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Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!
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Dear Reader,
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A Word On This Story

Dear Readers,

I like to play with my writing, and honestly, I don’t know where my ideas come from. Sometimes they come while I’m driving, or taking a walk, or lying in bed next to my husband Marc. The subject of immortal beings has always fascinated me, so I wondered what would happen if I wrote a story about immortals with an “erotic twist,” but having the same kick-ass enjoyment I put in all my stories. Please let me know how you like this little “departure of mine” from the stuff I usually write about. I’m sure my dirty little mind can go in any direction I want it to go in. If you would like to read more stories like this, just shoot me an email at jdicey120@yahoo.com

I’ll even name a character in an upcoming book for you for doing so!

I do it all for you!

❤️JD
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Preface

__________________

________

Atall, slim, beautifully built, dark-haired, mysterious beauty is what I am. I want guys to stare at me and try cheesy pic-up lines on me as I get to swat them down. I want guys to flirt with me in the college library, at dorm parties and bars. I wanted to find a handsome guy, worthy of my hotness, who would worship at my feet and do anything for me.

I’d speak in a low, pleasing, seductive tone that would have men eating out of my hands. I have some money, so my clothing would be outrageous, and I’d be dressed to the nines whenever I went out – the sluttier looking, the better. I’m talking low-cut blouses with the top buttons open, teasingly short black satin skirts, and laced bras giving a peek at my generously endowed breasts. My shoes would be black stiletto heels that wrapped around my ankles.

For fancy occasions, I’d be classy as hell. I love a long, one-piece black dress with a high slit up the side that shows off my long, creamy smooth legs.

In bed? Forget about it. I’d tear a guy apart so badly; he’d be at my knees begging for more after we’d have done it all night.

My hair is long, auburn, seductive. It flows down past my shoulders, where it ends in curls. The skin of my face is soft, creamy, and my eyes are a piercing deep blue. I’m twenty years old and a college junior at Clairmont State, a small liberal arts college in the middle of New Jersey.

Here's the kicker. Ready? My name is Dan Sickles, and while I am a twenty year old college junior, I’m NOT a girl. What I’ve just described is a recurring dream I’ve been having lately. I have no idea where the hell it came from. There’s a thought I’ve been entertaining that horrifies me. What if somehow my subconscious is telling me that is exactly who I should be? Every time I wake up from that dream, I’m covered in sweat and my cock is as hard as a goal post. Okay, let me be on the level here.

I’m just a guy unhappy in his present state with these fantasy dreams and no outlet for them. I’m sort of “on the fence” about being the person I just described, but that would be tough. My personality comes across as effeminate to my roommate Harry and the other guys on my corridor. They make snide jokes when I go out with a girl, or they see me talking to one. That’s the way it was in high school too. I was teased unmercifully because I was effeminate, but I was just being myself. This conflict within me has caused me endless turmoil.

The bullying has become a bigger problem lately. It got really bad by junior year. I thought that a few weeks ago it was getting better when they asked me to go out with them to the bars in town because they almost never ask me. I was pretty happy about it to be honest. But when I went back to my dorm room to get ready to go out, I found girl’s clothes laid out on the bed for me. I was standing in front of my bed, embarrassed as hell when Harry, and some of the guys came to my doorway and started laughing, especially this prick named Devon. I was devastated. I don’t know where they got the clothes from; probably from somebody’s girlfriend. Devon is a star pitcher on the baseball team and a foul-mannered ladies’ man (a real asshole). He was laughing with the rest of the rest of them and said, “See Dan? We want you to be yourself when you go out with us!” Everyone was cracking up except for me. I wanted to die. I could never reveal my true desires – especially not to them.

After that incident in my room, I’ve all but given up. All I need is “to flip” and become what I dream about. I need a good, solid pathway to get there. But the thought terrifies me, and the dreams keep coming. Whatever else I imagine my sexuality to be I do know one thing: I wanna be HOT, and I wanna be BAD. 

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

_______________

___

Her name is Arabella. She lives in my dorm on the third floor west. Arabella attracts me because I’m “romanticizing” about her – and day dreaming about her as well. She is everything that I’m not, and assaults my senses. I’m curious about her. She seems to be a loner, like me. She tends to avoid the dorm parties and is usually in the library studying, or sitting in the cafeteria on her laptop doing work, or reading a book.

She’s stunning. She gets a lot of looks from guys – five feet six inches tall, long black hair down to her waist with a part on the side, and a cute wave over her forehead, long, attractive legs revealed by short denim skirts, and an incredible figure. Her eyes were a sharp greenish brown – simply a gorgeous woman. I just have a “feeling,” that I need to talk her up, see what she’s about. The question is – how? Strangely, she gets me hard as a rock, but the question is what am I attracted to exactly? This is what I need to figure out. I’m kind of on the fence about my sexuality. I like girls, but sometimes a good looking guy sets me off too.

Am I gay? Am I bisexual? I’m not really sure, but you know, these thoughts keep coming along with the dreams. I’m obsessed with the dreams. The dreams are vivid. They are coming with even greater frequency lately and they are always the same. I’m a female version of me (but with a cock) and I’m lying in my bed and very aroused. Suddenly a beautiful woman comes out of the half light of the room and walks slowly to my bed. She is scantily clad in a bra and panties, with long, flowing brunette hair, catlike and seductive brown-green eyes, and her lust for me is palpable. I want to say something, but she places a fingertip on my lips to quiet me. Then she climbs into bed with me. She is also endowed with the “equipment” that makes her a shemale as well. I wake up in a cold sweat, having had a wet dream.

With a shudder I realize that I’m dreaming of Arabella and me! But how? Why? I don’t even know if the real Arabella is a shemale, transgender woman, or whatever. She’s just there, in my dreams.

I seem to be attracted to both guys and girls. Even Devon, the aforementioned prick who I’d really like to kill, sometimes gets my dick hard. So maybe I am a bisexual? I have a feeling that this year my tree will bend in the way “it’s supposed to.”

I was in my dorm room on a Tuesday night, reading. I’m taking an American Lit class, and I’d rather read the novels the prof assigns in my room, comfortable on my bed with the back pillow cushion, instead of the library. My roommate Harry is in the library all the time. He’s an accounting major and I almost never see him.

So after I finished a couple of chapters, I wanted a sandwich and a soft drink from the college snack bar in the dormitory building next door – Sedgwick Hall. So, paperback in hand, I headed out for the cafeteria. It was a nice, clear October night. It gets chilly at night now, and all the stars are out. The leaves are their brightest too during the day. This really is a beautiful place to go to school. Halloween on campus is always fun. There are usually parties, but as always, I was without a date should I choose to go to any of them.

I was on line waiting to be served and I saw, of all people, Arabella seated at a table by herself in the middle of the room. I started perspiring – shit! That always happens when I’m nervous. Now is my chance, I thought. I ordered a tuna melt and a Coke. I took a deep breath and headed for Arabella’s table. Her head was down, and she was typing into her laptop.

I cleared my throat, and said, “Excuse me, mind if I join you?” She looked at me, and smiled.

“Sure, go right ahead. It’s a free country, right?” she said laughing.

“Well yeah, for now anyway.” We both laughed.

“My name’s Dan, and you are?” I said playing dumb. Hell, everyone in the dorm knew who Arabella was by sight. I never saw her with any girlfriends, and no one knew what her story was exactly. Rumors floated around that she was older, was in business and decided to come back to school, or that she had a dark, mysterious past and was trying to start over. Looking at her with her dark eye makeup, and piercing green/brown eyes, kind of a “gothy look,” I could see how rumors would float around.

“I’m Arabella. You know I’ve seen you in the dorm and on campus before.”

“Oh really? And?”

“Nothing,” she said, shifting in her seat as I sat down with my food, “I’m surprised you never knew my name. We’ve been in the same dorm for three years and this is the first time we’ve ever talked. Don’t you find that odd?”

“Well, not really. I mean back home we have neighbors that have lived there for years, and months go by, and we never talk.”

She nodded her head, smiling. “I suppose that’s possible. I wouldn’t know because my parents are divorced, and my mom and I moved around a lot.”

