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It was Saturday night. An excellent weekend day where our group of friends usually gathers at Brad's house to play video games. Today was FIFA night; although most of the guys in the group didn't like it and preferred Madden, Brad and I loved it.

I was getting ready at home before leaving for his place. I looked in the mirror; I saw a man with a face so soft, long black hair with bangs, two strands framing my temples. I could pass for a woman, I thought.

As for clothes? Meh, I'm a man—and heterosexual on top of that—why would I think about what to wear? I'm not gay.

I grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge and headed to Brad's.

"Casey! What's up, man!" Brad greeted me enthusiastically; he loved FIFA Saturdays.

I walked into his house, into his living room. Which was surprisingly empty. No one else has arrived yet, I thought. Brad had everything ready: his coffee table with snacks, sodas, and beer. The giant TV was on, and best of all, NO ONE else was in the house. So we could get drunk and scream all we wanted. But where were the guys?

I sat on his comfortable sofa and asked him directly: "No one's here yet?"

"Casey, they aren't coming today. They don't want to play FIFA; they got together at Dylan's to play Madden."

"Oh, I see. Anyway, what better way to spend Saturday night than getting drunk with your best friend?"

That answer provoked a huge smile from Brad. He was my best friend. A person I've known for years. A few weeks ago, his ex left him; they broke up because he seemed immature or something like that—the reality is, it was nonsense. He's a big, muscular guy, with a face so sharp and penetrating that he could get any woman he wanted. The complete opposite of me—I'm small, and the only muscles I have are in my abs and glutes. The guys usually tease me that I look like a girl, and sometimes when my sister gets bored and puts makeup on me, I actually look like one. It's fun.

Brad sat next to me, handing me a beer. I took a big sip, and we sat talking about life before starting the night of shouting at video games.

The alcohol did its thing, and we started talking a lot of bullshit. He began showing me the number of girls he's talking to—so fast? You broke up weeks ago!

"Hey, they all look like me! Black hair and bangs," I joked, half-drunk, having noticed the pattern.

Brad let out a huge laugh and agreed with me. Was it a joke?

"You're the only one I can trust, Casey," he said, placing a hand on my leg.

The room shrank a little, and I felt a weird connection. How gay, I thought.

"Don't be a fag," I said, smiling and pushing his hand off me.

We both took a huge sip, and the chat continued. We talked about women, how we love women. What we would do to women, and at one point, we talked about porn.

"Yesterday I saw a video of a chick riding two cocks at the same time!"

"No way, I don't believe you. Two?" I laughed out loud.

"I swear, man, I can show you!"

Brad used his Smart TV and went to a well-known porn site. In that moment, we were two friends, drunk on a couch, with dim lighting over us, watching porn in the early morning.

He put on a video of a woman with black hair and bangs—again?—riding an enormous cock; he couldn't find the one he had told me about. However, we stayed watching as if it were nothing.

"Imagine fucking that..."

I couldn't imagine fucking anything; I couldn't tell him I was still a virgin, or I'd be the laughingstock of the group.

Seeing that brunette ride that cock with such devotion, bouncing as if her life depended on it. While her tits bounced, and her delicate nipples became erect. It provoked things in me that were amplified by the alcohol. And when I realized it, I was rubbing my penis over my pants, right next to Brad.

When I realized what was happening, I stopped immediately. What if Brad had seen me? Everything would be ruined! My best friend was jerking off next to me, he would say. He's sick!

When I glanced at Brad, I saw he was doing exactly the same thing. But instead of complaining, the situation of having my best friend next to me touching himself to a person who looked like me seemed hilarious—and exciting. I smiled and bit my lip.

I interrupted him and said, "Weren't we going to play FIFA?"

"I almost forgot, man," he said, almost shouting at me because the moans from the porn left no room for chatting.

