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   The first time I saw Allison was out the window of my bedroom. She was coming out of the house next door, which was owned by an older woman whose name I later learned was Clara, and who I also learned was Allison's aunt.
 
   She was a tall woman, taller even than me, with bleached blonde hair, large eyes and long legs. Most people would say that she wasn't much to look at. She was relatively flat-chested, thin and lanky. She had a great backside, and that would have been about the best that other guys would have said of her.
 
   But I wasn't most other guys.
 
   As soon as I saw her, I was hit by that feeling you get the first time you fall hopelessly in love with someone. I know how clichéd that sounds, but it was the truth. Or as close to it as I can get without veering off into hyperbole. I felt my breath catch in my throat, and my heart start to knock against my ribcage as though it wanted to break free.
 
   I knew right away that it wasn't her looks. Don't get me wrong, there was something about the softness of her face and her big full lips that pulled me in, but she wasn't drop dead gorgeous. It was her poise that grabbed me. Her confidence. She exuded the stuff like she had sprayed it on as perfume. She moved with grace and with an attitude in her step that I couldn't shake. It was as though she was taunting the world around her, telling it to get stuffed.
 
   In retrospect, that was all probably bullshit, but in that moment, I was enthralled. She had me, right there and then, she just didn't know it. And neither did I really. But I would soon enough.
 
   It was dark when she strode out of her front door, but I could see right away that she was crying. She was dressed in casual jeans and a loose vest-shirt that hung limply off her shoulders and fluttered down around her middle. That small amount of visible flesh was enough to make me shiver all over.
 
   She sat down on the steps of the house and buried her face in her hands. I had no idea why she was crying, of course. I would find out the reason later, but right then, all I could do was feel bad for her. I wanted to go down there and wrap my arms around her to comfort her. But I couldn't. What would I have said? Hey, my name is Rob. I was perving over you from my window and thought I would come down here to give you a grope under the pretext of comfort.
 
   Because, that sure as hell would have been what it was. I mean, I wanted her to feel better, but I wanted to feel her body against mine more. It was the simple truth.
 
   I debated going down there for several minutes, so long in fact, that by the time I had made up my mind, she had got up from the step, wiped her eyes, and headed inside again.
 
   That was the first time I saw her, but it was not going to be the last. I was going to see a lot more of Allison, and she was going to change me in ways I would never have expected in a million years.
 
   I remember staying at that window for a long time, hoping to get another look at her. But she never came out again, and when the lights in the house next door all went out an hour later, I sighed and went to bed.
 
   I'm not ashamed to admit that I masturbated myself to sleep that night. I couldn't get the image of her out of my head, and it had left me with a raging boner. It was weird. It wasn't like I had even seen her naked. But just that brief glimpse of her had got me horny enough that I couldn't hold back. I kept the image of her in my head as I lay under my sheets, furiously beating off.
 
   The next day, I had work, but I spent the hour before work constantly looking out my window to see if she would show again. She didn't
 
   I was twenty-two and I still lived with my parents. I know, it's fucking embarrassing, but I worked in a damn convenience store and I didn't have the money for a place of my own. To be honest, I wasn't even trying to save up for it, though my parents thought I was. The truth was that I was comfortable at home. My meals were made for me, I got my laundry done, and I could spend my wages on frivolous things. It's selfish, sure, but I was still young and lacking any kind of responsibility.
 
   Work that day went about as slowly as it had ever gone. An endless stream of bland, boring customers coming and going and nothing much to do but think about the girl I had seen the night before. Looking back now, I know I was becoming obsessed. But I didn't see it that way then. It was a way to pass the time, and it wasn't exactly harming anyone.
 
   I was so far into the daydream that I didn't notice at first when she came into the shop.
 
   I was flicking through the pages of a magazine, lost in my fantasy and not really paying much attention. I remember hearing someone clear their throat, and when I looked up, there she was, frowning at me.
 
   She looked better close up. She had smooth, flawlessly pale skin. Her hair was long and thick, hanging down almost to the small of her back. Her nose was button like, but she had a strong jawline, and intense eyes of the brightest blue you could imagine. She was dressed similarly to the way she had been the night before. Her vest-shirt was purple and she wasn't wearing a bra. I could see her perky nipples through the thin material. I felt myself getting another boner and I flushed, forcing myself to look at her face.
 
   I must have been staring, because her frown grew more pronounced, making the heat in my face burn all the more fiercely.
 
   “Get a good look there, ass hole?” she asked, tossing her purchases onto the counter.
 
   “No, sorry, you just... you know, took me by surprise.” I stammered the words out, feeling like an utter fool.
 
   “Yeah sure I did. Jeeze. Just ring up the order, yeah? Oh, and throw in a pack of smokes.”
 
   I nodded and took down the pack she wanted, all the time feeling her gaze boring into me. I rang up the order and she paid, then turned to leave. I didn't want her to go so soon.
 
   “Hey... you live at number 51, right? Hazel Road?”
 
   She turned back to me. “I do now,” she said. “How the hell do you know that?”
 
   “I... I just saw you. Yesterday. I live right next door.”
 
   “Huh? My aunt said a middle aged couple lived there. You're what? Twenty?”
 
   “Twenty-two,” I replied, leaning on the counter on my elbows. “But yeah, it's my mom and dad....”
 
   She laughed. “Holy shit. You still live at home?”
 
   I felt nettled by the remark, and I had to bite my tongue to keep myself from saying something I would regret. “For now. This job doesn't exactly pay much you know.”
 
   She shrugged. “I wouldn't know. Anyway, you need to stop staring at my tits, all right? It's fucking weird.”
 
   I flushed again, then nodded guiltily. “Right. I didn't mean... I just...”
 
   She smirked at me and unwrapped her cigarettes before turning back to the door. “I know what you meant,” she said over her shoulder. “I'm Allison. See you around, pervert.”
 
   And she was gone. I called my name after her, but I wasn't sure she heard it. I watched her get into a beaten up old car in the lot outside. She pulled away, and then vanished down the street.
 
   I felt like a complete tool. Her appearance in the store had caught me by surprise and I'd fluffed the whole damn thing. She probably really thought I was a perv. Sure, I'd been looking at those little breasts of hers. But not for as long as she had made out I was. Shit! I had no chance with her now. Or so I believed.
 
   I got home after seven, tired and glad to be free of the store at last. I hated the place, but the job was easy money. The manager was actually a year younger than I was, and an even bigger slacker. She spent most of her time out back sneaking joints. How she even got the job in the fist place, let alone kept it, I had no idea. But I didn't mind. She didn't ride my ass like other bosses would, and I pretty much got to do whatever I wanted, within reason. So long as I served the customers and kept the shelves stocked, she didn't give a shit.
 
   My dinner was waiting for me as it always was. Mom and dad had already finished eating and were in the lounge watching reruns of an old game show. I said hello to them both then headed up to my room to eat. It was lasagne, and pretty good too. When I was done, I went to the window again and looked out into the night.
 
   And there she was again, sitting on the porch swing, smoking a cigarette.
 
   My breath caught in my throat once more. The way the glow of the street lamps caught her face made look more beautiful. I was probably building her up in my mind more than she warranted, but I couldn't help it. There was just something about the way she sat there, one foot curled up under her, blowing smoke up into the night air, that made my heart beat a little faster.
 
   Suddenly her head turned and she saw me in the window. A smirk creased her face and I swore silently to myself. Now she would think me an even bigger pervert than she already did. But instead of flipping me the finger, which is what I expected to happen, she instead waved her hand for me to come down.
 
   I couldn't believe my luck. Maybe she liked me after all. I nodded and went downstairs quickly. Mom called to me, asking me where I was going, but I ignored her as I bolted out the door.
 
   Allison was staring up at the stars when I climbed the steps up to her porch. She only turned to look at me when I drew near.
 
   “I figured it was less creepy having you stare at me down here than through your window,” she said dryly. I had no response to that.
 
   “Take a seat then, if you want.”
 
   I did, and she looked back up at the stars.
 
   “I don't know if you caught my name earlier,” I began.
 
   “I did. Rob, right?”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah, Rob. Sorry about staring, by the way.”
 
   She shrugged. “Forget it. That's what guys do, right? Stare at girls' tits? I should be flattered.”
 
   I chuckled and leaned back in the swing seat, making it rock a little.
 
   “You want one of these?” She lifted her pack of cigarettes.
 
   I normally didn't smoke, reserving it for those rare times when I went out drinking with my buddies. Even then, it was more of a social thing. I didn't like the taste all that much. I took one from her without even thinking about it. What could it hurt? Besides, it would give me an excuse to spend a little more time in her company.
 
   She flicked her lighter and I took a deep pull.
 
   We fell silent then, and for long minutes I just sat there, feeling like a complete idiot and trying to think of something to say. In the end, I blurted out the one thing I knew I shouldn't have.
 
   “Why were you crying last night? Did something happen?”
 
   She turned to stare at me, her face expressionless. “You saw that, huh? Jeeze, why am I not surprised? Anyway, it's no big secret. My girlfriend decided to dump me. Kicked me out of the damn apartment, the bitch!”
 
   Shit! There it was, the thing I had subconsciously been dreading. She was a lesbian. I should have expected it. It was the way my luck ran. I felt crushed; devastated in fact. I had been pinning my hopes on the fact that her calling me down here had been a way of saying she liked me. But it was clearly not the case. She liked girls. I had no chance.
 
   “Why did she leave you?” I asked hesitantly. I wasn't sure I wanted to know more about her previous relationship, but it seemed like the right thing to ask.
 
   Allison shrugged and pulled on her cigarette. I watched the smoke curl out of her soft lips in fascination. “It doesn't matter,” she said. “But now I have to live here with my aunt until I find a job or something. Fucking parents won't have me back, that's for sure.”
 
   “Damn, that's harsh. Did you guys not get along or something?”
 
   She laughed. “That's the understatement of the fucking century. They don't want anything to do with me. Hell if I try and call them, they hang up. I don't give a shit anyway. They can do what they like.”
 
   I wanted to ask her more, but she seemed angry, and reluctant to go into it any further. “Well, if you are gonna be here for awhile, at least now you know somebody.”
 
   She looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “You?” She barked a laugh. “I don't really go for guys much, but you are kinda cute I suppose. You definitely got a stiffy on for me, eh?”
 
   I flushed and shook my head quickly, but that only made her laugh all the harder. “Jeeze, I was kidding, but I guess I hit the mark. Look, don't fucking worry about it. But sure, if I'm hard up for someone to hang with, I guess I'll give you a call.”
 
   Her words stung, but I took that as some small victory. She didn't outright hate me at least. I might be torturing myself by trying to spend more time with her, but I couldn't help it. There was a small part of me that was still hopeful.
 
   She dropped the butt of her smoke onto the floor of the porch and crushed it out with the heel of her boot, then stretched. She looked incredible with her slim arms up in the air. It made the bottom of her shirt rise up, exposing her belly. I cast a quick look at it and felt the boner she had called me out on get a little bigger.
 
   “Anyway, I'm going to bed,” she stated. She got up from the seat. “You know the way back home right? Don't need me to hold your hand or anything?”
 
   I pursed my lips and got up. “I think I can manage. I was thinking though... I don't have to work tomorrow, being the weekend and all. You maybe wanna go catch a movie or something? I mean if you don't have anything better to do?”
 
   She looked at me intently for a moment, then smirked. “God, Rob, you are the most predictable guy I think I ever met. You wanna get a chance to feel me up in the back row or something, right? Well, I hate to burst your bubble, but it ain't gonna happen. I can't stand the movies. Two hours in those cramped fucking seats? No thanks.”
 
   She moved to the door, then paused. “But if you really want to hang out, you can come on over if you want. My aunt will be out most of the day, not that it matters. You can come up to my room, chill out and play some video games and shit.”
 
   I felt a thrill of excitement at the prospect and nodded my head eagerly. Hell, at that point, she could have suggested I come over and clean her damn boots and I probably would have done it. I was hooked and she knew it.
 
   She laughed, then blew me a mock kiss. “Right then. Goodnight, Robbie. Don't strain your damn wrist knocking one off tonight, ok?” Still laughing, she pushed through the screen door and vanished into the house.
 
   I felt a hint of humiliation as I returned home, but it was overshadowed by the rising excitement of spending some real time with Allison. I'd almost forgotten the fact that she was into girls and not men, and in my mind, I was only a step away from being her boyfriend.
 
   I wanted to go to my room, but mom caught me before I could reach the stairs and I was instead forced to sit down and watch another of her favourite game shows. She was lounging back on the couch with her bare feet up on dad's legs while he rubbed her soles. It was rather gross, but it did help calm my erection a little.
 
   “Where did you go rushing off to?” Mom asked. She didn't take her eyes off the screen, but I could tell she was at least a little curious.
 
   “Just next door,” I told her.
 
   She did turn her head then, a knowing smile on her lips. “Oh? Does that girl who moved in have anything to do with it?”
 
   I shrugged. “She's nice. We just had a chat, that's all.”
 
   Dad laughed. “Riiighhhttt. And you're not attracted to her even a little bit I suppose?”
 
   I sighed and got up. “I'm going to my room.”
 
   The two of them laughed, and I ascended the stairs with the sound of it ringing in my ears.
 
   The thing of it was, I had no reason to be embarrassed or ashamed, but parents have a way of getting under your skin. Even as old as I was, they could still humiliate me when it came to women. It was one of the reasons I had always avoided bringing girls home to meet them. They invariably told stories about me when I was younger that made my toes curl.
 
   And yet, the idea of having Allison over thrilled me to the bone. I looked around my room in distaste. I certainly wouldn't had brought her over with it looking as bad as it did. I spent a quick half hour rushing round the place, tossing clothes into the laundry, throwing away empty candy wrappers and even going so far as to straighten out the sheets on the bed. It still looked like the bedroom of a single guy, but it was better.
 
   I didn't know why I had bothered, exactly. She hadn't mentioned ever coming over here, and I wasn't sure I would even ask her. Mom and dad were in most nights anyway, and there was no chance in hell I would have Allison over while they were downstairs.
 
   I sighed irritably and dropped onto the bed. I still couldn't get her out of my mind. The way she had looked on the porch, casually smoking a cigarette.... I felt my cock twinge in my jeans, and I tugged them down quickly and scrambled under the bed.
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   I slept badly that night again. I had a weird dream where Allison was mocking me for still living with my parents. It was horrible.
 
   I got up just before midday and spent a few hours idly moping around the house and my bedroom in particular. I couldn't wait for later that afternoon when I could head over to next door. I was looking out of my window constantly, checking for Allison's aunt leaving the house.
 
   Finally, at around 4pm, I saw her. Allison stood in the doorway, watching as her aunt made her way down the steps and climbed into her car. Almost as soon as she was gone, I rushed to the mirror, making sure I was presentable, before heading downstairs and out the front door.
 
   I forced myself to slow down as I climbed the porch steps. I'd ran over here too quickly, I knew. Allison would guess I had been watching, there was no doubt in my mind. But the thought of turning back and waiting a little longer left a lump in my chest. I had to see her.
 
   I took a few quick breaths, then knocked on the door. I heard the muffled response to enter, and pushed my way inside.
 
   There was no sign of Allison in the small lounge; I guessed she was already upstairs. With my heart pounding away like a drum in my chest, I climbed the stairs. One of the doors on the landing was open, and I could hear rock music drifting out from it. I approached, knocked on the door, then went inside.
 
   Allison was half-lying on the bed with her back and head against the wall. One of her legs was under the sheets, but the other, completely bare and smooth, was hooked over the top of it. She was wearing a small t-shirt and grunge-like waistcoat on her top half that gave her a bit of a punk look. I liked it. It went well with her thin frame and small chest. She was looking through a magazine, but she closed it as I entered and waved me over to the bed.
 
   I crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, which made her laugh. “Jeeze, I'm not going to bite you. Come on, relax.” She didn't bother to wait to see what I would do. She reached for her cigarettes and lit up. She didn't offer me one this time.
 
   “I fucking love this song,” she said after a moment. She closed her eyes, and I could see the toes on her exposed foot wriggling in time to the music.
 
   “It's pretty good,” I agreed, though rock wasn't really my thing.
 
   She opened her eyes again and smirked at me. “Yeah, I can tell you really like it. So, what the fuck do you wanna do? We could watch a movie or something? Play some games?”
 
   I shrugged. I was happy enough just sitting on the bed with her. She seemed to realise that and laughed again.
 
