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In college, I was a theatre major. I had dreams of moving to Hollywood when I graduated and making my way in show business. I was prepared to go out there and become a waiter and somehow “get discovered.” I knew the road wouldn’t be easy, but that was my dream. I didn’t want to grow old and have any regrets. I wasn’t bad looking by any means. I was certainly no Tom Cruise or Brad Pitt, but I had talent, always scoring the leading roles in high school plays and hanging out with the other theatre nerds. I had long, blonde hair which went just past my shoulders and blue eyes. Maybe if I was a gym rat, I could have been more popular with girls, but childhood asthma stopped me from active sports participation, or any of those “manly” pursuits.

So in my sophomore year at age twenty, (I had taken a year off after high school to back pack my way across Europe, and get “the adventure bug” out of my system). I didn’t think I was ready for college anyway after high school, so the trip did me some good. I declared a theatre major.

I attended the University of Maryland, which was enormous, like a city in itself. The student population was big – at least forty thousand students. Now in my college theatre troupe we were rehearsing for the play “Dolly’s Chance,” a musical about a girl whose lost love suddenly makes a reappearance in her life after she gets engaged to someone else. Without the music I think it would have really sucked, but, what the hell. I played the part of her long lost love, Roger. My real name by the way is Henry; Henry Hunt. I should also mention that I can sing – a very high tenor voice which made me a perfect fit for the two musical productions of last year.

“Oh SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!” Ms. Helen McGuire, the college theatre director yelled, stamping across the stage, almost breaking her high heels when we were readying to rehearse the first act.

“What’s wrong Ms. McGuire,” Allison asked, who was a good friend of mine and one of the female roles.

“Tracy called me just now. She broke her fucking leg skiing DAMMIT!!! Now what are we gonna’ do?! We have four weeks until showtime, and I don’t have a replacement!”

Tracy was the female lead, and the hot girl my character was supposed to be kissing. I think Allison was disappointed because originally she auditioned for the role of Dolly, and Ms. McGuire just passed her by on the stage, leaving her with steam pouring out of her ears. Suddenly, Ms. McGuire stopped in front of me and started rubbing her chin, staring at me. I think I knew what was coming, and was already preparing my rejection speech. All of a sudden, her demeanor changed.

She smiled; you know, the kind of smile that means can you do me a really big favor?

“What,” I asked rhetorically before she began to speak, like why are you looking at me for Christ’s sake.

“Henry, Henry,” she said, putting her arm around my neck, hand and forearm hanging down the side of my chest; demeanor totally changed from the tornado she was just a second ago to a bit patronizing. “I can’t even think straight right now, you know? Of all the fucking times for a disaster like this to happen. Now who am I gonna get to play ‘Dolly’ in this thing? Walk with me, I need a cup of coffee so I can think!”

“Uh, for one there’s Allison,” I said, attempting to free my head a little bit to nod in her direction. Allison and I have been close friends since the beginning of freshman year, and I know how much being the lead female vocal in this play meant to her.

“Uh yeah Henry, Allison’s a great backup singer, but she’s a total first soprano, you know? She isn’t capable of hitting the proper notes for Dolly.”

Ms. McGuire still had her arm around my neck when we were talking, and I didn’t really mind. All the guys in the theatre dept. wanted to get into her skirt from day one. Helen McGuire was one of those professors who could make reading a supply list seem like flirting. She just gave off a “fuck me and dream about it” vibe that made me and my friends crazy.

She had long, thick, wavy, auburn hair that went down to the small of her back, piercing, bright green eyes, and her tits were huge – with nipples like pencil points going through the starched white cotton blouse she wore today. Now, with her arm firmly around my neck and in her grip, I got a bird’s eye view of her cleavage, and the black, sheer, laced top bra she wore!

The combination of her incredible looks and the close scent of her perfume and her warm moist breath practically on my neck, made my cock go like a jackhammer, and I tried very hard not to turn so she wouldn’t feel me up against her. I’m sure it looked awkward as hell the way she was pulling me, collared; my neck in the crook of her elbow. I caught a couple of my buddies, also in my theatre troupe, Doug and my roommate Stu smiling at me as we went past. She was taking me off to the side of the stage as we were talking to where there was a lounge with a coffee table and a pot freshly brewing.

As aroused as I was, I was grateful when she let go of me so I could finally breathe.

“So what did you want to talk about Ms. McGuire?” I asked.

She released me, and when she did, I realized how much I enjoyed being pulled by her. She was pouring coffee into a ceramic mug that said, “The Director.”

“Come on Henry, sit down,” she said, patting a place on the couch next to her. Her mind worked quickly. “I need to ask you a favor, definitely Henry. I haven’t worked out the details yet, but I think that you could be the solution to our little casting dilemma.”

What did she mean by that? Did she think I had a friend besides Allison who was great? My mind drew a blank. I got some idea of what she was up to when I saw her grin that sultry, boner producing expression.

“Henry, you’ve spent a lot of time working with Tracy practicing your lines with her a lot, I know that” – she told me.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to follow her logic here.

“In fact,” she continued, very orderly like, “I’ll bet that at this point the two of you practically know each other’s lines by heart. Would I be correct in assuming that?” she said. I had to admit, she had me there – we did. Being what I considered a good singer; I even knew the words to her songs. I suppose I was a romantic at heart because this show affected me in a way that no other theatre production had before. I happen to like watching chick flicks which no one really knew about me, except for my mother, with whom I’ve spent countless hours in front of the TV watching them.

She shifted on the couch to try to get more comfortable, and she put her arm around my shoulders, teasing me past my limits. I was ready to explode and ruin a perfectly new pair of LEVIS. She picked up a curl of my blonde hair and twirled it around her fingers, lost in thought.

“Yeah, Tracy and I joked about it that we could even switch roles and sing each other’s lines.” I think I may have said too much at that point because Ms. McGuire smiled at me, nodding her head.

“That’s my point Henry,” she said, looking at me dead serious.

