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Note to the Reader

When I lived in Austin, there were various groups of transgendered people, crossdressers, and others that would occasionally gather. In fact, I still occasionally go back to Austin for some of the luncheons or other events.

A few years ago, I met a couple at one outing and was fascinated by their story.

Porn seems to have given many this image of the shemale sex goddess. The reality is that most who dress or transition are just average people. There also has been more openness to transgendered people which has led some who have never thought it was a realistic alternative to reach a point in later life where they say, “What the hell.”

Back to the couple I met…

She had originally come to the Austin area because she had been laid off and her older sister had a stroke and needed someone to become a caregiver. Although having crossdressed off and on over the years, she had never thought of actually transitioning. But the house and its contents gave her both a privacy and access to clothing that she had never had before and she began dressing in private on a regular basis.

The young man had done odd jobs for the sister who suffered a stroke and occasionally helped out around the house.

She talked about working up the nerve to letting him “catch” her dressed.

I’d like to say it was some kind of romance, but their relationship was really a release of pent up sexual energy for both of them. They had both been loners and suddenly found someone they were comfortable with. He likes to play guitar and works in a warehouse while she is retired and likes to read. But most of all, they like being naughty together for hours on end.

She was more than twice his age when they met. Does that make her a cougar?

Anyway, that age difference and finding that “later is better than never” when it comes to transitioning is something I wanted to explore in this story and I hope you enjoy it!

Xoxoxo,
Syndie

I love to hear your feedback and (naughty) ideas for future stories! Or let me know if you want to be on my mailing list for random thoughts, updates, and short stories. syndie.truelove@yahoo.com


1.

Dan looked down. He tightly grasped the hips of the willingly offered ass and began deep, desperate thrusts.

“Yeah! Fuck me hard!” came the plea.

God he loved how this bitch begged for his cock.

“Cum inside me!”

They both knew he was near.

“Shit,” he groaned. “I’ve saved this load for a week and I’m going to feed it to you.”

Normally Dan closed his eyes and pretended it was some sexy sorority girl he was fucking—not that any of those prissy bitches would even give him the time of day.

But this time, Dan left his eyes open and studied his partner.

[image: ]

The house coat reminded him of one that his granny wore and was pulled up and out of the way to expose the plump ass. He had never seen his granny’s panties, but suspected they would be similar to the pair bunched down around the bent knees of the body kneeling in front of him.

There was also a pink turban covered with tiny glittering jewels that swayed in time with Dan’s thrusts.

Looking down, the ass cheeks were spread—a chubby but tight ass being eagerly offered to him.

“Oh yeah! Feed me your cum!”

Fucking hungry bitch wanted it any way he cared to offer it.

Dan pulled out and the pair quickly shifted positions. He grasped the turban and started some serious face fucking. Watching his cock disappear all the way between the bright red lips and down a throat that could take every inch excited him even more.

“Almost there,” he grunted.

The moan let him know he wasn’t the only one…

Dan looked down between the figure’s spread legs and watched as a hand desperately jacked the semi-flaccid cock dangling and twisting between the kneeling legs.

Dan passed the edge and pulled the head down his shaft. He felt his dick convulse and begin delivering its load to the hungry mouth. Looking down again, he could see that his partner’s cock was also squirting its load up and onto the prone tummy.

Totally spent, Dan dropped to the bed.

“You are such a stud,” came the appreciative praise.

That was part of what Dan loved.
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It was Saturday night and he wasn’t at the movies with some cute coed wondering if she’d let him kiss her. Instead he was here with this sixty year old, ugly as hell crossdresser.

But he knew he’d do her a half dozen times before dawn and that she would beg for everything he had to give.

God she made him feel like a stud when they were together for the weekend.

And then Monday morning they’d see each other again in class; Dan the student and this shemale bitch his teacher; and pretend they barely knew one another.

And in the middle of thinking about how their taboo relationship had begun, Dan felt himself growing hard again…


2.

A few months earlier, Andy had unlocked the door to the house and went in.

Looking around, there were so many memories of his cousin.

Their family had never been a particularly close one, but he and Jan had always stayed in touch and gotten together whenever they could.

They had been close. Some had whispered behind their backs that they seemed unnaturally close…

It was summer break at the state college where he taught mathematics. Andy had traveled the two hours to Jan’s house almost a month earlier planning to spend the last part of the break with her doing some sightseeing and maybe a camping trip.

Instead, he had ended up taking her to the hospital where a routine screening had turned up a diagnosis of breast cancer. Even with the aggressive treatment, it had progressed too far before its discover and he had ended up holding her hand as she had quietly slipped away from the pain that had become a part of last days of her life.

Then came all the arrangements for the funeral and such.

Andy had been surprised that Jan had left him her house and its possessions, but thinking about it there really wasn’t anyone else she had been that close to. She had been an old maid; never marrying. Of course Andy had never married either.

Maybe that was part of why they had always been so close.
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Andy smiled as he thought about their times together and walked to the small bedroom of the house.

He sat on the edge of the bed and looked around the room.

They had spent so many hours together here. So intimate and so close.

Now he would never feel that closeness or excitement again.

Thinking back, there was one regret. No matter how much he wanted to, Andy had never been able to tell her about one even more perverted and twisted sexual fantasy and the secret longing he had.

He got up and wandered to the dresser.

Feeling like a voyeur, he opened the top drawer.

Inside were several stacks of neatly folded panties.

Granny panties was probably what they would be called.

He picked up a pair and brought them to his nose.

He would swear he could smell the faint scent of her on them.

Next he opened the closet and looked inside, grasping a few of the garments and then letting them run through his fingers as he pulled his hand away.

Heading to the small bathroom, he found a bewildering array of creams, lotions and makeup.

He stopped and looked in the mirror.

Striping naked, he examined himself.

Sixty years old. Thinning hair. A bit on the tubby side with sparse body hair.

Not exactly the kind of guy women were looking for.

“Or men,” said a tiny voice in the back of his mind.

He tried unsuccessfully to push those thoughts away, but suddenly what he had hidden even from himself for decades burst forth and consumed his entire conscious.

He had to at least try this.

And so Andy got busy…


3.

“I’m going to go to a slumber party with some friends instead. I hope you understand. Maybe we can get together some other time.”

“Uh, sure,” Dan muttered before realizing she had already hung up without even waiting for his answer.

Part of him wanted to throw his cell phone across the room in anger, but another part reminded him that if he did that every time some chick ditched him he’d be buying a new phone every week or so.

Dan had asked Debbie about maybe going out over summer break before they had left the college to come back home after their first year away.

“Sure,” she’d said, smiling that beautiful smile.

A week ago he had called her for the tenth time reminding her they were going to get together and that summer break was drawing to a close. He had suggested dinner and a movie and was shocked when she agreed.

Now, a few hours before what would have been his first real date, he had been dumped.
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He sighed, got up off his bed, and headed towards the front of the house.

“I’m going to see if can sell some more subscriptions,” he yelled to his mom as he opened the front door.

It was a sucky way to make money, but he’d been selling magazine subscriptions all summer trying to raise some cash.

“What about your date?”

Shit, he should never have mentioned the date to his mom.

“Um, she had something come up. We’re going out some other time.”

“Okay,” she said. “Well, be careful.”

“I will.”

He picked up his subscription pad from beside the door and headed outside and up the street.

He walked for a few blocks just to clear his mind of the shame and disappointment.

Why did girls go out with those jerks, but never him?

He was a nice kid, wasn’t he?

“Nice and horny,” said a voice in his head.

And he knew it was right. He really had wanted to get lucky this summer before heading back to school and tonight’s date had been his last chance.

Not that he had stood a chance even getting to first base with her.

He sighed and looked around.

He set his sights on a house he knew had hadn’t visited and climbed the steps.

He paused, lifted his hand, and pushed the button for the doorbell.

He heard it ring inside but nothing else seemed to happen.

He gave it a longer push.

There was a pause and then a voice answered, “Coming!”

Dan chuckled at the irony.

At least he had made someone scream they were coming tonight.

He had no idea what the next few hours had in store for him…


4.

Andy looked in the mirror again.

Some might have thought it was pathetic, but he actually felt rather proud of himself.

His cousin had been a tall, husky woman, so it turned out they were about the same size.

He had pulled on a pair of her panties first. They were plain, tan panties with a high-cut waist. Exactly what a pair of granny panties should look like.

He had also found a bra to try on. His cousin had been fairly flat chested, but the bra still didn’t fit right until he stuffed a silk handkerchief into each of the cups.

Next he had found one of her house dresses. This covered him down to nearly the ankles.

A pair of fluffy house shoes finalized his attire.

Then he had set about working with the makeup.

The lipstick had been fairly straight forward, although it took a bit of patience before his lips were evenly covered with the bright red material. He also found some eye shadow that he carefully applied while keeping his eyes shut.

Looking at himself, there was one thing missing. He wondered if his cousin had any wigs, but couldn’t remember her mentioning any.

Then it struck him…

His cousin had lost most of her hair during the few weeks of treatment she had endured. Although she had rarely left the house other than when Andy took her for those treatments, the few times they had ventured out she had insisted on wearing a turban.

He headed back to the bedroom and rummaged through a few more drawers and finally found three of them tucked away in the back of one of them.

He quickly pulled it on and returned to the bathroom to inspect himself.

He liked it!

There was also a jewelry box in the bathroom with some cheap costume jewelry in it. He found a pair of large clip-on earrings and a necklace.

One final touch was a spritz of perfume which made him feel even more sexy and feminine.

Excitedly he grabbed his phone.

Posing in front of the mirror he took several pictures.

He opened one of the apps on his phone and uploaded the pictures.
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“Would you do me?” he asked with the post.

He received several thumbs up in just a few minutes and that excited him.