I nodded my head in appreciation of that. “Yeah, I gotcha.’”

My eyes were drawn to her hands. She wore these black nylon gloves with the fingers cut out. Funny, I never noticed that before. She had on boots and black, fishnet stockings too, and a short, leather skirt.

“Say, I was wondering if you might like to go out sometime?” I probably sounded like a jerk, or worse – desperate. I waited for her to brush me off, and then it would just be awkward while I finished my sandwich. I was pleasantly surprised when she didn’t blow me off.

“Sure Dan, that would be cool. What would you like to do?”

Shock time! I wasn’t prepared for that. “Uh, I dunno, maybe go out for a drink in town or a movie?” She was studying me, and it made me a bit uncomfortable.

“Can I ask you something Dan, and I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable.”

“Sure, ask away,” I said. Uncomfortable was exactly how I felt.

“I don’t think you have much experience with girls, do you?” she said with a strange smile, like she could see right through me. I was being studied, like I was some kind of a lab experiment.

“Uh, actually, no I don’t. I mean, I’ve dated girls, but I’ve never really hit it off with many.”

“You mean, you’ve never had sex with anyone, am I right?” she said, cocking her head to an angle. Boy, she got right down to business.

I looked down, feeling ashamed. “Yeah, you’re right,” I said feeling like a total loser.

“I don’t know Dan, and please don’t take this the wrong way, but I think you’re ‘looking for something,’ but I’m not quite sure what it is.”

I laughed. “Are you usually this perceptive with guys you’ve just met?”

“Look, I tell you what,” she said. “I think you’re cute, and I can tell you’re ‘a bit muddled.’ You might find this to be a little strange, but I sort of have a sixth sense about certain things. I’ve seen you checking me out from a distance, and . . . I find you interesting. I really would like to know you better.”

Wow! She sure didn’t mince words.

“Uh, is it okay if I walk with you back to the dorm?” I said.

“Sure it is. I know people are going to be staring at us; I’ve heard some of the rumors floating around about me. Think you can handle that?”

“Oh, I know I can. Believe it or not, I’ve got my own share of rumors too.”

So we finished up our food and sat and made small talk, while we both got coffee. When we got back to the dorm she invited me back up to her room. She lived alone and didn’t have a roommate. I thought that was strange because roommates were the norm on campus.

“Well,” she said, with a sweeping gesture around the room. “This is me.”

There were paintings around the room, all made by her. She was an art major, and some of it was quite good. They had kind of a dark theme, at least that was the vibe I got. There were also scented candles lined up on one of her shelves. One was burning now that smelled like evergreens.

“Please Dan, don’t act like a stranger – have a seat,” she pointed to the bed. So I sat down,. and she sat down rather close to me.

“I have a secret for you,” she said. “I’m a loner and I don’t have a lot of friends, but I’ve heard the rumors about me; everything from being a lesbian, just weird, and all sorts of nasty stuff. But I will tell you that I do have friends. It’s kind of a sisterhood.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, not wanting to pursue the topic any more than that. Our stories sounded familiar. All except the horrible bullying and public embarrassment parts. This was a campus that was yet to be affected by the social “reforms” spreading around colleges.

“I’m bullied a lot, and I’m kind of an outcast,” I said.

She looked me in the eyes with a serious expression. “I know. I get those vibes from you.”

I proceeded to tell her about my uncomfortable dreams, minus the part that she was in them, and the incident with the girl’s clothes laid out on my bed and the harassment I got from the guys on my floor. In Arabella, I found someone I could talk to about that and find a sympathetic ear. She looked at me then with a mischievous grin.

“I might have something to make you feel better about yourself Dan, and it would help me too.”

“Oh, and what might that be?” I asked, very curious now.

“Well, I could suck your cock and see how you like it. I mean, speaking for myself now, I’m so fucking horny, and I haven’t found anyone on this campus that’s really my type. So, whaddya say?”

I was stunned, and the boner in my pants which I thought would get no relief tonight was doing a happy dance.

“Uh, wow . . . ” I laughed nervously, “You really are forward, you know that?”

She laughed. “Yeah, I know. Maybe that’s my problem – being forward I mean.”

She kept her gloves on, and she pulled me by the shoulder, leaning into me and turning my chin in her gloved hand to face her. She kissed me, and for the first time in years, I was aroused by a flesh and blood woman. Her lips tasted like her cherry lip gloss, and the tip of her tongue entered my mouth, and roped itself around my tongue.

We kissed deeply for several minutes, and my cock was throbbing inside my jeans. She had long, black-painted fingernails, and she grabbed my crotch and rubbed my cock through the jeans. I felt some pre cum escape and it made me kiss her harder. Arabella read body language like an expert, and she started to unzip my zipper, slowly, and pulled it completely down. Without taking her mouth off me, she unbuttoned the clasp on my jeans and reached under my boxers, and grabbed my cock with her fingers making a fist around my shaft.

She broke off the kiss and placed some of the pre cum on her fingertip and placed it up to her lips, and stuck her tongue out, licking her finger. This turned me on even more. Whether it was me wanting to be on the giving or receiving end of that little maneuver was a question for another day.

“Stand up Dan,” she said, grinning.

I didn’t need to be told, and as soon as I was off the bed, she hooked her fingers underneath my boxers, and pulled them down as my jeans fell to the floor.

“My, what skinny legs you have! They’re hairless too,” she said laughing. “Nice cock too, by the way – just what I need!”

“Now get on the bed on your back,” she said with a faraway voice.

After I did, she straddled me, just below my waist, and placed her closed, soft lips on my erect cock, which was throbbing, my veins bulging. She stroked it with the underside of her fingers and said, “You’ve got the biggest cock I’ve seen in a long time, Dan.”

I knew my cock was big, I just never found an outlet to use it before. She placed her lips back on it, and stuck her tongue out, rubbing around my head like a paint brush. Her mouth was very wet, and it felt delicious. I was squirming underneath her and then she slid her mouth over my entire shaft, keeping her lips so tightly closed that her cheeks hollowed. She went very slowly, and her tongue was rubbing the soft tuft of skin underneath my shaft. Just when I thought I was going to cum, she pulled off me and left me to hang – literally, looking at me like a sorceress.

She then went back to sucking and licking, driving me insane. I placed my hand on top of her cool, silky hair, and she went faster and faster, moans escaping between her closed lips.

She never opened her lips, just moved them back and forth as she did her thing. Now I gasped and let out a long moan and my body tensed, as I shot a huge load into her mouth. I felt her sucking very hard as my jizz filled her mouth, swallowing most of it. It turned me on to see to some of it spilling down from the sides of her mouth and her cheeks. All the time she was sucking on me, her legs straddled my left thigh, and she was moving up and down. Just after I came, her body stiffened and she moaned loudly, her coming along with me.

She licked me clean and came off me. Her eyes were misted over as she kissed me hard, giving me a sweet/salty taste of my white, creamy cum.

I was thinking that the next time, she would let me cum all over her face. But for now, I licked it all off her, and she closed her eyes and enjoyed what I was doing immensely.

After I licked her clean, she lied her head on top of my chest, and we stayed still for a few minutes; her purring contentedly. I finally found a woman I was compatible with. For the first time in my life, I was truly satisfied, but she never said anything about a next time, and I didn’t push the question. I was still confused if I really liked girls or not in that way. But Arabella had me. She was different.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

After I put my jeans back on, we exchanged phone numbers. “I don’t know why I’m giving you my phone number, I mean you live in the dorm, and I live here alone – you can just come up any time,” she said with a playful laugh. But before I left, she kissed me again and said, “I’m not quite done with you yet.”

I got back to my room about one-thirty in the morning, and Harry was still up, with Devon in the room as well, both of them putting the finishing touches on studying as they had the same test tomorrow.

“Hey, where have you been? Out cruising for guys?” Devon said, laughing maliciously. I really wanted to knock him out, but I knew that would never happen.

“Actually no. I had a date if you must know.”

He slammed the cover of his lap down and looked at me with surprise. “Did you hear that Harry? Danny boy here had a date? You mean with a girl?”

“That’s right – with a hot girl.”