   I took the opportunity to hide my flushed face by scooting back on the bed and leaning against it. There was still a little space between the two of us, but I was close enough to smell a hint of perfume on her. She took a puff on the cigarette, then offered it to me. I took it without comment and took a pull of my own. I thought of her lips having been around the butt, and I felt a now familiar stirring in my jeans.
 
   Allison didn't seem to notice though.
 
   “So, I told you all that shit about me yesterday,” she said, cocking her head to the side so she could look up at me. “What about you? Why the hell are you still living at home with your mom and dad?”
 
   “I told you, that job doesn't pay me enough.”
 
   “Oh bullshit. You don't have to work there. I bet you could find something better if you really wanted. What is it, you just lazy or something?”
 
   I started to shake my head, but she interrupted me. “Don't worry. I get it. Don't do more than you have to, right?”
 
   I felt a sudden kinship with her then. She did get it, the whole slacker philosophy. I just didn't see any reason to strike out on my own when I had everything I needed. Sure, the freedom of a place of my own would be nice, but I could live without it.
 
   “On the other hand, living with your parents at twenty-two is fucking pathetic.”
 
   I cringed inwardly, feeling almost as though I had been punched in the gut. She saw the look on my face and rolled her eyes. “Oh man up already, for christ's sake. If it's embarrassing, then do something about it. Grow a pair.”
 
   She was right of course, but that didn't help me at all. I felt pretty damn foolish, and right then, if I could have crawled under the bed and hid without her seeing me, I would have done it. I stubbed out the remainder of the cigarette to try and hide my flushed cheeks. But then something happened that made me forget all about my humiliation.
 
   “You wanna make out?”
 
   I looked at her as though I had heard wrongly. It had come out of the blue, and I felt sure that it was my own imagination making me hear things. “Huh? What?”
 
   She pursed her lips then sighed. “Jeeze, it's just making out. I figured you've been wanting it since you saw me yesterday, so let's just get it out of the fucking way. Beside, I'm bored shitless here. I wanna see what you got.”
 
   Without warning, she twisted her upper body, leaned in, and pressed her lips against mine. I was shocked, and for a moment I didn't move. My brain screamed at me to react, damn it, or the moment would be lost. After a frantic few seconds, I lifted my hand to her arm and started to kiss back. She murmured and then slowly pulled away.
 
   “Not bad,” she said, grinning at me. “Not quite as good as kissing a girl, but hey, I'm not gonna complain.”
 
   She looked down quickly, and her grin widened. “Looks like you enjoyed it even more than I did.”
 
   I rolled my eyes down and cursed silently. My boner was not just showing, it was damn prominent. The entire crotch of my jeans were tented up, showing off my proud erection. Only, I wasn't feeling so proud right then. I felt like a little kid again.
 
   “You really got it bad, Robbie,” she said sweetly. “I'd help you out some, but I reckon that would only make you want it more.”
 
   I wondered what she meant, but I wasn't going to ask. “Look, I can't help it. You're hot, all right? And when you just... like... do that stuff, it makes me...”
 
   “Horny?” She finished. 
 
   I nodded dolefully.
 
   She sighed, then suddenly reached out to grasp my wrist. “I don't mind, really,” she said. She lifted my hand, and then with one swift movement, slid it up under her shirt. I felt my fingers drift over her bare skin, and then my palm was pressing down on her small, perfect little breast. I could feel her stiff nipple against my hand, and my erection throbbed even more painfully in my jeans.
 
   Allison kept hold of my wrist. She moved it in a slow, lazy circle so that my hand was rubbing over the mound of her tit. It felt incredible. So soft and inviting, and I was intently aware of her stiff nipple against my palm. I had fantasized about more than just this with her, but right then, all my wild imaginings just seemed plain dull compared to the reality.
 
   She smiled softly at me as she forced my hand against her breast, but then, almost as quickly as she had started it, she stopped, pulling my hand away. “That's enough of that,” she said. “I don't want to give you any bright ideas.”
 
   I could have screamed. My cock was pulsing excitedly, and my heart was racing two beats per second. I couldn't help myself. I leaned in and kissed her again, hard and passionately. My hand slid over her bare thigh and began to push upwards, sliding beneath the sheets and towards her hidden crotch.
 
   Suddenly pain flared, and I realised that she had slapped my face. Not hard, but enough to shock me back to reality.
 
   I blinked at her stupidly, cursing myself for a fool. I'd pushed it too far, and now, she was pissed. Her face was flushed a dark red.
 
   “What the fuck? All you guys are the same. Give you a fucking inch and you charge in like a damn bull.”
 
   “I'm sorry,” I mumbled, swallowing thickly. “I just thought...”
 
   “I know what you were thinking,” she said. “Catch a quick fumble, maybe even get laid, right?”
 
   I shook my head in denial, but we both knew she was right. That's exactly what I had been hoping for.
 
   The heat went out of her cheeks a little and she sighed. “I might even let you sometime. Maybe. But you ain't ready for it. Not yet.”
 
   What the hell did that even mean? I was clearly ready for it, as the bulge in my jeans would testify. I got the feeling she was talking about something else, but I had no idea what that something else might be. 
 
   She looked at me intently for a moment, then turned away. “Get out.”
 
   “What?” I knew I was looking at her dumbly, but I was thrown by her swiftly changing emotions. It was like being on a wild roller-coaster.
 
   “You heard me. I'm bored. Get lost. I'll let you know if I want to see you again.”
 
   I stood up, feeling bewildered. One moment I'd been feeling up her breast with thoughts of fucking her right there on the bed, and the next, she was dismissing me as though nothing had happened. I should have felt disgusted, but I only wanted her more.
 
   “I'll... I'll head out then, if that's what you want....” I hesitated, hoping that she would change her mind, but she simply picked up her magazine again.
 
   I left the room with a sigh and started down the stairs. I had made it half way before I heard her call me. Looking back, I could see her head poking out of the bedroom door.
 
   “Hang on,” she said, pursing her lips. “I changed my mind. Let me throw something on and we'll head out in the car. Go up to Birchwood Heights. I hear you can see most of the town from up there.”
 
   Again I was caught of guard, but I jumped at the chance to spend some more time with her. “Sure,” I said. “I'll wait outside for you. You want to take my car or yours?”
 
   She shrugged. “Whatever. Let's just take mine. I'll just be a minute.”
 
   She ducked out of view again and I made my way outside. I didn't know what to make of her. She seemed to change her mind more than she changed her clothes. But that only made her more unpredictable, more interesting. I never knew what was coming next with her, and that excited me more than I could say. I had a feeling that things might actually start to go my way, sooner or later.
 
   I went to the porch swing and sat on it, confused thoughts running through my head. Luckily, I wasn't left to think for long. Allison appeared after only a few minutes wearing a stylistically torn pair of jeans and black heeled boots. She waved me over and I climbed into the passenger side of her beaten up old convertible.
 
   Allison put on some music – more rock – then pulled out into the street. She tapped her fingers against the steering wheel as she drove, and hummed along quietly to the tune.
 
   For the first ten minutes of the drive, we didn't speak. I kept glancing at her out of the corner of my eye. I was thinking about how good it had felt kissing her, and how much better it had been feeling her bare breast. I got the feeling that she was aware of my surreptitious looks, but she didn't comment on it.
 
   “I'm sorry I snapped at you,” she said at last. “And I shouldn't have slapped you.”
 
   “I stepped over the line,” I replied.
 
   “Yeah, you did, but that wasn't why I hit you. There's things about me that you don't know.”
 
   I looked at her curiously. “What kind of things.”
 
   “Just stuff,” she said cryptically. “I guess you'll find out, sooner or later. I don't know. But not yet.”
 
   I was itching to press her on it, but considering how quickly her mood could change, I decided to let it drop. But I was hopeful she would clue me in before long.
 
   Ten minutes later, and we were cruising along the narrow lane up to Beechwood Heights. It was a bumpy ride and I was jounced around in my seat. But Allison seemed to enjoy it, and by the time we pulled over into the hard-dirt parking space at the top of the wooded hill, she was grinning from ear to ear. She climbed out of the car, stretched, and lit a cigarette.
 
   “Come on,” she said. She hopped up onto the hood of her car and then lay back with one arm behind her head.
 
   I got out and climbed onto the hood with her. The metal gave a little beneath me as I lay back beside her, staring up at the clear blue sky.
 
   “Damn, it's nice up here,” Allison said. The cigarette dangled between her pert lips and she puffed on it casually. “Nobody to piss you off.”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah, it's pretty good. I don't come up here much. Not much to do on your own.”
 
   The message was rather pointed, but Allison seemed to either not care, or just ignored it.
 
   “I don't know. You can just come up here and think, you know? Just chill with all the usual shit.”
 
   “I guess so.”
 
   She fell silent for a moment, then suddenly sat up and tossed away her cigarette. I looked at her, and saw an odd expression on her face. She wasn't smiling. She raised a finger, then curled the end of it towards me in a beckoning gesture.
 
   I sat up, my heart starting to thud in my chest again. I was hoping that I wasn't reading the signs wrong as I leaned in to kiss her. I half expected another slap across my face, but instead she leaned in to meet me, and our lips met.
 
   The kiss was even better than the earlier one had been. Her lips were soft and sensual, and she knew how to use them. She had her head tilted to the side a little, and she was moving her mouth, causing her lips to pull on mine. I could taste the smoke on her breath, but far from being revolting, it turned me on. I could feel my length stirring again, but I didn't care.
 
   Allison didn't seem to mind either. I felt her hand on my thigh, and then it was sliding up to clutch the bulge at my crotch. I gasped into her mouth and let out a whimper of pleasure.
 
   Allison pulled away from the kiss, smirking at me a little. She kept her hand on my cock, rubbing the stiffening length through the fabric of my jeans. Even with that thick material in the way, her touch felt incredible.
 
   “You really don't know how to control this bad boy, do you?” she asked me. There was just a hint of mockery in her voice.
 
   “I can't help it,” I told her. “You drive me crazy.”
 
   She looked at me with tilted head. Her smile faded. “Yeah? Well, you might not say that soon.”
 
   “What? What do you mean? I know how I feel.” I suddenly felt a little nervous. She had that odd look on her face again, but I had no idea what it represented. She could have been thinking anything right then.
 
   She lifted her hand from my crotch, and I felt that I had blown it again. I just didn't know how to deal with a girl like Allison. She was so sure of herself, so confident, while I was a nervous wreck. My fumblings must have seemed ridiculous to her.
 
   But when she grabbed my wrist again, I bit my lip in relief. She wasn't pissed. She pulled my hand down to her thigh and then held it there for a moment.
 
   “You wanna know my secret, Robbie? Huh?”
 
   I nodded numbly. Whatever it was, I felt ready for it. She might have been a psycho killer, but I didn't care. It was my libido talking, I knew, but it didn't matter.
 
   Slowly, she let go of my wrist, and took hold of her zip. I watched, mesmerized, as she slowly drew it down. When it reached the bottom, she popped the button and then folded the two halves back.
 
   I was puzzled, but intensely turned on. Maybe I was going to get lucky after all. I held my breath in anticipation of seeing her perfect little pussy.
 
   She slipped her hands into the top of her barely visible panties and pushed. I gasped, and then felt my mouth drop open. A long, slender cock popped out into view.
 
   “There it is,” she said simply.
 
   Her length was around eight inches long, bigger than my own, and smooth. I could see a pair of bald nuts beneath the shaft. It was semi-hard at the moment, and twitching a little as it stiffened slowly. She was getting aroused.
 
   I recoiled as if from a snake. For a moment, my brain couldn't reconcile what I was seeing. It was almost as if I had peeled the skin from an orange to find an apple core inside. It was surreal, and my mind was reeling.
 
   “You...” I swallowed and tried again. “You've got a....”
 
   Allison rolled her eyes, then pushed her length back into her jeans, hiding it from view once more. “Yeah, I've got a fucking dick, genius. Well done. Gold star for Robbie.”
 
   I shook my head. “But how could you...?”
 
   “What do you think?” There was a look of anger on her face, but I could hear something different in her voice. Disappointment?
 
   “So... You're a boy then?” I was still trying to wrap my head around what I had seen, barely even thinking about what I was saying. But that was the wrong thing.
 
   Allison fastened the button on her jeans angrily. “No, I'm not a fucking boy. Jesus. You're all the fucking same. I should have known. Get the fuck off my car, Rob, I'm going home.”
 
   I looked at her in shock for a moment. I didn't know what to do. Allison dropped to the ground and then reached for me, trying to push on my thighs in an effort to dislodge me from the hood of the car. I grabbed her wrist.
 
   “Wait! Just wait, please.”
 
   “What for? So you can stare a bit more like a landed fish. I can see what you are thinking. It's all over your face.”
 
   “I don't know what I'm thinking,” I said quickly. “I... was caught by surprise. I didn't expect it, that's all.”
 
   She hesitated, but I could tell from her flushed face that she was still angry. “Fine. You were surprised. So now what?”
 
   I bit my lip, trying to formulate words. I was shocked, and a part of me wanted to do what she had suggested: go home and forget everything. But another part of me, the part that had lusted after her since the first time I had seen her, had other ideas. I reached out, pulling her closer.
 
   “I don't know,” I admitted. “I just... I didn't expect it. I still want to...”
 
   She relented, but only just. The flush was still in her cheeks, but now it seemed less like anger, and more like something else. “Still want to what?” She looked at me for a moment, then took my hand and guided it down between her legs.
 
   I flinched a little, pulling back slightly, but she held onto me tight, pressing my palm against her crotch. “It's not going away any time soon, Rob,” she said. “So either you get used to it, or you just fuck off. It's your call.”
 
   I remember that being a truly defining moment for me. I knew that if I pulled back, it would all be over. She would never forgive it. She was looking down at me expressionlessly, and I knew that I couldn't disappoint her again.
 
   But it wasn't just that. I still wanted her, and badly. My feelings hadn't changed on that score, even if they had become a little muddled.
 
   I suddenly pressed forward with my hand, forcing the flat of my palm tight against her crotch. Allison stiffened and I heard a hiss of breath escape her mouth. I was determined on my course then, and before any second thoughts could cross my mind, I slid down from the hood of the car.
 
   Allison just looked at me for long moments, before biting her lower lip and once more opening the button on her jeans. Her head tilted a little to the side, but she didn't take her eyes off my face. I glanced down, just in time to see her hand coming back out of her panties, fingers wrapped around her dick.
 
   Seeing it again was almost as big of a shock as it had been the first time, but I kept my composure well enough not to show it again. I licked my lips nervously as she let go of the shaft, and with hands that were trembling more than I wanted, slowly closed my hands around the length.
 
   I won't lie, it felt odd holding a cock that was not my own. I felt it twitch a little, and go from that soft, pliant shape, to something larger, thicker and more rigid as she began to stiffen excitedly. I watched it curiously, as though I had never seen anything quite like it before.
 
   Allison didn't say a word. I wasn't sure why at the time, but now I think I know. She was waiting and watching to see what I would do.
 
   As the dick stiffening in my hand, I tightened my grip. It was weird, but a part of me was inordinately pleased by the fact that she was getting aroused. If that cock had remained flaccid and soft, I might have called it quits right then. But the fact that it rose up from my touch emboldened me and gave me the confidence to do what I did next.
 
   I dropped to my knees.
 
   Allison did speak then. “Oh shit, Robbie, if you are going to do what I think you are, then just do it.” She wasn't angry any more. She was excited, and her voice held a hint of command in it.
 
   My mouth felt dry. I ran my tongue over my lips for a moment, then angled the head of her now rigid cock upwards. Slowly I leaned in, opened my mouth, and slid my lips around the tip of her member.
 
   Allison was looking down at me with wide eyes. When my lips closed around the rigid flesh of her crown, she gasped and reached down to run her hands through my hair. “Oh man,” she said, her breath catching in her throat. “I never thought I'd have a guy's mouth on my dick, but shit does that feel good. Don't stop, Rob, suck me off.”
 
   Something about the way she said those words made me suddenly weak in the legs. I was glad I was kneeling down, otherwise I might have keeled over. I pushed forward with my lips until the entire head was in my mouth, then tentatively pressed my tongue against the smooth dome.
 
   I had no idea what a cock was supposed to taste like, but hers didn't taste like much of anything. A little salty around the tip maybe, near that little slit, but otherwise, nothing. It was the texture that got to me. Smooth and soft and delicate. I had to admit, even if it was just to myself, that it wasn't bad at all.
 