“I don’t want you to take this the wrong way. But YOU are the only way I can see salvaging this production at this point.”

“Oh no! Wait a second – If you think” - she raised a palm at me cutting me off.

“Now hear me out first Henry before you go jumping to any conclusions. I’m going to be very honest here, and I want you to hear me out. In the first place, this discussion is completely confidential – oh God! Would you excuse me for a second Henry?” she said as loud conversation came from the stage area. Helen got up quickly and went out to the stage entrance.

I heard Helen talking in a raised voice outside. “Okay QUIET EVERYONE! – until we solve the ‘Dolly replacement problem,’ I want the rest of you to pull it together and do Act II, Scene III, where Roger makes his entrance at the high school reunion. But we’ll do it without Roger because I’m speaking with Henry backstage, OK?? Doug, Stu, take it from the top,” and then she came back to rejoin me on the sofa.

“Okay Henry, I’ll cut to the chase. I think, no, excuse me, I know that you can play the part of Dolly in our play.”

Did I just hear Helen McGuire correctly? She actually wants me to play the part of – a girl – Dolly = the LEAD ACTRESS in the musical??

“Helen,” I said, a shiver running down my back. “How can I play . . . a girl???”

She was smirking at me now, and resuming that thing I loved – playing with my hair. “I think Henry Hunt, that you could make a very convincing Dolly.”

“But why?” I said.

Her eyes narrowed at me, and she continued. “Well for one thing Henry, it’s your physique. Yes, I mean, you’re not exactly a six-pack abs guy,” she picked my right arm up and squeezed a bit, “and your arms are very . . . well, effeminate.” She stopped and looked at me, saying in a low, seductive voice. “I’m not overstepping any boundaries here am I Henry? I mean, if I am, please tell me.”

She wasn’t overstepping anything at all – if anything I was enjoying being poked and prodded by the hottest professor on campus. It even made me think I should just drop the charade of being insulted. I couldn’t let her know how I truly felt about all of this, but I’ve always been curious: Just how would I look dressed as a girl?

“Oh no Helen, you’re not overstepping anything here. To be honest,” my voice lowered an octave here and became quiet, almost a whisper, making me lose eye contact. “I’ve sort of wondered what it would be like to play a woman’s role in a play.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really Henry? Would you? I mean, would you consider playing Dolly?”

“Yes Helen, I would. But who shall we get to play Roger now?”

She smiled at me in a strange way, almost as if she had planned this out, but that would be ridiculous. “I was thinking of your roommate Stu. Of course,” she said in a very calculating manner, “There will have to be some obstacles to overcome, but I think with the proper, mature, professional attitude, you can do it Henry.”

I didn’t really understand what I had just signed up for, but it sounded “enticing” to me.

❤️❤️❤️
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When I came back to my dorm room, Stu was there, but I didn’t tell him that I would be playing the part of Dolly, nor that Helen McGuire was planning for him to take over my role as Roger. I planned to tell him after I worked that out with Helen. In the meantime, we just exchanged bullshit about different stuff, and the “Tracy problem.” The consensus between the two of us was that “shit happens.” Then It dawned on me that if I was going to play Dolly, then Stu would have several kissing scenes with me. That caused a lump in my throat as I lay on my bed reading, and looking across the room at Stu sitting at his desk working.

I found myself wondering what that would be like, and at first it was embarrassing, but I thought, what if I could pull it off and he never knew it was me?? Could that be even remotely possible? How would I like it? That was the big question that would invade my thoughts for a long time. As I said, I was never a big shot with the girls, and I never had a steady girlfriend. Something about being with Stu “excited me” in a way I could not verbalize.

I got a text message from Helen, and right away I had an aching boner. I imagined her soft lips on my cock, and her pussy dripping with excitement over my touch. The message said (I did a double take!) to meet her at her apartment in town at three o’clock on this coming Saturday afternoon. Holy shit! I was without words!

Helen lived in Alexandria, Virginia which was about an hour drive from my campus in College Park, MD. My head was spinning with all kinds of thoughts. I wasn’t sure if my agreeing to play “Dolly” was the right thing. I mean, come on – it was most definitely an odd request! Who the fuck in their right mind thinks like that? Furthermore, what did that say about me?

There would be hardly any traffic on 495 that time of day, so the trip only took me about forty minutes. She lived on the first floor of a townhouse that I later found out she owned. Her family must have come from money. I mean, she was a thirty two year old college theatre teacher; how could she make that kind of money???

I went up the stone stairway with two lions sitting majestically on pedestals alongside the first steps. I rang her bell, and looked up – she lived on both floors; spacious indeed. I checked my phone to make sure I had the right address. It was the same address: 402 Cashtown Road. Okay, so I rang the bell, and I used the brass door knocker. That sucker was loud enough to wake the dead.

Then I heard the sounds of locks snapping open and with a loud squeak the door opened onto a hallway with raised floral print wall paper and antique sconces on the wall. The floor was black and white marble. Off to the left down the hallway was a large living room with a fireplace and a large seventy inch smart TV. A Play Station V console stood next to it – interesting. The room was decorated with plush, velvet chairs – all in red, with oak backing, and a huge sofa (also red velvet), with a glass coffee table in front, covered with books and magazines. A mixture of colonial and modern.

“Well Hello there Henry, glad you could make it. Would you like a drink?” Mellow “coffee house jazz” played from speakers somewhere in the room.

“Sure, thank you Helen. I’ll, uh, have whatever you’re having.” I sat down on the sofa, and I was balling my fists – I was nervous.

Helen noticed and said, “Relax Henry, I don’t bite . . . at least not yet,” she said smiling.

Embarrassed, I said, “Oh, sure, I’m sorry. I’ve never been in such a beautiful house before.”

“Thank you,” she said. This place has been in my family for at least, oh I’d say a bit more than a hundred and fifty years.”

“Wow, that long huh?”