While Brad busied himself turning off the porn, plugging in the console, and so on, I stayed thinking. About the situation, about how the two of us ended up alone, watching erotic content and almost groping ourselves. The idea crossed my mind that this is too gay, but... There's nothing as brotherly as this, right? I mean, Brad is like a brother to me; I'd trust him with my life if necessary. Why would it be wrong for him to masturbate in front of me? Masturbate? No one said anything about masturbating. Maybe my intrusive thoughts are occupying my mind, or I'm simply a person with zero tolerance for alcohol. Anyway, it's not gay to spend time with your best friend.

He set up the console and put in FIFA. I love FIFA; I'm the best player in my area. No one has been able to defeat me; I accumulate victories and make my opponents angry. In online play, I'm in the highest rank. This is my forte, and I feel like a winner.

We played match after match. Brad couldn't win a single game. 3-0, 4-0. They were crushing victories, and with my ego sky-high, I couldn't stop mocking him.

"Hey man, where are your hands?" I said, laughing while watching my friend's face turn red as a tomato; he couldn't take a single joke.

"Shut up."

"If you want, I'll let you score a goal, it doesn't hurt me!" I continued.

"Listen to me, you piece of shit," he stood up angrily, controller in hand. "I'll play you one last game. One last one, huh. If I manage to beat you tonight, you're going to have to do whatever I want."

I let out a tremendous laugh. It was already 3 AM, and he hadn't managed to beat me once; what made him think he could do it now?

"If I win, you're going to be my little bitch," I retorted maliciously. Bitch in a friendly sense, clearly; I'd mock him and all that, like a little bitch.

"Little bitch..." he murmured quietly.

He sat down, and we began choosing teams and strategies. I had never seen my friend like this; he was serious, with a different face. I shouldn't have made him angry, but he'll get over it.

The match started, and I knew I had it won from the beginning. However, the first half passed, and not only could I not score a single goal, but I couldn't complete any passes. Every touch of the ball went wrong. What was happening to me?

A dizziness flooded my head; as I said before, I don't usually tolerate alcohol well, yet I kept drinking. My worst mistake.

The second half started, and not for the better. I kept making multiple errors, and Brad still wasn't taking advantage of them. I still didn't understand why I wasn't winning.

In the last minute, the unforeseen happened. I missed one of my tackles and committed a stupid penalty. Dumbfounded and both in silence, we knew what it meant. If he scored, he won; there was no chance for a comeback. I calmed myself by telling myself Brad didn't even know how to take penalties, yet he buried it in the back of the net.

The silence became sharper. He didn't even scream the goal in my face—like I usually do to annoy my rivals—but as soon as the match ended, he turned off the console.

I looked him in the face with a clumsy smile.

"You beat me. Congratulations," I said.

He sighed, returning a more malicious smile.

"Yeah, I won. Wait for me here." And he marched off to his room.

Minutes later, he returned with a box full of clothes and cosmetics.

"Everything you see here is my ex Sabrina's clothes."

"Oh, and...?"

Brad pulled out a piece of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. It was a plaid Scottish miniskirt, red and black, so short it looked like a wide belt.

"You're going to have to put this on," throwing the miniskirt at me.

"What?" I replied, jaw-dropped.

"The bet. You're going to do whatever I want. You're going to dress how I want and act how I want," he said seriously.

I swallowed hard. A bet is a bet. And I couldn't look bad in front of my best friend; anyway, I would have made him do worse things, like post a naked photo on Instagram... or something.

He turned around, and I took off my pants—and boxers. I took the miniskirt; the fabric was rough and cheap. When I pulled it up, the waist squeezed me so tight it marked my hips, and the hem ended just below my ass cheeks. If I leaned forward even a little, my entire ass was out in the open. I felt totally ridiculous, like one of those sluts from the porn we had just watched. The cold air whipping my soft thighs sent a chill straight to my crotch.

"I'm ready," I said with a tone so effeminate.

He turned around, his mouth open to the floor.

"You look very pretty, girl."

"Girl? Stupid!" I felt my cheeks color after Brad's silly compliment. How dare he treat his best friend like a girl? And say those things? After putting on a miniskirt! This is very gay... isn't it?

"Brad, this isn't gay... right?"

