a gelled finger inside me and moved it around, stretching me and causing me to shout out in pain. “Come on honey,” Cathy said soothingly. “Every girl has her first time.”

“Hey Cathy,” Denise called out. “What are we going to call Cliff here?”

“You know, I was thinking of that.” As Cathy was talking she was now bumping her gelled cock up and down against my cherry asshole. “I was thinking of ‘Crystal.’ How does that sound Cliff. Do you like it?”

“Yes Cathy, Crystal sounds great!”

Then Denise chimed in. “It’s wonderful, I love it!”

“There you see Crystal?” You’re a hit! Now let’s see how much I can improve you honey.” Denise laughed.

I felt something fleshy, hard, and big press up against my ass hole, and after it entered me just by a small amount, I knew it was Cathy’s huge “surprise cock.” Believe me, in all my teenage fantasies, I never imagined it would be like this. Life has a funny way of making things happen. Now it got serious. She pressed up and down, in and out; each time going in deeper and deeper inside what I was to learn later was called my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

Cathy had the cigarette dangling out of her mouth as she kept pounding me. Gradually the pain became a mix of pain and exquisite pleasure. I felt drunk or high. Cathy was grunting as she enlarged me. It must have felt great for her. I could not believe that something so forbidden could be so good.

Now my ass was bucking up on back of her, and we got into a smooth rhythm. Then from out of nowhere I screamed out in pleasure. Without even touching myself I shot a giant load, and had the most intense orgasm of my life. I was beginning to crave dick, and as time went by the craving became insatiable.

Now Cathy screamed out and her nails dug into the sides of my buttocks as she came inside of me. It was a delightful feeling of wet warmth. She pulled out completely and went in again and again. The cum was rolling down my backside.

“Here comes the bride!” Denise called out, making the three of us laugh.

After Cathy had her turn, Denise got on top of me and rode me the same way. It was much easier this second time. I was after all, already broken in. After she was done, I got up off the table, and my back was a bit stiff. I was a hot mess!

Cathy came over to me, and we embraced and kissed for the first time. I knew we had something special happen between us. Something delicious and secret, to be shared with no one except Denise.

Her hot breath on me, Cathy said, “Just think Crystal, I’ll be staying at your house for a few months now. Of course you’ll go back to school, but until then, you’re mine – all mine.”

The possibilities were too delicious to contemplate. “Yes Cathy it sounds great. Could you visit me in school?”

She laughed. “Now wouldn’t that be great? Of course sweetheart.”

The next day was the McKeon show and I learned my duties. After modelling dresses for some very select parties, I would be passed around like the transgender slut that Cathy and Denise made me. The three of us became close and that fall semester they both came up to visit me at school. You should have seen my friend’s faces when TWO hot women showed up at school for me. Of course, whenever I came home from school I was always able to pick up some spare change at “Here Comes The Bride.”


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!
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TONGUES HANGING OUT

HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY
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HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY
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DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcZ2.jpg
S1SS

ﬁOUR\QOO

)/

Transgender Romance - 1* Time Feminization

% g acl#n- opice#





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ3.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		COPYRIGHT

		Dedication

		CONTENTS

		SHY SISSY

		1

		2

		3

		JAMMED UP

		1

		2

		DO ME!

		1

		2

		3

		4

		HOT MESS

		1

		2

		3

		More Stories for You!

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98