“Yes,” she said as she walked toward a bar next to the wall, opening a bottom refrigerator and pulling out a bottle of red wine. It looked old. My family came from England and my great, great grandfather was a wealthy merchant. He was also a Union General who fought at Gettysburg, nodding to the glass enclosed saber on the wall.

“I’m definitely impressed,” I said.

She laughed and sat down next to me handing me the wine glass. “Yes, most people are,” she said.

“So Henry, I can’t tell you how grateful I am that you’ve accepted to play the part of Dolly in the play. You know that with just four weeks to go it would be impossible to get a replacement for Tracy.”

I took a big gulp of the wine, and said, “Yes, I imagine it would be,” still thinking of Allison’s disappointment at being passed over for the role.

Helen smiled at me and said, “You know this would be a fantastic feat if we could pull this off; I mean, with you being a male. But I promise you, no one will even be able to guess that you’re a male.”

I wondered how she could be so sure. “Speaking of that Helen. I have some questions. Firstly, I mean who would I be? What would you tell the cast my real name is?”

“Who would you like to be Henry? I mean we have what, like forty thousand or so students at the U, so you could really be anyone.” She lowered her piercing green eyes with her large black eyelashes, covered with mascara at me and said, “Come on, be creative. Think of a good girl’s name.”

She caught me. “Uh, I don’t know. Why don’t you pick one?”

“Henry, Henry,” she said. “Please relax. I told you that you have nothing to worry about. Let’s pick something common, something . . . (she waved her glass around) something believable. How about Debbie? Debbie Slater? You’re a junior, a friend of my family, a student at the U of course, and you’re a theatre buff, but changed to an economics major with a great singing voice, okay?”

She was a genius, really. “Okay, that sounds fine,” I said as I took another sip of the wine, which was really good and made me sorry I’d gulped the first drink down.

“Great, then it’s settled. Debbie you are! Oh here, let me pour you some more wine. I think that it’s helping you to relax, right?”

“Yes Helen, thank you.”

Helen poured both of us a second glass. “This is a forty year old bottle of wine – it should be savored, not drunk like ‘Sprite,’” she laughed, admonishing me playfully. I was starting to relax, and I couldn’t help staring at Helen’s chest, whose blouse was unbuttoned, a little too unbuttoned. I could see her breast through the sheer nylon of her laced-top bra.

She was leaning back on the couch and staring at me, turning me on and also making me a bit self-conscious. “What?” I said.

“I find you attractive Henry.” She again did that thing where she picked up my blonde hair and twirled it between her fingers. “Also, your blue eyes are very sexy.” She sat up straight on the couch, still holding her wine glass. “I know you don’t think that you have the most, how shall I put this without insulting you, but something tells me that I wouldn’t be.”

“And what would that be Helen?” I said in a shy voice, because I think I knew what she was about to say.

“I think you have the perfect body to play Dolly.” She looked me over from my head to my waist, and down my long, thin legs to my shoes. “You have a rather ‘curvy,’ feminine body type,” she said and held her hand over my mouth when I started to say something. “Please don’t be insulted because I don’t think I’m telling you anything that you don’t know already,” she said, placing her wine glass on the table, and then taking mine out of my hand and doing the same. “I don’t want you falling asleep on me Henry, we have things to do . . .” And with that she leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips. Breaking off, almost in a whisper she said, “And this is one of the benefits of playing with teacher.

She resumed kissing me and placed her long, red-painted fingernails over the bulge in my jeans, which I think were getting a bit moist from some drops of pre cum that had formed already. She began stroking over it, which elicited a moan of pleasure from me. “That’s a good boy. I wanna get you very, very, aroused,” she said, lifting her lips gently off me between the “verys.”

Being inexperienced (a virgin) like I was, my lips were closed, I let Helen take over; so she fixed that by sticking the tip of her tongue between my lips and gently pushed them open, sliding her tongue inside my mouth, and wrapping it around mine. I went along, doing the same. Before I could process what was happening, Helen started unzipping my jeans and opening the clasp, reaching into my boxers, and now gently caressing the soft, sensitive underside of my cock with her fingers. She rubbed the pre cum between her index finger and thumb saying, “Oh my, my, someone’s getting aroused, aren’t they?”

What could I say. In the middle of our kiss I mumbled, “Uh, huh.” Now she pulled my boxers and my jeans down past my knees. I shifted my torso up to allow her to do that. Now, her whole hand had her way with me, caressing, and wrapping her fingers around my shaft, pumping up and down. She shifted on the sofa and bent her head down and placed her closed lips on the wet tip of my cock, moving it around slowly, driving me nuts. Speaking of which, now she placed her mouth over my balls, sucking and licking, sending shivers down my back.

Her mouth was very wet and now she placed it completely over my dick’s head, closing her lips tightly around it, and stroking it with her tongue. I was thrusting with my hips and now Helen took all of me inside her mouth, sucking and pulling me into another universe. I stiffened and stretched, in total disbelief as to what was happening to me.

Meanwhile, Helen shifted so her waist was over my bare leg, and she was going up and down on me with her entire body. I couldn’t take much more of this and suddenly I exploded inside her mouth, a full hot, creamy load of white, thick cum. I saw a nice amount roll down from the sides of her lips onto her chin, and she opened her mouth, moaned, and went back to sucking, her tongue licking all around me. She came off me and looked up at me with glazed eyes and said with her warm, sultry voice, “Lick me clean Henry.”

I obeyed, putty in her hands and tasted my own sweet, salty jizz from her lips and face, licking and placing my lips against her cheeks. I licked her clean, and she kissed me again.

“Now Henry, it’s time for me to get off . . .” she said. I had never tasted pussy before, and I was in for a treat. She stood up and left me with my jeans and boxers pulled down around my legs. She moved away from the sofa and stared at me, unbuttoning her blouse, shaking her head, and letting her long, luscious, auburn hair flow over her tits, covered by the sheer, black, nylon laced-top bra she wore. She unsnapped her bra from behind, and I was staring at two exquisite pear shaped tits, with the nipples like two pencil points high in the air. She stuck her tongue out at me, and after circling her lips with it, she bit her bottom lip like a sweet, innocent girl, which she was far from.