“I don’t believe it! You never told me you had a cousin on this campus!” he was laughing. “Wait till I tell the guys,” he said as Harry just looked on. Was he sorry for me? I doubted it because he would have come to my defense. So much for roommate loyalty.

“Very funny Devon. Well, if you must know, it was Arabella from three west.”

“Arabella? You mean the weird chick? That Arabella? Shit Dan, even my girlfriend Stacy says she weird. She stays to herself and never talks to anyone.”

“Yes, that Arabella.”

“So when did you set that up??” He said, now really interested, almost sorry for the torture he and my corridor mates meted out to me.

“I didn’t set anything up. I met her in the snack bar tonight and we went back to her room.”

“Wow. Wow! ” he said shaking his head in disbelief. “I don’t believe it! So, did you get some?”

“I never kiss and tell. It’s not polite.”

“Oh come on man, Harry chimed in. You can tell us.”

“Okay, I’ll go back to middle school for this one, just this once. I got past third base, okay?”

Harry whistled. “Third base, eh. Well, good for you. You gonna see her again?”

“Probably, but nothing definite yet.”

“Well, hey! You gotta tell me when you do, okay Dan. I’m proud of you. You’re a late bloomer, but as they say, ‘better late than never.’”

Of course, the next morning Devon was the first to announce the news. I was eating breakfast in the dining hall with my corridor mates, and Devon said loudly for all to hear, “So tell me Dan, does Arabella have a cock?” Everyone, even Harry thought that was funny. God, I hated Devon. I wished he would choke on his Lucky Charms. Everyone was laughing.

But then, Harry interrupted him. “Hey, leave Dan alone. He did good, okay. Stop busting his chops.”

So Harry was the one to come to my defense at last eh? I was thinking of changing dorms, maybe even getting an apartment off-campus. My parents could afford it, and they even discussed it with me last time I was home. But now there was no need, because Arabella lived alone. Who knows? If things went well with her, I could move in with her. In the back of my mind though, I knew I was getting far ahead of myself.

The next day, on Wednesday, I started getting texts from Arabella. Stuff like:

“I had a great time last night. When can I see you again?”

Or more personal things: “Are you still HARD!? [image: Devil face with solid fill with solid fill]”

I realized then that I didn’t need to be so formal with her and I texted her: “How about this Thursday night?”

She answered me right away: “Sounds good – snack bar like Tuesday.”

After I put my iPhone down I realized there was something that wouldn’t leave me alone; like a voice playing over and over again in my head. It was Arabella, and it kept me perpetually hard. Funny, but I didn’t reply to her text asking me if I was hard. It was as if she knew I would be.

That night I had a dream, the same dream as always except for one thing: Arabella was in the room with me; it was definitely her, and she came on to me, dressed as I was – like a woman. I think I came, because when I awoke startled like I usually did, the gym shorts I slept in were wet.

***

At the snack bar, we both got sandwiches and coffee, and my curiosity wouldn’t leave me alone, so I got a little personal with her. Before I could open my mouth, she preempted me and said, “You want to know who I hang out with because you and your buddies never see me with anyone, right?” Then she placed her hands on top of mine on the table, and said, “You also want to know if I wanted to see you again like we did Tuesday night.” I was flabbergasted, and a little embarrassed.

“Wow,” I said. “You really are perceptive.”

“Well the answer is yes Dan,” she said smiling. “I really do want to see you again. I like you.”

“So, tell me about this ‘sisterhood’ of yours. Is it like a sorority?”

She laughed. “No, it’s not a sorority, but we meet every week in a house in town on Elm Street, next door to the ‘Black Cat.’ In fact, one of the women in my sisterhood, Lila, owns it. She went to school here a while ago, and came back to purchase the bar several years ago. She did some renovating. In fact, several girls, some of them students here rent rooms in her house.”

“I see.”

The Black Cat was a very popular bar and from Thursday nights through Sunday it was a very busy place. Wednesday nights they had music, usually a guitarist or a three piece jazz group playing. Now I had a good place to take her whenever.

“What’s the sisterhood about? You guys do charity work, public service?”

“Not exactly Dan.” She took on a more serious tone. “How can I say this. We, all of us have what you could call ‘talents,’ and we get together and talk about them.” It seemed like she was speaking in riddles, and then again she sensed what I was thinking about and said, looking at me with a curious expression. “Dan, do you believe in things that can’t be explained by science?”

I was the right person to ask because I was an engineering major specializing in physics.

“Things like what?” I said with interest. I felt like the skeptic on an episode of “GHOST HUNTERS.”

She still had her hands on top of mine, and she was smiling at me. “Things like getting people to change their minds, read their thoughts, get them to do things, and . . . whatever.”

“Well, I believe in science, but if you’re talking about clairvoyance, I know there’s always a trick involved. It can’t be real.”

She laughed and said, “Oh Dan, you’d be surprised at what can be real.”

“I have a gift. I can read people. I’ve been able to do it since I was about five years old. That’s why other girls and guys too are a bit, how should I say it – leery of me?”

“Really?” I listened to her, half-believing her, but that may be part of why she didn’t have a roommate.

“That’s the reason you don’t see me hanging with other girls, or guys for that matter. They’re afraid of me. Can you believe that?”

“I think people are afraid of what they don’t understand.”

She took a hand off of mine and pointed a half-gloved finger at me. “Exactly! They don’t get it. I wouldn’t hurt a fly. But when I get a strong vibe, as I like to call it about someone, I tell them. If it’s something that I think is going to upset them, then I won’t say anything. I have an idea. Why don’t we go to my friend Lila’s?” I didn’t have a class until one o’clock on Friday, so I said yes.

The Black Cat was packed. I went inside with Arabella, and she found Lila right away and went up to talk with her. This was my first time there.

I was looking around the place and it just seemed ‘old,’ but something felt strange. There were framed paintings on the walls. One was of a meadow with stars shining brightly over it, and another was a painting of what looked to be Stonehenge in England at night, with a full Moon. There were lit candles in wall sconces, like Eighteenth Century style, and the electric light that was there, was over the bar area and cash register. Against one wall of solid red brick there was a fireplace going with a large black – for lack of a better word – cauldron, with steam coming out. Now, I was getting a little creeped out, but it didn’t seem to bother any of the patrons who were kids from my school, and a few “townies.” Everyone seemed to be having a good time.

Arabella and Lila walked up to me, and Arabella introduced us. “Lila, this is my friend Dan, and Dan, this is Lila.”

“Pleased to meet you,” I said.

“He seems ‘interesting,’ Arabella,” Lila said.

Lila smiled at me. “See, what did I tell you. Lila can ‘read people’ too.”

“I’m impressed,” I said. I really was. Lila was a captivating woman in her mid-thirties? with stunning red hair that fell to the middle of her back in a long braid. She had a variety of tattoos on her arms, mostly symbols and one of a cat. Her ears and nose were pierced. She wore a knitted white crop shirt that revealed a smooth, flat belly and also a pierced navel, and old blue jeans. Lila’s eyes were a deep green, that were unavoidable and gave me a strange feeling when I looked into them. I sensed . . . power. It was very weird, but I felt welcome. Her face had smooth, well defined Celtic features and I guessed Scotch-Irish ancestry.

Lila spoke to a tall woman with long blonde hair, wearing an apron, and then she joined us again.

“Okay, shall we go?” Lila said. “I asked Shannon to close the bar for me tonight.”

Arabella smiled at her, Lila grabbed a jacket under her arm, and we left and walked to her house next door. It was an old wooden two-story frame house that needed a paint job, with black shutters on the windows upstairs, and it had wooden stairs leading up to a wooden front porch, with spindled rails, and a swing on it, and several wicker backed chairs against the house. In the middle of the spacious front lawn was a large oak tree that looked to be maybe two hundred years old.

Lila opened the large wooden door that swung inside, and we were in an entrance hall full of antiques – lots of old clocks on the walls, a grandfather clock in the corner, a table with porcelain tea sets, and framed pictures of what looked like Lila’s family. Some of the pictures were really old, like Nineteenth Century old. She led us into the living room and there was a fireplace going, with a long, red velvet couch in front of it, and a Persian area rug on the wooden floor that took up most of the room. Then I noticed after close inspection that the base of the fire going was green. My science background told me it was some sort of Copper.