Some began asking where he was at and whether he was available for a hookup.

He had never had the nerve to do anything other than just tease online before, but was debating whether the time had come to let some random guy fuck him when the doorbell rang.

He froze and quietly waited.

Who could it be?

Suddenly he was worried about getting caught like this. There was panic and he felt his heart race.

But what would it hurt just to answer the door and send them away?

It sounded exciting and he felt himself stiffen at the thought of being so daring while dressed like this.

The doorbell rang a second time.

Andy bit his lip, then yelled, “Coming!”

He was committed now, but his body was shaking and his steps uncertain as he approached the front door.

He looked out the glass and saw a young boy he didn’t recognize standing there.

He’d just make a quick excuse and get rid of the boy.

Once that was done, he was so horny that all he could think about was getting the chance to masturbate!

Taking a deep breath he opened the door and smiled.

In a falsetto voice that sounded fake even to him, he asked the young man, “How can I help you?”


5.

Dan stood and waited.

After well over a minute, there was movement on the other side of the door and then it was finally opened.

“How can I help you?”

It was a heavyset old lady standing there wearing too much makeup and an outfit that looked like it had come from the bargain table at the thrift store.

“I’m selling magazine subscriptions to help raise money for my college tuition. I was wondering if you might be interested.”

The old lady paused. He saw a tremor pass over her body and noticed her hands were shaking.

He wondered if she was sick or something.

“Would you, ah, like to come in and show me what you have?” she asked in a quivering voice.
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Normally he just got a quick no, so he decided even a vague expression of interest was good sign.

“Sure,” he said and she stepped back, opening the door.

Dan looked around the living room. It looked like a typical old woman living room, even down to the cover over the sofa.

He heard her close the door and she shuffled past him.

“Come over here and show me,” she said as she sat on the sofa.

Dan walked over and sat down on the opposite end of the sofa.

“I can do subscriptions to just about any magazine you’re interested in,” he started.

“My eyes aren’t so good, can you move a little closer?”

Dan shifted towards the middle of the sofa and the old lady looked at the pamphlet he held in his lap.

Then she put a hand on his leg and leaned forward.

Something about the feel of her touch on his leg excited him.

She was an old granny and here he was getting horny over her touching him.

Damn he was pitiful.

But the growing bulge in his pants was unmistakable.

He hoped her eyesight was bad enough that she wouldn’t notice.

How fucking embarrassing…


6.

Andy’s mind was racing.

He could not believe he had invited this boy into the house and was now setting beside him.

The boy had ruffled brown hair and wide, dark eyes.

He was so damn cute!

Now they were on the sofa and Andy took another deep breath before putting his hand on the boy’s leg and leaning forward.

Andy’s eyes were fine, but bending forward and towards this boys crotch felt so naughty.

Pretending to look at the brochure the boy held, Andy’s hand kneaded the young boy’s leg for a few seconds before slightly rubbing it up and down.

Andy felt like his body was doing these things without him being part of the process.

He would never have had the nerve to do this.

His nose detected the scent of his own perfume and his tongue flickered over his lips which gave a foreign sensation because of the thick coat of lipstick.
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God, was the boy getting hard?

“Have you got a girlfriend?”

The quivering voice came from Andy’s mouth, but he could not believe he has asked this.


7.

Dan tried to focus on something other than the old lady who was quickly invading his personal space.

But it didn’t work…

He had a raging hard-on and all he could hope was that her bad eyesight and the fact she was old enough to be his grandma would offer him some defense if she called him out for being the pitiful pervert he secretly knew he was.

Then he caught the faint scent of her perfume.

It smelled cheap and generic, but it was also so feminine.

It made him think about the date he should be out on.

Damn, he had really wanted to at least get a kiss or something.

“Have you got a girlfriend?”

The question interrupted Dan’s thoughts.

“No,” he said in a rueful tone. “I thought I had a date for tonight, but she backed out on me.”

The old lady looked at him and Dan glanced down in embarrassment.

“I’m not that popular with the girls,” he admitted, his face turning red with embarrassment at this admission.

“I never was either,” the old woman said.
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Dan assumed she meant she wasn’t popular with the boys, but didn’t have time to give it much thought as the old lady’s hands roved upward and were suddenly in territory where there was no question about her intentions.

Dan gasped as she ran a hand over his cock and began to rub.

Oh shit! It was like the old lady had fucking electricity jumping from her fingers and through his pants.

He had only thought he had a raging boner before. Now he was so stiff and turned on he was afraid he was going to let go in his pants.

He closed his eyes, leaned back in the sofa, and moaned softly.


8.

Andy couldn’t believe what he was doing as he rubbed this young boy’s crotch.

He had to stop this.

Now.

But he couldn’t…

He felt light headed and his body was quivering. He was thankful when he noticed that the boy’s body was also shaking slightly, hoping that would help him hide his own nervousness.

He’d just rub the boy for a while.

That was all.

The boy would probably cum in his pants in just a few minutes anyway.
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Well, maybe just a quick peek at the boy’s dick.

Andy kept rubbing with one hand while the other fumbled with the buckle of the boy’s belt. Then he undid the button at the top of the boy’s jeans. Finally he had to use both hands to tug at the zipper.

Through the entire process, Andy was scared of being rejected.

What if the boy didn’t want this?

What if the boy called the cops and told them some stranger he didn’t know had tried to take advantage of him?

What if they found out that the woman tugging his pants down was really not a woman at all?

But the risk and possible humiliation only added fuel to the twisted lust that was now controlling Andy’s every action and making him do things he would never have had the nerve to do before.

The boy wiggled his hips, helping Andy work the jeans downward.

Now the boy’s bulge was clearly visible and covered only by his tighty whiteys.

Andy delicately gripped the underwear with his fingers and pulled it down.

The boy’s cock sprang free.

It was so perfectly formed! Large and swollen with its mushroom head.

“It’s beautiful,” Andy whispered.

He leaned forward, opening his mouth.

Then suddenly, for the first time in his life, he was sucking a cock.

A big, luscious, beautiful, yummy young dick.

Both Andy and the boy moaned in unison.


9.

Dan could not believe this was happening.

He cracked his eyes a bit and looked down.

He had been hoping for a date with a hot coed and maybe a goodnight kiss this evening.

But now, instead, here he was on a sofa with a fucking old lady wearing a turban.

But shit, her mouth felt incredible as it slowly went to work on his cock.

He closed his eyes and leaned back.

It was like the old lady read his mind when she pulled back and told him, “Just close your eyes and pretend it’s that young girl you were supposed to go out with.”

Then she ran her tongue up and down the length of his shaft before taking him into her mouth again and deep throating him.

God it felt fucking incredible!

This was his first time getting a blow job, but he couldn’t help but think that this hungry mouth was probably doing a lot better job than those tight-lipped prissy bitches that wouldn’t even go out with him.

His hands reached down and grasped the old lady’s head. His hips thrust upward. He was rewarded with gulping sounds and a few gags.

Yeah, those damn bitches! Fuck them all!

He took his anger out by fucking the willing mouth of this nasty old lady.
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Fuck, he was a man now!

Suddenly he felt more confident. He would show those bitches.

His cock was hammering deep down her throat and he loved the distressed sounds this old bitch was making.

It was like she was trying to pull away and it just served her right for being such a whore anyway.

He grunted and realized he was approaching his climax.

He was relentlessly fucking the old hags face now.

He had heard that most girls didn’t want to swallow.

Fuck that.

He wasn’t giving granny any choice.

His hips thrust forward. He grasped her head firmly and grunted.

Then he began to cum.


10.

Andy felt the boys strong hands firmly grasp his head and take charge.

In some ways, that was a relief.

Now Andy could pretend he was just a passive participant instead of a nasty crossdresser trying to seduce some young boy.

His mouth was just a hole for this boy to use and abuse with that lovely, virile piece of meat.

Andy’s mind floated as he savored the experience.

The feeling of the prick sliding deep down his throat.

The sensation of having his lips slam against the base of the boy’s cock.

The lovely, delicate curls of pubic hair that surrounded the boys cock and balls.

The salty taste of the precum that was leaking from the boy’s eager dick.

He felt the boy more tightly grasp his head and sensed a new urgency in the quickened pace of his thrusts.

Andy didn’t need words to know that the boy was close…

The boy let out a deep grunt as Andy’s head was forcefully pushed down the length of the boy’s shaft.

He could swear that he felt it swelling in his throat.

Then the convulsions.

And the gooey wads of cum.

Oh yes! Oh god yes!

This was so perfect.

The boy shot his load and Andy continued nursing the lovely young cock as it went limp.

But Andy knew he wanted more.

He kept sucking at the cock as he reached a hand up and began fondling the boy’s nipple. Andy gave a quick pinch was rewarded with a gasp.

Then his hand moved to the other nipple and repeated the performance.

He could sense the boy’s excitement and excited young boys could get it up again quickly, couldn’t they?
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Andy’s head was still buried in the boy’s lap as his hand moved up and began to trace a track over the boy’s lips. The boy opened his mouth, used his tongue to draw Andy’s finger in, and then began sucking.

Andy slowly slid his finger in and out of the boy’s sucking lips, gently fucking the boy’s mouth with his perverse motions.

The boy moaned again and Andy could feel him beginning to grow hard in his mouth.

The boy’s hands began running the length of Andy’s body and Andy moaned softly.

And then suddenly Andy was worried as the boy began working a hand up the housedress and started to rub his panty-clad ass.

Oh shit. What if the boy freaked out?

Maybe he should stop?

But he couldn’t. He wanted the young boy inside his other hole.

Suddenly that seemed so important that it was worth any risk.

He felt the boy’s fingers slide into the elastic around the leg hole and begin to slide downward from his ass.

The boy’s finger suddenly touched Andy’s cock and he heard an exclamation of surprise.