Her palms gently caressed her tits as she hissed through her clenched teeth.

❤️❤️❤️
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Ifelt like I was watching a show, as she shimmed out of her short black skirt, letting it drop to the floor. She wore black, sheer pantyhose that went up to mid-thigh, with straps that attached to a black, laced girdle. Underneath she wore a black satin G-String, and kept her hookerish black heels on with straps around her ankles. “Do you think I’m beautiful, Henry?” she cooed.

“Ye . . . yes, I do Helen,” I said entranced by what I was seeing. Boy, if only Doug and Stu could see me now. What would they say? I smiled.

She turned around and I saw the black G-String nestled snugly between her butt cheeks, nice and tight. Then she turned around, and unfastened the straps from her pantyhose, letting them fall down her thighs. Not taking her eyes off me for a second, she slipped off her girdle and kicked it off too, leaving just her G-String and high heels on, facing me with her front. Then she played around a bit with her thumb down the front of her pouch, and slowly pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. The largest cock I had ever seen popped out from its black, satin nest. WHAT THE FUCCCCK??? I was in total shock, rubbing my eyes, making sure I was seeing what I was seeing.

She saw my confusion and said, laughing, “Yes Henry, it’s me all right. Nothing fake about this.” So was I to understand that the hottest female professor on campus was a, a man????

“What’s wrong Henry?” she said. “Never seen a transgender woman before??”

“Well, I,” I was at a loss for words, and I reached for the wine glass on the table, which made her, or him laugh.

“I mean, maybe I have? In magazines maybe, or on YOUTUBE videos?” The truth was that I had watched plenty of YOUTUBE videos on the subject, and also on FLICKR. I was conflicted because I think in a way I was jealous. These were people who got over their insecurities and weren’t afraid to reveal who they really were, while I still had mine. I had a feeling that soon, very soon I would be joining their ranks.

“But what the fuck Helen? You have beautiful tits, er, I mean breasts, so how?” I said, my voice trailing off.

“It’s easy Henry – Hormone Replacement Therapy. I started right after I got out of college and I realized I wanted to be me, Helen. Here Henry, touch me,” she said in a soft voice, slowly moving towards me, her heels clacking on the marble floor. Before I could think, I had a wide, seven inch cock staring me right in the face at the level of my lips. I was on complete autopilot here, my hands reaching out and touching that behemoth. It was soft, fleshy and when I squeezed it, it was like it was reinforced by steel. It was slightly curved and pointing upwards, fully erect. I marveled how it could have stayed in her panties without my noticing anything unusual.

“Come on Henry, that’s it – just rub me. I’ve had a feeling about you ever since the semester began. I know you like this,” she said with certainty. I used the fleshy tips of my fingers and ran them across the soft underside of her “she-cock,” which made her moan and hiss. After a few anxious minutes of this play, and with the taste of wine on my lips, she moved forward and placed the tip of her cock on my lips. I opened up slightly due to her pressure as the soothing jazz piano music played in the background. Her tip was bumping up against my teeth, and she was looking down at me, smiling. “Come on Henry, be a good boy and open up for teacher, why don’cha,” she said with that husky voice.

I quickly obeyed and soon she was inside my mouth, and I was wrapping my tongue around it, and she went in farther, almost making me gag. I took it as far as I could, making it wet and slippery with my tongue going around and around it. I was shocked as my lips were touching the base of her cock.

“Ooooh, what a good boy you are Henry. You must be hungry,” she said, as she thrusted back and forth until I tasted a familiar sweet, salty mix. “Now, I don’t want to cum too soon, now do I?” she asked rhetorically.

“Come on Henry, take your jeans and your boxers off, I wanna see that cute pink, virgin ass of yours.” I obeyed, stood up, and took off my jeans and boxers, kicking them off to the side of the couch.

“Just a second Henry, I’ll be right back,” she said, and left the living room, clacking down a connecting hallway and up the stairs. I wondered what she was doing and tried to wrap my head around what was going on here – but I think I knew. I just needed to get rid of the last threads of denial and embrace the moment.

She came back smiling, holding something behind her back. She was still wearing her blouse, unbuttoned, collar up, with her tits playing hide and seek with the material.

“Okay Henry,” I want you to get on your knees and face the end of the couch, ok?”

“Sure Helen,” I said.

“That’s a good boy. Now what’s coming next may be just a tad uncomfortable at first, but I promise you that you’ll love it,” she said. “You just have to trust me Henry. Consider this: I don’t know, your initiation to ‘advanced theatre,’ maybe?” and she playfully laughed.

As soon as I was on my knees, I felt something cool and wet on my asshole, and down my taint. It was a hefty amount of K-Y Jelly – I saw her holding the tube as I looked back. She rubbed it in, and it felt good, making my cock hard again. Then she took some on her fingertip and gently placed some with her index finger right up my ass. It felt like she cut her long index fingernail just for this. I was grateful; I didn’t want that long nail to rip anything. Speaking of ripping . . .

When her finger went inside me, I reflexively scrunched my butt cheeks together. “Relax honey,” she said. “Just relax.” It actually felt good the farther and farther inside me she went. I was in a twilight zone of pleasure, pain, and disbelief. She moved her finger around and around, applying pressure to the inside of my asshole.

Then, finished, she climbed onto the sofa behind me, placing the jelly on her cock as well. Now I felt its soft, fleshy tip right up against my asshole, clenched closed. She played around there a bit, circling it, and then pushing in very lightly, so just her wide cock tip was inside the very beginning of my ass. She tested me and went in farther and farther, a mix of deep pain and pleasure overwhelming me. My instinct said to pull away, but I trusted Helen and kept still. She went in deeper and deeper, and I picked up the rhythm and went back on her, not quite all the way, but slowly.