   I felt my own cock stiffen in my jeans, and my confusion grew stronger. I was on my damn knees, up above town, with the cock of the girl of my dreams pressed into my mouth. A girl who minutes earlier, didn't even have a cock, so far as I knew. And I was getting hard. I was getting one of the biggest boners I'd had in months, all from sucking that crown between my lips.
 
   Allison was still looking down at me, her mouth parted a little. Her thighs were spread, and her hand was running softly through my hair to the back of my head. She was pushing on it a little, urging me to take her deeper.
 
   I could hardly refuse at that point. I pushed forward again with my lips and slowly slid them down the length of her shaft.
 
   Eight inches might not seem like a lot, but when you are trying to get it all into your mouth... let me tell you, it was not easy. I gagged almost instantly when it hit the back of my throat and I paused, unwilling and – for the moment – unable to go any further. Allison seemed ok with it. I had half her dick in my mouth after all. Instead of trying to push down further, I compressed my lips around the shaft and drew back slowly to the head.
 
   I knew from my own experiences with girls just how good that felt - when lips were pressed tight around my prick - and I tried to replicate it. I wasn't sure how well I did until I heard Allison gasp above me.
 
   “Fuck Robbie, just... just keep doing that. Shit that feels good. You sure you've never done this before?”
 
   I felt my cheeks burning, but I did as she asked, bobbing my head slowly back and forth along three or four inches of cock. Each time the bald head smacked against my throat, I choked a little. But it got better. Soon I had a rhythm going, back and forth, sucking hard as I went.
 
   It didn't take long for my jaw to start aching. I had never thought just how much work went into sucking off a dick, and I didn't know how much longer I could keep it up. Allison was moaning softly, one hand on my head, one on the hood of the car. I could tell from her face and from the sounds she was making that she was enjoying it. But what I didn't know was just how close she was to cumming.
 
   I continued to bob my head along her length, until suddenly, her hand tightened in my hair. I wondered why for a brief moment, but as she sucked in a deep breath and then swore loudly, I knew the reason.
 
   I felt the first spurt of seed hit the back of my throat with surprising force. I was shocked enough to jerk my head back, but her hand stopped me from pulling off completely. Another spurting shot pumped out and into my mouth, spattering close to where the first had landed. I felt it start to slither down the back of my throat. I coughed, and then was forced to swallow as yet more of her thick semen flooded my open mouth.
 
   Allison groaned as she emptied her balls. Her eyes were rolled up in her head in pleasure, and I could see her legs shaking a little. “Shit, that's it,” she muttered. “Oh fuck yes, that's good.”
 
   The last spurt pumped from her cock into my mouth and I swallowed it down with a choking gasp. Allison held herself inside me for another moment, and then pulled back. Her cock popped out of my mouth with a soft squelching sound. I watched in a daze as a drop of her seed spattered down to the grass below.
 
   I lifted the back of my hand to my mouth and wiped away a smear of cum. Allison stepped back and leaned against the hood of her car. Her cheeks were rosy and she was breathing a little heavily. She glanced at me briefly, then tucked herself back into her jeans and tugged the zip back into place.
 
   I remember running my tongue over my lips and then getting to my feet. I remember turning to her and opening my mouth to say something, then watching as she wordlessly got into the driver's seat of the car. When I didn't move she beckoned to me impatiently.
 
   More confused than ever, I opened the passenger side door and got it. She started the engine and pulled away.
 
   “Where are we going?” I as asked her.
 
   “I'm dropping you home,” she replied, not even looking in my direction. “I have some shit to do in town. I forgot about it.”
 
   “That's it then? You just... drop me at home?” I felt a hint of resentment flutter in my stomach. I'd done something I had never thought I would, and she was acting as though nothing had happened.
 
   “Yeah. Like I said, I have to go into town. It's not a big deal, Rob, so don't make it into one.”
 
   “Sure,” I said. I leaned my elbow against the bottom of the window and glanced out as we drove down back into the suburban streets below. Despite doing what I had guessed she wanted, I felt as though I had been rejected, and I had no idea why.
 
   Allison turned on her music, and we drove the rest of the way back to my house without speaking. When she pulled up at the bottom of her drive, she didn't even bother to get out of the car.
 
   I frowned at her, opened the door, and placed one foot on the tarmac. “You wanna hang out a bit later on?” I asked her. I already knew what her answer was going to be, but I needed to ask. Despite the not so little surprise she had thrown at me, I still couldn't shake my interest in her.
 
   She shook her head. “Nah, I'm gonna just chill. I don't know how long I'll be in town for anyway.”
 
   I got out of the car fully. “Right. Yeah, I get it. Well, have fun.”
 
   She nodded casually, revved the engine, and pulled away from the curb. I watched her go silently, my emotions churning inside me. Had I done something wrong? I didn't think so, but I was quickly realising that with a girl like Allison, it didn't take much.
 
   I could still taste her on my tongue. I wasn't exactly sure how I felt about that. What I had done, I'd done on the spur of the moment. It had seemed like what she wanted, and I still wanted to please her. I'd rationalised it in my mind that, even though I wasn't a fan of the dick, I still wanted to be with her. Get through that one thing, and I'd be golden. But it hadn't turned out that way. If anything, she seemed more distant than ever.
 
   I went into the house. Mom was washing dishes in the kitchen, and dad was out back, pottering in the garden. I answered her greeting morosely, then went upstairs to my room.
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   I didn't see Allison again for almost a week after that. I went back to work on Monday, after spending most of the day before looking out the window in hopes of catching a glimpse of her. I hated myself for doing it, especially after how she had treated me. But I couldn't help it. I began to wonder if this was how obsession started.
 
   The days went by slowly at work. I was forced to listen to my boss, Becky, regale me with stories of some of the stoner parties she had been to lately. Another time, I might have even enjoyed listening to them; they always sounded so wacky, and they usually helped relieve the boredom. But my mind was elsewhere, and I barely even heard half of what she was saying to me. Not that she seemed to notice. Her eyes had a constant glazed look in them, and I realised that she was baked almost the whole time.
 
   By the time Thursday rolled around, I was itching to see Allison again. I had pretty much decided that her extra package didn't even matter. I couldn't see it most of the time, and while it was out of sight, it was out of mind. Or so I tried to tell myself. In truth, her cock was forefront in my mind almost constantly. And not because it revolted me, as I thought it would. No, I had started to fixate on it, no matter how many times I told myself I wasn't.
 
   When I left work that day I resolved to head next door to speak with her. She owed me an explanation at least. I went through what I would say to her in my mind over and over again. But by the time I got out of my car and climbed the steps of her porch, all the words had vacated my head. I had no idea what I was going to say.
 
   I knocked, and had pretty much decided on my opening line, when the door swung inwards and Allison's aunt appeared framed in the opening. I snapped my mouth shut, suddenly flustered.
 
   “Oh, Rob right?” She smiled at me. “I haven't seen you lately. You spend all your time up in your room, I forget you even live there sometimes. You still live next door, right? You didn't move out?”
 
   I shook my head. She was about twice my age, with dark brown hair. A few years younger, and I might have found her attractive. As it was, I barely even noticed her looks. I only seemed to have eyes for Allison these days.
 
   “I'm still there,” I told her. “But I was actually wondering if Allison was home...”
 
   She looked surprised. “Allison? I didn't even realise that you two knew each other.” She paused, and her lips twitched a little as if she was considering something. “You've... spent some time together, then?”
 
   I suddenly understood her curious expression. She was wondering if I knew Allison's secret. I could have set her mind at rest, but there was no way I wanted to talk about the dick of the girl I wanted to date. Not to her aunt; not to anyone.
 
   “Yeah, we kinda hung out a few days back. Is she home?”
 
   “I'm afraid not. She went out for the evening. I think she went to see a few friends, but I'm not sure. I can.... tell her you called, if you like?”
 
   “Sure, thanks.” I turned to go, then stopped and swivelled back to her. “I don't suppose she mentioned me at all? Like, I guess she never said that we hung out for a day?”
 
   She shook her head at me. “I'm afraid not. But then, she's not the most communicative of girls.”
 
   That was an understatement. I said goodbye, then went back home, feeling more frustrated than ever. It was starting to look like she had pretty much decided I wasn't worth the effort. It grated on me, but I didn't see that there was anything else I could do. I wasn't her type.
 
   I spent the rest of Thursday moping in my room. The next day, I considered calling in sick to work, but in the end, I managed to drag myself out of bed. I needed the money, and it was just one more day. I would have all weekend to feel sorry for myself.
 
   I was just about to get into my car, when I heard her voice calling my name. Surprised, I looked up, one hand on the handle of my car door, and saw her leaning against a post on top of the porch. She was dressed almost exactly as she had been that first day I saw her, and to me, right then, she looked more stunning than ever.
 
   “My aunt told me you came over yesterday, that right?”
 
   I let go of the handle and turned to face her. “Yeah, I... just wanted to see if you were home. I thought... maybe we could do something this weekend. You know, if you were free.”
 
   She pursed her lips. “I don't know, I got a lot going on lately. I'm supposed to catch up with some old friends, shoot the shit, you know?”
 
   Of course. She had a life, as opposed to me, who had taken up the existence of a hermit with a eager enthusiasm. “Yeah, I get that. I just thought I'd ask. Just in case.”
 
   She cocked her head to the side and then drew her cigarettes from her pocket. “You know what,” she said, screwing the smoke between her lips and lighting up. “I can take a rain check on my plans. Did you have something in mind?”
 
   I felt my heartbeat increase by a rate of knots. I hadn't really thought that far ahead, figuring there was no chance in hell she would say yes anyway. “We could go for a drink,” I suggested. “There's not much choice around here, but... there's a bar in town that's not too bad. Quiet mostly.”
 
   “Sounds boring as fuck,” she announced, blowing a plume of smoke skywards. “How about you come on over again. I'll rent a couple of movies, and we can get smashed together. You bring the drinks, yeah?”
 
   I could definitely do that. I made a mental note to stop by the liquor store on the way home from work. “Sure, yeah, Sounds like a plan. Your aunt won't mind?”
 
   She laughed. “Fuck no. She's going out to play cards with her pals tonight. She wouldn't give a shit either way. I'll see you later then. Seven?”
 
   “Seven it is.” I watched as she stubbed out her cigarette then went back inside.
 
   I was elated. Maybe I wasn't a lost cause after all. Maybe she'd want to make out again. Maybe she'd let me feel up her tits some more. Maybe I'd get to blow her again.
 
   I swallowed when that last thought fluttered through my mind. It might have repulsed me just a few days ago but now I found myself curiously excited by the thought.
 
   I got into my car, started the engine, and went into work.
 
   To say that I was excited was an understatement. I couldn't think about anything else all day. If I'd had any other manager than Becky, I'd have been chewed out for screwing around at work. But Becky didn't even notice. I spent my time watching the clock and pacing behind the counter. I couldn't focus on the job, and I rang up orders incorrectly three separate times. When clocking out time came around, I felt the nerves jump up a notch. I couldn't fuck it up this time.
 
   I stopped off at the liquor store on the way home and grabbed a six pack of beer. I was on my way to the counter to pay for it, when I changed my mind and went back to swap the beer for wine. I had barely plucked it from the shelves when I decided on the beer after all. Allison was not a wine drinker.
 
   I paid for my order and went home. I wasn't hungry, but I ate dinner anyway, then went up to my room to get ready. Seven seemed an age away, and the seconds ticked past slower than they ever had before.
 
   When at last it was time to go, I hurried downstairs, told mom and dad I was going out, then crossed my drive to her porch.
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   She answered my knock dressed in casual clothes; black T-shirt with the name of a rock band I had never heard of on the front, and a pair of faded jeans. She grinned at the sight of the beer in my hand, then stepped back to let me in.
 
   “Just take it up to my room,” she said, closing the door. “It's still cold, right?”
 
   It was. I'd left it in the refrigerator until just before I left. I hadn't wanted to take the chance.
 
   Her room was just as I remembered it. Clothes scattered on the floor, her bed sheets ruffled.
 
   I placed the beer on the top of her dresser, then took a seat on the edge of the bed. Allison went across to her TV and rooted through some of the movies she'd rented.
 
   “Your friends didn't mind you bailing on them?”
 
   She shrugged. “I don't know, I never spoke to them. I figured they would get on just fine without me there.”
 
   “Oh, right.” I leaned back against the wall as she selected the first movie and slid it into the player.
 
   “So I was wondering... did you want to talk about, you know? Last weekend?”
 
   “Huh?” She glanced at me over her shoulder as the movie flickered to life on the screen. I didn't recognise the title; some kind of arty film. “What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   “You know what I mean. After we went out in your car...”
 
   She laughed. “Jeeze, what's to talk about? You gave me oral sex, Robbie, what's the fucking deal? It's not like it meant we were engaged or anything.”
 
   She plucked two beer cans from the pack, tossed one to me and then climbed onto the bed. She popped the can and took a deep draught.
 
   “I know that!” I said indignantly. “I just thought there might be a bit more to it than just suck and go.”
 
   She rolled her eyes. “It was good, sure. Is that what you wanted to hear? Look, don't get me wrong, I dig getting my cock sucked, but that's all it was. What, have you never had a one night stand, or had a quickie with someone before?”
 
   Sure, I'd had the occasional fling, but this had been something different. This had been a bigger deal than what she was making it out to be. At least, for me it had been. I suddenly realised, that to her, it had been nothing more than a way to empty her balls.
 
   That realisation hit me like a ton of bricks. She'd used me to get off, the same way half the guys I knew used girls for sex as often as they could. She hadn't wanted a boyfriend, or any kind of relationship. She wasn't into guys, after all. She'd wanted some sexual relief.
 
   “I... I get it,” I said at last, popping the cap off my own beer. “I'll drop it.”
 
   She nodded, crossed one ankle over the other, then settled back to watch the movie.
 
   I couldn't focus on the film. It wasn't my type of flick. It was the kind of artsy, surrealist shit that I usually despised. But I forced myself to sit through it for her sake. She seemed to enjoy it, and so I was determined that I would enjoy it to. 
 
   About half way through, she finished her first beer, tossed it into the trash, then got up from the bed. “I need to take a leak,” she stated, heading for the door. “I'll be right back.”
 
   I watched her go, then turned back to the TV screen. A couple of women that I didn't give a shit about were talking all about the pain of life in overly exaggerated and flowery terms. I groaned. Things were not going the way I had hoped they would.
 
   I glanced at the door. I could hear her in the bathroom, relieving herself. I had a few minutes, and a sudden urge had hit me. I got up, padded across the room, and slid open the top drawer of her dresser.
 
   I wasn't sure why I did it. I wasn't a creep, I wasn't a pervert. But I wanted something more from her than what I was getting, and it seemed as this might be the only way to feel a connection with her. I saw a row of panties inside and I reached in to grab the closest one. I lifted it up and pressed it against my face. It reminded me of last weekend, when she'd opened her jeans to give me that first glimpse of the thing that made her so special. There, I had admitted it. I liked her cock. I wanted to see it again, to touch it again, and these panties had been next to it. I inhaled, my eyes closed.
 
   “Get a good sniff there, Robbie-boy?”
 
   I almost screamed in shock, dropping the panties back into the drawer. Allison was standing in the doorway, smirking at me. I had been so absorbed in what I was doing, I hadn't even heard her flush.
 
   “I didn't... I mean, shit... I'm sorry. I'll go.” I closed the door in a rush and was heading to the door before I even realised it.
 
   Allison lifted her hand and pressed it to my chest. “Whoah, not so fast. It's fine. I get why you did it. It's fucking weird, sniffing my panties like a creeper, but I'm not gonna judge.”
 
   I felt my face flush with humiliation, but she only laughed.
 
   “How was it?” she asked me conversationally, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. “Come on, you can tell me that at least. Did you like them?”
 
   I nodded wordlessly. I had liked pressing the soft fabric against my face. I had almost been able to smell her on them, and it had been wonderful.
 
   She chewed on her lower lip, and her smirk vanished. She heeled the door shut and guided me back towards the dresser. “I got an idea,” she said. “Something you can do to apologise for rubbing your face all over my underwear.”
 
   I swallowed nervously. I didn't know what she had in mind, but the expression on her face had me suddenly worried. She reached into the dresser and her hand came out clutching the same set of panties I had been holding a moment earlier.
 
   “Try them on for me,” she said simply.
 