“You’re a… a…” the boy stammered.

Andy let up his attention on the boys cock for just a second.

“I’m your slut, honey. Let me have the good hard fucking you had been saving for that prissy bitch who stood you up.”

The boy pulled his hand away, but as Andy went back to sucking his cock it didn’t seem like he was shocked enough at what his roving hands had discovered to miss out on another chance to blow his wad.

In fact, if the rapid hardening of the dick in Andy’s mouth was any indication, the boy was just as excited about this fucking nasty sex as Andy.


11.

Dan’s mind struggled to process everything without success.

The old lady was a guy?

He was getting sucked by a guy?

No, that didn’t seem possible.

This was one ugly old lady, but it was an old lady. Wasn’t it?

“An old lady with a dick,” came a voice in the back of his mind.

A chick with a dick. A tranny. A granny tranny.

Dan almost laughed out loud at that one.

Shit he was hard again.

Whatever the hell she was, this bitch knew how to suck cock!
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Suddenly the warm mouth was gone and Dan opened his eyes.

He saw her stand and lift the housedress off over her head.

Wearing just her panties and bra, she crawled onto his lap. She faced him as she straddled his lap.

“I need you inside me baby,” she said in a pleading voice.

God, hearing those words was incredible!

He felt like such a stud.

This bitch needed his cock.

She was also ready to do anything for his dick.

“I need inside of you,” Dan told her.


12.

Andy was straddling the young boy and could feel his hard cock ready for a second round of fucking.

And the boy’s words showed that he was ready to give Andy exactly what he wanted.

Andy reached down and tugged his panties to one side. He held them there with one hand while the other hand grasped the opposite cheek, allowing him to spread his ass.

Uncertain of what to expect, but knowing he need it, Andy slowly and gently settled down on the boy’s salvia moistened cock.

Andy’s breaths were coming in short, spasmic gasps now.

The excitement was nearly unbearable and he swore he could feel some kind of all-consuming heat and lust coming from this young boy’s body.

He pushed his inexperienced hole against the boy’s equally inexperienced cock.

Andy had played with dildos and evens stuffed himself full with some kinky things like bananas over the years. In the back of his mind, he was worried that it might hurt or that he might be too tight for the boy to penetrate.
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But earlier, when he had called himself the boy’s slut, he had not been exaggerating.

With surprising ease, the head of the boy’s cock popped into Andy’s wanton hole.

It was like his hole was opening to pull the boy’s shaft into its dark depths.

Andy bounced gently up and down on the boy’s lap--each stroke impaling his body a bit more deeply on the boy’s spear.

Suddenly Andy’s butt was resting on the boy’s legs.

He had the boy fully inside him!

“Shit,” the boy whispered. “So fucking tight.”

“Ever done a girl in the ass?” Andy quietly asked, genuinely curious.

The boy chuckled ruefully and told him, “I’ve never done a girl anywhere.”

Andy began a slow upward motion and then leisurely lowered himself down the length of the rod again.

“Well you got your first blowjob. Now it’s time for you to nail my ass like a fucking animal until I’m raw and you fill me with cum.”

The nasty talk from the nasty lady just excited the young boy even more.

As the couple settled into a rhythm, Andy’s eyes rolled back into his head with the nearly unbearable pleasure of having his sissy ass fucked by his newfound young lover.


13.

Dan was facing the woman on his lap.

God she was ugly. And she was a shemale.

But while a tiny part of Dan’s mind said he should be filled with revulsion, most of his mind was filled with something much different.

Shit, she was so fucking hot when it came to getting down and nasty!

She was such a slut!

Who needed those skinny young bitches and their attitudes?

This old tranny begging him for dick made him feel like more of a man than he had ever felt before.

His hips were bouncing up and down on the sofa while she squatted over him and did her own bouncing.
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Slowly her eyes came back into focus and locked with his.

Then the old hag leaned forward and kissed Dan.

Getting kissed by a guy was creepy…

Instead of dealing with those kinds of details, Dan’s mind just shut down and let him enjoy the sex.

This was his slut.

His bitch.

His whore.

Nothing more and nothing less.

Who cared if the bitch had a dick when she could work the kind of magic she could with her mouth and ass?
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Dan wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close as his hips moved faster and faster.

Their lips were locked as their tongues probed deeply into each other.

Dan could feel a bulge trapped insider the panties that rubbed against his tummy with each stroke.

Dan knew he was close again and so did she.

Suddenly her ass kicked into warp speed, rising and falling at an incredible pace!

The slapping of the flesh of her ass against his legs was nearly a continuous spanking noise now.

He gasped into her mouth and did his best to hold on to the shemale animal that was fucking him as if her life depended on it.


14.

Andy knew the boy was close.

Andy was amazed that his legs were able to move like they were as he squatted and fucked the boy, but it was as if some primal instinct of lust now totally possessed his body.

His own cock was swelling inside the panties as it rubbed against the boys exposed flesh.

Andy pulled back from their kissing and begged, “Fill me! Cum for me honey!”

The boy’s hands went to Andy’s hips and their eyes locked together again.

Andy’s own cock was close to exploding when the boy made a few hard, deep lunges upward.

It felt like the boy’s prick had reached so deeply into him that it was touching his very soul.

Then it was gone for a split second before it violently penetrated him, traveling home again.

Home? God yes! This boy’s cock was made by some divine creature to fill Andy’s ass!
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Two more deep thrusts and suddenly Andy’s own cock began to pump its load into the panties he was wearing.

Andy threw his head back in pleasure at the release.

The young boy passed over the edge and, with one last frantic thrust, buried himself deep inside of Andy and began pouring out his second load of seed.

They clung together as both rode the climax down.

Then they collapsed in to a jumbled heap on the sofa.


15.

Afterwards was awkward.

“Will I get to see you again?” Dan had asked in a voice that was almost a plea.

“I was only in town for a little bit,” Andy told the boy, his voice genuinely sad at the prospect.

“Yeah, well I guess I am to. I head back to college next week.”

Andy looked at the boy and asked, “Which college?”

“I go to state.”

They made a bit of small talk before the boy dressed and left.

But Andy kept thinking about what the boy had said.

He went to state.

And that was where Andy taught.

The thought of the boy being so close, yet so untouchable tore Andy apart.
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16.

Dan took one final glance back towards the house.

He noticed the name on the mailbox.

BRANDON.

Maybe he’d get to see her again one day.

Her? Him?

Whatever the hell.

Dan shrugged and headed home.

There was disappointment that he would probably not see the lover who seemed to instinctively know how to please him.

But at the same time, he felt invincible.

And he had finally gotten laid!

He had his partner begging for his cock and for his cum.

He couldn’t help laughing out loud and taking a deep breath of fresh air.

He was actually glad that bitch had cancelled their date, because otherwise he would not have become a man tonight.
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17.

Dan shuffled into the classroom with the rest of the students.

He was running late and the place was full. Eventually he found an empty seat at the front.

Then the professor walked in.

“I’m Professor Brandon,” he said. “And this is Calculus. It’s a tough course, so pay attention.”

Brandon?

Dan suddenly was paying attention; studying the man in front of him.

His mom had asked what had kept him out late that evening and he had told her that an old lady had spent a long time looking at things before making a decision. She had asked about which old lady and he had told her where the house was and the name on the mailbox.

“That’s strange,” his mom had said. “Old Miss Brandon passed away a week or so ago. I know she had company. Her cousin I think he is. There was talk about them being close. Maybe too close.”

His mom had gone quiet suddenly.

“Like they were fucking around?”

The question had come out before he thought about it and his mom looked shocked.

“Dan! Such language! Anyway I think he’s a teacher somewhere.”

Now, setting in the classroom lost in thought, Dan’s mind began putting the pieces of the puzzle together.

The professor was passing out copies of the course syllabus and stopped when he came to Dan.

Their eyes locked for few moments before the professor broke eye contact and handed Dan a few copies.

Dan grinned and the teacher quickly moved to the next row.
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18.

Andy could teach the class on autopilot, which was a good thing. The reality was that his mind was filled with uncertainty and fear.

He knew the boy had recognized him.

Would the boy tell the other students what had happened?

Would they whisper and laugh at him behind his back?

Or would word get back to the dean, forcing him to leave the college in disgrace?

He started think about what other options he might have and couldn’t really think of any.

“You could give strangers blow jobs for money,” a tiny voice inside his head told him. “After all, that’s what got you into this mess, isn’t it?”

When class was over, all the students left except the boy.

Andy walked over and sat down in the seat beside him.

“So what are you going to do to me?” he asked the boy.

The boy stared for a few seconds before answering.

“Listen, it’s creepy thinking about doing anything with an old man. You get dressed up for me on Friday night and we can talk then.”

“I suppose you want an A in the class?”

The boy laughed and told him, “Listen, I’m a geek. Math is the one thing I really know. I’m not worried about my grade. I’m worried about my balls not getting drained on a regular basis unless I wank off while my roommate is out on one of his hot dates screwing some prissy bitch’s pussy.”

All Andy could do was nod.

“My mom said some stuff when I mentioned I had been to your house. Did you and your cousin screw around together?”

Andy turned red in embarrassment at being confronted with what he thought was one of his best kept secrets.

Then he stammered, “Neither of us was that comfortable around others. It just kind of happened for the first time when we were young and it was something both of us wanted. Neither of us really dated anyone anyway.”

Dan gave a wry chuckle and was rewarded with a glare.

“Sorry. I’m not laughing because it’s funny. I’m just thinking that I never have really dated anyone either and now I’ll be doing the nasty with…”

The boy paused and then went on.

“This is really fucking with my head. What’s your name?”

“Andy Brandon.”

“Andy? How about I call you Abby when you’re dressed up?”

“I’d like that,” Andy said, a bit shocked.