I’d lie if I said it didn’t hurt, but soon I felt pleasure, and amazingly I got very hard. “You’re going to have the best orgasm of your life Henry, trust me . . . and so will I,” she said, panting with staccato breaths.

Our little “ballet” continued, slowly and only gradually picking up speed. Trust Helen, trust Helen, I kept saying to myself. I had the urge to touch my cock, and as my hand went underneath me to grab it, Helen reached in and took my hand away. “You don’t need to do that,” she said breathing heavily.

She began bucking faster and faster, and I met her thrust for thrust, my butt slamming up backwards against her ball sack. Then, like a sneeze coming from deep inside me, I let out a scream, and I saw colors flashing in front of my eyes. “Oh . . . My . . . Goddddd!” I screamed as I let loose a flood of hot white cum over her couch.

Then, as if on cue, Helen screamed as well, her mouth opened like an “O” and I felt hot, wet jizz – a flood, enter my until now virgin asshole. It made me shoot out even more jizz. This was the longest, most pleasurable orgasm I ever had in my life. She was still riding me hard, and I thought she would cum again, but then she slowed a bit and pulled outside of me.

She turned me around and straddled me, her cock dripping a bit of cum onto my tummy. “There now Henry, you did wonderful. How did it feel?” she asked, grinning at me.

“I loved it Helen, I really did. But I didn’t think I would.”

“I think you’ve been wanting this for a very long time,” she said. “And, I think maybe honey, you’ve uh, been repressing some feelings, yes?”

A moment of silence ensued as I thought about my dismal dating life, and my numerous failures with dating. I was ready for something else. I was ready for surrender.

“Yeah, I think I have Helen. Then almost in a whisper, I said, “I want to dress up.”

Helen pretended she didn’t hear me, but I think she did. “What was that Henry?”

“I said,” taking a deep breath, “I want to dress up, and become ‘Debbie.’”

She laughed to herself, as if giving an acknowledgment to what she knew all along. “I kinda thought so, and it makes me very happy! You know that you’re saving our production by agreeing to do this, right!? No really Henry – er, ‘Debbie.’ I’ll call you Debbie from now on when we’re alone which will be many times,” she said smiling.

“I’m, really glad I could help out. I think this weekend, I’ll rehearse Dolly’s lines.”

“That’s wonderful, I like that Debbie. You’re jumping all in.” She paused a minute and looked at me. “Now your do realize that the kissing scenes with Dolly and Roger are now going to be between you and your roommate, Stu. How do you think he’s going to feel about that? More importantly, how would you feel about that?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Why does he have to know anything? I mean, other than that I’m just a substitute actress from the student body who happens to have a lot of acting experience.”

“I like your attitude, and I can surely help with your makeup so that he won’t know a thing, but there is something else,” Helen said studying my face.

“How will it appear to the other members of the cast when all of a sudden with just a few days’ notice on Monday, ‘Debbie’ shows up out of the blue, not even a member of the troupe, and ‘Henry’ – you, slip away and out of the show?”

She had a point. What would I tell Stu and Doug? Doug had a minor role as part of the chorus, and how exactly would I be able to get away with making out with Stu without him realizing it’s really me?

I have to be honest here, the thought of kissing and making out in tender love scenes on stage with my roomie Stu really excited me . . . He was everything that I wasn’t in the masculine and buffed department. He had six pack abs, the whitest, biggest teeth you ever saw, and kinda looked like a younger version of Tony Robbins. He had powerful arms that could crush me. I told myself over and over again that I was not gay! The thought of making out with Stu, or any other male for that matter, was only appealing to me if I was dressed up as a woman – never as a man!

“Debbie,” Helen said, deep in concentration. “I’m going to call Stu and tell him he’s got to learn the part of Roger. Do you think he’s capable? Of course it will mean you’ll be spending a lot of time in rehearsal with just him going over your lines.”

“Okay Helen, that’s all well and good, but there’s one slight problem as you said: What do we tell Stu and the rest of the cast about what happened to me – I mean the real me – Henry?”

I wasn’t even sure who the real “Henry” was anymore, or even if he existed. For this play I would be “Debbie” acting the part of “Dolly,” but what about after the play is done with its three performances? Then who would I be? One thing at a time, Henry boy, slow down . . . I told myself. Take it nice and slow – Easy Does It.

Suddenly Helen lit up like a Christmas Tree. “I have the answer, Debbie,” she said with her hand on her chin, planning. “I’ve been a professor long enough to know how Mononucleosis can keep a student out for a long time, so that’s what you’ll have, and you’ll go home. Dr. Josh Chamberlain over at the college infirmary is a good friend of mine, a really good friend of mine,” she said grinning, “and he’ll write a letter for you, and even give you a prescription that you can show to your parents. It’ll keep you out of classes for a while, and I’ll tell your other professors. Now how’s that?” she asked.

“Helen, if you can tie all these pieces together, I think it will be great!”

“Oh believe me Debbie, I sure can . . . WAIT!” She stopped as if a light bulb had just gone on over her head. “I just had a very pleasant thought. You won’t be going home to recover. I mean you’ll tell your friends that, but you’ll live here with me! – I’ll drive you to campus every day, and even drop you off where you’ll be meeting Stu to go over both of your lines. What do you say to that, huh? You don’t even have to tell your parents you’ll be missing school!”

She placed her arms around me, kissing me deeply, giving me another charged boner, and said, “How do you like that? I get to have my way with you, keep you dressed as Debbie and fuck you six ways to Sunday while you’re here!” she said, as her enchanting green eyes opened up wide. Helen was definitely into me – as Debbie.

“Now when you leave campus tomorrow, you are to come straight here – and I get to dress you up! How do you like that?”

“Yeah, yeah, I think I’m gonna like it.”