Arabella and I sat on the couch, and green base notwithstanding, the fire felt good. It was a cold night.

“How would you two like to join me in a cup of tea?” Lila asked.

Arabella was excited.

“Great! This tea puts you in a good mood Dan. It’s entirely natural, and it relieves stress and anxiety.” She was right, I was feeling stressed. I knew she wouldn’t hurt me, so I told her to make me a cup. She had one too.

“What is it, like Chamomile?”

She laughed. “No, not quite. Well, that’s not entirely accurate. It is a bit like Chamomile. I grow the leaves out back in the summer and I save them. They ripen and dry out inside the jar.”

It had a pungent, yet sweet, minty taste, and I liked it. Arabella and I chatted a bit about her classes and mine. As it turned out, she was a psychology major – which seemed to fit her perfectly, and physics and engineering fit my logical mind to a tee.

Then Lila announced, cup in hand, “Well, I’m going upstairs to check on Natalie. She wasn’t feeling too well today. I’ll give you two lovebirds some privacy.” I blushed. Lila took a second cup of the tea upstairs with her. Just then, I noticed a beautiful black cat with short fur and green eyes stare at us, and then it followed Lila upstairs.

“That’s Percival,” Arabella said. “He’s Lila’s cat and he comes to the bar also – hence the name I suppose; him being a black cat and all.”

“How many of your ‘sisters’ live in Lila’s house?”

“Six, at last count. Three are students. There are eight bedrooms upstairs. Would you believe it? The back of the house was built up many years ago. I think it was a lodge of some kind. Did you know the foundation of the original house was built in the Seventeen-Fifties?”

“Wow,” some history, I said, impressed.

Arabella moved closer to me with the “I must fuck you” look in her eyes. The tea seemed to relax me and make me open to suggestion. It was something more than a blend of minty Chamomile.

Before I could say anything, her lips were locked on mine, her tongue inside my mouth, exploring.
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Her arms draped over my shoulders, and my hands found their way to her breasts, underneath her black-laced bra. Her nipples were like two sharp pencil points, and I played with them, rolling them lightly between my thumb and index fingers, causing her to moan and kiss me harder.

She stuck her hands underneath my jeans and grabbed my cock around the shaft. I was as hard as a flagpole. She rubbed underneath me, causing me to leak a bit of pre cum.

“I know what you’re wishing for,” she whispered in my ear before gently biting my lobe which made me crazy. She suddenly pulled off me and stood in front of me. I was surprised but strangely, I felt light, almost giddy, and flushed with desire. The tea was doing something to me. Arabella too, was looking at me like she hadn’t been laid in years. For all I knew, maybe that was true. What was developing between us was much more than just an attraction.

“You’re wishing for what you dreamed about last night,” she said smiling. “Sometimes Dan, our dreams foretell the future.”

I was stunned, but I couldn’t react. I just became even more turned on.

“Say Arabella, is this tea a ‘DAPHROISIAC?” I couldn’t put my words straight. Arabella laughed so hard she bent over.

“Oh my God! You’re funny Dan,” she said, still laughing. “Don’t worry, you’re okay – some people react like that to the tea, mixing up words.”

She pulled her top off in front of me, and shook her gorgeous hair to her front, where it fell over and between her breasts. Next, she dropped her denim skirt to the rug and kicked it aside. Looking me right in the eyes, she bit her lower lip, and hooked her thumb into the front pouch of her black G-String, and turned around so I could see the strap comfortably nestled between her butt cheeks. I wanted to pick it up with my teeth, and strangely, I got a tickling feeling in my ass which I never had before. She bent over giving me a bird’s eye view.

She stood up straight and turned around looking at me again, her eyes wide open, and her tongue licking her lips. What a show! If only my roommate and that ass clown Devon could see me now! Her thumb, which was still hooked under the pouch began to pull it down, going very slowly – teasing me. I bet she was wet as fuck. I couldn’t even speak. I was under the spell of the tea, and Arabella.

I wasn’t prepared for what came next. She yanked the thong down and it fell around her ankles, just on top of the three-inch heels she wore, revealing the largest cock I ever saw. My lips mouthed the words WHAT THE FUCK???? But no sound came out. It was like I was having an out-of-body experience. She walked next to me, her cock sticking up at a forty five degree angle and placed it on the tip of my lips.

“I know you didn’t dream about this,” she said softly.

Without hesitation, my lips parted, and I surrounded the helmet with my lips, my mouth wet as rain, and my tongue going in circles around it. Arabella began to moan, and her hips swayed, as my lips and tongue knew reflexively what to do.

I grabbed her shaft with my fingers making a fist, and I could hardly fit them around it; they were just barely touching. Slowly, my tight lips made their way as far down her shaft as I could make them go. My gag reflex was suppressed. Now I got into a good rhythm, and she bucked her hips in rhythm with me. I got it going nice and fast; it was that slippery. I tasted the sweet/salty mixture of her pre cum on my tongue. I wanted more and more, and I quickened my pace.

Then she hissed between clenched teeth and shot a huge load of cum, at least three times right into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat.

I swallowed the sweet nectar as best I could, but still some of it came dribbling down the sides of my mouth and onto my chin, in a reverse of the night we met. I felt bad because I didn’t want it to go to waste. Then Arabella, reading my mind softly said, “It won’t go to waste Dan. Here, let me lick it off your face.”

She pulled me up off the couch by my shoulders and kissed me, her tongue making circles around my mouth and cheeks, getting every last drop. Then I was tugged by the collar of my shirt. “I think you want something from me, she said, grinning.” Immediately, I knew what she meant, and I stood up and dropped my jeans and boxers to the floor and kicked them off my feet, my cock was rock hard. She grabbed it, and cooed.

Then I hopped on the sofa and stuck my butt up in the air, my cherry asshole tingling with lust. It all seemed so natural to me. Arabella reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and liberally placed it between my butt cheeks and a bit she rubbed onto her cock. She was on her knees behind me, still hard herself, and for the first time, I felt a cock knocking at the door of my boy pussy, or “bussy.”

We were communicating wordlessly. It was amazing. She was inside me now, just an inch, going in and out, both of us moaning. It felt great and the amazing thing was – no pain or discomfort. Now she went in farther, making me gasp with pleasure.

I was in disbelief over what was happening, but it felt . . . so right. 

“My God, you’re so tight and so good,” Arabella cooed. She picked up the pace, her fingernails digging into the sides of my butt cheeks, hands keeping me spread apart. Then I felt something welling up inside me, from deep down. I went to reach for my cock, but then Arabella stopped me.

“Leave your cock alone, Dan. It will take care of itself, you’ll see.”

I said nothing, and soon Arabella let out a low, but powerful scream, and this triggered me. The feeling inside me exploded into a waterfall of cum shooting out of me, onto the cloth underneath my waist. It was unlike any orgasm I ever had in my life. My ass filled up with the warmth of Arabella’s cum and some of it dripped down the sides of my butt cheeks. It was like she was a dormant volcano just come to life.

Arabella was spent. She lie on top of my lower back, her head with her silky hair tickling me. “Congratulations,” she murmured. “You’ve just had your first ‘sissygasm.’” I couldn’t answer.

She pulled out of me slowly and grinned at me. “I suppose this is a night of firsts for you, isn’t it Dan?”

She kept smiling, and said, “Go look at yourself in the mirror over the fireplace.”

I got off the couch and walked in a trance over to the fireplace and mirror, the green flame at the base of the fire giving a greenish tint to my face. The fire seemed to grow larger. Arabella was standing behind me. I stared at my reflection with a mixture of shock and contentment. Looking back at me was the feminine version of me! Same face and all, but totally believable as a girl. What was this??

Not only did I look like the beautiful woman I saw myself as, but I also had breasts – large breasts, and makeup on my face, and long, woman’s hair. I looked down at my waist, my cock was still there, but I had curvy hips and beautiful, smooth, long legs. I pinched my new breasts to see if they were real – they were! I made a shout of pain, and I didn’t wake up. I tried smacking myself in the face, but nothing changed. I looked behind me and Arabella was smiling.