"It would be gay if I said those things to a guy. However, right here in front of me, I have a beautiful girl, with a beautiful miniskirt," he joked, and within those jokes, they provoked a reaction in me so hot that if it weren't for my hands on my crotch, my erection would show.

"And now...?" I asked, waiting for his order.

"Do you want to... keep drinking something and go to the sofa? Like we were all night..."

We went back to the sofa; this time we sat perhaps a little closer. And the tense atmosphere of the night could be cut with a knife. We were two guys, but now one was dressed as a woman, with a miniskirt and no underwear. What madness.

We laughed at the situation and continued talking about life.

He had told me about his porn, but I never told him about mine.

"Hey, Brad."

"Tell me, pretty."

"Stop it, stupid," I punched his arm playfully. "Do you know what Sissy porn is?"

"Sissy porn? You mean crossdressers and stuff?"

"Something like that... I thought you knew, because yesterday I was on a certain site and found a video that turned me on a lot. It was a girl just like me—just like me? Did I just compare myself to a porn girl?—But what happened? This 'girl' was called a 'Sissy.' She had an owner, and she had to do everything he asked."

"Uh-huh," he nodded, interested.

"Well, he asked her for EVERYTHING. The start was great. He did a 'facefucking,' you know what I mean? He fucked her mouth as if it were her vagina and came inside. I couldn't even last two minutes masturbating, I was so hot."

"Ah, you're a bad girl," he continued joking.

"The thing is, this 'Sissy' had a small penis. And it reminds me of me now, dressed as a woman, with an owner and a small penis," I let out a laugh after my genius joke.

Brad laughed too and leaned in just to whisper in my ear: "But I haven't fucked your mouth yet."

We continued laughing, but the situation became tenser. And I started to doubt. If the girl in the video was a 'Sissy,' then it wasn't gay. Because she was converted into a total lady. If I were a 'Sissy,' this wouldn't be gay.

I posed this same argument to Brad, who, convinced, asked me to put the porn video on the TV. And so I did.

And there she was: the Sissy, so beautiful and feminine. But also so pathetic, next to her man, all big and hairy.

The moment the 'facefucking' started, I got an erection, remembering every detail of that scene. And what turned me on. I started rubbing myself over my miniskirt. But it wasn't the same; there was something new that provoked a certain heat, and it was simply thinking that I was the feminine one.

Me, being a Sissy and being used—that idea passed through my head in the seconds I rubbed my small penis. It must be so exciting for someone to use you.

When I looked at Brad, he had his penis out and was masturbating.

I couldn't look away. His hand moved up and down in a steady, obscene rhythm. The sound of skin against skin—that wet slap—echoed in the room along with the moans of the hard man against the Sissy being fucked in the mouth. His foreskin slid back, revealing the big red head before covering it again. It was hypnotic. Brad threw his head back and groaned. His cock gave an involuntary jump, rock-hard.

He knew I was excited and turned on by what I saw. It was an invitation. But I felt small there. My small cock—now apparently a woman's and a slut's—could do nothing against that monstrous, thick, heavy beast. It was a man's cock. And it looked so... appetizing.

I started masturbating, lifting my skirt. Every hard pump drew a little pre-cum from me. But I wasn't watching the porn like Brad. I was watching him, his penis. The simple fact of having such close contact with sex for the first time heated up my imagination a ton and made me curious to try certain things.

This wasn't gay; it was fraternity.

The sound of our breathing filled the room. I was leaned back on the sofa, with the skirt hiked up to my waist, masturbating with shame, feeling my erection dripping onto the cheap fabric. Beside me, Brad pumped his cock with terrifying confidence. It was a silent contest of testosterone, but I had already lost.

Suddenly, Brad stopped moving. Before I could ask what was happening, his large hand closed tightly in my hair, pulling my head back until my neck was exposed and vulnerable. I let out a moan of pain and surprise, forcing myself to look him in the eyes. He wasn't smiling. He was looking at me with hunger.

"Look at you," he growled, bringing his hips close to my face. "You're drooling like a little bitch in heat. I know you want it."