Her expression changed. “What’s wrong Debbie – having second thoughts? No, don’t answer. Listen, I trust my instincts and I know you want this. Now run along, get squared away with Stu, tell him you’re not feeling well, and that you have to see Dr. Chamberlain tomorrow at the health center, and then after you get your script and letter, leave the dorm, and come here, okay?”

“Okay Helen, sounds good.”

“Trust me Debbie – we’re going to have loads of pleasure for the next few weeks that will blow your mind. Today was just a small taste!”
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Well Stu took my news with a great deal of disappointment of course. I mean he’d be losing his friend and roommate for a few weeks at least, but smiling to myself, I knew that he’d be gaining much, much more – DEBBIE! I had the letter in hand from Dr. Chamberlain, wondering what he did to owe Helen McGuire so much. The whole thing was kind of funny in a way. Mono is spread by kissing. Henry had Mono, and Stu would be kissing me, but it wouldn’t really be me that he was kissing. He’d be kissing Debbie. I just hoped that Helen could pull it off.

So I actually packed in the room with Stu because I would need things at Helen’s place. He had gotten a call that morning from Helen about his new role and he was excited about being bumped up to lead man, and curious about what “the new girl” would be like. Helen told him something, whatever it was that put his mind at ease, and it worked out.

Now I was off to Helen’s to dress-up and then call Stu, introduce myself, and make up where to meet him later that night.

The Sunday traffic was even lighter than yesterday, and as soon as I rang the bell and was let inside her place, Helen was beaming, and couldn’t take her eyes off of me. I was her new “gurl toy” to play with and mold into shape.

“Okay Debbie, here’s some wine. After we unwind a bit, I’ll take you upstairs to my bedroom, and you’ll use my private bathroom and take a bath – I need to shave you,” she said with a salacious grin. “So drink up and get that lovely firm ass into the tub missy!”

Holy shit – her bedroom was almost as big as her living room, and I was very excited to be staying here for at least the next four weeks; however long it took me to “recover.” She had a brass bed with a canopy, a nice oak dresser drawers, and a large armoire opposite the bed. The floor was plush, royal blue carpet.

“Okay Debbie my dear, get undressed and into the bath you go – come on now, scoot my dear,” she said playfully, giving me a sultry kiss on the lips, making me harder than I was on the drive over.

“What time are you meeting Stu tonight?” she asked.

“Eight o’clock in the theatre, so I can sing on stage. We’re gonna do a read through too.”

“Good, I’m impressed. You guys don’t waste any time. Now let’s get down to business here. Oh! I’ll drive you to campus and pick you up. I think for fun I’ll sit in on your read and rehearsal if you don’t mind.”

“Oh not at all Helen, it’s fine.”

“I’ll give you time to get acquainted, then I’ll come in about nine.”

“Great.”

I was in the warm bath water, and the soapy water felt good on my skin. Helen came in smiling, carrying a pink razor and some depilatory shaving cream.

I was used to being shaved, though not my balls, which Helen insisted on. She shaved me with one hand, and I held my balls to keep them from moving, as she grabbed and stroked my cock with the slick, soapy water, It felt amazing.

After I was shaved and dried off, I went into the bedroom and saw “the new me” all laid out on the bed. She had a long, blonde wig on a Styrofoam head, with a part on the right side, and bangs falling over the forehead, and it went down to the middle of my back. She had the same pantyhose , girdle, and G-String for me too; all in sheer black. The bra was a one piece, elastic job that pulled my chest skin in tight to give the illusion of cleavage.

I knew Stu would be turned on – and so would I. I had a white, starched, cotton blouse, just like Helen’s and a blue denim skirt, with black high heels that strapped around my ankles. The more “hookerish” the better. I was very turned on by it all, and thinking of later tonight when I would get some quality alone time with Helen. The best part would be no studying tonight, which was a usual Sunday evening ritual. My only course while I was “sick” was theatre – perfect!

After I dressed, Helen placed a cap on my head, and then the wig. She wouldn’t let me see myself in the mirror until she was finished with my makeup which was fine with me. I wanted the excitement to build – and it did.

So I followed her back into the bathroom and took a seat on her vanity chair, while she brought her large, red makeup case out. “You’re going to love this Debbie. I just know it.. It will blow you away!”

“Yeah, I’m sure it will – can’t wait.” I was, really excited, my initial inhibitions gone, especially after yesterday when I got my first taste of what a transgender woman in action felt like. I was going farther than simple crossdressing which was a hobby. This was a totally new lifestyle I was embarking on.

She worked like a professional would. She placed deep blue eyeshadow on me, black eyeliner, thick, false eyelashes, foundation and coloring to my face, lip liner, and cherry red lip gloss. She made little “oohs’ and “aaahs,” while she worked, which excited me even more. She combed my wig out, and put just a touch of hair spray on me. As far as the G-String went, she told me that the front pouch contained a “gaff,” extra material which hid the bulge of my cock which was present as soon as I slipped the cool, satin G-String up my newly shaven legs. When the front of the G-String settled over my cock, the feel of the satin was indescribable, and took me back to just yesterday when I had my first “sissygasm” as Helen called it.

“Oh my God Debbie!” Helen squealed. “You look good enough to eat, so help me! I’ve never seen a more beautiful, hot, sexy blonde like you before. This face is going to be a hit on the stage, combined with your moves and your singing voice! I can’t wait to hear you and see you up there. I must say I do such a better job than the makeup girls do back stage. Of course, now you know how to guide them when they work on you.”

“Now,” she continued. “Are you ready to see yourself, Debbie?”

“Yes, of course I am! Just one question Helen. I know that Dolly, well, isn’t really supposed to be a slut in this play, but could I please be one for you I mean?”

“Humm,” Helen said. “I think for a real slut one thing is missing,” and she rummaged around in her bag which she brought upstairs. Here, take one.” She pulled out a long, all white 120mm cigarette. “Yes, YES . . . This will make you the perfect slut, would you agree?”