“What the hell was in that tea Arabella!?” I said with amazement, not anger.

“Let’s just call it a very old recipe – very old,” she said, seemingly very well versed in such matters.

I looked at my clothes on the rug next to the couch. They were the same clothes the beautiful version of me in my dream had on, G-String, bra, and all. My scientific mind was unable to come up with a logical explanation for all of this. This had to be a strong hallucination, maybe mushrooms of some kind? Then Lila came down the stairs, carrying, and petting Percival in her arms. She looked at Arabella, then at me and smiled. The fact that neither of us had any clothes on didn’t seem to faze her in the least.

“It seems that Dan here just made a discovery Arabella. You were right – she turned out to be beautiful, really,” Lila said, looking me over from top to bottom.

“Did I, did I just become a woman?” I said in disbelief.

“Let’s just say you became a trans woman Dan, though not completely yet. When the tea wears off in a couple of hours, you will look like you did when you first came in. Just consider this to be a trial. A trial of your full potential,” Lila said. “Now you have to decide if you like it or not. You can take all this to the next step, or just go back to being the conflicted, emotional mess that you were before. But I just know you’ll make the right decision. Arabella has good judgement, and she’s rarely wrong!”

***

“I’m going to tell you everything Dan – the complete truth,” Arabella said, standing next to Lila. I wasn’t ready for what I was about to hear, but I had no choice.

“Just a second Arabella,” I said looking at both women. “You mean, that these tits, er., I mean breasts, and this hair, and my face which is NOT mine, are going to revert back to the way I was when I came in here when I leave.”

“That’s right Dan,” Arabella said. “Lila, I think you should explain everything to Dan.”

Lila said, “First let me ask you Dan. Didn’t you enjoy the great sex you just had with our Arabella, and isn’t it true that for a while now you’ve been dreaming about looking like this?” How did SHE know about those dreams too??

“Yes I did,” I said, answering honestly.

“So, if you had a choice, which would you prefer?”

I was silent for a minute or two, looking back and forth at these two gorgeous trans women who seemed to hold my future in their hands. Then I spoke, baring my soul about the anguish and torment I had gone through since hitting puberty; the endless teasing and physical abuse over my sexual identity. I went on for a good half hour, and I ended with:

“. . . and I don’t think I can live without Arabella in my life. But let me say that I don’t understand any of it.”

“Let me help you out then Dan. Arabella feels the same way about you, and has for the whole time you’ve both been in college here. You see, a while back, Arabella was once a lonely, confused young man like you until I found her.”

“You mean she came into The Black Cat, and you took her under your wing?” Nothing could have prepared me for what I was about to hear.

“No Dan. It was in England . . . in 1532. It was a very tumultuous time, and Henry VIII was the monarch, and Thomas Cromwell became Chief Minister to King Henry. I found Arabella in London, and he was a very miserable young man. In those days, for his effeminate ways he was subjected to severe torment which had him on the verge of him being killed, under suspicion of being homosexual which was punishable by death. His name was Austin back then. I found him beaten and lying in a London gutter, in a pool of blood. I seduced him and nursed him back to health, and gave him the same choice I’m giving you now.”

My mouth hung open. Every scientific theory from Newton’s Law of Gravity to Relativity was going out the window. I looked at the green fire, remembered the old pictures in the frames in the hallway, the “tea” that I drank, and finally the hot, voluptuous creature that I looked like now. I was filling up with conflicting sensations of lust, horror, and disbelief. Yet I kept listening to this fantastic tale in which I was now a part of.

“So, Arabella went through a complete transformation into the lovely creature you see here before you.”

Arabella stood close to me and held my hand, our arms interlocked, facing Lila.

“She met our other sisters. We are . . . witches, of a sort, Dan. Our coven; we call ourselves “The Sisters of Luna,” and we are all trans women, who became so long before it was fashionable.”

“And, and how old are you Lila,” I asked, almost afraid to hear the answer.

“Oh, I was born in the Fifth Century AD, around the time the Roman Empire fell. I’ve seen everything Dan, and kept growing stronger as the centuries went by; as does Arabella and the other sisters, and if you go through to completion, you will too.”

Completion . . . that word. It sounded ominous.

If I was going insane, which it certainly felt like, I thought I should at least play along. “And let me guess - none of you age – is that right?”

“We are and always will be the ages we were when we came into our powers through the coven, and we don’t get sick either.”

Then it hit me like a brick. I was Alice, and I had just arrived in Wonderland, or there was some powerful acid in that tea, and I was on a helluva trip.

Now both of them were smiling at me. “Yes Dan that’s correct,” Lila and Arabella both answering at once.

“Well, I mean uh, who transformed you???” I asked Lila.

“Her name was Luna, Dan. She’s named for the Roman goddess of the Moon. She is around, and she’s not around. She only appears when she wants to. I haven’t seen her for about one hundred years, but she watches over us and gives us and maintains our gifts.”

I listened in stunned silence as she continued.

“There is just one catch though. Every Halloween the sisters meet and reaffirm their bonds of lust and loyalty to Luna and the coven, lest we die – even me. Dan, you will have powers of the mind and control of people you never thought possible. Again, there is just one catch. You must observe the Halloween ritual each year.

Then Arabella added. “But you won’t really be human anymore Dan. You’ll be like us – just think of it! No aging, no sickness, virtually indestructible. All for the price of a simple ceremony every Halloween. What do you say?” and she turned to me and kissed me deeply, her tongue deep in my mouth, and the fire now completely green and glowing brighter, casting our shadows on the brick wall behind us.

It sounded like the offerings of a vampire to a prospective inductee that the vampire decided should turn. The fruits that hung right in front of my eyes were too much to ignore.

“Plus, we will never be parted. Your answer tonight will make all this possible. Will you join us? Will you join me??” Arabella asked, her eyes pleading and full of desire.

It didn’t take much prompting for me to say, “YES! I’ll do it! I swear!” I remember that day very well. It was the day I decided to cross over the threshold.

“Dan,” Arabella said sweetly. “Spend the night with me in my room.”

“Okay, sure,” I said, still mightily in shock, the tea still affecting me. It became my next question.

“What was the tea all about then,” I asked, my scientific mind taking over for a minute, yet very confused.

“Ah, the tea is for new prospects like you to ‘try your new self on’ for a little while,” Lila said. “On us, it has no effect.”

“It’s really a little gift, a small temptation to the other side.”

She could read my thoughts just like Arabella. “To your friends and your family, if you wish, you’ll just come out as a transgender woman, the same as any other, but only when you’re ready to. You’ll still be as your male self, as you are now. To become the beautiful shemale you are now, until the ceremony, you must drink the tea. But remember, the effects only last for a while – a few hours.”

I listened, half believing as Lila continued.

“Understand something Dan. Should you choose to join us, you will outlive your family, friends. You will watch everyone around you get sick, old, and eventually die. But not you, or us. Therefore you must really do a lot of soul searching and decide if this is for you. Until you join the ceremony and become officially part of our coven, the tea will just offer you a temporary glimpse of what you can be. After the ceremony, all you need do is to will it, and you’ll be her.”

“You mean, if I go through with the ceremony and join you, I just will myself to be the shemale I am now? At any time?”

“Yes Dan, that’s right,” Lila said.

Arabella added, “If it’s any comfort to you Dan, the way you look now; the woman you look like now comes from your dreams, your innermost thoughts and desires. The tea just brings it out temporarily is all, the ceremony makes it permanent. Luna has the final say.”

My shock gradually disappeared, or should I say, it dissipated a lot thanks to a bottle of bourbon that Lila had. I was on my second double shot.

Lila told me, “The tea takes a few hours to wear off Dan. Remember that if you are with someone as your female self before the ceremony.”

I had a puzzled look on my face.

“Newbies!” Lila said, laughing.
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The moon in October is called a “Blue Moon.” This means that October is a month with two full Moons, the last occurring on Halloween. I came to the clearing in the woods behind Lila’s house with Arabella on Halloween Eve at sundown. I was just there to watch. I hadn’t yet decided if I wanted to make the jump to immortality, and becoming the beautiful shemale of my dreams with Arabella just yet. Giving up my mortal family was a lot to ask.