It wasn't a question. It was a sentence. Without releasing my hair, he pushed his hips forward. His cock, hard and throbbing, hit my closed lips, demanding entry. The smell of his musk and pre-cum flooded my senses. My brain screamed "no," but my mouth, traitorous, opened on its own.

Brad didn't wait. He buried himself in my throat in a single thrust, silencing my protests and officially turning me into the receptacle of his pleasure.

With my eyes closed—and certainly rolling back—I thought about the idea that this wasn't gay; we were simply two friends. A man and a woman. Doing man and woman things. I am a woman, and I must be treated like one.

While Brad's thrusts touched the back of my throat, gags filled the room. And my saliva wet Brad's entire cock. I loved it; I was being used like those porn sluts, and I couldn't stop thinking about it.

My right hand stretched out, and I started masturbating while my eyes watered and Brad used me as if I were a sex toy. This was my moment. I am a beautiful Sissy being fucked in the mouth, I repeated mentally. While Brad's balls hit my chin, my tongue demanded to come out to appreciate them.

Brad suddenly tensed up. His hips slammed against my face, pinning me down. I felt his cock swell even more inside my throat, throbbing like a racing heart. I knew what was coming.

"Swallow it, bitch," he growled. "Don't waste a single drop."

Before I could prepare myself, he exploded. It was violent. I felt the jets of hot cum hitting the back of my throat, thick and salty. My gag reflex fought against the invasion, my eyes filled with tears, but Brad's hand on the back of my neck wouldn't let me pull away. He forced me to keep him inside, to be his cup.

I had to swallow. Once, twice, three times. The taste was bitter, metallic—the taste of a real man filling up a fake sissy. When he finally released me and pulled out, I coughed, strings of drool and milk hanging from my lips. Brad looked at me, smiled, and patted my cheek twice.

"Good girl."

Brad, still breathing heavily, stood up and gave me a kiss on the forehead.

"Did you like it?" he asked curiously.

"I loved it," I blurted out with a huge smile.

I don't know what had happened, how two best friends surrendered to lust because of alcohol. Or simply our unconscious caused us to see things that were hidden. I didn't pay much attention to that. However, I was happy, and Brad's smiling face said the same. We needed this.


◆◆◆

The next morning. Sunday. A horrible hangover took over my body at the same time shame and humiliation tormented my mind. I remembered in detail everything that happened that night, and the pit of my stomach closed completely. We aren't talking about a stupid mistake like getting drunk and sleeping with a girl, no. We are talking about letting my best friend fuck my mouth. We are talking about me, a man, letting myself be used by another man so he could cum in me and, on top of that, swallow—and taste—all that semen.

It was a breaking point. It was all over. How could I look my friend in the eyes? How could everything go back to how it was before? He used me as if I were a woman. And as if that weren't enough, I sought it out, I asked for it, I gave in.

I was a woman. They had treated me like one. Like one of those girls I see in porn, where their eyes full of tears run down their face with all their makeup smeared and where saliva—hanging from the cock—falls onto their heaving breasts. I couldn't even watch porn again without thinking about what happened, about what I did. Had I become a... Slut? Was I a slut?

Sluts are fucked, used, mistreated, and usually do everything their senior or daddy orders them. I did exactly that last night. No, this can't be happening. What if Brad told someone? What if someone heard us? No one could find out about this! My first sexual experience was with a man, and I was the girl!

While the experience repeated in my head, an unbearable heat, impossible to ignore, moved from my stomach to my crotch. The simple idea of having been used, that someone worried about me. Liked how I dressed and, above all, fucked me, turned me on. Did I like it?

I started repeating to myself: If I'm dressed like a girl, it's not gay. This WASN'T gay. Clearly it's not. Brad saw me as a woman; that's why he fucked me. If he hadn't seen that miniskirt, this wouldn't have happened. It's normal, when a man and a woman like each other...

When I relapsed, I was masturbating. Very firmly and constantly. While pre-cum dripped from my glans, I took it with my index finger and wiped it over my mouth. Trying to remember that bittersweet taste I had in my mouth a couple of hours ago, that night. That's how I was: lying in my bed, masturbating with my right hand and with the fingers of my left hand in my mouth.