Actually the sight of slutty, hookerish women which turned me on greatly wasn’t complete without a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. It turned Helen on too, and after she lit both of us up with her silver butane lighter, she cooed, “Just perfect Debbie. Perfect.” I had smoked off and on, especially when I was a teenager and I liked to lounge around in my sister’s lingerie with lipstick on, puffing away in front of the mirror. I loved my new self.

“if you didn’t have to go and meet Stu now, I would just keep you here and have you fuck me right now. But like I said,” and her eyes narrowed with lust, “There’s plenty of time for that later tonight.”

It was seven O’clock, and I didn’t want to keep Stu waiting, so both of us set off for the campus in College Park.

Helen parked around the corner from the fine arts building, and she stayed in the car as I went inside. My heart was beating quickly, and I wasn’t sure how to handle this, but I remembered what Helen told me in the car – just be “yourself,” and let instinct guide you. I had my script copy with me. Actually, it was a new one without Henry’s name on it. It was rolled up, and I had the pages marked out that we would rehearse tonight.

I walked into the theatre and the stage was lit up, and Stu was sitting in the first row waiting. I smelled like perfume and tobacco, which would throw Stu off because “Henry” didn’t smoke.

My heels made a very sexy sounding “clack-clack” on the solid floor as I made my way down to the stage. I had to practice steadying myself because I wasn’t used to wearing heels.

I came up to the side of the aisle where Stu was seating. “HI, you must be Stu,” I said in my most feminine voice that I practiced with Helen in the car.

Stu’s head turned towards me like a whip, and his mouth dropped to the floor, I like to think because of my disarming smile in addition to how I was dressed.

“Debbie?”

“Yes, Debbie Slater in the flesh,” I said, barely able to contain my excitement at seeing Stu, with his hairy, masculine chest. He actually made a better Roger than me.

“Oh, well, really nice to meet you Debbie. This whole thing is crazy right?” he said with a genuine tone. “I mean with Tracy breaking her leg, and then Helen coming up with a replacement so quickly on such short notice. And did you hear about my roommate, Henry? The guy who was supposed to play Roger?”

“Yes, Helen told me; Mono, how terrible, the poor guy.”

“Yeah, when it rains it pours, or like my dad’s favorite expression – Murphy’s Law.”

“Uh huh. Well, let me tell you a bit about myself. I’m a junior, and in my freshman year, I was in the theatre group, but I changed my major to economics, so I had enough elective credits.”

“Boy, that’s some change,” he said. This whole thing was surreal. Part of me wanted to say, Stu, it’s me Henry, now Debbie, just take me.

But I played along. “Okay, now I looked over the script this morning, right after Helen called me, so let’s take it from the top of Act II, Scene III.”

So we sat there and just read along until it was the time for Roger to reconnect with his long lost love, Dolly.

“Are you ready Stu?” I asked in the sexiest, most lustful voice I could manage.

“Sure, let’s go,” Stu said, his eyes scanning me from top to bottom and we walked up to the stage, me holding his hand tightly.

When we got to the stage, we followed the script a few lines in to the kissing scene. I was as hard as an iron rod, (good thing for the gaff!) and we faced each other on stage. Stu (Roger) placed his arms around my neck, and we were in character now.
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Ican’t tell you how much I’ve missed you Dolly.”

I leaned into Stu (Roger), and said, “Roger, I’ve always loved you,” and that was it.

I kissed him deeply and something within me stirred. This was after all, my best friend, and my roommate for two years. My eyes were moist with tears of joy. Stu noticed and said, “Wow Debbie, you’re really in character - you’re magnificent!”

We got back to kissing, and I think we went off script a little bit, because I stuck my tongue out a little into his lips, which opened up for me. That only made me kiss him harder and wrap my tongue around his, rubbing, and sucking.

We parted and we were both panting and staring at each other. “There’s something about you Debbie. I feel like I’ve met you before. I just can’t put my finger on it.”

“Well Stu, it’s a large campus. We’ve probably seen each other.”

“No, no. It’s not that,” he said. “I mean I really think I know you from somewhere.”

“Okay, well, maybe it’ll come to you,” I said.

“Hey, we gotta get back on script,” and he held up his tattered, highlighted copy.

I pushed it down. “There’s plenty of time for that Stu,” I said as I grabbed him by his hoodie. “Meantime I want to give you something.”

“Wh—what’s that?” he said.

“Come with me,” I said and took his hand through the left door of the stage into the lounge. We walked inside – “Wait, how do you know your way into here??”

“I told you Stu, I was in Helen’s troupe as a freshman.”

“Oh yeah, right,” Stu said, a bit confused.

There was a couch in the room along with the omnipresent coffee urn.

“Here, let’s sit,” I said, my heart racing. I went all out now. I pulled him close to me and resumed kissing him, and now I grabbed for his zipper and unbuttoned the front of his jeans. We kept kissing and Stu didn’t stop me. He pulled away a bit, looking at me and smiled. I pulled him back to me, not wanting to let go. My hand now explored a bit. My fingers pulled the elastic rim of his boxers away and grabbed for his stiff, hard, meaty cock. I never knew my roommate was that big. I felt a little pre cum on the tip of my index finger and thumb, rolling them together. The poor boy must be suffering. Mustn’t let that happen.

So I lifted his legs up, and laid him lengthwise on the couch. “Is this really happening?” he said.

“Yes Stu, I think it is.”

I didn’t waste any time and I bent down over him, straddling his legs, and put my lips up against the tip of his cock. He moaned with pleasure. Now, I took him in as far as the whole head, my lips making a tight seal around it. I used my tongue like a paint brush, and went around and around him. My mouth was very wet, and in the next second, I took all of him inside my mouth. Now he wasn’t as big as Helen, but he was still large and even wider than Helen. I went down on him like a hungry, starving beast. I picked up speed, sucking with a tight seal and licking all around. He made a hissing sound through clenched teeth and pressed my head down onto his lap.