   I looked at her in confusion for a moment, not sure I had heard correctly. “What?”
 
   “You heard me,” she said, tossing the panties over to me. “Try them on. I want to see how they look on you. I'll turn away while you get into them if you don't want me to see your prick, Rob, don't worry.”
 
   “I'm not trying on your underwear,” I said. My mouth was dry and I felt my heart beat quicken. But I made no move to put the panties back in the drawer.
 
   “No? Then get out.” She moved to the bed, and lounged on it. “Go on. Fuck off. You come in here, piss around with my underwear, then get all prissy over a simple request. So get lost. Let me watch the movie in peace.”
 
   I stared at her, then down at the panties in my hand. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. I could slip them on, let her have a good laugh at me, then get out of them again. No big deal, right?
 
   She could somehow sense my changing mind. She grinned again. “Come on, Rob, for me. Nobody else needs to know. It'll be our little secret. I just wanna check you out. I bet you'll look hot.”
 
   I swallowed, then took a deep breath. “Fine,” I said at last. “Just, like, close your eyes or something, all right?”
 
   She laughed and rolled her eyes, but nodded. “Whatever you say.” She closed her eyes, still chuckling.
 
   I hesitated for a moment longer, then quickly unbuttoned my jeans. I could hardly believe I was doing this. Trying on a pair of women's panties, while the owner was sitting not two paces away from me. It was an unreal and bizarre situation. But when I started to tug down my jeans, I was shocked to see my cock stiffening a little. I was excited.
 
   I shucked the jeans off my ankles, then bent and lifted first one foot, then the other, sliding them into the panties. They were a tight fit; Allison was a lot slimmer than I was, after all. But I managed to pull them up to my thighs. After that it was more difficult. I had wide hips, and my backside was a lot bigger than hers. I jiggled around, tugged and heaved on the panties, and at last, they slid into place. Just about. The back was running up my ass crack rather uncomfortably. I glanced down and could see the outline of my semi-hard prick showing up clearly in the front of the panties. They were tight and only just reached covered my backside. As it was, the upper part of my crack was still showing. I felt ridiculous. And more turned on than I had ever been in my life.
 
   “Ok... you can look, I guess.”
 
   Allison opened her eyes, then whistled lewdly. “Oh damn, Rob, you look good in those. A little small maybe, sure, but it really outlines your package, baby.”
 
   She laughed and grinned at me, and I felt more humiliation wash over me.
 
   “Turn around,” she said. “I wanna check out that booty.”
 
   I bit my lip, but did as she said, spinning around slowly so that she could clap eyes on my backside. I was in pretty good shape, and I knew my ass looked good. Maybe not so much in a pair of women's panties, but passable at least.
 
   Allison whistled again. “Holy shit, that's amazing. I'm impressed you even got into them, but hot damn.”
 
   I glanced over my shoulder at her. She was staring at my rear, the smile gone from her lips. I knew that expression on her face, I had seen it before, back on the hill.
 
   “Can I take them off again, now?” I asked her.
 
   Allison shook her head. “No, leave them on. They look good. Actually, I got another idea, if you are game Rob, and not too much of a chicken shit.”
 
   I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. I should have known that her letting me off so quickly was too good to be true.
 
   “What? What is it?” I asked nervously.
 
   She rubbed her hands together, then got up from the bed. Moving over to her dresser, she opened the next draw down. “I want you to dress up for me. I'll help you out. I got some clothes that should fit you. We can pretend we're a couple of girlfriends, hanging out, yeah? It'll be a blast.”
 
   Maybe it would have been for her, but I could think of nothing more humiliating. “Come on!” I said. “Can't I just get dressed again, watch the movie, drink beers?”
 
   She pulled a bra from the drawer and held it out to me, ignoring my plea. “Put that on. You can stuff some socks in it or something. Yeah, that'll look hot, Robbie.”
 
   I knew that pleading with her was doing no good, and my only other option was to leave. I didn't want to do that, and I had to admit, the growing stiffness in my cock was telling me just how exciting I found this whole situation. I sighed, reaching for the bra.
 
   “I suppose I can give it a try. Just... keep it between us, yeah? Please?”
 
   She was already moving to her closet. She glanced over at me. “Sure. Didn't I already say I would. Just relax, it's only a bit of fun. If you want, you can imagine it's like a Halloween costume or something, right? No big deal.”
 
   She began to root in her closet, then grinned as she came out with a knee length summer dress with a frilly hem and thin straps at the shoulders. I imagined seeing her in it, and my dick twitched.
 
   I had a little trouble with the bra. I'd never put one on after all. Allison watched my struggle for a moment, then came up behind me and clipped it into place. I could see myself in the dressed mirror. I was relatively slender and well built, and I had to admit, I didn't look half bad.
 
   Allison murmured her appreciation, then grabbed a couple of socks to stuff into the bra. They were a little lumpy, but the effect worked, making me look like I had a pair of small breasts. Next, Allison tugged the dress over my head and began to pull it down. That was more of a struggle. My shoulders were broad and my chest a lot larger, and for a moment, it looked as though the dress was never going to fit. But Allison was determined, and after several minutes of tugging and pulling, it slid down into place.
 
   Allison stepped back to admire the work. “Holy fuck, Rob, you look amazing. A bit more work, you might even pass as a proper girl.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Come on, cut it out. I look like a tool.”
 
   She shook her head. “No. You look good. Damn good. Pretty hot actually. I'm getting turned on.”
 
   I snorted at her, not believing her for a minute. She snapped her fingers, then went back to the closet. “I got something else here, hang on.”
 
   She looked through some boxes on the bottom of the closet, and when she came back out, she was clutching a long, blonde wig.
 
   “I had this back when... well, when I was just starting to realise who I really was. My hair was still pretty short, but this helped. Try it on.”
 
   I looked at it dubiously. This was all getting way out of hand. Allison shook the wig at me. “Come on. You've gone this far. You might as well go all the way now.”
 
   She was right, and we both knew it. I took the wig from her, then held it up. It looked realistic at least, unlike some wigs I'd seen before, but I had no idea how to put it on. My hair was rather thick, and I was wondering if it would even fit.
 
   Allison stepped up behind me again. I felt her body press lightly against mine, and I could feel her small breasts rubbing against my back. It didn't help the situation between my thighs even a little bit. It made it worse. I could feel my cock straining against the tight, thin fabric of the panties, as though it was about to burst free.
 
   I lifted the wig up to my head, and Allison took over. She knew what she was doing. She slid the cap down over my own hair, pulling it tight, and then spent several minutes making sure every last scrap of stray hairs were tucked out of sight. Then she straightened it down over my shoulders and stepped back once more.
 
   She nodded her head in satisfaction. “Perfect,” she said. She pressed her hands over my shoulders and turned me to the side so that I could see my reflection staring back at me from the mirror. The change was remarkable. Sure, I still had the cheekbones and build of a guy, but the wig and the dress, and the lumpy bra hidden below the clothing made a big difference.
 
   “With some make-up, I bet you could pass on the street,” she said. “Well, maybe from a distance.”
 
   “There's no way I'm going outside in this,” I told her, putting as much strength and conviction into my voice as I could. It was one thing dressing up here in private, and another thing altogether being seen in public.
 
   “Oh chill out for fuck's sake,” Allison said. “I'm not going to parade your around or anything, jeeze. Just relax. I told you, you look good.”
 
   “I don't feel good. I feel like an idiot.”
 
   “Look, if all you want to do is complain, then just get changed again. I told you, you can leave any time you want.”
 
   I frowned and shook my head. Mollified, Allison went back to the bed and climbed up on it. She lay on her side, propped up on her elbows with her back to the wall. “Come over here and lie down. We'll watch the rest of the movie, yeah? If you stay dressed for me, I'll forget all about you burying your face in my panties. Or should I say your panties?” She chuckled and patted the bed in front of her.
 
   With my cheeks burning I lay down on the edge of my bed, head on the pillow, facing away from her. I tried to imagine everything was normal, and that I was just chilling out with a hot girl. But it was hard to do with the bra and panties digging into me, not to mention my boner causing me no end of discomfort. I wondered how the hell I had managed to end up in this situation.
 
   Allison draped her arm over my hip, and once more, I felt her body pressing up against my own. I was consciously aware of her heat, and of her braless nipples touching my back. I tried to concentrate on the movie once more, but her presence made that supremely difficult.
 
   It was not long before I felt her shift behind me. Her hand slowly moved down over my hip, then back up again, stroking me through the dress. I swallowed, and glanced back at her briefly, but she just nodded to the movie.
 
   I turned back, but all hope of following what was happening on the screen was lost when I felt her hand dipping down between our bodies.
 
   I wanted to look back again, but I didn't. I could feel her hand moving about, and then the distinctive sound of a zip being pulled down.
 
   My breath caught in my throat, and my cock suddenly swelled and pressed more firmly against the inside of the panties. A moment later, her hand was pulling the back of the dress lightly up past my backside.
 
   “What... what are you doing?” I asked her, biting down on my lip. Her fingers brushed over the back of the panties, and then her fingers pressed down, squeezing my rump. I groaned softly.
 
   “You like that, huh?” she asked me, a hint of teasing in her voice. “If you want me to stop, just say so.”
 
   I kept my mouth closed, aware that my breathing had become shallow and more pronounced. Allison seemed to take that as a good sign, and her fingers continued their eager exploration of my butt cheeks.
 
   “Your ass really does look good in these tight panties, you know,” she said. Her fingertips slipped into the waistband and I felt them tug on it, pulling the panties down over the curve of my backside. I groaned again, but tried to muffle it by biting down on my lower lip.
 
   Allison didn't seem to notice. She pulled the panties down just past the bottom of my ass cheeks, then let go, leaving them tucked up under my rump. I knew my ass was fully exposed, giving her a good look, but short of jumping off the bed, what could I do? Besides, I didn't want her to stop. It felt incredible, and now that the panties were tugged down a little, there was some relief on my poor throbbing dick.
 
   Her fingers glided back down over my rump. They tightened on one of my cheeks, and then pulled, parting the curving mounds. I had to fight the urge to look back at her.
 
   Suddenly, I felt her breath in my ear, and her lips pressed briefly against my neck. “You've really turned me on, Rob,” she whispered, her breathing a little haggard. I felt her teeth nip my neck, and then her fingers were probing down between my cheeks and rubbing against the puckered entrance back there.
 
   I almost did stop her then. My whole body tensed rigid, like I had turned into a solid plank of wood. Allison sensed my reluctance, but she didn't move her finger from my backside. Instead, she rubbed the tip slowly around my opening in a massaging motion. I groaned.
 
   “Just relax,” she said again. “Go with the flow, baby. You'll like it.”
 
   I closed my eyes, trying to relax. I felt her shift again behind me, pressing a little more tightly against my back, and then her finger pushed forward, dimpling the ring of muscles around the entrance to my anus. I sucked in a breath, and then winced as the fingertip pushed past the resistance and into my taut opening.
 
   “Oh shit that's tight,” Allison groaned breathlessly. “How does it feel?”
 
   “Weird,” I hissed at her. “And... sore.”
 
   “I told you, just relax.” Her voice was a whisper. I nodded reluctantly and tried to do as she suggested. She didn't push herself any deeper, thankfully, just kept her fingertip inside me, allowing me time to adjust.
 
   “I guess it's your first time being fingered, huh?”
 
   I nodded, then, realising she probably couldn't see the motion, uttered a mumbled affirmative.
 
   “Yeah, I can tell. I'm gonna push in a little more, all right? Don't worry, it won't hurt for long. You'll be fine. Fuck, this makes me hot!”
 
   My fingers grabbed a handful of sheet and tightened as her finger began pushing forward once more, opening me up and driving deeper and deeper into my untamed and so far virgin backside. She was right about this being a first for me. Before then, I'd never even imagined putting anything inside my rear. It had just never appealed. But there was something about the presence of her body against my back, and her husky, excited voice in my ear, that just thrilled me to the bone. And as much as I hated admitting it, being dressed in her clothes only added to that forbidden excitement.
 
   “That's good, baby,” she murmured in my ear. Her lips pressed over my ear, sucking on the bottom lightly. The act drew a hiss of pleasure from me, and I squirmed a little on the bed. Her breath was coming faster now, and as her finger pressed more fully into me, I felt something else. The solid, stiff weight of her own lengthy cock rubbing against the curve of my ass cheek.
 
   I knew what she was moving towards of course; I would have had to have been a complete idiot not to realise what was on her mind, and a large part of me recoiled from it. Was I really ready for her to fuck me? I didn't know. But a growing, urgent, needy part of me wanted it badly.
 
   Her finger reached the base, and paused for a few seconds before pulling back to the tip. She repeated the penetration a few more times, getting faster each time. It no longer felt quite so sore when she dipped it inside, and I began to pant as my cock throbbed in reaction to her fingering. It actually felt good.
 
   Her lips slid off my ear and then suddenly, her finger was pulling out of me. I felt every little inch withdraw, and then it was gone, leaving me feeling curiously empty. Allison kissed my cheek, and then levered herself up to her knees. She leaned over me, and out of the corner of my eye, I could see that her jeans were around her thighs. Her cock was sticking out between her legs, stiff and imposing and swaying lightly. Instantly I felt my arousal grow, fuelled by memories of sucking her off all those days ago, and by the thought of what she had planned.
 
   She smiled down at me as she opened one of the draws in her dresser.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked her as she rummaged in to the draw.
 
   “I got some lube here, somewhere,” she muttered.
 
   My mouth snapped shut as my suspicions were confirmed. “I.. I don't know if...”
 
   Her hand came out clutching a tube of KY. I looked at it as though it were an alien object. Allison leaned back onto her knees as she popped the cap open.
 
   “Sure you can,” she urged. “Trust me, you'll be fine. I just... I wanna feel your hot little ass on my cock. It'll feel good, Robbie.”
 
   “I don't know,” I said again, watching as she squeezed a generous amount of sticky lube onto her fingers. She ignored me for a moment as she began smearing it along the length of her stiff cock.
 
   I fell silent as I watched her prepare her twitching member. I was mesmerised by the sight of her long, slender rod starting to gleam from the layer of lube that she lathered onto it. I didn't know why I was so entranced by the sight, but I couldn't take my eyes off it. Allison noticed, and she smiled won at me lazily.
 
   “You are really starting to like my dick, eh, Rob?” There was only a hint of mockery in her voice, but it was enough to make me squirm a little.
 
   Allison's hand glided over the tip of her cock, coating the dome of her member in the KY, and then she was done. She dropped down onto her side again, and slid her arm over my waist once more. “Ready, babe?” she asked me.
 
   I wasn't, not at all. I felt a swell of fear in my chest, and my heart began to beat so rapidly that for a moment, I wondered if I was actually having a heart attack. But I couldn't deny just how excited and horny the thought of her fucking me like a girl made me. My cock was rock hard and I could even feel a bead of pre cum on the tip, threatening to spill down onto the bed.
 
   Allison took my silence as acknowledgement. She leaned over me and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me hard. I kissed her back, even parting my lips a little to let her tongue squirm into mine. It was the most erotic kiss I had ever indulged in. When we parted, I sighed in rising lust, and turned my head forward once more.
 
   Allison lay on her side, propped up a little with one elbow. Her other hand slid down and I felt it move around as she gripped her cock in her hand. And then, seconds later, I felt that slippery, lubed up head pressing between my cheeks until the tip was rubbing against the entrance to my virgin ass.
 
   Allison took a deep breath, a sound that was echoed by one of my own. She let go of her cock, slid her hand over my hip, and then pressed her chest against mine. I closed my eyes, and she pushed.
 
   She was not rough, but she was not exactly gentle either. She was eager, and that eagerness added a touch of urgency to her movements. Her hips pushed forward and the head of her cock was forced against my back door. Despite her finger having opened me up a little, it was still tight back there, tighter than any pussy ever could be. She hissed as she pushed a little harder, trying to breach the resistant ring of muscle.
 
   Her cock was not particularly fat, which was what probably helped in the end. After what felt like several minutes of her straining and grunting behind me, the crown of her cock suddenly slipped past my ring and nestled inside my taut ass.
 
   I grunted as though I had been punched in the gut. I felt as though my ass had been split open with a poker, and that was just from the head prodding into me.
 
   Allison heard the grunt and she nuzzled her mouth against my neck soothingly. “You're doing real good,” she said, her breath coming in short, sharp, excited pants. “Real good. You can take it, I know you can. So fucking hot.”
 