Lila and the other sisters were there – about sixteen in all, not including me. Some of them I recognized from campus, and some from The Black Cat club. They all seemed to know me and welcomed me. There was a bonfire blazing in the middle with a green flame at the base, the same as in Lila’s fireplace.

“Luna is strongest during the Blue Moon of October Dan. This is the time she can grant your wish.” Lila said.

“Sit on the ground outside the circle Dan. We’ll tell you when to join us,” Lila said. “That is, if you want to.”

Arabella came over to me and kissed me deeply, and said, “I love you Dan.”

“I love you too,” I said. My disbelief was gone, and I was ready to begin this journey – tonight. I had not yet figured out how I would work out the impossible family and friendship repercussions of the immortality and all. But my desire for Arabella was all-consuming. I needed to be with her. I watched Arabella as she joined her sisters.

When the women stepped into the moonlight through the gaps of trees in the clearing, their street clothes disappeared, and they were adorned with white Celtic robes, and crowns of flowers. They held hands and danced around the fire – some looked like they were floating. It was simply magnificent to watch. They sang an ancient melody whose language I assumed to an old Celtic one. I watched the pagan ceremony mesmerized.

Lila moved next to the fire, and the others danced their circle around her. She motioned for me to come inside the circle and stand next to her. Just as I did so, Lila held her crown of flowers over my head and began chanting along to the melody the women were singing. She threw the flowers high in the air behind her as one would throw a bridal bouquet. But no one caught it except the fire. When the flowers met the fire they glowed much brighter, like a starburst, seeming to rise to the moon, and the fire blazed into a brilliant light, a huge torch, and I was changed into the beautiful and seductive trans woman I was inside Lila’s house, and wearing the same robe and crown of flowers the others wore. Then the group began dancing around me.

I felt different. It was like nothing could harm me and I had boundless energy and a sharpened mind and senses. I was full of euphoria. Arabella quickly joined me and grabbed my arm as we circled the fire together.

We left the fire and watched it die, and as we exited the clearing, we were wearing street clothes – HOT woman’s clothes. Sensing my wonder, Lila came over to the two of us and said to me, “There’s a lot for you to learn, but one thing we have Dan is time. If ever you want to look like the young man you were when you first came to us, all you need do is wish it.  Remember, if you break the ritual, then you will begin to age, and you become mortal again, and then you will eventually die. Luna can be unforgiving.”

I let this sink in for a while. Arabella started school just as she was, and her family was long gone. I thought about that again– I would watch everyone I loved and cared about grow older, sick and die, while I would remain the same.

“Now, we just need a new name for you,” Lila said. Arabella and Lila were thinking, and I blurted out, “Diana.”

“That’s perfect – Diana, the huntress! I love it!” Arabella said as she pulled me towards her and kissed me. I was immediately rock hard, but this time it was different. I felt that I could perform over and over again, without needing to stop. To test my new feelings, Arabella placed her hands down my short denim skirt, and grabbed my cock. She smiled at me with a look that promised all sorts of pleasure overnight.

Back at Lila’s house, there was a feast spread out on the table in the spacious dining room. The girls drank toasts to me, and I drank and ate with my new family. The hours went fast, and it was approaching nine o’clock. It was time for Arabella and me to go back to her room. I willed myself back to “Dan” for our walk, albeit reluctantly, in case we ran into someone I knew. Once inside her room, I would “will myself” to Diana.

My plans for Devon hadn’t changed. I would try out my new ability to rapidly change from Dan to Diana and back again. I would have some fun with the “human hunk of clay” who constantly tormented me. I just had to work out the how of it.

“Just one more thing Diana,” Arabella said. “You can determine how feminine you want to look at any time. When you first tell people you want to transition you don’t want to suddenly have real D cups, now do you?”

“No, of course not,” I said considering this very important aspect of my transition. I would “go easy” on my family and my friends. The being immortal part would somehow work its way out. I had my new sisters to help me with that part. I was no longer a pathetic loner. I was now immortal, and powerful! It was a lot to take in all at once.
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The question was how would I break the news of my transition to my corridor mates and Harry? I knew I would endure torment and endless hell. But in the end I decided, it would be worth it. I decided that I would seduce Devon. I wondered how he would react to the new me. Would he defend me on pain of being outed as someone who had tastes for a “shemale?” Or would he try and beat the shit out of me. Well, that he couldn’t do. Scumbag prick that he was, I wanted him – muscles, big chest and cock, no brains and all.

There was only one way to find out. As Arabella told it, I could change to my female persona and be as developed as I wished. I could tone down the hips and the cleavage a bit, and develop gradually as I told people I was doing HRT. If I were to be seen with fully developed breasts and widened hips I would go viral and be seen on cable news! As far as my seduction of Devon went, the only question was how.

Our dorm’s Halloween party was postponed for a week because the maintenance section decided that the whole dorm downstairs needed a paint job, including the common room which is where we were to hold our party. Our rooms would be painted during winter break. That was fine with us – it just meant more partying. Since our Halloween party was a week later, we expected attendance from the other dorms, so it would be crowded. With a $5.00 admission fee we would just about break even.

I had gone through the ceremony on Saturday, the actual Halloween, and I decided to come out as a transgender during our party. Arabella and I thought that would be the perfect way to introduce “the new me.”

Many a truth is said in jest, and that’s just what happened Monday morning during breakfast. The guys were discussing our late Halloween Party.

“So Dan,” Devon said, smirking, “you coming to the party Saturday night? Got a costume? You could always wear the clothes we laid out for you in our room you know.” That got everyone laughing, but I did not react to it. I was secure in the knowledge of what I was and how I would go about it.

“I’m keeping it a surprise from you Devon.”

“It won’t be a surprise Dan. You’re just a fucking sissy, and it would show through whatever you wore,” and everyone laughed. My roommate Harry was the only one who was silent.

That night in our room Harry and I were studying and I decided to let Harry in on my secret; well, not everything.

“Hey Harry,” I said. “Can we talk.”

“Yeah, what’s on your mind Dan? Listen, Devon is becoming more of a prick lately. I can’t stand the fucker, and his teasing of you has got to stop.”

I was surprised and wondered where he was going with that.

“Harry, remember that I went out with Arabella?”

“Oh sure, the weird chick from upstairs?”

“Don’t say that man – she’s not weird. She’s just a loner, and I like her a lot. I mean really a lot.”

“No shit. So is she gonna come to the party with you?”

“Yes she is.”

“Well good for you.”

I was able to use my new “powers of perception” and was surprised at what I gleaned from Harry.

“I want to tell you something Harry.” I paused. “I’m thinking of transitioning into a transgender female.” I thought Harry was going to fall over in his chair, or reach for the ever present open bottle of bourbon on his shelf. He looked at me square in the eyes, nodded, and did reach for the bottle and two glasses.

“I’m not shocked Dan. Through all the teasing I kind of got that feeling from you. I think if you did some soul searching and that’s what you want to do, I support it. Does Arabella know this?”

“Yes she does, and she supports me on this one.”

He nodded his head, and said, “Cool. That’s good. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but is she a lesbian or something like that?”

“No she isn’t Harry. In fact she is fully transitioned herself.” Now I thought Harry would fall over on the floor.

“It kind of makes sense. I mean, what happened? You two did some talking, or fucking, and it just came out? Uh, sorry, I didn’t mean it that way – poor choice of words.”

“It’s okay.” I laughed. “Something like that. She had a sense about me, and I just spilled my beans about how I felt. We sort of had a connection going, and it was very easy to be honest with her.”

“Well, good for you. I’m happy for you. So, I mean, I’m not sure how this is supposed to go. But when are you coming out?”

“At the party, when I come with Arabella.”

Harry nodded his head. “Now there is something else. I am going to seduce Devon at the party.”

Harry was in the middle of his bourbon, and he almost spit out what was in his mouth.

“You’re shitting me, right?”

“No, I’m quite serious. I mean, the guy is a prick and all, but I’m kind of attracted to him in like a sexual way.”