“Give me your address and I’ll drop by Friday evening around six o’clock.”

Andy grabbed a piece of paper and scribbled his address.

“Abby will be dressed and ready for you,” Andy promised.

The boy nodded, picked up his backpack, and left the classroom.

Andy wasn’t sure what the hell he had gotten himself into, but he found it both a bit frightening and exciting at the same time.
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19.

Dan struggled to focus in his classes the rest of the day.

His mind was cranking away trying to get his thoughts into neat little bundles that made sense.

It wasn’t that easy to do, but he finally succeeded in separating Professor Brandon and the nasty tranny granny named Abby.

That helped a bit.

Later that evening he was doing his homework when he couldn’t ignore the urge any more. He opened up a new window on his computer and did a search. Clicking on one of the results, his screen was filled with the picture of a beautiful young shemale.

His hand went to his crotch and he slowly rubbed himself.

Fortunately he had been discrete because there was a laugh behind him.

His roommate Chuck was back. God, how embarrassing.

“Would you do a chick with a dick?” Chuck asked.

Dan hesitated and tried to think of a good response.

“If she was hot enough, I’d let her do me.”

He was rewarded with a slap on the back from Chuck.

“Dude! You are the kinkmeister. I had no idea. I’m heading back out for a while.”

With that, Dan was once again alone with his thoughts.

Shit, he couldn’t wait until Friday evening.

He couldn’t wait to be with Abby…
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20.

Courses had started mid-week, so Andy had seen the boy who he now knew was named Dan on Wednesday and Friday mornings.

Dan…

God it was so nasty that he had sucked and fucked this young boy just a few weeks earlier without even knowing so much as the kid’s name.

A stranger. He’d let a total stranger use and abuse him.

The thought just excited him that much more.

During class Friday, they had made eye contact several times, but hadn’t spoken.

Andy had given the students a quiz to help him assess how much they already knew about calculus and was surprised that Dan had scored the highest grade in the class. The kid had not been exaggerating when he said he didn’t need to worry about his grade.

And now Andy was standing in the bathroom of the small house he owned just a mile from campus. He studied himself in the mirror and decided that his skills with the makeup had definitely improved since that first attempt a few weeks earlier.

Among his cousin’s stuff he had found some of the sexy lingerie he had bought for her over the years.

He wondered if she was somehow looking down on him now and, if so, what she would think. Having found a strap-on and a few magazines about women pegging men, he suspected that they both might have a bit of regret that Andy had never been brave enough to share his taboo desire to be feminized.

I’m not Andy. I’m Abby.

I’m not him. I’m her.

“What you are is a slut,” he whispered to himself, finding he was okay with the thought.

Abby went into the kitchen and pulled a bottle of whiskey from one of the cabinets. She pulled a glass from another cabinet, poured a drink, and then quickly gulped it down.
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I’m Abby. I’m just a sissy girl.

I’m Abby, Dan’s bitch who can’t wait to suck and fuck his beautiful young cock.

I’m Abby and it feels so right.

Then the door rang and Abby stood still for a moment.

Her visitor was here.

Not, not her visitor.

Her lover?

No, not even that.

Dan was here to play with Abby, his fuck toy.

She looked down at the sexy lingerie she was wearing and pulled her housecoat shut as she headed towards the door.

Knowing what she’d find, she opened the door and Dan was standing there.

He was even dressed up and carefully groomed.

Such a handsome young boy.

She felt a stirring as she looked at him.

God she wanted him so badly.

“Hello sweetie,” Abby said in a strained voice, “Come on in.”


21.

Dan’s roommate had given him a look over.

“Who’s the lucky girl,” he teased. He didn’t remember Dan ever having a date in the year they’d shared the dorm room.

“A girl I have calculus with,” Dan said.

God, just saying that felt good.

He never went out on dates.

Not because he didn’t want to, but because he was always getting rejected or put off.

Now he had a date.

Granted, it was with Abby who was old enough to be his grandmother.

And who also had a dick…

But that willing mouth and ass were all he needed.

“Well shit,” his roommate said. “I actually have to finish this damn paper and have it submitted before midnight. If you don’t make it back before then, I’ll know you scored a home run.”

“Thanks,” Dan said. “See ya’ whenever.”

Dan wandered out the dormitory and headed off in the direction of the address on the slip of paper he had.

The closer he got, the more nervous he became.

What if the professor had decided that he didn’t want some kid walking around with his secret?

Maybe the professor would murder him the first chance he had.

Or what if the whole Abby and Andy thing didn’t work? Mentally he was repulsed by the thought of being with Professor Brandon, but he could not imagine anything better than that time with the funky crossdresser that was now Abby.

Or what if he got there and there was nobody home?

Or what if the professor had just given him some random address?

Or what if he was reading the scribbled handwriting wrong and ended up at someone else’s house?

What if he couldn’t figure out the right address and never showed up?

Would Abby think he had changed his mind?

Suddenly he stopped and double checked the address on the slip of paper.

This was the place.

A nice little house. Nothing to let neighbors know the kinds of nasty, perverted acts that would be going on there for the next few hours.

Dan took a breath and headed up the walk to the door, then rang the bell.

His mind suddenly froze and he thought about running away. He could just tell the professor it was all a mistake and swear he’d never tell anyone their secret.

But then the door opened and the dumpy woman wearing a turban, a housecoat, and fluffy slippers was standing there.
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“Hello sweetie. Come on in,” Abby invited him.

He stepped into the house and Abby closed the door.

The room was dimly lit and Dan looked at Abby.

In the dark, she wasn’t half bad looking.

She reached out and took his hands in hers.

“I’ve been thinking about this all afternoon,” Abby told him. “You’re shaking. Nervous? I am a little bit nervous to. It’s okay honey. Would you like a drink? Maybe it will calm your nerves.”

The pair went to the kitchen and Abby filled two tumblers with whiskey.

They both sipped quietly for a few minutes.

Dan’s eyes suddenly opened wide. Oh my god! What if she had drugged the whiskey? The thought slammed into his head and his hand trembled.

Abby saw this and giggled.

“I don’t think a drink is what is really going to calm either of us. Getting you naked so I can give you another blow job is more likely to do the trick.”

With this, she took the boys hand and led him back to the bedroom.

The room had a feminine feeling to it. The bed was made with pink, frilly covers that Dan couldn’t know had come from Abby’s cousin’s house

“Strip for me,” Abby said. “Last time I didn’t get to see all of you.”

Dan had planned to be the one in charge, but instead he found himself obeying her as he peeled his clothes off.

“Oh dear,” Abby said. “You are so fucking sexy.”

With that she stepped close and hugged him.

Then their lips met.

Suddenly all the uncertainty drained from Dan’s mind.

His tongue probed against hers. He savored the scent of her perfume and the whiskey on her breath. His cock was rock hard and pressing against the flowered pattern of her housecoat. He reached around and pulled her tightly against him. He felt her bulge pressed against his own and it drove him wild.

She eased up and told him, “Lay down”

She guided him to the bed and he did as she asked.

Then she climbed between his legs.

“God, I’ve dreamed of doing this again every day since that first time,” she whispered.

Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Dan moaned as the moist warmth engulfed his dick.


22.

Abby had fought her own fears and uncertainties, but now this yummy, youthful cock was standing erect and waiting for her attention.

She leaded forward and began to suck.

God it felt so incredible having him inside her mouth again.

And he was so hard!

He was with her and she was able to get such a cute young boy so worked up!

That thought turned her on as she bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper into her throat. Last time Dan had used his hands to force her head down, but this time Abby’s hunger drove her to take every last fraction of an inch. There were a few chokes and gags, but this just excited her and increased her determination.

“Oohhhhh! God yes bitch. Take it all!”

The words excited Abby even more. She sucked harder and then moved up the boy’s shaft so she could focus her attention on the sensitive flesh around its mushroom head.

“Yeah slut! Right there! Lick that dick!”

Abby lifted her head and let her tongue wander up and down the boy’s shaft several times before focusing her attention on his balls.

“Suck my nuts you nasty whore!”

After being rewarded with a few more moans, Abby returned her attention to the cock and, in a smooth and practiced movement, once again took it deep into her mouth.

“Damn! Damn! Oh fuck!”

It had only been a few minutes, but Abby knew she had the boy close. Her fingers wrapped around the base of his rod and began rapidly jerking on the lower part while she focused her oral attention on the upper part.
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The young boy’s body was shaking under her and a wail came from him that grew in pitch and volume.

Then suddenly his cock began spewing cum into her mouth.

Abby savored the taste, her tongue sloshing the sticky goo around her mouth as it flicked across the sensitive flesh of the boy’s cock.

For nearly a minute, he continued to pump into her mouth.

He was panting and sweating as she sucked and licked his now flaccid tool clean.

Once he was totally drained, Abby crawled up to lay beside him.

“That was incredible,” he whispered.

She leaned over and kissed the boy.

“You are yummy,” she told him.

“I wanted it to last longer.”

“Trust me you stud, this is going to last all night.”

With that, they wrapped themselves together and rested.


23.

All doubts and fears had drained from Dan’s mind long before Abby drained the cum from his balls.

This felt so good, so right, and so natural.

Her hunger. Guzzling and swallowing his jizz without hesitation.

The kiss had surprised him. It had a flavor… The faint taste of whiskey mixed with the salty taste of cum.

He marveled at how her lips touching his own felt so sensuous and erotic.

He liked it so much he kissed her again, more deeply, as they snuggled together.

“That was incredible baby,” he told her.

“I’m glad you liked it. And that’s just the start. You rest a bit and then you’re going to ram that wonderful, beautiful boy cock right up my tight sissy ass.”

Dan grinned happily.

This woman wanted him and he wanted her.
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24.

Thirty minutes later, Abby’s persistent fondling of his balls had Dan worked up and ready to go again.