   She groaned, sucking on my neck, and began pushing with her hips once more. Her shaft slid a little deeper, opening my anal passage slowly. I felt every inch of that cock as it parted my ass walls. Felt the ridged underside sliding across the lower groove, felt the twitching of it as it went deeper and deeper. And it hurt like hell.
 
   But beyond the pain of the intrusion, was a blossoming pleasure. It was not just the sensation on parts of me that had so far in my life remained untouched, but the situation that I was in. I was dressed as a woman, in a wig, with the girl I had lusted over for the past week pushing into me from behind. I felt as though I was in some kind of wild, crazy dream. One that I had never even imagined before.
 
   Allison groaned softly as she pushed past the halfway point. I already felt as though I was filled to the brim as she paused. She tilted my head towards me and looked down at me for a moment, before kissing my lips once more. She was soft and gentle, not moving her hips at all as our mouths met. When she pulled back, she was panting again.
 
   “Your hot little pussy feels so good,” she muttered. “You like it Roberta? Tell me you do.”
 
   Pussy? Roberta? I swallowed thickly, but before I could respond, she was forcing herself into me again, sliding deeper into the ass that she had so effortlessly claimed. The last few inches of her cock eased forward, and then I could feel her balls pressing against my own as she hilted out. She was in me all the way.
 
   It did hurt, no matter how much I want to remember it otherwise, but at the same time, the pressure on my innards, and in particular against the sensitive nub of my prostate, felt incredible. I never imagined it would, but there it is. I wanted more.
 
   Allison didn't move for a moment. She lay behind me, kissing my neck, stroking my arm, keeping her dick buried inside me. I groaned softly and reached down between my thighs for my own length, which was jutting out over the top of the panties, hard and rigid and pulsing almost painfully. But before I could wrap my hands around it, Allison beat me to the punch. Her fingers slipped around the throbbing girth and tightened, holding it in her fist.
 
   I gasped loudly and my eyes rolled back in my head. For a split second, she didn't move, and then her hand began to pump along my shaft, working it expertly. At the same time, she pulled back slowly with her hips, withdrawing her cock.
 
   I thought for a moment that she was going to pull out completely, but instead, she reached the very tip, halted briefly, then pushed back inside me with a throaty moan. She was fucking me, slowly and sensually, and I loved every second of it.
 
   Her hand drew up and down my length in time to her needy thrusts, and I felt pre cum start to ooze from the tip; far more than I had every experienced before. It dribbled down and coated her fingers, but she didn't stop. Her pace increased, in synch with the movement of her hips. I could feel my nuts churning as though they were already getting ready to unload. I moaned again.
 
   Allison purred in my ear, and I shivered in pleasure. But then her fingers released their hold on my cock. I moaned, not with pleasure this time, but in disappointment. But Allison only chuckled softly and quietly in my ear. Her fingers pressed under my thigh, lifting it up slightly. I complied, only to feel her push into me more deeply than before. I felt as though her cock was sliding up all the way into my belly, even though I knew that was blatantly impossible.
 
   The new angle clearly suited her, because suddenly she was thrusting more eagerly, rocking her body back and forth and driving her twitching pole in and out of my no longer virgin asshole.
 
   Even now, I still have trouble trying to describe just how good that felt to me. She was a pro with that cock of hers, and every little movement brought fresh pleasure to my body. She was enjoying it too, probably a lot more than I was. I heard her panting and moaning behind me, and twice more she told me how good my 'pussy' was. Each time I twitched with humiliation, but I would not have dreamed of trying to stop her. She could have done anything to me at that moment, and I wouldn't have said a word in opposition.
 
   She thrust for what seemed like an age. In and out in a smooth sawing motion that left me breathless and panting and aching for more. And then, suddenly, she reared up, pushing me forward onto my front. I grunted as my pulsing prick was pinned beneath me, then again when she rolled on top of my back. Her cock had not left my hole, and as she lowered herself down, it slid in deep again. I felt her lips on the back of my neck, and then her hand was pushing on my head, forcing my face deep into the bed sheets.
 
   My groans became muffled as she started to really go to town on me. I felt her strong hip bucking up and down as she mounted me again and again. Her balls began to slap against me loudly, even drowning out the sound of the movie that was still playing in the background. I could feel her small tits pressing into me, and the weight of her thighs pinning my own legs to the bed.
 
   It didn't take me long to realise that I was no longer on the edge of cumming. I was being pushed past it, and other than her short pumping of my cock, she had not even touched it. Neither had I. She had brought me right to the very peak, simply by claiming and fucking my rear. 
 
   I couldn't believe it. In the past, I had always needed stimulus to reach climax, a hand, a pussy, an ass; something around my cock to bring it to the end. But as I lay there beneath her moaning, I felt my length clench tightly beneath me for a moment, and then relax as my balls pumped out a thick, heavy load of seed.
 
   Allison must have known what was happening from the way my ass clenched. I heard her draw in a deep breath, and then her lips were against my ear, hissing at me. “You dirty slut, Roberta,” she moaned out. “Making a damn mess of my bed, huh? Well, I got a little something something for you too, baby.”
 
   And then she was pushing into me one last time, hilting out every last inch of her girth. That final insertion caused another pumping spurt from my cock, and then she was filling me in an entirely different way.
 
   I felt her seed pump out against the inner walls of my ass. It was a weird sensation, to say the least, and my anal walls clenched again when that sticky mess entered me. It was followed by another, then another, each one punctuated by a moan of sheer bliss from Allison. I felt her shuddering over the top of me, her entire body shaking as she let out more and more of her spunk.
 
   Finally, it was over. The last of her sticky seed pumped into me, and she gasped once more. Then she was sliding out, and dropping onto her back on the bed, panting loudly.
 
   I lay there for long moments, trying to regain my wits and my breath. My anal ring was aching from the abuse it had taken, and there was more aching from deeper within, where the tight muscles of the inner walls had been pounded by her cock. But it was far from unpleasant. I could feel her jizz running out of my stretched hole too.
 
   But in the end, I groaned and pushed myself up. My belly was wet and sticky from the mess I had made, and as I got to my knees, I blushed at the pool of glistening cum that was staining her sheet.
 
   Allison glanced at me, then at the bed. She screwed her face up. “You had better clean that shit up,” she said idly. “Get some towels out of the bathroom.”
 
   I grimaced and got to my feet. The dress I was wearing slid back down over my crotch and ass. The panties were still around my thighs, digging into my flesh. I pulled them up a little, then staggered out of the room.
 
   When I returned, Allison was sitting up. Her cock was still out, resting against her thigh, but it was slowly deflating. She had lit a cigarette, and was blowing smoke casually up towards the ceiling.
 
   I mopped up the mess on the bed, and she watched me passively. When I was done, I looked at her, silently asking what I should do with the towels. “Dump them in the basket, over there,” she said, pointing with the tip of her cigarette. 
 
   I did as she asked, then turned to my clothes, intending to get changed back into my own. I still hadn't said anything to her. My brain was a confused, mangled mess right then, and words were having trouble forming in my mouth. I wanted to tell her it was OK, that I had enjoyed it, but I couldn't. Not yet.
 
   Allison's voice suddenly broke through my reverie. “Don't. Stay in that for a bit longer.”
 
   I looked at her, then down at the dress. “Why?” I asked her.
 
   She shrugged and took a pull on her cigarette. “Why not? I like it. But if you want to take it off, go on then. I don't give a shit.”
 
   That was clearly a lie. I could hear the now familiar sound of anger and irritation in her voice. I sighed, allowed the dress to drop back into place, then sat on the edge of the bed. Silently she offered me the pack of cigarettes and I took one instantly. She lit it for me, and I shuffled backwards until I was leaning against the wall.
 
   “So... what now?” I asked her slowly. “Do you kick me out again?”
 
   She snorted. “Nah, you can stay if you want. But this movie is shit.”
 
   I laughed at that. “Yeah. I didn't want to say anything but... yeah, it is.”
 
   She sighed, and tucked her now soft member back into her jeans.
 
   “Look, this doesn't change a fucking thing Rob. I know, you want me to say all kinds of crap about how we are closer now and how this makes things different. But it doesn't. Guys still aren't my thing...”
 
   “Sure, I get that,” I said. “But, why the hell did you just... do that?”
 
   She pursed her lips and didn't say anything for long moments, then waved a hand at the outfit I was wearing. “That. You turned me on. But it's not like you are going to be wearing that all the time, right? I mean, I like it, you look hot, but we are never going to be walking down main street hand in fucking hand with you dressed like a girl.”
 
   She was right, of course. I had chosen to ignore the fact of where her sexual preferences lay in some ridiculous hope that she might suddenly decide to change her mind. It didn't work like that. Hell, I'd even gone along with her idea of dressing me this way, all because I wanted to feel closer to her. But it didn't change the fact that I still wanted her. I still wanted to be with her.
 
   I frowned and plucked at the dress idly for a moment. I was thinking something that I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't help it. Every time I looked in her direction, I felt a thrill of excitement, and it wasn't getting any less intense. If anything, it was getting stronger.
 
   “What if... what if that wasn't the case?” I asked her timidly.
 
   She glanced at me curiously, her head ringed by smoke. “Huh? What the hell are you trying to say, Rob?”
 
   “This?” I lifted the front of the dress, then let it drop back in place. “Maybe... maybe I can dress up more often for you. I mean, we don't have to date or anything, it can just be here, in private. But... I'd do it.”
 
   She suddenly laughed. “Damn, Rob, you're a peach. But you'd hate it. And it's not exactly the height of romance is it? Fumbling about in here, me using you like a girl.”
 
   I swallowed thickly at that, but it didn't sound as bad to my ears as I had imagined it might.
 
   “I wouldn't hate it as much as you might think,” I told her, my voice quiet.
 
   She suddenly sat forward on the bad, crunching her cigarette out in the ashtray. “You're serious, aren't you?” She shook her head in amazement. “You'd really dress up like that, just to be with me?”
 
   I nodded my head. “Yeah. Yeah I think I would...”
 
   She whistled and then pursed her lips, thinking. “Well, my clothes aren't going to cut it. They don't fit you. But we can work that out. Get some bigger outfits for you....”
 
   I squirmed on the bed, wondering what the hell I was doing. I was listening to her talk about ways she could turn me into a more convincing girl. All so that I could spend time in her presence, and so that she could fuck me. It was bizarre.
 
   But the more she spoke, the more excited I became. I still didn't fully realise it then, but she had tamed me like a canine trainer would train a dog. It became clearer later, but right from the start, she had played me, and I had fallen into the trap like a mouse after cheese.
 
   The thing of it was, I didn't care. She had me, and right then, it was what I wanted.
 
   I smiled and she leaned in to kiss me. “This is going to be a lot of fun, baby,” she said.
 
   And I felt as though my heart was going to melt.
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   Allison dropped back onto the bed with a sigh, her long, spittle-slick cock slipping out of my lipstick covered mouth with a slight pop. My mouth still held a blob of her thick seed and I rolled it over my tongue for a moment before swallowing it down. I'd gotten used to the tangy flavour lately, and I no longer had a problem getting it past my gag reflex.
 
   Allison stretched, then reached over to her bedside table for her cigarettes. As she lit up and blew  a plume of smoke towards the ceiling, I settled back against the wall, wiping the back of my hand over my mouth.
 
   I was dressed in what had become a customary outfit for me whenever I saw Allison; a knee length, shoulder-strapped dress; black pantihose; a pair of small, frilly panties; and thick, slutty make-up. Which would have all been great, if I wasn't actually a guy.
 
   Allison placed her hand behind her head as she smoked, and grinned up at me. “Damn, I think you are getting even better at that,” she commented. Her cock rested against her thigh, slowly deflating. She'd spent a good hour thrusting it into my mouth, and my throat was still sore from the relentless way she had used it.
 
   “I guess practise does make perfect,” I told her dryly.
 
   She laughed and pulled on her cigarette. “Don't pout,” she said. “I mean, pout if you want, it makes those plush lips of yours look even hotter, but don't act like a baby while you do it.”
 
   I pursed my lips. She was always quick to notice when I wasn't behaving in a way she found suitable, and she was just as quick to call me out on it.
 
   I sighed. “Can I have one of those?” I pointed to her pack of smokes. Up until I had met Allison, I had only smoked socially, when I was with my friends at a club or bar. But now, I was hooked. Just like I was hooked on Allison.
 
   She glanced at the pack, then rolled her eyes. “Sure, but get your own next time for fuck's sake.”
 
   I leaned over to open the pack, and as I did so, the back of the short dress rolled up a little over my ass, revealing the small panties, and the smooth flesh of my thighs. Allison took the opportunity to slide her free hand over the curve of my rear, fondling and squeezing the cheeks.
 
   “You look a lot better since I made you shave your legs,” she said, smirking.
 
   I pulled a cigarette free and slid it into my lips, then fired up. I remained where I was for the moment, allowing Allison free reign on my backside. She enjoyed feeling me up, said it made her feel like she really was the top dog. Finally, with a slight slap against my right cheek, she moved her hand away and pushed herself up into a sitting position.
 
   I sat on the edge of the bed, glancing at her out of the corner of my eye. I'd known her for a little over a month, and in that time, I'd changed more than I ever thought I would. The cross-dressing for her was only the tip of the iceberg really. Before Allison, I'd considered myself stubborn and at least relatively independent – the fact that I still lived with my parents was always conveniently ignored – and I would never have imagined becoming the trained pet that I was these days. But Allison had a way of taking control that seemed to happen without me even realising it. I was her loyal little puppy, and we both knew it.
 
   “Have you thought any more about what I said?” Allison asked suddenly.
 
   I flicked my gaze to her, and swallowed uneasily. I knew what she was talking about right away. The same thing she'd been pressing me on for the past three days. Each time, I'd managed to tell her no, but she didn't like that answer one bit, and she was relentless and uncompromising. Hell, I knew  someone was going to have to give eventually, and I kind of knew who it was going to be.
 
   “I told you already... I... I'm not going out like this. There's no fucking way, Alli.”
 
   She snorted. “Christ, and here I thought you had some balls, Rob. Look, I told you, we won't go anywhere around here, I'm not a complete bitch. We'll head out of town, hit a bar in a real damn city for the night. Somewhere they won't look twice at you. I mean, they wouldn't anyway. I've done some real nice work on you, baby. You could pass for sure.”
 
   “Someone might see me anyway,” I argued. “Someone I know. And anyway, it's not just that...”
 
   “Oh right, you still feel like a big sissy, right? So what? Look, you like me, right? You said yourself, you wanna be with me. And I told you, this is the only way. And I'm getting fucking sick and tired of hanging out in this room all the damn time. It's boring me Robbie, and when I get bored, I tend to start doing my own thing.”
 
   She'd threatened this, too, more than once. And each time she did it, I felt a tightening in my chest. Sooner or later, she'd follow through with the threat, and I'd be out in the cold, all alone again. I couldn't handle that.
 
   “But... you like it,” I suggested, still not quite ready to throw in the towel. A part of me wanted to of course, and not just because it meant keeping Allison happy and wanting to be with me. It was more than that. I hadn't just gotten used to dressing up like a girl for her, I'd actually started to like it, even if I didn't want to admit it. “I mean, you always get off when you fuck me, or when I blow you...”
 
   “Yeah, for now.” She stubbed out her cigarette, then stood up to pull her torn and faded jeans back over her cock. “But it's getting old. I want something new. I want a bit of damn excitement. I want my hot girlfriend hanging on my arm in a bar somewhere, with all the guys and girls checking her out. You know?” She grinned at me.
 
   I sighed. “I don't know. Just... let me think about it a bit more, please?”
 
   She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Sure. What the fuck ever. Anyway, I'm gonna go and get a shower, so why don't you see yourself out?”
 
   “Oh come on, don't be like that...”
 
   “I'm not being like anything,” she said, heading for the door. “I got things to do, so just piss off already.”
 
   She was gone before I could say anything else, leaving me alone with my troubled thoughts.
 
   I changed back into my own clothes, wiped the make-up off my face, and headed home.
 
   My parents had no idea what I got up to at Allison's house. Oh, they thought they did, of course. They thought they had it all in the bag. I could see it all over their faces whenever I came home. They thought I was over there banging her. If only they knew.
 
   Mom grinned at me from her usual spot on the couch. Dad was nowhere to be seen; probably taking a crap in the john if I knew him.
 