Harry was laughing. “Oh man! Be careful he doesn’t kill you dude! I mean the guy is an out and out transphobe. If you touch him, you’re liable to never walk again!”

“We’ll see about that. You never know. Just don’t let the other guys in on it. They’re liable to tease him, and then he would do anything to prove them wrong.” Harry thought a moment and said, “Why don’t you wear a really good costume. I mean, it is a Halloween Party, well sort of.”

He was onto something. It was actually a great idea.

“Yeah, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll show up with Arabella, and then put some moves on Devon. He won’t even know that it’s me!”

“Wow! Well this is something I’ll just have to see!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

___

The night of the party I got to Arabella’s room early. Of course, that night I entered as Dan, but didn’t stay that way for long. Arabella was already in costume. She looked more beautiful than ever before. She was wearing the Celtic robe and crown she wore the night of the ceremony. She was glowing; an ethereal, soft glow. As soon as she opened the door, she threw her arms around me and pulled me close and kissed me deeply. Her hands reached down to my cock which was tenting up through my jeans, and began rubbing me, driving me insane. For a minute I thought about forgetting the party altogether. All I wanted was her.

She pulled off me and could see the disappointment on my face. “Diana,” she called me by my new name. “You’re spending the whole night with me.” She laughed and gave me a short kiss. “Now use your gift and change. We’re about to have some fun with Devon.”

I just thought it, and when I looked in the mirror over her dresser, I was wearing the same robe as hers, the one I wore at the end of the ceremony. Purposely, I was not as “developed” as I could be; my breasts were not as big, and my hips were pretty much the same as they had always been – not too wide, just effeminate. The same as my male half.

Arabella took a couple of steps back. “You look great for tonight honey, but for me, I want you – the full you.”

“Of course,” I said, my voice with a feminine sound. “You think Devon will like it?”

Arabella laughed. “Oh Devon? I think he’ll flip! How you wanna play him is up to you. Come on now, let’s go and have some fun. Some of our sisters will be there too, you know, for moral support,” and she gave me a sly grin. It was amazing. All my makeup was there, the clothes. I felt strong, confident, amazing. Arabella read my thoughts, looked at me and said, “Thank Luna.”

“Yes,” I said. “Thank Luna.”

When we got downstairs, the room was pretty crowded, it was noisy, and the middle of the floor was full of couples bumping and grinding into one another. I didn’t even recognize some of the people at first glance, but my new abilities were amazing – I knew everyone and what they were thinking!

I wore a full face mask. It was impossible to tell it was me. The only one who knew was Harry, and he was looking at me and smiling. Arabella and I walked over to Harry and the group of guys. They were standing next to a keg and helping themselves to beer as the techno music set a mood. Everyone was wearing a costume, and appropriately, Devon was dressed as a caveman.

“Can a girl get a beer around here?” Arabella asked. People weren’t used to her socializing and stared at her. It was Peter, one of the guys who lived next door to Harry and me who spoke up.

“Sure thing! You’re Arabella from three west, right?”

“Yes, and I’m sorry but I don’t know you.”

“Oh,” he said, shouting over the loud thrumming of the music, “I’m Peter, from the east pit,” which is how we referred to our basement level.

“Nice to meet you Peter. This is my friend Diana.”

When Peter looked at me he did a double take. The mask hid my identity pretty well, and my female voice bore no traces of Dan.

“Oh yeah, nice to meet you. I haven’t seen you around, do you live here too?” he asked, trying to hide his excitement.

“No,” I said, surprised at how smooth and feminine my new voice sounded. I was being aloof, and I could see his cock jumping out of his pants with excitement. I could also tell that Peter was a virgin, using my new ability to read thoughts. He was also deflated because I was being very curt with him.

Harry walked over to us playing dumb. “Hi Arabella. I’m sorry, but I don’t know your friend.”

“Oh, this is Diana. She’s a friend from home and she just came up for the party this weekend.”

“That’s cool. How are you Diana?”

“I’m good, and you are?”

Harry seemed confused. He knew it was me, but my new feminine voice bore no traces of his roommate. For a second he wasn’t even sure it was me under the mask. His eyes were wide opened as he scanned me from top to bottom, totally amazed.

“Oh, sorry. I’m Harry. Hey, why don’t I introduce you to some of my friends.”

“That would be nice. Thanks Harry,” I said.

Harry pulled me over to the side and whispered into my ear. “Holy shit Dan – you look fucking fantastic! You gonna waste yourself on Devon?”

I knew that Harry wanted me. That gave me some interesting possibilities, but not for tonight. I was set on Devon.

“Yes Harry I am.” I moved my soft hand across his cheek, electrifying him. “But don’t worry Harry. We’re roommates, right?” I said smiling. I left Harry stunned.

Peter came over to both of us, a beer in each hand. “Here you go ladies.”

“Thank you Peter,” Arabella said.

“Hey guys!” Harry announced after collecting himself. “You know Arabella from three west,” he said, gesturing to the two of us, “and this is her friend from home Diana.”

The group of guys were all staring at me, muttering greetings, but it was Devon, the caveman, who considered himself God’s gift to women, who took an unabashed interest in me. I read his thoughts, and they told me he wanted to jump into my panties. He would be putty in my hands. I’d have some fun and teach him a good lesson too.

He pushed himself to the front of the small group. “Hi there. That’s an amazing costume you’ve got on. You look really terrific. I’m Devon by the way.”

“Hi Devon. I love cavemen,” I said with the sultriest voice I could muster. It pretty much left him speechless, and his cock hard as a rock.

“Well hey, wanna dance? If you’re good I’ll take you into my cave,” he said with an obnoxious laugh.

He was a real asshole, and I would have fun with him, but he also turned me on fiercely. It would be interesting to see how things played out.

“Sure,” I said, “let’s go,” and I took his hand and pulled him out to the dance floor.

I was so friggin’ hard. His “caveman arms” stood out from the “Fred Flintstone” costume he wore.

We moved out to the middle of the floor, Devon’s strong build blazing a pathway through the crowd. He placed his powerful arm around my waist and pulled me close to him. I could feel his boner against my thigh moving up and down as we moved to the music.

He made a grab for my mask to pull it up, but I stopped him. “All in good time,” I said. I knew he was dying to kiss me and so was I. After a few minutes of this play I made a welcome suggestion which broke the tension.

“Say Devon, how about we go to your ‘cave’”?

He looked shocked and his eyes lit up.

“Hell yeah! Now you’re talking. Great idea.”

Harry watched and smiled as Devon, and I left the party and headed for the exit. He was jealous, and doing a poor job of hiding it.

Devon’s room smelled like a locker room. Dirty socks, jock straps, and baseball trophies from college and high school adorned the room. The clothes were in a pile in the center of the room. His roommate Trevor was home for the weekend, so we had complete privacy.

“Oh excuse the mess,” he said a little embarrassed, and began picking up the clothes on the floor and placing them behind the foot of his bed in the same kind of heap as they were in the middle of the room.

“No problem,” I said. “I know you live for baseball.”

“Yeah that’s right. You know about me?”

I gestured to the clothes and the trophies. “Well, it’s kind of obvious,” I said laughing.

I stood facing him, pulling my robe apart and gave him a look at my breasts, under my red silk laced bra. It wasn’t my full capacity. I was playing the game - going about “the transition” slowly for the benefit of my friends.

His eyes were riveted on what I wanted him to see.

“Okay babe let’s get a look at your beautiful face,” he said as once more he reached for my mask. I pulled his hand away again like before, because I had a better idea in mind. I shocked him with my next comment.

“How about if I just suck on your massive cock first Devon?”

His eyes popped out of his head, and his boner was quivering as I grabbed it; my long fingernails gently rubbing it through his boxers under his costume tights.

“Wow, you’re fucking wild, you know that?”

“So I’ve been told,” I said as I got on my knees in front of him. I pulled my mask up over the top of my head so he couldn’t see my face – yet.

He ran his fingers through the long black strands of hair that ran down my back, as I placed my fingers underneath both his tights and boxers, and slowly pulled them down. I felt his cock pulsating underneath. He was a big boy, and his cock was veiny and had a wide girth.