“You are such a stud,” Abby purred. “You know just what it takes to keep me satisfied.”

Abby rolled over on her back and wiggled out of the house dress she was wearing. Underneath was the lingerie, bought years earlier for a cousin and a lover who had looked so incredible in it.

Abby just hoped she looked half as desirable.

“Shit,” the boy said. “That’s hot!”

Abby smiled happily, saying “I’m glad you like it. Now fuck me lover boy.”

Last time she had taken the initiative when it came to fucking, but this time she wanted to see what he would do. Her only direct action was handing him a tube of lube.

With Abby still on her back, the boy climbed between her legs. He lifted them, placing one leg over each of his own shoulders. He then squeezed some of the lube onto the tips of the fingers. With his other hand, he gently pulled Abby’s panties to the side and began massaging the lube into her ass.

“Oh god,” she moaned.

He began working a finger into her tight hole and she moaned even louder.

“Yeah baby,” the boy said in a husky voice. “You love having your hole filled, don’t you? Just wait until I fill it with cock.”

“Yes hon,” Abby plead. “Please. I need you in me.”

The boy quickly lubed his own shaft and settled into position. Abby willed her muscles to relax, but the sudden pressure of him pushing into her made her gasp.

“Slow,” she begged. “Please. Slow until you stretch me out a bit.”

The boy could be a gently lover when he wanted and he slowly pushed slightly harder and deeper over the next few minutes.

Abby gasped as the mushroom head of his cock slipped past the muscles of her sphincter.

“You okay?” the boy asked, his voice filled with real concern.

“Yes sweetie. That was perfect. I think it should be easier now.”

And it was…

Within a minute Dan had the rest of his dick inside his lover’s hole. Then he began fucking her in earnest.

She loved the sound and feel of his body slamming against hers mixed with the obscene slurping sound the lube made with each stroke. She moaned with pleasure.

“So good.”

“You need cock, don’t you slut?”

“Your cock. I need your cock. You know just what to do.”

“I know to fuck you like a cheap whore.”

“God I need to be your whore.”

“You are bitch. I own that ass for the rest of the semester, so you better get used to having it pounded.”

“Any time you want, you know you just have to tell me to bend over and it’s yours.”

Neither of them had any real sexual experience, little lone with being vocal during sex. But now the verbal back and forth came so naturally to them, adding even more excitement to their encounter for each of them.
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“Shit. Can’t believe I’m cumming already.”

“Give it to me sweetie. Fill my sissy ass with cum.”

She heard the boy grunt and he seemed to suddenly be slamming into her with incredible force.

“Coming,” he said, his voice strained.

“Yes baby! Yes!”

And then she felt it…

She could feel the warmth of his cum flooding her depths.

She felt him pump glob after glob into her needy ass until he was deflated.

He collapsed on top of her and they kissed.

She felt his cock shrinking inside her and the warmth of his cum dribbling from her hole.

“You are incredible,” she whispered in his ear and then kissed him again.

Then they snuggled again, resting and building up to the next time.


25.

They had not really talked about things in any detail.

Dan had thought he’d go by, get his rocks off, and then leave.

You know, the “Wham, bam, thank you ma’am.” he heard other guys brag about.

Instead they made love until nearly three o’clock the next morning and he ended up spending the night.

That next morning Abby was up and cooking breakfast when he awoke in her bed.

He went to the bathroom to take a piss and then wandered into the kitchen.

She was standing there wearing nothing but panties and a tee-shirt that was a bit too short, cooking and humming happily.

Dan smiled to himself.

This was so surreal, but at the same time felt so natural.
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He walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.

“Breakfast is just about ready,” she told him. “Eggs and bacon.”

“Later I’ve got some sausage for you,” he teased and she laughed.

“You are insatiable, aren’t you? Last night you got it up twelve time, not that I was counting. And it feels like something hard is nestled there in my ass already this morning.”

“You drive me crazy,” Dan said in an earnest voice. “God it is incredible making love to you.”

“The feeling is mutual. Why don’t you pour us both some orange juice?”

They sat and ate while chatting about a variety of topics.

Nobody would have guessed that one was a painfully shy teenager and the other a lonely, crossdressing college professor more than twice his age.

But none of that seemed to matter as the spent the rest of Saturday and most of Sunday making love…


26.

Dan got back to his dorm room late Sunday afternoon.

“Dude!” his roommate greeted him. “You must have been getting some serious ass to be gone all weekend!”

Dan just smiled and started on a bit of homework he needed to finish for Monday.

The next week he saw Professor Brandon the three times he had Calculus.

Dan still struggled with the concept that the sexy, wanton Abby and the quiet, geeky professor were really the same person.

Eventually he just decided to ignore that aspect of things and look forward to the next Friday evening when he and Abby had agreed to meet again.

When Friday finally rolled around, his roommate teased him, “You going to be fucking all weekend again? Maybe you need some help and we could tag team with whoever this hot chick is you’re balling.”

Dan shook his head and left.

“I’m man enough to take care of this myself,” he joked; but part of him felt a new confidence that had never been there before.

When he got to Abby’s house, he didn’t have to ring the doorbell. She had been watching for him and as soon as he stepped on the front porch she opened the door to greet him.
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Abby was dressed only in pink panties and a long pink tee-shirt. She pulled Dan into the house, slammed the door, shoved Dan against the wall, and then fell to her knees and began fumbling with the zipper of his pants.

“I’ve needed this all week,” she said, her voice filled with lust.

Dan helped undo his belt and his pants dropped to his knees. Abby quickly tugged his briefs down and, in the same motion, leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth.

“Ooohhhhhh…” Dan moaned as she eagerly worked on him.

This was beyond just raw lust. He could feel her hunger and her need. She was milking him for his cum. She needed it just as much as she needed air. Maybe even more, Dan realized, as she took him deep down her throat and looked up at him with bulging eyes and unable to breath.

She turned bright red and it was nearly a minute before she backed off and let air rush into her lungs.

Her head bobbed up and down at an incredible pace and within a few minutes he was moaning even louder as he felt an orgasm approaching.

She was relentless in her efforts and his sounds of pleasure only increased her determination.

Less than five minutes after walking up the sidewalk to her house, Dan blew his first load of the weekend down Abby’s throat.

Once she knew she had every drop, she drug him into the bedroom by his hand and put him on the bed.

“Let’s get you ready for round two,” she said as he stripped and she kneeled on the bed, ready to put her mouth back to work on his now-limp cock.


27.

Dan had done his own share of thinking over the week and some of those thoughts passed through his mind as he looked down at the eager tranny kneeling on the bed, sucking on his cock.

She seemed so happy…

And he was curious…

“Shift around,” he told her.

Her eyes glanced up and met his briefly as she continued working on his boy meat, but she slowly began to shift her body. With Dan’s help, she moved so that her bent knees were now straddling his shoulders and he was looking up at the bulge in her pink panties.
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The first time they were together and the weekend before, Abby had cum a few times by either rubbing her panties or rubbing her panties against something. Now Dan reached up and began gently massaging the panty-clad lump that dangled between Abby’s legs.

He was rewarded with a needy whimper from her.

After several minutes of gentle rubbing, Dan tugged at the pink panties and revealed Abby’s small but stiff cock.

“Such a pretty little sissy dick,” Dan said. “It looks yummy.”

Abby pulled her head up briefly and told him, “You don’t have to…”

Her words trailed off as she happily returned to sucking Dan.

“I don’t have to,” Dan whispered. “But I want to.”

With that he gently pushed at Abby’s legs so they spread further and further apart.

Slowly her dick lowered towards where he laid.

Then he opened his mouth and took the sissy cock between his lips.

Oh god. It was so incredible. He was worried it would feel repulsive or something, but instead he began happily nursing on it.


28.

Abby was in heaven.

There was a dick in her mouth and her own small package was buried in her young lover’s warm mouth.

The boy seemed a bit uncertain of what to do at first, but quickly began using his mouth and tongue in the same ways she used her own mouth on him.

And she knew that the boy was even further aroused because his semi-rigid cock was now swollen to full attention.

The boy wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him.

Abby worked her arms under the boy and did the same.

Holding on to each other as if their lives depended on it, both were quickly approaching an orgasm.

Abby wasn’t sure if the boy was ready for her to cum in his mouth. She wanted to warn him that she was close, but she didn’t want to let his delicious shaft leave her mouth. She moaned loudly, but that just encouraged him to suck even more aggressively.

Here it was…

Abby’s eyes were closed, but there was still a brilliant flash of light as she came.

She felt the boy continuing to suck and nurse on her cock as her tiny balls pumped their meager load into his mouth.

And now the taste of her juices pushed the boy over the edge and he began coming in her mouth. Long after she was emptied and drained, he continued squirting gooey globs of cum down her throat.

When it was finally all over, both of them totally drain physically and emotionally, they collapsed lying side by side.
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“Was… Was that okay for you?” Abby asked.

Dan leaned over and kissed her.

“Tasted every bit as yummy as it looked,” he answered.

They hugged each other.

“You haven’t even been her fifteen minutes and you’ve fed me twice,” Abby whispered.

“And we’re going to feed each other a lot more times before the weekend is over.”

Abby smiled happily, but there was something she had to ask.

“If you got a girlfriend. I mean a real girl. Would you still come visit me sometimes?”

Dan thought about this before answering.

“I think so. I mean, I never had any other girlfriend, so I don’t guess I’d really know until it happens. But I can’t imagine not wanting to head over here on Friday afternoon. Besides, it’s not like I’m likely to get a girl anyway.”

“Tammy in your class,” Abby said slowly. “She came to my office. Basically she offered sex if I’d give her a passing grade. I’ve never slept with a student. Well, no student other than you and that’s different. But I suggested that she might want to see if you were available to tutor her.”