   “Have a good time at Allison's?” she asked me, pushing herself up from her sprawl into at least an attempt at sitting.
 
   I shrugged at her, heading for the stairs. “Yeah, it was all right.”
 
   “Just all right?” She laughed. “It must be better than just all right. You're over there almost every night. We hardly ever see you these days. And when are you going to invite her over? We don't even know her, and she's your girlfriend! She is your girlfriend, right?”
 
   I felt a shrinking feeling in my stomach. There was no way in hell I was ever going to invite Allison over here. Between her and my parents, they would make me feel like I was five years old again. But now that my mom had the idea in her head, she would be just as stubborn as Allison was. She wouldn't let this go.
 
   “Yeah, she is,” I admitted. I had one foot on the bottom step. So close to freedom, yet so far. “But, she isn't really into the whole meeting the parents thing...”
 
   She scoffed at that. “Oh please, nobody ever is, but that doesn't mean she won't say yes, if you ask her. She likes you, right? If she does, she'll agree.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. She really had no idea what kind of a girl Allison was. Allison would laugh in my face if I suggested she come over here for some parental bonding.
 
   “I'll think about it,” I said, starting up the stairs. That was starting to become my catchphrase these days.
 
   Her voice drifted up after me: “Just don't take too long!”
 
   I closed my bedroom door and dropped onto my bed. I slung the bag containing the girl's clothes into a corner. I'd put them away later, before sleep. It would never do to have mom find them when she came in to get my laundry.
 
   The bag didn't hold all of my new clothes. Allison liked variety, and over the past few weeks, she'd had me buy multiple new outfits to fit her tastes. There was a few dresses of different lengths, some skirts, blouses, feminine tank tops, and a large array of sexy lingerie. When she'd first had me wear those, I'd almost passed out from humiliation. But she'd taken me so hungrily, I'd quickly changed my tune. The more I looked like a woman for her, the more Allison liked it.
 
   I lay back on my bed and thought about what Allison wanted me to do. She wanted me to go out in public with her, to a bar in the next town over, or better yet, to a club in the city. She told me that the idea excited her, and I had to be honest, it excited me.
 
   I had a sudden image of myself dolled up and looking the part, walking into a club and hanging off Allison's arm like a piece of eye-candy. Instantly, my dick stiffened in my jeans and my face grew hot from arousal. I bit my lip, tugged down my zip, and pulled my boner free. This was starting to turn into a habit for me, too, spending the evening with Allison, then coming home and beating off. Even on those occasions when I was able to cum while with her, I was still horny enough by the time I got home to want something extra.
 
   My hand tightened around my pecker and I closed my eyes, picturing myself in the club again, only this time, Allison had me bent over a table, pounding my ass while the patrons watched.
 
   I groaned again, and within a few minutes, I was spurting my load all over my belly.
 
   I knew what I had to tell Allison. I was just afraid that it was all going to end very, very badly.
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   I had work the next day, but it was almost the weekend, and I was hoping that I would get to spend some more time with Allison, even though after her dismissal of me it was looking unlikely.
 
   I got in early, planning on opening up, but was surprised to find my manager, Becky, already there and stocking the shelves. Punctuality wasn't her strong suit, and she usually left it up to me to get the convenience store ready for business in the morning. I was used to covering for her with the chain's owners.
 
   She grinned at me as I came in and straightened from her chores. She was dressed in her usual casual attire, and her eyes had that same far-away look as they always did. Being high was her natural state of being, and I couldn't imagine what she might be like when she wasn't stoned.
 
   “Heyyyy, Rob, how's things?”
 
   “Just fine, Becks,” I told her, making my way over the counter to set up the register. She watched me with that vacant smile on her lips, then crossed over to rest her elbows on the counter. She was a relatively short girl, but her rack was an impressive size. Before meeting Allison, I'd oggled them plenty, even though she wasn't really my type. Now they squished up against the wooden surface, looking even bigger than ever. I ran my tongue over my lip and tried to concentrate on keying in my details on the electronic register.
 
   “Good, good. Hey, you wanna finish up here while I pop out back for a few?” I knew what that meant, of course. She wanted a quick puff before the first customers started to arrive.
 
   “Sure, no worries.” I finished what I was doing, then watched as she pushed away from the counter.
 
   She paused as though suddenly remembering something. “Oh, yeah, I almost forgot. We got someone new coming in today. Katie something or or other. You good to show her how shit works around here?”
 
   I blinked in surprise. It had been months since we'd last had a new employee start at the store, and I was beginning to think it was never going to happen. The place wasn't exactly busy most of the time, and Becky and I were usually enough to get things done.
 
   “Yeah, sure.... I guess. What about the register?”
 
   She shrugged nonchalantly, her eyes already straying to the back door. She was shuffling her feet eagerly. “Oh, I'll look after it today, if you just cover my breaks, Robbie.”
 
   I found that hard to imagine. She was usually too baked to handle the register with any degree of competence, but I was willing to concede the job to her. It wasn't my neck on the line after all.
 
   “OK, why not? When is she due in?”
 
   “What?” Becky was almost to the door. She looked at me vaguely for a moment. “Oh, any minute now. She's about your age. You'll know her when you see her.”
 
   And with that, she ducked out of the door, already plucking a joint from her pocket.
 
   I sighed. Today was going to be a lot busier than I had thought it would be if I had to babysit a new starter. Not that I minded too much. The work could get monotonous, and it would be nice to have something new to break up the day.
 
   I left the counter to finish stacking the newspapers that Becky had left piled on the floor. I was almost done when the door opened, and a tall, leggy, stunning dark haired beauty walked in.
 
   I knew I was staring, but I couldn't help it. She was gorgeous. Soft, pale skin, raven hair, full, firm breasts, curvy hips, and an ass that probably took hundreds of squats daily to maintain. She looked around for a moment before her blue-eyed gaze fell on me. I straightened, rubbing my sweaty palms on my jeans, then grinned at her.
 
   “Katie?” I asked, raising my brow questioningly.
 
   She nodded and offered a smile of my own. “That's right. I was told to ask for Becky...”
 
   “Oh, she's having a quick break out back, but she asked me to show you the ropes... you know, get you up to speed.”
 
   She nodded. “Sure thing. Can I put my bag somewhere safe?”
 
   “Yup. In back, there's a couple of lockers. Not that you need to really worry. It's only me and Becky here, and we leave our shit lying all over the place.”
 
   I chuckled at my own joke, and she smiled indulgently as she followed me into the back room. There were boxes and piled junk everywhere. I pointed out the locker that she would be using, and she pushed her bag inside before turning back to me.
 
   “So... what's first?” she asked, rubbing her hands together. She looked eager to get started, something that would fade really quickly in a job like this.
 
   “Well, mostly it'll be keeping the shelves stocked, mopping the floors, getting rid off stuff that's past it's sell date. Really riveting.”
 
   She smiled again. “Doesn't sound too bad. Better than getting groped for a living.”
 
   I gaped at her and she laughed. “I was a dancer, at Maggie's. You know the place?”
 
   I knew it from reputation only. It was a strip club in the next town over, a real dive, or so I had heard. “Kinda, yeah. Never been in, but I know the name.”
 
   I tried to imagine her stripping off and dancing around a pole, and my cock began to harden. I turned away to hide it and she followed me back out into the shop.
 
   Becky was back from her break. She was seated at the register, idly flicking through a magazine. She looked up, her eyes bleary, and gave Katie a brief wave before going back to her 'reading'.
 
   Katie glanced at me in puzzlement as I led her into the aisles.
 
   “She... she looked stoned,” Katie whispered.
 
   I could only chuckle at that. “You'll get used to that. She's always stoned.”
 
   “Oh.” Katie flashed a puzzled look in Becky's direction.
 
   “Don't worry about it. She's harmless, and she's a riot. Keeps things from getting too boring around here. Trust me, she's a better boss than some we might have ended up with.”
 
   Katie nodded. “Oh, I don't mind. I was just surprised. You think she might be able to hook me up sometime? I'm not a stoner, but a quick smoke every now and then gets me through the week.”
 
   “Definitely. I'll ask her later. Anyway, let's get you started.”
 
   Katie picked up the work quickly enough. Not that it was a hard job to learn. A trained chimp could have learned what was needed and probably have done the tasks just as easily. By midday, I was able to leave her to it, even if I didn't want to. She was easy on the eyes, that was for sure, and she was the first girl to really catch my attention since I had met Allison.
 
   I ended up hovering around her, making small talk, until Becky called me over to cover the register again.
 
   The next hour went slowly, but I managed to entertain myself with thoughts of getting Katie into bed. Most of them included Allison in some way – she was still forefront in my mind, regardless of how hot Katie was – but Katie had a prominent role. I didn't feel too bad about daydreaming like that; I hadn't had any pussy since I had met Allison, and I was starting to get the urge, and besides, after the way Allison had been treating me, I felt I deserved a bit of harmless fantasizing.
 
   Because that's all it would ever be. Katie was way, way out of my league. She'd been a damn stripper, for crying out loud. She could have any guy she wanted.
 
   I was deep into a pleasant daydream where Katie was bouncing naked on my lap, when I heard the bell ring. I looked up and got the second surprise of the day when I saw Allison stroll nonchalantly inside. She glanced briefly in my direction, grinned when she saw me staring, and began plucking some items from the shelves.
 
   This was only the second time she had come into the store since I had known her, and the first since we had become an item together. I was suddenly nervous about her seeing Katie, as though Allison might somehow be able to read my mind and see all the kinky thoughts I'd been having.
 
   “Right, I finished replacing the magazines in aisle two,” Katie said, making me almost jump out of my skin. I hadn't noticed her approach.
 
   “Oh, sure. Well, you want to take a break? I think it's about time, and I can handle things in here for now.”
 
   She nodded her head, smiling. “I could use a cigarette,” she admitted. “Ten minutes?”
 
   “Make it fifteen,” I said. “I won't tell.”
 
   She winked at me. “Thanks, you're a doll.”
 
   She headed out, giving Allison a light nod as she passed. Allison turned her head to watch Katie step out the front doors, then crossed to the counter.
 
   “Holy shit,” she said, dropping her purchases in front of me. “Who's the looker?”
 
   “Katie,” I muttered. “She just started today.”
 
   “Damn. I have to start coming in here more often if I'm gonna get views like that. Shit!” She whistled, leaning her elbow on the counter top and watching through the window as Katie lit up.
 
   “She single?”
 
   I shrugged, keying in the purchases. “I don't know. I didn't ask.”
 
   She rolled her eyes. “Jesus, why not? I figured you'd be all over that. Look at her! Fucking ass I'd love to pound into a gooey mess, you know?” Her eyes glittered as she grinned at me.
 
   “You know why,” I muttered. “You and me...”
 
   “Oh please. We aren't exactly Mr and Mrs fucking serious. You wanna bang her? Go ahead, if you think you have a shot.”
 
   I blushed. “Nah, I'm good. That's $12.50.”
 
   She snorted and tossed the money onto the counter. “Keep the change,” she said, looking out the window once more.
 
   “Can I come over tonight?” I asked, trying to draw her attention away from Katie.
 
   Allison looked over her shoulder at me for a moment, then turned to gather up her purchases. “Huh? Tonight?” She paused, chewing on her bottom lip. Finally, she shrugged. “Yeah, fuck it, why not? It's not like I have anything better to do. Come over at seven, and bring something hot to wear for me, yeah?”
 
   Her lips peeled back into a leering grin as I stuttered my response. She still had that effect on me.
 
   “Sure, seven it is. I got a new dress...”
 
   “Save it for later,” she said, turning to head for the door. “Catch you later, Robbie.”
 
   I watched, frowning as she pushed out the front doors. She didn't head straight for her car however, and instead, made a beeline for Katie.
 
   The two began to talk together, Katie even laughing a few times as she listened to what Allison was saying. I would have given my right testicle right then to know what they were saying. I could feel jealously boiling up in my chest, but I wasn't even sure who of them it was aimed at. I considered Allison my girlfriend, even if she didn't quite see it that way, and Katie had turned into the star of my daydreams. And now they were flirting and chatting like old friends. I felt ill.
 
   “Hey, Rob, you wanna head out for your lunch break?” Becky was pushing through the lift-top gate in the counter, looking as wasted as ever.
 
   “Katie's having a smoke,” I said, pointing. “I'll wait for her to come back in.”
 
   “Sure, sure,” Becky dropped into onto a stool.
 
   I turned back to the window in time to see Allison pat Katie on the shoulder before finally moving over to her car. Katie watched her go, then stamped out her cigarette and came back inside.
 
   I felt an itch to ask her what she had been talking to Allison about, but I knew that would be a big mistake. As it turned out, I didn't even have to.
 
   “So, I just met your girlfriend,” Katie said, a soft smile on her lips. “She seems... nice.”
 
   I was surprised to hear that Allison had described herself as my girlfriend, and it was weird to hear another woman say it. I tried to hide my shock as best I could.
 
   “Oh, right. Allison. Yeah, I saw you two talking out there. I hope everything she said about me was good.”
 
   “Well, she didn't say much, to tell you the truth,” Katie admitted. “How long have you two been together?”
 
   “A few weeks. She actually lives next door to me, with her aunt.”
 
   “Yeah, she mentioned that. Don't take this the wrong way, but... you don't seem like her type, exactly.”
 
   I felt the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. So Allison had been flirting with Katie. I knew it was too good to be true.
 
   “Oh, why do you say that?”
 
   She shrugged. “I don't know, just a feeling. I don't mean that in a bad way. You seem like a nice guy, but... she seems like she'd prefer someone a bit more... you know, rough?”
 
   I laughed. “Yeah, probably. I guess I got lucky.”
 
   Katie shrugged again. “So did she.” She smiled, then bit her lip. “I better get back to work. You have anything you need me to do boss?”
 
   Becky glanced up, blinking quickly. It was obvious she had been paying no attention to the conversation. “Huh? Yeah, ummm. Why don't I show you how to work the register. Don't worry, it's easy. Rob here is going on lunch, so now seems as good a time as any.”
 
   I felt my heart racing. Had Katie really just come on to me, or was I imagining it? These days, I found it hard to tell. Everything was muddled up in my head. But it had seemed like it. Not that it mattered at all, despite what Allison had said. I wasn't about to cheat on her.
 
   I left for lunch, thinking about everything that had gone down in the store. Fresh fantasies filled my head, this time much more detailed, and they held me over for the rest of the day. I thought I caught Katie looking at me more than once, but I could never be certain. She always looked away quickly, getting on with her work.
 
   Finally, quitting time rolled around. I walked Katie out to her car. She paused at the door to the vehicle and lit up a cigarette. I felt a craving for one of my own, but I didn't ask her for one. I should have bought a pack before I left work. Allison would ride my ass over it, and not in a good way either.
 
   “Thanks for showing me the ropes today,” Katie said, letting a thin stream of delicate smoke escape her lips. “I was a bit nervous.”
 
   “Really? It didn't show. I mean, I wouldn't have thought you would be nervous about anything. You know, considering what you did before this.”
 
   “Stripping, you mean?” She laughed. “Well, that's something else entirely. I've never really been bothered about showing off my body, especially not to a bunch of horny, drunken guys.”
 
   I swallowed thickly, suddenly wishing she were doing her old job again and I was watching in the crowd.
 
   “Why did you quit it?”
 
   She shrugged. “I wanted a change. There's only so much oggling you can take before it starts to turn your stomach, you know? After I got like the hundredth request for a quick fuck out the back of the bar, I decided I'd had enough. The money was nice, but not enough to make me stay.”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah, I bet. Well not much chance of you getting propositioned in this job.”
 
   “That's a shame,” she said, grinning at me. She took a last pull on her cigarette before tossing it away. “Anyway, I'll see you soon Rob. You working this weekend?”
 
   “No, I get the weekend off. There's another guy comes in for a couple of days. What about you?”
 
   “I need the money,” she explained. “So yeah, I'll be here. Still, I think I'll let loose some tonight. I don't need to be wide-eyed and bushy tailed for this job, right?”
 
   I laughed at that, nodding in agreement. “You can pretty much sleep through it. Becky does.”
 
   “I noticed. And I spoke to her about scoring me some weed. She promised to hit me up with some tomorrow.”
 
   “Score!” I said.
 
   “Right. Anyway, I better get home. Later, Robbie.”
 
   I watched as she got into the car and drove away. I remained there for a few minutes, trying to calm the raging boner in my pants. She had definitely been hitting on me that time. I was sure of it. Well, mostly sure. I sighed and went to my own car.
 