“Oh fuck – I’m gonna cum – Jesusssss,” and he did. He shot a huge wad of jizz that took up all the space inside my mouth, my long, blonde hair brushing back and forth over his tummy as I kept up my sucking. He lifted up his hips to meet me as his cock shot out even more. I couldn’t help it, but his jizz was rolling down the sides of my lips onto my cheeks; the thick, white warmth painting my face.

Then I pulled off him and kissed him, giving him a taste of his own cum. He seemed to enjoy it, licking my face clean and going back to my mouth and sucking it all in – all the sweet, salty goodness.

We were both breathing hard. “I want you to fuck me now Stu,” I said in the sexiest voice I could muster.

“Oh yeah baby, bring it on – you’re terrific!”

“Do you think you can handle me?” he said.

“Yes, I think I can,” he said, and I laughed my sluttiest laugh.

I leaned into his face, and I said, “Good boy, because I really need . . . a good fucking. I want you to be rough with me baby.”

I took my denim skirt off, showing my girdle, pantyhose, and G-String. His mouth fell on the floor, poor boy. I unstrapped the girdle and the straps fell to the sides of my thigh.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I said like the true slut I had become.

“You’re a wild girl, you know that?” he said.

I laughed. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“I’ll bet!”

I got on my knees on the couch, my ass sticking up into the air. I pulled the G-String to the right of my ass cheek, and he spit into his hands and wiped them all over my ass, and then some on his cock.

“Wait a second,” I said. That won’t do at all. My ass was still smarting from last night with Helen, so she gave me a tube of K-Y Jelly to take with me.

“Here, use this.” I pulled the tube of K-Y Jelly out of my new, black, leather bag.

“Okay, sure,” he said, applying a generous helping into the palm of his hand and wiping it all over my “bussy” and his cock as well. He lined himself up with me and played around at the entrance, mumbling incoherently. I wanted to laugh out loud at the subterfuge, but I kept quiet.

He pressed against me, and I was dilated enough from last night so that he slipped in easily enough. I was seeing stars it was so good. Wow, this kept getting better and better. I wanted this badly.

He went in easily and my ass swallowed him fully. He spread my ass apart more and true to his word, he rode me hard.

“Oh that’s it Stu, keep going, don’t stop. I felt moisture inside my pouch, and Helen taught me that I didn’t need my hand to help me cum. I had my head up, and I looked out the partially opened door and I could see Helen sitting outside, her gurl cock in her hands, rubbing, and watching us! Holy shit! But I was glad she didn’t bust in on us. I think she knew that her newest little slut would be doing this.

I moved in rhythm with Stu, my ass backing up into his balls which were slapping me again and again with each thrust. I heard him let out a load moan, and I felt the familiar wet warmth enter me, like Helen’s last night. It was actually turning me on more to know Helen was watching us, and I fantasized about the three of us together at her place.

Stu kept on thrusting, and I felt his cum leak out of my ass onto my butt. Now I felt him hit my “p spot” that Helen told me about, and I let out a scream because it was so good. I shot an enormous cannon ball of thick, creamy cum into my gaff; spurt after spurt, non-stop coming out. I wondered if it would show.

Stu slowed down and came off me, spinning me around and both of us were on our knees, facing each other and kissing.

“You’re something else Debbie, you know that?”

I laughed. “So I’ve been told.”

We kissed some more and then I said, “Stu, there’s something I think you should know.”

“Oh really, and what would that be?” he asked, genuinely clueless.

So I stood up and faced him. I bit my bottom lip, making him a little crazy, and I slipped my fingers into my wet pouch and shimmying off my girdle, which fell down to my ankles and the tops of my heels. Stu took in the sights with his mouth open. Then, I hooked my fingers underneath the elastic on the front of the G-String and slowly pulled it down over my newly shaved pubic area. I made up my mind then and there that I would go on HRT like Helen. I would truly become a transgender woman.

Then, my still erect and wet, sticky cock popped out, and with it Stu’s eyes, but he said nothing. He just watched, enjoying the show and smirking.

I was confused. “Aren’t you going to say anything Stu?”

Nothing could have prepared me for what he said next, and I imagined Helen falling off her chair. “No I’m not going to say anything HENRY, except that I’ve dreamed of taking you this way since freshman year.”

“Really??? How, how long have you known?” I asked – stunned.

“Since the first time we kissed outside in the auditorium.”

“You’re not angry Stu? You’re not gonna kill me?”

“Kill you??? Babe, you’re the best thing that’s happened to me since I got up here. It’s been my dream to do it with a transgender woman.”

“Even if the transgender woman is me?” I said coyly, but very happy indeed.

“Especially because the transgender woman is you,” he said.

“Yeah Stu, I’ve wanted you badly too. Like you, ever since we were freshmen.”

And with that, we came closer and kissed each other hard. He licked his remaining cum off of my face.

“What dumb luck, huh?” he said.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“You know, all the events since Tracy broke her leg – the play. By any chance did Ms. McGuire have anything to do with this?”

I felt it was time. “Helen, could you please come in here.”

Stu had a look of total surprise on his face. We both heard the clacking of her heels come into the room.

“Hi Stu. I heard everything. Did you know that ‘Debbie’ here was my idea?”

“I figured something was up. Don’t tell me that you too . . .”

“Yes Stu, I’m a transgender woman too.”

“Well in that case, why don’t the three of us go and have us some fun.”

“That sounds wonderful Stu. We can go back to my townhouse in Alexandria and spend the night.”

“Wow, sure! I’ll even let you fuck me Helen.”

“My pleasure Stu, my pleasure.”

“You see Stu, ‘Debbie,’ that’s her new name now, had to get over her stage fright somehow, and I guess this was it,” Helen said laughing. Then we all joined in and laughed, and made our way back to Helen’s.

I stayed with Helen until after the play was over, and then it was time for “Henry” to come back to school since his Mono was over, but in the privacy of our dorm room and Helen’s place, I was free to be “Debbie” anytime I wanted – which was every night.
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