“Tammy the cheerleader?” Dan asked, a bit stunned.

“Yes.”

“I doubt I’ll get to first base even if she does want me to tutor her.”

“Maybe you’ll get the chance to try honey.”

“Well, for this weekend I’m going to keep trying to get it up to fuck you my slutty little bitch.”

And about ten minutes later his youthful cock was rock hard once again and buried deep inside Abby’s willing hole.


29.

“The professor said you would be a good tutor for this class.”

Dan looked up from packing his books after the Monday session of Professor Brandon’s calculus class.

And there was Tammy, the perky cheerleader, standing there talking to him.

“I… uh, I guess so. I mean I know calculus pretty well,” he stuttered.

“Maybe we could meet at the library Wednesday and you could help me with my homework?”

“Uh, sure,” Dan stammered.

“I can’t afford to pay a tutor,” she said. “But I might be able to make it up to you another way.”

She ran her finger up his arm as she left the classroom.

Dan looked up at where Professor Brandon was still standing in the front of the classroom.

His mind had come to separate Andy and Abby with each carefully placed into their own compartment of his life.

But this time he saw Abby’s eyes looking at him with something in them.

Maybe uncertainty?

Dan smiled, hefted his backpack, and headed to his next class.
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30.

Dan was in heaven as he sat next to the popular and beautify Tammy helping her work the problem.

“So the integral of the product is the same as the product of the interval,” he explained.

Her hair was so blonde and fluffy. He studied the texture of her sweater and stole a glance at her breasts. The scent of her perfume filled the air around her and was as intoxicating as any drink could be.

“So I can simplify it to this?” she asked, looking over at him and catching him looking down at her jutting tits.

He looked at what she had written. They had spent a half hour on this single, simple problem.

“Yep,” he said. “That’s right.”

“Can I see how you worked the other problems?” she asked.

Dan knew what she meant and pulled his homework out of a folder.
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The girl carefully began copying his answers.

For the next five minutes she wrote and he sat steeling glances at her.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ve got it. Thanks for everything.”

“Sure,” Dan said, not knowing anything else to say.

“Don’t get too close, but follow me,” she whispered as they both put their books and papers in their backpacks.

She started off towards the back of the library, occasionally greeting someone or laughing at a joke thrown her way.

Dan trailed slowly at a distance. He was pretty sure that she didn’t want to be seen any more than she had to with him.

She walked into the shelves of books and took a turn.

Dan followed her, catching site of her once more.

She stopped by a door and motioned to Dan.

“It’s the stairs to the basement,” she whispered to Dan as she opened the door and he followed.

She reached back and took his hand as they went down the stairs.

At the bottom, she opened the door and peeked out at the dimly lit hallway.

“They have different stuff stashed in the different rooms. Professor Dalton said nobody ever comes down here after five o’clock or so.”

Dan had a pretty good idea what was going on when Professor Dalton, one of the younger teachers in the history department, had confided this bit of information to Tammy.

“In here,” she whispered, opening a door and pulling Dan into one of the room.

There were file cabinets and shelves lining the walls and a large table in the center of the room.

Tammy walked forward and then pulled Dan around so she was between her and the table.

“I hate calculus,” she said. “So I really want a study buddy like you to help me, okay?”

With that, she put her arms around him and kissed him gently and quickly on the lips.

Then she pushed him backwards. With her insistent shove, he sat on the table. She pushed him again so he was laying back on the table with his legs dangling off the end.

She reached out and quickly unzipped his pants and worked his cock out of his fly.

She licked at the tip and then took it into her mouth.

Her fingers wrapped around the base and began stroking him as her mouth licked and sucked him.

He moaned with pleasure and disbelief.

A few weeks earlier he hadn’t even kissed a girl. Now he was banging tranny Abby every weekend and had one of the most beautiful cheerleaders in school sucking his cock.

His mind floated to all kinds of scenarios.

Maybe he and Tammy could get married, but she’d be okay with him seeing Abby on the side.

Or maybe she’d do a threesome with Abby and him.

He wondered if she was free Friday night.

Would it hurt Abby’s feelings if Dan didn’t visit her until Saturday?

“I’m about to cum,” Dan whispered in the semi-darkeness.

She had never taken more than the head into her mouth and had licked more than sucked, but her fingers had a firm grasp on his shaft and were milking him.
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She stood up straight and continued jacking his cock while their eyes met.

She smiled at him as he grunted.

And then he started to cum.

It was a gusher and lasted nearly a minute.

She continued stroking him with a tight grip as he came.

“Wow,” she said. “You cum a lot. Listen, you help me pass the test in two weeks and I’ll have an extra surprise for you.”

She wiped her cum-soaked hand on his jeans and picked up her backpack from where it sat on the floor.

“Next Wednesday?” she asked and then turned without waiting for an answer.

At the door she hesitated and turned around.

“And don’t let my boyfriend Stan find out or he’ll pulverize you, okay?”

Then she was gone…

The blowjob had been unenthusiastic at best.

Yes, she was young and beautiful.

But if Dan remembered right, Stan was like a ginormous guy on the football team.

And Dan wasn’t sure what to do about the fact that the crotch of his pants was soaked with his own cum.

“Abby could teach her a thing or two about how a woman should suck a guy off,” Dan muttered as he tried to clean up.

He was just heading out the door of the library when he realized that since the half-hearted blow job his mind had been filled with thoughts of Abby instead of Tammy.

Abby was an incredible lover who focused on satisfying her partner.

Tammy was an interesting distraction, but Dan realized if he had to choose there was no way he’d give up what he had with Abby for a messy hand-job by a bimbo.


31.

It was Saturday morning and Abby was happy…

She and Dan had made love through most of Friday night and the boy had fallen asleep beside her.

Now his eyes blinked groggily.

“Hey honey,” she greeted him, and then kissed him on the lips.

“Last night was incredible,” he told her and she smiled.

But there was something she had to know.

“Better than things with Tammy?”

Dan laughed bitterly and Abby felt like a huge weight had been lifted.

Dan told the story of his Wednesday evening with his new “study buddy” and how he had carefully avoided going anyplace that might be frequented by the dangerous boyfriend Stan just in case he had heard any rumors.

Abby laughed as she listened. Then she told Dan, “You are acing all the homework. I can let you see the exam so you can help her prepare and we’ll make sure she passes.”

Dan nodded.

Abby confessed, “I was worried you might have so much fun with her that you wouldn’t come see me.”

“She’s pretty,” Dan admitted. “And it was exciting in a way. But not like you. I love my sissy slut. You make me feel like a stud and like I fucking own you.”

Abby snuggled closer.

“Your sissy slut loves you to. And you do own me. I belong to you and I need you.”

A few minutes later Abby was bent over the kitchen counter and moaning in delight as Dan relentlessly hammered her from behind with young, viral cock.
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32.

As the midterm approached, Dan had settled into a routine.

In some ways he was surprised to find what would first have been his dream come true wasn’t all he expected while something he had never expected even in his wildest dreams had suddenly become so much a part of his life...

Every Wednesday evening, he would meet Tammy at the library to help her with that week’s homework assignments.

Each of these study sessions was followed by another type of session involving a trip to the basement for a quick, half-hearted blow job followed by a hand job.

Dan had learned to bring a handkerchief with him so he could clean up after Tammy finished her work and left.

But then, that was the difference…

To Tammy, it was work. An obligation. Some way she could use her cuteness and sexiness to get what she wanted out of life.

It was nothing like Friday night and the searing lust that consumed both Dan and Abby as they started their weekend of uninhibited sexual hedonism together.

Abby might be a pudgy crossdresser twice his age, but when they were together it was like nothing else outside the walls of the house that hid their twisted perversions from the world even existed.

Dan knew exactly what questions were going to be on the midterm and he went over them time after time with Tammy.

For her part, Tammy had no clue what she was doing but learned to flawlessly write out the answers Dan had provided.

The midterm exam was on a Monday and Dan was still double checking his answers when Tammy handed her exam in. She flashed him a smile and a quick thumbs up as she left the classroom.

It was Wednesday when Professor Brandon handed back the graded exams.

“Well,” he said as he started passing them to people, “The average score was only a 52%, but we had three people make perfect scores, so I don’t feel like it would be fair to use any curve on the grades.”

Dan took the paper handed to him and saw that he was one with a perfect score.

He watched as the professor handed Tammy her paper. The girl folded it over, took a deep breath, and then quickly glanced at it. By her squeal of surprise and delight, Dan knew she was happy with her grade.

That evening she was bubbling with excitement as she told Dan about it.

“I was never good at math and I got a perfect score on that test! Now I’m making an A in the class! I have to keep at least a B average to stay on the cheerleading squad and I just knew this semester was going to blow it for me. Thank you so much!”

She forgot her own rule and gave Dan a quick peck on the cheek while a few students gathered in the library watched on.

“Let’s finish this week’s work,” Dan suggested. “Then we can celebrate your grade.”

He gave her what he thought was a lustful grin and was delighted when she returned it with one of her own.

An hour later they each slipped separately to their regular place in the basement.
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33.

Dan walked into the basement room where Tammy was waiting.

“Want to feel me up?” she asked as he walked towards her.

She turned so he could hug her from behind.

“You can put your hand in my panties,” she suggested.

Dan lifted the front of her skirt with one hand and worked the other into the elastic band of the girl’s panties. Moving down, his fingers encountered the furry snatch between her legs.
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“My clit,” she whispered. “At the top. Rub the little fold there.”

Dan did as he was told and she gasped with pleasure. His finger flicked over the tender bud of flesh and he could feel her pussy growing moist. Then he felt her quiver in his arms.

“Just like that,” she told him. “Don’t stop. I’m going to cum.”

Less than a minute later her body began to twitch and shudder.