I pushed his tights and boxers down around his ankles and grabbed his cock, holding it in my fist, and rubbing it up and down from tip to base. He moaned as I stroked it. I pulled him forward to me and I placed my moist lips on the tip of his cock, sticking my tongue out into his slit. Holding my lips still, I used my tongue like a paint brush, moving all around the head of his cock, which was painted a bright cherry red now. He began to moan.

Now I kept my lips in a tight seal around him and slowly went back and forth, going deeper down his shaft each time, moving my tongue around it’s girth, paying attention to the soft underside of the sensitive skin of his cock. My mouth was very wet, and I could feel a sweet/salty taste of his pre cum leaking into my mouth.

I felt like a total slut whore, and I loved it. This was who I was meant to be all along, and it was who I would be for all eternity. I concentrated on giving Devon the best blow job of his life, one that any guy would envy and die for. The wordless sounds coming from his mouth told me I was doing well.

I went faster and faster up and down his whole length, slipping and sliding, keeping my lips very tight. His hips now bucked back and forth, moving in-sync to me.

He gasped and stiffened as he shot a tremendous load which hit the back of my throat, not once, but three times. It was like he hadn’t had a blow job in years, there was so much cum. I could barely keep it all in my mouth as I sucked and swallowed, careful not to let a drop hit my face. I would have preferred to have him cum all over my face and my eyes, pasting them shut, but I thought I would save that for another time.

And now for the moment of truth. I licked his cock clean and let him pull me up by my shoulders. Our faces were almost touching, and I smiled as I saw a look of shock appear on his face. His mouth was hanging open and his eyes went wide.

“Bu . . . bu . . .but how? WHAT THE FUCK!? Dan?????”

My face was the same, only it had very definite feminine features to it, as if I was Dan’s twin sister. For a second, I toyed with the thought of telling him that. Reading his mind in that split second I could tell he was unsure of his reaction. Instead I decided on telling him the truth. I had him anyway. After all, by his logic, he had just let another guy suck him off. That wouldn’t sit too well with his circle of narrow-minded friends.

“Yes Devon, it’s me – the same Dan you enjoyed berating and calling a sissy and faggot all this time. Only it’s not that Dan. I prefer Diana, and I’m becoming a transgender woman.”

“But since when?? How did you . . .?”

“I did a lot of soul searching, and since I met Arabella, another transgender woman, and her friends, I knew this is who I wanted to be.”

“I’ll be brutally honest with you Devon. I think that the ‘old Devon’ I knew as Dan was a disgusting animal, but now, as Diana, you turn me on a lot.,” I said as I grabbed his caveman robe in my fist and pulled him into me. I waited for his reaction to this insult, but he was speechless.

“Tell me you didn’t enjoy that? Come on, be honest with me. I know you enjoyed it.”

“Yeah I did. I mean who wouldn’t, but . . .” he was moving his hands in the air, searching for the right words. “I just never expected that this could happen.”

“Well then, consider this to be your lucky night then.”

“Okay, okay, yeah, I enjoyed it – a lot. But please, don’t tell anybody. None of my friends would understand this! God, I’m so confused.” He was stammering now, a little embarrassed. “I’m sorry I was such an asshole to you Dan, er, Diana.”

I laughed. “It’s okay. I wasn’t sure how you would react. You know, if I would be leaving here alive.”

“You can make this whole thing easier on yourself by just being honest with yourself Devon.”

He was silent; contemplating this whole turn of events.

“I promise you that I’ll take you to heights of pleasure you never thought possible.”

“But your voice? It’s like Dan’s, but it’s different. I don’t understan . . .” I placed my fingers on his lips.

“Shush. Don’t analyze, utilize. All in good time.”

Now I kissed him. I felt him swoon and a chill run through his body. He pressed back on me and his tongue went sailing through my closed lips. Our tongues wrapped tightly around each other’s, and our lips were locked with a feverish passion.

I broke off and whispered, “Now it’s time to satisfy me.”

“What do you mean? I mean, like, you have a cock?”

I laughed. “Of course I have a cock, and I enjoy having one. Think of it as just a big clitty,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“Now just do what I say, okay?”

“Okay, I trust you Diana.”

It never occurred to me that some of Devon’s reaction to me was partly the result of my newfound powers. But later, after telling Arabella about our little tryst, she told me it was. I could really get into this whole “thing.”

I took my robe off, and I told Devon to take his costume off. I got on top of his bed on my knees and said, “Now get on all fours and face the head of the bed.”

“God you are soooo wild Diana.” I just laughed. “But just promise me that this stays between us, okay?”

“Sure, I’m not one to fuck and tell,” I said teasingly. I was behind him, and I positioned him so that his butt was high in the air. I spit on my hands and spread his butt cheeks apart, and spit again, getting my cock nice and wet.

I was hard as a rock, and keeping his cheeks spread apart, I spit again on my fingers and placed two of them inside his boy pussy. He stiffened and squealed. “Easy there boy, just relax. It may be a little unpleasant at first, but I promise you you’ve never felt anything like this before.”

I ran the tips of my fingers around his inside, and felt his ass dilate a bit, but he was still tense. I pulled out my fingers and then placed the tip of my cock on top of his cherry pink asshole. I went in slowly first, just with the head of my cock. I moved it around in a circle, against the wall, like a mixing stick in a bowl. I played like this for a while until I felt him relax.

Now I went inside him deeper, pulled out, and went in again deeper. I kept this up for a while and he tensed up again, his fists grabbing at the side of the bedsheets. My cock was very slick, and it wasn’t hard to penetrate him all the way and he began to moan. His cock was soon hard again, because I saw him grab for it and stroke it with his hand.

“No Devon, take your hand off your cock!” I said. He complied, trusting me fully.

I went faster and faster, fully inside him now, and he bucked his hips against my waist, keeping in rhythm to my thrusts.

His moans were of surprise, interspersed with a few Oh Gods. I loved the tight slickness of his boy pussy and soon I could no longer hold back, shooting a huge load inside him, the excess running down the side of his butt cheeks. Then he let out a scream, and he came too – spurts shooting out onto his bed sheets below. He had his first “sissygasm.”

I kept thrusting, and he kept spurting out as well. I was soon exhausted, and I lay my head on his back, my silky hair (which was real and long – because I willed it) tickling him. I kissed the back of his neck.

Then I slowly pulled out of him and didn’t give him a chance to say anything. I took him by his muscular shoulders and arms and turned him around to face me. I pulled him close and kissed him. We stayed like that, kissing and exploring for several minutes.

“So, are you disappointed?” I asked softly.

“No, hell no! You are fantastic. But again Diana, please don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Okay, but first you have to promise me something.”

“Sure, anything, what?”

“You let me have you again and again, anytime I want. And if you’re a good boy, you can have Arabella and me.” Now his eyes lit up.

“You really mean that? You and Arabella?”

“Sure.”

“Hey listen. I’m really sorry for all the teasing I gave you as, as, you know – Dan.”

“That’s okay, you made up for it now.”

He smiled, came closer to me and kissed me again.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

___

Devon became a regular fixture in Arabella’s room, and the three of us got along fine for the rest of the year and also senior year. No one was any the wiser. Of course Arabella and my new sisters formed my new family, and we were all very tight, but Arabella was always my special love. The next Halloween we performed the same ritual in the woods near Lila’s house, and for many Halloweens after that, and as time went on, sisters from all over the world came as our lives became more complex and different.

Of course, I made peace with my real family, but I didn’t tell them the truth about me, like how come I didn’t seem to age, until I could hide it no longer. It was very difficult, and only those who were immortal could understand what it’s like to leave behind those you love, and watch them get sick, age and finally die. People like Arabella and Lily had gone through many changes of identity over the centuries. I knew they would be there for me when in fifty years or so it would be time for me to move on and get a new identity. But I never found a love like Arabella, and she would be my partner for eternity.

I would find many men confused about their sexual identity to bring into our sisterhood, and so it grew. Arabella, Lily and the other sisters did the same.

What else can I say? There are more chapters to come in the story of The Sisters of Luna. How could there not be?

❤️❤️❤️
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