   I got back home just in time to see mom wrestling several grocery bags up the front steps of the house. I trotted over to help her and she smiled at me in relief.
 
   “Thanks,” she said, dropping the load unceremoniously in the kitchen. “Your dad is working late tonight, so I got left with the shopping. Actually, he's going to be gone until late; poker with some of the guys. How about you and me catch up? Movie?”
 
   “I can't. I promised Allison I'd go over.”
 
   She arched her brow, then grinned as though sharing a secret. “Again? You must really like this girl.”
 
   I shrugged, squirming a little. Even at twenty-two, I was still able to feel like a school boy next to my mother. I guessed that was true for most guys.
 
   “Fine then, but I still want you to ask her over some time. If you don't, I might get the idea to ask her myself.”
 
   “Don't you dare,” I told her, frowning. “I'm serious. Don't go embarrassing me.”
 
   She laughed. “I can't make any promises, sweety.” She winked at me and then started to unpack the groceries.
 
   I felt my stomach knot up as I left her to it and went up to my room. She was only half-joking about talking to Allison. She wouldn't do it any time soon, but I knew from experience that if I didn't do what she asked, then eventually she'd follow through on it. Great, just another shitty problem for me to deal with.
 
   I slammed the door behind me when I got to my room. I'd been making an effort to keep the place looking somewhat clean on the off chance that Allison did decide to come over one day; when mom and dad were out, of course. There were a few clothes scattered on the floor and an empty pizza box balancing on the edge of my computer desk, but it was presentable.
 
   I locked the door then went to my wardrobe. There was a box, hidden at the back, behind a pile of my normal clothes. It was where I kept my special outfits, the ones I wore for Allison. I pulled it out and opened it.
 
   There was a dress I had bought recently, that I knew Allison would like to see me wearing. It was black, form-hugging, and best of all, it was made specially for cross-dressers. There were fake breasts sewn into the inside of it. I'd tried it on, and even I had to admit I looked good in it. I'd even bought some panties, stockings and suspenders to go with it. I'd been saving it, but tonight seemed as good a night as any.
 
   I still found it hard to believe that I was willing to dress like this for Allison, but my embarrassment about it had been fading fast. She never teased me, never made me feel foolish. In fact, her eyes seemed to light up when I got changed, and it never failed to end up with us writhing under the sheets, or with her cock in my mouth.
 
   I flushed at the thought. I had no reason to expect that tonight would be any different. Not when she saw me in this saucy number. I bit my lip and tucked the dress into the bag I would take over to Allison's later that night.
 
   There were still a few hours left before seven. Time to grab something to eat, shower, then head on over.
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   Seven o'clock couldn't get around soon enough, as far as I was concerned. I'd eaten dinner and showered far too early, meaning that I'd ended up having to sit with mom watching some old game shows with the tock ticking the seconds by agonisingly slowly.
 
   I realise that this makes me seem as though I didn't appreciate my mom, or even enjoy spending time with her, but that wasn't the case. She had always looked out for me, always done well by me, but right at that moment, all I could think about was my night ahead with Allison. And it also gave my mother the opportunity to press me once more about inviting her over. I spent an agonising hour making excuse after excuse, until finally, having had enough, I went back up to my room.
 
   I glanced out of the bedroom window, and there she was. Allison was standing out on her porch, leaning against the post, a phone pressed to her ear, smoking a cigarette. The soft glow of the newly risen moon framed her face, and she suddenly looked beautiful to me, far more than she ever had before. I couldn't wait to get over there. I wondered who she was on the phone with and I almost opened the window to see if I could hear her. I decided against it. It was her business, not mine.
 
   She finally went back inside just before seven, and a few minutes later, her aunt appeared from inside, heading to her night out. She was going to be staying overnight with friends, I had been told, which gave me the entire night with Allison. Hell, it was possible she might even let me stay over. I could hope.
 
   I stared at the clock. Still a few minutes to go. I decided it was close enough to seven. Grabbing my bag, I headed downstairs, threw a quick goodbye to mom, and was out the door even before she could reply.
 
   Allison answered my knock after about thirty seconds and grinned at the sight of the bag in my hand. She was dressed in a pair of jean shorts, cut off high up her thighs, and a simple black t-shirt. She was going to look severely under dressed next to the outfit I had in store, but that was normal for Allison. As far as she was concerned, I was the one who had to impress her, not the other way around.
 
   She waved me inside, to the lounge this time. On every past visit, I'd always been up to her room. It was nice to see her in a different space for a change. The room was similar to the one in my house; a little bigger, perhaps, but not significantly so. There was a wide-screen TV in the corner, a glass fronted cabinet on the wall displaying framed photos, and a thick rug on the floor in front of the couch.
 
   “What you go there, Robbie?” She said, nodding to the bag. “Why don't you get changed for me? Use the bedroom if you want, and put on some nice make-up. I want you looking hot tonight.”
 
   I nodded and got up. “I think you'll like it,” I said to her. “I got something special.”
 
   She raised her brow, smirking. “That so? Well, I got a little surprise for you, too. A real treat.”
 
   I opened my mouth to question what it could be, but she waved her hand, silencing me. “Later,” she said. “Go on, I'll grab us some beers.”
 
   I did as she asked. It didn't take me long to change out of my own clothes and into the dress I had bought. It still felt weird to me, slipping into clothing meant for the opposite sex, but not nearly as much as it had at the start. It was more exciting than humiliating, knowing just how much Allison liked it.
 
   The make-up took a little longer to pu on. I was still a novice at applying the stuff, and I invariably made mistakes. But after perhaps ten minutes, I was happy with the results. My lips were a deep, glossy scarlet, I had blush on my cheeks, and dark red eyeliner. I'd even managed to get the mascara right. Everything looked great, and I was sure Allison was going to really appreciate the whole look.
 
   When I went downstairs, Allison was seated on the couch, feet up on the table, beer in one hand, her usual cigarette in the other.
 
   She turned to me as I entered the room, then whistled loudly and appreciatively.
 
   “Holy fuck, Rob,” she said, letting out a long breath of air. “You look... damn... you look like the finest piece of girly ass I ever saw. Where the hell did you get that dress?”
 
   I grinned excitedly at her as I crossed to the couch, pleased by her expression. “I drove into the city,” I explained. “Took me a few hours, but... seems like it was worth the trip.”
 
   “Damn straight!” She leaned over to me, pulled my face to hers, and kissed my lipstick covered lips deep and hard. I felt her tongue squirm into my mouth and I moaned eagerly. She was a fantastic kisser, and she never failed to get me excited. I could feel my cock twitching from the moment our mouths met.
 
   When she pulled away, she was breathing more heavily, and I could see part of her denim skirt tenting up a little, showing just how excited she was. She slid her beer onto the table, then ground out her smoke. She grabbed my wrist and pulled, urging me onto her lap.
 
   I went willingly, my own excitement growing rapidly, evidenced by the fact that I had a raging boner already. It caused the patch of dress around my crotch area to stick up sharply. Allison ignored that as usual; I got the strong impression that she hated even the reminder that I was actually a guy. She'd have hidden my cock away completely if it was possible, or replaced it with another piece of anatomy altogether.
 
   I lowered my rump onto her lap and hung my legs over her thighs, feet and calves spread across the couch. Her hand rested on my lower hip, while her other hand slid up to fondle the fake tits sewn into the dress. I'd tested them myself, and I knew that they felt pretty realistic. Allison clearly approved, groping them and leaning into kiss me again, just as hard as before.
 
   I could feel her own stiffness beneath me, pulsing through the denim and it made my own arousal grow even more pronounced. That was the effect she had on me; her excitement was linked to my own, in ways too profound for me to even express. I guess that was why dressing up for her got me so eager, because I knew it would make her horny.
 
   “I got a real stiffy on for you right now,” she whispered, pressing her lips against my neck and sliding them up a little so she could nibble my ear. “Makes me wanna bend you over, lift up your skirt, and wreck that sweet pussy of yours Roberta.”
 
   I groaned, panting heavily. When she spoke like that, treating my like a girl, it made my head spin. I felt my cock twitch in the soft panties, a bead of pre cum oozing from the tip. God I wanted her so badly.
 
   I'd asked her, more than once, if she'd ever let me fuck her. She'd laughed in my face the first time and not even bothered to give me an answer. The second time, she'd got annoyed, told me to drop it. She reminded me again, in no uncertain terms, that the only reason she was spending time with me at all, was because when we were together, I dressed as a woman for her. She wanted it to be as realistic as possible, and me using my dick was just not on the agenda. I'd tried one more time, and she'd ended up pissed at me, kicking me out of the house. After that, I gave up on the idea.
 
   Besides, I was getting plenty of action, even if it wasn't quite the action I hoped for. I'd gotten to enjoy her cock in ways I never thought I would. She knew how to use it, and she was skilled at fucking my ass.
 
   Her hand slid a little further down my hip and onto my buttock. She squeezed, then lifted the dress up a little so that she could press her fingers down into the back of my panties. I felt her exploring fingers slip down over the curve of my ass and I shifted slightly to allow her fingers more room.
 
   She purred hotly and I felt her hips push up against me more firmly, her cock grinding against the bottom part of my buttocks, close to my nuts. That really got me going, and I moaned loudly.
 
   “I don't wanna ruin you for your surprise,” she said suddenly. “But I really need some release, and I wanna feel those hot, glossy red lips of yours around my dick.”
 
   I nodded obligingly and dropped down from her lap to the floor. I scooted between her thighs on my knees, and she tugged up the bottom of her denim shorts.
 
   Her panties were black and small, and the top of her lengthy cock was sticking up over the top of them. She watched me, not lifting a finger to free her cock. Knowing what she wanted, I leaned over her, the thick blonde wig I was wearing slithering across her thighs, and tugged her panties down past her ball sack.
 
   I loved how her cock looked. I had never thought much about the shape and contours and texture of a dick before I met Allison, and it was still odd to think about it in the ways that I did. But hers was smooth, sleek, and just the right length. It looked way better than my own did, though I would never admit that, even to her. My fingers fit around it perfectly, and I'd gotten so used to sucking her off, that I rarely gagged when I deep throated her now. She approved, and I was rather proud of the fact.
 
   I wrapped my fist around the base, pulled the shaft forward, and then slid my tongue out to glide it around the domed head. She hissed in please, watching me intently. I felt the shaft twitch a little. I gave the tip another lick, suddenly tasting the salty sweet allure of her first dribble of pre cum. I lapped at it, and my tongue came alive.
 
   “Fuck, you're such a good little cock sucker,” she told me, brushing the fake hair from my face with her fingers. “Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.”
 
   I did as she asked, and she took control of her length away from me so that she could slap the thick head of her member against my protruding tongue. Saliva spattered against my chin, but I barely even noticed. It was such a dominant, erotic, and powerful thing for her to do, I almost came in my panties. She grinned at me, her face flushed with excitement.
 
   “You want it, Roberta? You want my dick in that pretty, girly little mouth, right? Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to throat fuck you like the dirty slut you are. Nggh, come on, fucking do it.”
 
   My lips trembled and I swallowed thickly. Listening to her speak like that was driving me crazy. She wasn't normally so vocal, and the words drove into my brain like a knife.
 
   “I want your cock,” I said, a little hesitantly at first. “I want it deep in my throat, jizzing in my belly.”
 
   “Oh God, you slut,” she croaked and then suddenly pushed insistently forward, angling her cock head down so that it slid past my lips, into my mouth, and up to the entrance to my throat.
 
   It was so sudden that I hadn't had time to prepare, and I gagged, my throat contracting around the tip of her member. She shuddered as though she had been struck, and her free hand whipped out to catch the back of my head before I could pull away. She yanked, forcing me down onto her dick. I gagged again, and then finally got control of myself as her shaft plunged deep into my throat like a spear.
 
   “Oh shit, yeah,” she moaned out, arching her back a little. “Look at your lipstick all over my pecker. Suck it, baby. Come on, lover, I know you fucking want it.”
 
   I did. Even if I had been able to speak, I would not have argued that point. With my throat still spasming slightly, I pressed my lips firmly down on her shaft and sucked hard, my cheeks dimpling inwards. I began to bob my head up and down, slurping her length and letting my tongue slide along the pole as I did so.
 
   It had the desired effect. She moaned loudly and began to pump her hips aggressively up and down, performing the promised face-fucking. It was the roughest she had been with me so far, and I had to admit, I loved every minute of it. I knew what had caused it, the only thing it could be: the dress. I silently applauded my choice, even as fresh saliva began to dribble out of my lips and run down my chin. Sure, it was uncomfortable, but damn was it hot too. My dick was so hard, I thought it was going to snap in half like a twig.
 
   As her hips bucked away, I pressed my fingers down under her slapping nuts, cupping them and massaging them with my palm. I knew from experience that she enjoyed that, and this time was no exception. If anything, she began thrusting harder, until slick wet sounds filled the air, mingling with the rhythmic slap of her balls against my chin. Her chest was heaving up and down and her face was flushed with obvious excitement.
 
   She was getting close; I could tell my the way her nuts tightened in my hand, and by the way her face had turned a darker shade of red. Her jaw was clenched, her lips a thin line. Each time she thrust, her buttocks rose up from the couch and tensed.
 
   I was ready for it. I wanted to feel her seed running over my tongue and down my throat. I wanted it badly. I was shocked and disappointed, therefore, when she suddenly pulled back all the way, sliding her cock out of my mouth with a slurping wet pop.
 
   My eyes opened wide and I stared at her. But Allison didn't notice. She sat on the edge of the couch and wrapped her fist around her throbbing rod. She began to pump it furiously, while her other hand remained behind my head, keeping it locked in place.
 
   “I'm gonna fucking cum,” she groaned out. “Oh shit, oh fuck, I'm gonna paint your slutty face, Roberta!”
 
   Her promise was not long in being fulfilled. She jerked her meat stick for a few frantic seconds, and then, like a storm breaking, she was soon jizzing all over my made up face. I felt the first splatter of seed hit my chin, and then her cock throbbed upwards, and the second load hit my upper cheek, perilously close to my eyes. I closed them, holding steady and listening to the 'slap', 'slap', 'slap', of her fist jerking her pole. More spunk spattered against me, until it was running in thick rivulets down my face, over my nose and onto my lips. I flicked my tongue out, licking up what I could. What felt like a gallon of cum slid down my throat, warming my innards.
 
   Finally, I heard her gasp, and a moment later, she collapsed back onto the couch.
 
   I opened my eyes to see her panting and staring up at the ceiling. Her chest was rising and falling quickly, and she had a faraway, blissful look on her face.
 
   I reached up to wipe away some of the cum. It was thick on my face. She had never unloaded so heavily before, and I felt proud that I had brought her to such a powerful climax. Me, Rob. Sure, it had taken the sluttiest dress I could find to wear, but I had done it. It felt like a real achievement.
 
   I pushed myself up from my knees. They felt a little stiff as I straightened and sat on the edge of the couch.
 
   Allison turned her head to look at me, then smiled as she sat forward. “Holy shit,” she muttered, reaching for her cigarette pack. “The last time I came that hard... I was still in college, getting my first taste of pussy.”
 
   She lit up and blew a plume of smoke skyward. “Here,” she offered me the pack and I took one quickly, feeling the need after sucking so hard.
 
   She leaned against the arm of the couch, her cock slowly deflating against her thigh. The shaft was still slick with my spittle, and the head was sticky with her cum. I could see a ring of red near the base, remnants of my lipstick sticking to her skin.
 
   “I'm... I'm glad you liked it,” I offered, taking a deep pull on the cigarette. “I guess this dress worked, huh?”
 
   She barked a short laugh. “Damn right. And I'm glad you chose tonight to wear it, 'cause it's gonna come in real handy for your surprise.”
 
   I'd almost forgotten her surprise in the heat of the moment, and I wondered again what it could be. She'd never really been overly concerned about me before, certainly not enough to get me anything, or even take the time to dish out a surprise like this. I cocked my head a little, hoping it would show her how curious I was.
 
   Allison chuckled, then tucked her cock back into her panties. “Go and get cleaned up, and redo your make-up,” she said. “When you come back, you'll find out what it is.”
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   I went up to the bathroom and mopped away the sticky seed that had already started to dry on my face. After that, I reapplied any make-up that had become smeared from the frantic face-fucking I'd received. It didn't take too long, and when I was finished, it all looked as good as new.
 