A low moan escaped her mouth.

By now, Dan had settled into a rhythm and knew just how to work his finger. Sometimes his finger would slip off the tiny knob that pleasured her, but it always quickly found its way back.

For nearly a minute her body continued shaking.

Then she relaxed in his arms and reached down to pull his hand out of her panties.

“That was nice,” she said. “See you next Wednesday?”

With that, she slipped out of his arms and out the door.


34.

Andy was watching a rerun on television when his phone buzzed.

“YOU THERE?” read the text he recognized as coming from Dan.

“YES. HOW DID THINGS GO WITH TAMMY?”

Andy knew the girl had been happy with her grade and, while there was an element of jealousy, Andy hoped that she had shown Dan her appreciation in an appropriate manner.

“BITCH MADE ME HORNY. DRESS. I’M COMING TO THE HOUSE.”

Andy looked at the text for several seconds.

So far, Dan had only come by on weekends and he considered what this sudden change in there arrangement might mean.

“It will mean I get my sissy ass fucked raw tonight,” he whispered to himself.

“GIVE ME 15 MINUTES,” Andy quickly texted back.

Then he stood up and began rushing to get ready. He stopped once to look at the response Dan had sent.

“I’LL GIVE YOU 15, THEN I’M GOING TO GIVE YOU THE D!”

“DOOR WILL BE UNLOCKED,” Andy texted back.
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He went to the closet and pulled out some of the stuff he had picked up at his cousin’s house as well as a couple of items he had ordered just a few weeks earlier.

Part of him was nervous, but another part knew this was the time to try something a bit different.


35.

Dan was horny and totally put out with the bitch Tammy.

She seemed to think that him getting her off should be enough to keep him happy for the week.

Instead he was worked up and needed some relief.

He was halfway to the house when he received the last text from Abby.

“DOOR WILL BE UNLOCKED.”

Abby had always met him at the door in the past and he wondered why this time might be different.

But it really didn’t matter as long as he got his rocks off.

About ten minutes later he was on the front porch.

He knocked first, but there was no answer. Then he tried the door and found that it was unlocked as promised.

Dan slipped inside the dimly lit house, closing and locking the door behind him.

There was no sign of Abby in the front room.

Dan checked the kitchen and found that it was also empty.

Then he walked down the hall to the bedroom.
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The sound of his shoes on the floor echoed though the quiet house.

He wasn’t sure what Abby was doing, but at the same time he knew she probably was up to something that would make that bitch Tammy look like nothing but vanilla in comparison.

He slowly opened the bedroom door and looked inside.

“Oh shit yeah,” he said and began peeling his clothes off.


36.

Abby’s mind was racing.

She worked quickly, but was also trying to think ahead; desperate to make certain that she didn’t miss some important detail.

Her hair was long enough now that a colored headband was enough to make her look feminine.

She pulled something from a box and looked at it. It was like a dog collar except there was a large latex tube on it.

She carefully put this between her lips and worked to buckle the strap behind her head.

She had tried it on a few times since the arrival of the package holding it, but the sensation was still new and somewhat odd. Her mouth was held open by the device. She could not speak and she could do nothing to stop anything that might be slid into the latex tube from continuing its journey straight through her open mouth and down her helpless throat.

She quickly put a second, more traditional collar around her neck.

Next she pulled out what looked like a leather garter belt and put it around her hips. She adjusted it so that a series of handles sewn on it running lengthwise with her body were properly located to give her lover a handhold to grasp no matter what position she might find herself in.

She took out a silver chain that had small clamps on each end and then placed these clamps on her nipples.

A moan and a trail of saliva came from the tube that perversely held her mouth open for use as nothing but a fuck toy. It made it impossible for her to swallow which was both humiliating and a turn-on.

Abby tossed several pillows on the bed and climbed up.

She had two stiff rubber sticks about a foot and a half in length, each with another collar on each end.

She put the first one around her ankles and then put the second one on near her knees. Her legs were now firmly held apart by the two shafts.

Next she took a blindfold and placed it over her eyes. The room had been dimly lit, but now she savored the darkness. It somehow matched the void in her soul that her young lover would soon come to fill.

Twisting around was more difficult than she had expected, but she grabbed one last item from the bed and then leaned forward. Her head was near the head of the bed and her stomach was on the pillows.

This left her panty clad ass exposed above the forced spread of her bound legs.

She began her struggled with the final part of her preparation.

It was a modified set of handcuffs and getting the second wrist tightly closed proved challenging. Eventually she made it and her wrists were locked behind her back.

Now she was in new territory, never having had the nerve to try anything to this point before out of fear of being unable to turn back.

She drug the handcuffs over the surface of the belt a few time.

There was a small clip that snapped into place on her fourth try, binding the cuffs to a buckle on the back of the belt around her waist.

Drool was now forming a small puddle on the bed below her head with Abby unable to close her mouth or swallow to prevent it.
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Oh shit!

Had she remembered to unlock the front door?

Trussed and bound, she was helpless and if she had not unlocked the door she would be stuck like this until someone found her.

She thought she had unlocked the door, but what if she hadn’t?

If she hadn’t, would Dan figure out a way to get into her house?

Why hadn’t she given the boy a key to the house?

What if he called a locksmith and they found her like this?

She was breathing heavily, but still heard the soft knock at the front door.

Now she held her breath, not daring to breathe until she heard the door creak and the sound of Dan’s footsteps in the front room.

She sighed with relief, now abandoning all but the wait for him to find her.

She hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed.

It seemed to be ages, but then she heard the bedroom door open.

“Oh shit yeah!”

The tone of Dan’s voice was reassuring.

She had wanted to surprise him and knew she had succeeded.


37.

Although Dan had never seen anything like the sight that greeted him on the bed, he instinctively knew what to do.

He quickly stripped and moved to the bed.

He had a raging boner and every step of the walk here had left him more frustrated with Tammy and her prissy bitch games.

He needed some fucking relief and he needed it now.

And it was clear that Abby was willingly offering her body up as a sacrifice to the demons of lust that now fueled him.

Dan crawled onto the bed and admired the ass that was there for his viewing (and fucking) pleasure.

Abby might be a little chubby, but her ass was nicely curved.
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Dan picked up a tube of lube that she had placed to the side on the bed before getting herself into her bindings. He lubed his cock and gently slid a well lubed finger into the sissy ass in front of him.

“You want it, don’t you sissy?” he asked and was rewarded with a moan of affirmation.

“Well teacher,” he said as he moved into position behind her, “I think your favorite student is about to teach you a thing or two.”

Abby moaned as Dan slid his cock into her in one slow but unrelenting motion.

Dan firmly grasped two of the many handles on the belt around her waist and began fucking her.


38.

All of the doubt and uncertainty had drained from Abby’s body.

She was this boy’s fuck toy. That is all she could be, all she was, and all she wanted to be.

His firm grip on the belt around her waist pulled her ass back and into him.

The sound of flesh on flesh cracked through the air with each thrust.

Bound and helpless, she let herself just enjoy what was being done to her.

Oh god this boy’s cock in her sissy pussy-ass felt so good.

Fleetingly she wondered if he was imagining he was fucking Tammy after what obviously must have been a frustrating encounter.
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But it didn’t matter now.

She was his fuck toy and fuck toys don’t worry about what the master they served were thing about.

All a fuck toy did was let themselves be used to please their owner.

And all Abby wanted was her lover to use his young cock to fill her willing hole.

She moaned and another drop of drool fell from her open mouth.


39.

Dan was like a machine—totally focused on skewing the ass, so willing offered up in a fit of self-bondage, with his cock.

The encounter with Tammy had worked him up.

On the walk to Abby’s house his thoughts had swung like a pendulum.

At times his mind was filed with fresh memories of how Tammy’s trim body had felt in his arms and the quiver of her youthful flesh under this touch.

Others times his mind had been filled with raw lust for Abby who was always eager and hungry with no inhibitions or boundaries when it came to sex.

But any thoughts of Tammy had faded with the first thrust of his cock into the tight depths of Abby’s sissy hole.

Dan loved the cadence of their bodies. His push forward. Lifting Abby nearly off the bed as he pulled her back and onto his shaft. The slap of flesh against flesh. Watching the lips of her sissy ass cling greedily to his cock as he pulled out.

And then doing it all over again.

Time after time.

“Shit bitch,” he groaned loudly. “Gonna cum!”

His hands regripped the handles of the belt and he roughly pulled her back and held her against him as his cock spewed his load into Abby’s pansy ass.

Finally drained, he released his grip and let Abby fall forward, freeing his now limp dick.

Panting with exhaustion, Dan moved towards the head of the bed and grasped the collar around Abby’s neck. He lifted her head and, for the first time, was able to study the gag that held her mouth open.

“Fucking slut,” he muttered as she stroked his own cock a few times.
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The excitement of the bound and helpless piece of flesh that was his to use was nearly unbearable. He felt himself growing stiff again and moved to be in front of Abby. He settled into a setting position near the head of the bed and once more lifted her sissy head. He gently lowered her head, grasping her collar with one hand and guiding his cock towards the open void of her mouth filled and unable to move by the perverse gag.

Dan moaned as his cock slid into the tube and the warm, moist depths of Abby’s mouth.

“God yeah,” he moaned.

Fresh from her sissy ass, his dick was now in Abby’s mouth.

Her holes were his to use and her venture into self-bondage just proved that they both knew that…


40.

Some primitive instinct in Abby seemed to be able to anticipate each perverse move her boy lover was about to make.

As her head was lowered, she felt the resistance as his cock touched the latex ring that forced her mouth open and vulnerable.

At first, she was disappointed.

The arrangement that left her so exposed to his whims also had its limitations. Her tongue was pressed down in her mouth, so she was unable to flick it around the head of his encroaching cock. And without being able to seal her lips about her lover’s dick, she was also unable to really suck on him.