Days have passed since then. It was already Wednesday, middle of the week. I couldn't go back to university; I was ashamed and afraid of meeting him. Of looking him in the face and saying: I ate that beautiful cock. And for him to answer: I fucked that beautiful slut face.

I stopped watching porn, only to masturbate with my ideas and thoughts. Watching girls on the internet didn't turn me on anymore; for some reason, they only provoked envy in me. They were so happy in those videos, so content. I wanted to have that happiness, I wanted to be there, I wanted to be one of them.

I took advantage of the fact that no one was home and entered my sister's room. I took one of the miniskirts from her school uniform, and a bit of her makeup kit: Eyeliner, foundation, and lipstick. The basics.

And here I was, in my room, putting on makeup. I lined my eye—clumsily—with the fine eyeliner, and the view of me changed completely. I was no longer Casey with soft, sweet boy eyes. Now I had sharp eyes, as if I were a slut in heat analyzing her next victim to drain of semen. The foundation powder softened my rough skin and left a mark so beautiful I looked pale. It covered my imperfections, and I noticed I was simply 'beautiful.' I didn't have that pimple that made me insecure anymore, or those little 'hairs' that made my face manly—although I never looked like a man; I was always small, and with this long hair and this soft face, I looked like a woman. Finally, the lipstick. Crimson red. It was my first time with this, so putting my mouth in an 'O' mode wasn't enough to stop my pulse from making a mess. I laughed; I was having a great time. Putting on makeup and giving myself the time I need.

I tried again, and this time it turned out as it should. I was a beautiful woman. With those lips so striking they could invite any man to be devoured. I couldn't believe what I saw in the mirror. It wasn't Casey anymore, the loser and 21-year-old virgin. It was Cassy, a beautiful 21-year-old woman, ready for whatever comes.

The miniskirt was exactly like the one Brad gave me at his house. My sister and his ex go to the same school. However, looking in the mirror, I know something is missing. Something for my legs, something for my abdomen.

Some beautiful fishnet stockings and a nice little top that leaves my abdomen exposed, ready to receive kisses.

I went back to my sister's room. Looking for the perfect garments. And there they were: The beautiful fishnet stockings that turned me on so much when I watched the sluts in porn and that little top that would look beautiful on me.

I sat on the edge of the bed, with my heart beating in my throat. I never thought I'd reach this point. My hands trembled as I tried to roll up the black nylon. My fingers, clumsy and masculine, snagged in the open mesh. When I finally managed to get a foot in and pull up, the sensation was electric. The net was rough and tight; it trapped the hair on my calves and thighs, compressing my legs into a kind of sexy cage. When I reached the top, the elastic band dug into my waist, reminding me that it wasn't designed for my straight boy body, but I didn't give a shit. I looked at my legs and they didn't look like mine; they looked like a cheap slut's ready to go out. Then came the top. A ridiculous piece of black elastic fabric that barely covered anything. I pulled it over my head and struggled to fit my shoulders, which were too broad. When I pulled down, the fabric stopped right under my flat nipples. My abdomen was completely exposed to the cold air of the room. I ran a hand over my flat, tense stomach. I felt vulnerable, naked, but incredibly available.

I was ready.

I prepared the makeup I stole from my sister's room, as I had to return it. Upon uselessly opening the drawers of her furniture... I stumbled upon something very curious. There was a dildo, one of those silicone dildos, maybe about 18 centimeters (7 inches)? Not too big, not too small. Seeing it, an electric discharge went firmly to my penis, and I felt a small 'slut' erection. I took it and left almost escaping from there. She can look for the makeup, but the dildo? How will she ask her family that she lost her dildo? It was the perfect crime.

Eighteen centimeters of flesh-colored silicone, thick and with marked fake veins. Holding it, I felt small. I put it next to my own erection, and the comparison was ridiculous; that was a tool of pleasure, and I... I just had a toy.

I pulled down my pants, trembling. I spit into my hand and lubricated the head of the dildo. I looked in the mirror, with the toy in my hand, about to violate my own masculinity. "I just want to know what it feels like," I lied. But pressing the cold tip against my tight ring, I knew there was no turning back. My body didn't reject it; my body was screaming for it. I closed my eyes and imagined it wasn't a piece of stolen plastic. I imagined it was Brad. That it was his thick, veiny cock splitting me in two. I started pumping the dildo inside me, looking for the rhythm Brad had used with my mouth the week before. In, out. In, out. The wet sound of silicone entering my ass filled the silent room. "Daddy..." escaped me in a whisper. I covered my mouth with my hand, scared. Did I say that? But I couldn't stop. My hips moved on their own, seeking more depth, swallowing the entire 18 centimeters to the base. In that moment, Casey died a little more. I wasn't masturbating like a man anymore; I was fingering my clitoris (my flaccid penis) while I fucked myself, preparing, training to be the perfect slut on Saturday night.

Suddenly, a sensation so sweet was invading my ass and my clitoris. It was hitting the perfect spot. It was fucking me where it should. I continued, doing it harder and harder, I was about to, I was almost there and I couldn't stop! My small clitoris gave a little jump, and a large amount of semen came out of me. An amount I tried to gather with my small loose hand and wipe over my face; I wanted that warm milk on me. After finishing. I saw the dildo and felt a huge sense of satisfaction and desire. I thought about returning it, about ending this. However, I couldn't. I thought about the possibility of Brad, and about him. Wanting to use it on me.

The days continued, and it became a routine to fuck my ass with the dildo. I tried different poses, so many poses. I reached the point of knowing I love being on top, riding it. I couldn't be still for a second. I needed to jump; that cock pushing my insides was all I wanted. And I couldn't stop moaning, moaning his name. Almost as if I were calling him, invoking him.

Saturday arrived. Finally, after an intense and endless week. The problem with this Saturday is that it was a Madden Saturday. All the guys would be there. I got ready the same way as during the week. The makeup, the outfit—very slutty as I love it—and I put my dildo in my backpack. I left prepared for Brad's house; I was ready to see him again after so long. After so much desire, so many possibilities.

Arriving at the house, I could hear the bustle inside. All our friends were there, playing, getting drunk, and so on. I never thought about the possibility of them seeing me like this, because I don't care. I am this now, and I am happy with it.

I knocked on the door, with my heart in my hand. What if Brad didn't accept me? What if he told me to go home? We hadn't spoken since Saturday. I didn't know what he thought, what he would say.

He opened the door and analyzed me from top to bottom.

"Casey...?"

"Cassy," I corrected.

"What are you doing here? It's Madden night."

"I know, I wanted to come see you."

"Me? I thought after last Saturday, I ruined our friendship and you wouldn't see me again."

"Please Brad, look at me."

Brad analyzed, saw my makeup and my clothes. He bit his lip; I knew he liked it and that he craved devouring me.

"Do you like it? I came like this for you."

"For me? What if the guys see you?"

"Do you think the guys could recognize me?"

We laughed. Clearly the drunk guys couldn't recognize me. Not even sober. I am completely a woman.

"Let's go to your room," I said with a smile, face to face.

I took his hand, and we ran to the room almost playfully. The gazes of the guys in the living room followed us.

"Hey Brad, who's the girl?" "Dude, Brad's gonna fuck a girl!" And comments like that flooded the house with laughter and applause. That camaraderie you'd only see in young adults. Applauding another man for being with a woman.

We closed the room door. I leaned against the door and locked it.

"What do you want, Cassy?" he asked, innocently.

"I want you to fuck me."


About The Author

T.M Vixen

A French author specializing in the art of Sissification. As an expert in crossdressing and psychological power dynamics, Vixen crafts erotic tales that are as raw and hot as they are hilarious.

We invite all readers who enjoy fine literature to pour a glass of wine, turn on their e-reader, and settle in for a dose of seduction they won't find anywhere else.

Did you enjoy the story?
Don't keep the pleasure to yourself. Leaving a review on Amazon is the best way to support Vixen and help other curious minds discover these stories.

For more wicked tales, follow Vixen. 

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcF0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcF1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		About The Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22