Somehow Dan seemed to sense these limitations and grasped Abby’s head firmly between his hands.

He forced her head up and down, fucking the open and drooling tube. He watched her cheeks expand and contract with the strokes and the steady stream of spittle that now run from her pussy mouth.

Letting his eyes move down her back, he could see her bound hands that were somehow attached to the belt.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Dan cussed to himself and she could tell that the boy had not only hard so soon, but was also quickly approaching another orgasm.

Abby felt her head roughly slammed downward on his shaft while his hips thrust forward to meet her.

Then she felt him stiffen and began squirting his second load of the evening.

Abby realized another limitation of the instrument of torment that pried her jaws apart, leaving them wide and vulnerable.

As he came, her inability to swallow meant that his precious cum dribbled from her mouth just like her own salvia had for the last half hour.

She was frustrated, but at the same time the humiliation of being so disappointed not to be able to slurp every drip of her boy lover’s seed made her feel so naughty and wanton.

Now she felt him moving again.

Rough hands gripped the belt and tugged until she was lying on her back.

“That bitch Tammy let me play with her clitty for a little while,” the boy’s voice taunted.

Still bound and blindfolded, her world was darkness as she felt his fingers run over her own swollen clit.

She moaned.

“But I’d rather play with yours any day, slut.”

His fingers grasped the length of her sissy clit and began gently stroking it.

She could sense him leaning forward and her body tensed for what she knew was next.

Suddenly her jutting sissy stick was sliding between the boy’s lips.
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He began to eagerly nurse and suckle at her tiny nubbin as she continued to moan loudly. There was a soft whistling sound as her labored breaths passed through the opening of the gag.

On her back, some of the exquisite cum that had been dumped into her helpless mouth earlier began to slowly trickle down her throat.

As she savored the taste, she felt her own clit explode. The boy eagerly gulped her meager load.

Once she was drained, he moved to lie beside her and gently undid the gag.

“Didn’t work like I thought,” she tried to explain, her words sounding more like primitive grunt than any language.

Shutting her mouth now felt foreign and her teeth failed to settle into their normal position after being shifted somehow by the gag for the last hour.

But then he kissed her and she kissed him back.

“I thought the gag might be unconformable,” he whispered to her. “But don’t expect any mercy with the rest of this kinky getup you’re in baby.”

She looked into his eyes and smiled.

“Let me suck you right,” she said. Her voice was filled with both a plea and a hunger.

Once more the boy shifted.

Now Abby was able to really use her mouth. Some innate talent and hundreds of blow jobs of training had taught her dozens of little tricks and she used every one she knew on the boy.

It was four hours and nearly a dozen orgasms later when her young lover finally had his fill of his bound and helpless sissy.

He released her and they fell asleep together, holding tightly to each other.


41.

The next morning, Dan woke up to find Abby watching him.

“You looked so peaceful,” she said. “What time is your first class?”

“Ten o’clock,” Dan said in a sleepy voice.

“Plenty of time for a nice long blow job,” she told him and began kissing her way down his body.

“Oh god,” he whispered. “What a way to wake up.”

Neither spoke for some time after that.

[image: ]


42.

Thursday afternoon and most of Friday, both Dan and Andy did their share of thinking.

Friday evening came and they continued to explore new and twisted fantasies with the various tools and toys Abby had, until now, hidden away.

It was nearly midnight when they both were finally exhausted.

Lying side by side.

Dan found himself nervous about saying what was on his mind.

“The other evening,” he finally said. “It was incredible. I want to fuck and suck all night every night. Not just on weekends.”

Abby smiled.

“Silly boy,” she whispered. “You don’t think I want that just as much as you?”

Then she explained her plan.
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43.

The semester was nearing its end.

Tammy meet Dan in the library one last time after she had aced the final exam for the class.

With no homework to do, they both quickly headed down to the basement.

“Thank you for helping me get an A in the class,” she said as Dan hugged her. “Want to play with my pussy again?”

“I want to see your body,” Dan said. “You’re so beautiful.”

Tammy hesitated, but then began to unbutton her blouse. Once free of it, she slipped out of her skirt and stood there wearing only her panties and bra.

She had been so self-conscious that she hadn’t noticed that Dan was also stripping down.

When she looked up and saw him standing there naked, she gasped in surprise.

“Now let me play with you,” Dan whisper and she turned so that once again her back was against his chest.

His fingers quickly found their way to her pussy and he felt her body quake with some combination of lust and nervousness. Quickly going to work, he soon had her wet and moaning.

“I’m going to cum,” she said. Her body felt week and she leaned forward over one of the tables in the room while Dan continued playing with her fuzzy beaver.

She moaned and then her body once more began to quake uncontrollably.

Soon she was panting and exhausted.

“Maybe we’ll have a class together next semester,” she said, knowing they wouldn’t and trying to stand up.

One of Dan’s hands pressed firmly into her back.

“Even if we don’t,” Dan told her, “We can still get together on Wednesday evenings.”

He reached down and tugged at her panties until they dropped around her knees.

“What are you doing?” she hissed.

“Fucking the prettiest girl in school,” he answered as he shoved forward and into the depths of her pussy.

“No,” she said. But other than that single word she didn’t offer any resistance as Dan began fucking her.

After nearly fifteen minutes of feeling his cock sliding over the moist surface of her clit, Tammy felt another orgasm coming.

“Coming again,” she said in a strained voice.

“I knew you would,” Dan told her and began plowing her prissy little pussy with even more urgency.

“Nnnuuuuuuggggggggg!!!” A primal sound came from her as she felt herself washed over the edge.

Dan felt himself getting close now and grunted with each thrust.

“No,” she gasped as his plowed into her from behind.

“Birth,” she said on the next stroke.

“Control,” she finished.

“Pull”

“Out”

“Please!”

“I’m cumming inside you,” Dan said in a strained voice. “Get your mouth ready.”
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With that he pulled out and moved quickly to the table.

He leaned against it beside where Tammy was bent forward and resting on her arms.

Dan roughly grabbed the girl’s hair and pulled her to his cock.

She gagged and sputtered as he forced himself into the depths of her mouth.

And then suddenly he was cumming.

Her head held tightly against his body, she choked as her mouth was suddenly filled with sticky cum.

Once his cock was drained, he relaxed his grip.

“So,” he said as she collapsed to the floor and sat there exhausted. “Next semester, every Wednesday?”

Her own juices had trickled down her legs. Dribbles of Dan’s load formed small rivers down the corners of her mouth. Her nose was running and tears had made her mascara run.

She looked pitiful, sexy, and well fucked all at the same time.

Then she nodded and shyly added, “And maybe Sunday mornings if I can sneak away from my boyfriend for a few hours.”

She quickly dressed as Dan watched her with a smile.

Sure, Sunday might mean he was getting sloppy seconds.

But who gave a damn? She was a nicely built piece of ass.

“Sounds good,” Dan said as she pulled on her sandals and walked towards the door.

She turned, hesitated, blew him a kiss and then was gone.

“So,” came a voice from a darkened corner of the room. “Do you think you can get away on Sunday mornings for that hussy?”

Dan turned and watched Abby walk towards him.

“Maybe sometimes,” Dan said. “Or maybe we’ll just have to do a threesome.”

Abby was in front of the naked young man now. Their eyes locked and after a few moments she smiled.

“Let me see what that pussy juice you have all over your cock tastes like,” she joked as she kneeled in front of him and leaned forward.

She took his cock into her mouth and savored the taste.

“Yummy,” she purred before putting her mouth back to work doing what it was meant to do: satisfying her young lover.


44.

Professor Brandon had announced his retirement shortly before the end of the semester. Although a bit young to retire by college standards, he was to the point where he could live a comfortable retirement. There were rumors that he was moving to Florida to enjoy the warmer climate.

The other big news in the math department had to do with Dan. The paper he had submitted offering the proof of some obscure mathematical theorem had been accepted for publication. Quickly seeing the potential, the head of the department had offered him a scholarship to allow him to continue working towards a doctorate degree with the understanding that he would then join the faculty.

And Tammy the cheerleader broke up with her boyfriend, the beefy football quarte back. Her friends giggled about her beginning to date a geek from the math department instead.

One day another cheerleader had asked, “So why do you hang with the geek? Does he have money or does he have a big dick?”

Tammy had laughed and asked her own question in return. “Why do you think I’d settle for a guy who didn’t have both?”

Of course what she didn’t tell any of them was of the hours spent in bondage, being used by her new lover to explore all kinds of twisted sexual fantasies.

Her lover’s older aunt looked vaguely familiar, but she never was able to place her. But then the truth was that Tammy loved it rough and loved getting nailed by Dan and his shemale aunt. Bondage. Spanking. Getting two holes filled every night. What more could a girl want?

And Abby felt the same way.

Her young, virile lover who could satisfy her lustful cravings. It felt a bit awkward with the girl around at first, but once Tammy and Aunt Abby found their shared of love of submission, Abby grew rather fond of the girl.
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Of course sometimes years later when Dan was off teaching one of his classes, Abby would spend hours using and abusing the pretty young girl. And when Dan would get home, he would punish Abby appropriately and then the three of them would do some unspeakably kinky thing until late in the night.

Yes, Dan turned out to be a good teacher. He not only taught math, but had taught a spoiled cheerleader to submit to him and had taught Abby how to become the perfect sissy she had always secretly wanted to be…


Later

It is never “goodbye” with Syndie (that’s me!!!), just “later”. (And sometimes a “no” also just means “later”. *wink*)

Leave a review or drop a note to syndie.truelove@yahoo.com. Sending a note gets you on “The List” and, unlike Santa, this list is only for naughty boys and girls!

Xoxoxo,
Syndie
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