   I took a deep breath and turned back to the stairs. My heart was still racing, and I still had a semi-boner in my panties. That was not going away any time soon. Not until I beat one off later, or if I was lucky, came while she was fucking me. I assumed that was still part of the plan; I certainly hoped so, at any rate.
 
   When I stepped back into the lounge, Allison was on her feet, one hand in the air. Clutched in the fingers of that hand was her car keys. I stared at them suspiciously for a moment, getting a sudden chill along my spine. I was getting a bad feeling about this surprise of hers.
 
   “We're going out,” she said promptly, cutting off any questions I might have asked.
 
   I shook my head instantly. “No fucking way, Alli. I told you, I'm not ready for that.”
 
   “Oh relax, for Christ's sake. I'm not taking you to a bar or a club or anything, so don't worry. Nobody is going to see you.”
 
   “I don't care,” I said obstinately. “Stop pushing this on me. I'll do it eventually, but I need to work up to it.”
 
   “Fuck that.” She snapped her hand closed over the keys. “I went to a lot of trouble setting things up tonight, and I'm not gonna let you piss all over it 'cause you can't get over your own damn insecurities. So fucking grow a pair Robbie, and stop being a whiny bitch.”
 
   I stared at her with a mixture of anger, resentment and embarrassment. I wanted to tell her where to stick it, that I was done playing her games and jumping every time she told me to. But my mouth wouldn't formulate the words to deny her even this. I knew, even before she spoke again, that I was going to go along with this, no matter how fearful and nervous I was.
 
   “Go and get in the car, Rob.”
 
   I sighed in defeat and turned to the door. My stomach was tied up in knots, and I felt as though I was going to be sick. But I was moving willingly.
 
   “Where are we going?” I asked her.
 
   “I told you, it's a surprise. But not far. We'll be in the car for ten minutes, and I'll take the side roads. Like I said, nobody is going to see you, and if they do, there's no chance they'll recognise you, not dressed like that. All they'll see is a couple of hot chicks hanging out in a car. Trust me.”
 
   I wanted to believe that. I wanted to believe it badly. But I didn't. No matter how many times she told me how passable and different I looked, I still felt like Rob, and I still imagined that anyone who knew me would see past the dress and the make-up and the wig and see who was behind it. It terrified me.
 
   I hurried to the car, suddenly worried that my mom might be looking out the window. But the blinds of the house were drawn, and the street was empty.
 
   I climbed into the passenger seat, biting on my lower lip. Allison got in beside me, smirking. She started the car and pulled out onto the street.
 
   “Jeeze, would you relax already? You look like you are going to have a damn heart attack.”
 
   “I feel like I am,” I told her. My hands were fisted tight at my sides and my legs were starting to feel like they had turned to jelly. I was glad it was dark outside at least.
 
   She shook her head in amusement, then suddenly lifted one hand from the steering wheel, clutched my wrist, and pulled my hand down to her crotch. She guided it up under her skirt, until my fingers were brushing over the outline of her cock through her panties. “Here, this should give you something else to think about until we get to where we are going.”
 
   It didn't work entirely as she was hoping it would, but fondling her prick while she drove was exciting enough to distract me somewhat from my fears, at least until we pulled up at a stop light and I saw a car idling next to us.
 
   A couple of guys, perhaps twenty-two or twenty-three, were sitting in the car. The driver turned his head, glancing through the window at the two of us. His lips curled up into a grin and he leaned his head out.
 
   “Heyyyy, ladies, looking good. Where you headed? How about we all hit the town and hook up? Grab a drink or two, what do you say?”
 
   My tongue felt as though it had been glued to the roof of my mouth and my heart almost stopped, but Allison only laughed.
 
   “Dream on fellas. You ain't got the requirements to hit these girls, so just drive on.”
 
   The driver laughed. “Damn, couple of hot lesbos. Must be heaven. How about we watch then? No harm there, right?”
 
   Allison flipped him the bird, and a moment later, the car was pulling away once more.
 
   “See, what did I tell you? Nothing to worry about. Shit, I think they wanted to bone you Robbie.”
 
   I shot her a glare, but she only laughed. “You're a hot piece of ass, huh? If I wasn't with you, those guys would have been all over you like a rash.”
 
   I turned my head away and stared out the window. But I knew she was right. They'd had no idea I was a guy. And they had wanted me. It felt good, in a weird way.
 
   A few minutes later, Allison pulled the car up into the driveway of a house. I didn't recognise the property; it was a part of the town that I didn't come into much. It was all residential, and I didn't know anyone that lived there. I stared at the house for a second, then turned to Allison.
 
   “This is it? It's someone's house.”
 
   “No shit,” Allison said with a snort. She unbuckled her seat belt and opened the door.
 
   “Wait, who lives here?”
 
   “You'll find out if you stop dragging your cute high heels and come inside with me. Or if you prefer, you can just sit in the car all night and hope nobody comes along and sees you.”
 
   “Shit!” I opened the door and climbed out, wobbling a little in the shoes I was wearing. I was not used to high heels, and they didn't fit me very well at all. I felt as uncoordinated as a drunk after a night on the town.
 
   Allison moved around the car, then slid her hands over my hips, grinning. “Chill out, Robbie. You are gonna have a blast tonight. Seriously, can you just trust me?”
 
   “Why should I?” I moaned. “All you want is to get off.”
 
   Allison snorted. “What, and you don't? Come on, stop being a baby. If you want to go home after you see your surprise, I'll give you my damn keys and let you drive back. I won't stop you. But I'm going to stay.”
 
   With that she strode up the steps to the front door and rapped on it.
 
   I sighed in frustration, but there was not a lot I could do other than follow her. Still uneasy in the high heels, I climbed the steps and then bit my lip nervously as I heard the door being unlatched.
 
   When the door swung open, I gasped, and felt my heart skip a beat. Then I groaned.
 
   Katie was standing in the doorway, dressed in a short, slinky dress that would not have looked out of place on a world class model. She had her hair down, her face made up perfectly and her cleavage on prominent display. She looked more stunning than she had back in the store earlier that day.
 
   “Hey you made it!” she said excitedly. “And holy shit, Allison, you weren't kidding when you said he would look the part. I didn't even recognise him.”
 
   “You told her?” I looked at Allison in shock. “What the hell?”
 
   Allison shrugged. “Yeah, I told her. Why not? She made a point of saying how cute you looked, and I saw how into her you were. I figured I'd kill two birds with one stone. When I told her what we got up to, she almost creamed her panties. Ain't that right?”
 
   Katie laughed. “Not exactly how I would have said it, but yeah. I got pretty keen pretty quickly. Hey, don't look like that, Rob. I'm not going to tell anyone. Why would I? When Allison suggested this, I jumped at it. We're gonna have a hell of a time.”
 
   I had been played, and I felt more foolish than ever dressed the way I was. Allison took my hand and pulled, leading me through the door. Katie stepped back, then closed the door behind us.
 
   “I can't believe this,” I muttered.
 
   Katie exchanged an amused glance with Allison, then suddenly stepped up close to me and cupped my cheeks. “Believe it, cutie. We're gonna rock your world tonight.” She pressed her lips to mine and I moaned as her tongue snaked between my glossy lips into my mouth. She pressed her hand down over my rear and squeezed through the dress.
 
   “Fuckin' nice,” Allison said. I could see her out of the corner of my eye, grinning and fondling her crotch lewdly.
 
   Katie pulled back and licked her lips. “That's hot,” she said. “I've never kissed a guy wearing lipstick before. I could get used to it.”
 
   “You're gonna do a lot more than kiss Roberta tonight,” Allison said.
 
   “Come on into the lounge,” Katie said, leading the way. She had a nice house, paid for through her stripper job, no doubt. The couch was leather, and there were tastefully erotic black and white  pictures hanging on the walls.
 
   “How about some music?” Katie suggested.
 
   Allison nodded her head. “Sure, just none of that shit they like to call pop, yeah?”
 
   Katie laughed. “On second thoughts, why don't you pick something and I'll get some drinks. Beer good?”
 
   “Yeah, sure.” Allison moved over to the music system and sorted through the collection of albums. A few moments later, a thudding rock ballad was pulsing through the room.
 
   “Take a seat,” Katie said as she went to fetch the beer.
 
   I dropped onto the couch in relief, glad to be off my feet. I would look at women in high heels with new found respect after trying them for myself.
 
   Allison sat in the armchair and grinned at me as she fished out her cigarettes. “Mind if I smoke?” she called out.
 
   Katie came back with three beer cans. She shook her head. “No, go ahead, so long as you got one for me. I left mine upstairs.”
 
   Allison knocked three cigarettes out of the pack and handed them out. I lit mine eagerly, glad of the soothing smoke filling my lungs and taking the edge of my nerves. Katie lit hers with practised ease and sat beside me on the couch.
 
   Almost instantly, her hand was on my thigh, stroking it through the thin material of my dress.
 
   “You really do look hot in that,” she said. “I wasn't quite sure I believed it when Allison told me, but now that I've seen you...” She licked her lips, then took a pull on her cigarette.
 
   I looked between the two of them, and suddenly felt like a deer trapped between two predatory animals. They were both staring at me with hungry eyes, ready to pounce at any moment.”
 
   “Hey, you got that thing you told me about, right?”
 
   Katie grinned at the question. “Of course. I was hardly going to forget to pick something like that up. I just got back a couple of hours ago actually.”
 
   “Hot shit,” Allison said. She was rubbing her crotch again excitedly.
 
   Katie stared at her for a moment, curious eyes watching the display. When she turned back to me, her eyes were gleaming. She leaned in again and I felt her breasts press against my arm. They were full and soft and curving, and I wanted to see them freed and in my hands. My cock stirred in my panties.
 
   “Do I get first shot?” Katie asked over her shoulder.
 
   Allison laughed. “Sure. I've been aching to watch all fucking day. I had to get a blowjob off Roberta here before we came just to take the edge off.”
 
   Katie raised her eyebrow, still not taking her gaze off me. “Oh yeah? Is she a good cock sucker?”
 
   “One of the best,” Allison said.
 
   Katie grinned and her hand pushed the bottom of my dress further up my thigh.
 
   “Look, I don't know about this... we still have to work together...” I wasn't really wanting her to stop, but a part of me felt as though I had to say something. It was definitely going to be awkward when I went back to work after the weekend. I wasn't sure I would be able to face her.
 
   “Don't worry about that,” Katie said dismissively. “I won't even mention this if you don't want me to. But it won't be weird if we talk about it. It'll just turn me on to you even more, Roberta.”
 
   I flushed hotly hearing her use that name, and my cock stiffened rapidly in my panties. I glanced briefly across to Allison and saw her tugging down the zip of her jeans. Her hand dipped inside and came out clutching her cock. It was as hard and stiff as mine was. She began to slowly jerk it as she watched.
 
   Katie suddenly reared back and stubbed out her cigarette. She rose and bit her lip. “I'll be right back,” she said, and before I could answer, she was out the door and lost to sight.
 
   I looked over at Allison, perplexed, but she only grinned.
 
   “Where...?”
 
   Allison pulled on her meaty length; apparently, she didn't know the meaning of shame. “She said she'll be back. I think she's going to get your other surprise, Roberta.”
 
   I frowned and looked towards the door again. My prick felt as though it was going to burst out of my panties at any minute. I took a last, nervous pull on my own cigarette, then ground out the stub in the ash tray. I had no idea what the two of them were up to, and a part of me didn't want to know. Another part of me just couldn't wait.
 
   A few moments later, Katie returned. She stepped through the door, and as she appeared, I felt my mouth go dry and a sticky spurt of pre cum erupt from the tip of my cock.
 
   She was almost naked. The dress had been removed, and she was wearing nothing but a pair of thigh-high stockings and black suspenders. Her tits were as plump and as round as I had imagined them to be, and she had large, pointed nipples that wobbled whenever she moved.
 
   But as much as I liked those beautiful big melons, it was the thing at her crotch that caught my attention. For a brief moment, I thought she was like Allison, and I couldn't believe it. But then I realized that the cock between her thighs was not real. It was rubber, or silicone, or whatever they make strap-on dicks out of. It was held in place just slightly above her shaved and glistening pussy lips by straps that were wrapped around her waist.
 
   Katie grinned and leaned against the door frame for a moment, watching my expression with a gleeful one of her own.
 
   The cock looked to be about nine inches long, and it was already glistening with a layer of lube. I knew full well what she intended to do with it.
 
   Allison whistled loudly and I saw her eyes widen. “Fuck yeah, baby, that's what I was waiting to see.”
 
   Katie chuckled at her and crossed to the couch. She knelt on it with one knee and gripped the bottom of the lengthy faux cock with one hand. “You ready to have your pussy fucked, Roberta?” she asked.
 
   I shuddered, eyes still glued to her crotch. I nodded slowly and she leaned over pushing me down onto my back. I went willingly, my breath coming faster.
 
   Katie knelt between my legs and parted my thighs with one hand while lifting the front of my dress with the other. She licked her lips when she saw how hard my dick was. “I almost wish I was going to ride that prick of yours,” she said idly. “Maybe another time.”
 
   Allison snorted, but Katie didn't even look in her direction. She tugged my panties down and off my ankles, then pushed on the back of my thighs until they were up against my chest. The dress bundled up around my middle.
 
   Looking back now, I think I was in some kind of a stupor. I was like a doll, lying there, letting her pose me and use me however she wanted. All I could think about was seeing her tits bounce as she fucked me in my tight ass.
 
   Katie straightened and then finally glanced over at Allison. “You want a closer look?” she called out.
 
   Allison leaned forward a little. “Yeah, don't worry, I will. In a minute.”
 
   Katie nodded, then turned back to me. She leaned down, her tits hanging over my chest. She used one hand to prop herself up, and wrapped the fingers of her other hand around the base of her fake cock.
 
   “I've always wanted to do this,” she whispered to me. “My last boyfriend about shit himself when I suggested it, and the one before that got almost as far as the sex shop before he bailed. You're not going to piss out on me though, right Roberta? Nah, I can tell you're an eager anal slut.”
 
   I groaned hotly at her words and my cock twitched. She giggled and flicked it lightly with her finger tip before angling the head of her rubber monster down between my ass cheeks.
 
   It was a little cold, not hot like Allison's member was, and I cringed when I felt the lubed-up tip pressing against my puckered rear. I glanced over at Allison hesitantly and saw her tugging fiercely and excitedly on her length. She was eager to see me fucked.
 
   “Here goes,” Katie hissed, and a moment later, she was pushing forward, forcing the thick rubber cock head into me.
 
   God it was rough. I can still remember the first stab of pain as she penetrated my ring and opened it up. But the pain was quenched a little, or perhaps pushed to the side by the look of eager bliss on her face. The base of the cock, I learned afterwards, had another, smaller length attached, and that smaller length was filling her pussy, and being pushed in deeper as she claimed my hole. In a sense, by fucking me, she was also fucking herself.
 
   I clutched at the couch and my eyes fluttered closed.
 
   “Oh shit,” I moaned, starting to pant. “Not... not so fast.”
 
   “Shhh,” she whispered, ignoring my request as she pushed harder with her hips. The cock slid into me, inch after inch, until over half of the rubber length had vanished inside. I could feel it, stretching me, filling me. “Just relax, Roberta. I'm gonna make your pussy feel so good. Mmmf, God, this is even better than I thought it would be. Just looking at your cute, pretty face, and your plugged asshole... fuck, I could cum at any time.”
 
   I bit down on my lip and tried to control my breathing. Thankfully, Katie paused and instead of pushing deeper, pulled back a few inches. She hovered there for a split second, then suddenly drove forward, shoving the rest of the big cock into me.
 
   I felt the head punch into my stomach like a hammer, and I howled out loudly. The sound only made Katie's face glow with pleasure, and without pause, she began to thrust back and forth between my thighs, fucking me with her big rubber strap-on
 
   I sensed movement. Allison had risen to her feet, and with her hand still tugging on her cock, had moved over to the couch; to get a better view, or so I imagined.
 
   Katie hadn't noticed. She was gasping as she bucked away, pumping the dildo in and out of my ass. In some ways, it was almost better than when Allison fucked me. Katie had those big tits and gorgeous face, after all. But the rubber cock felt... different. There was no heat, and no throbbing pleasure against my prostate. And as much as Katie seemed to be enjoying herself, there was no comparison to the look on Allison's face when she took me.
 
   Katie continued to thrust for a few seconds more, and each time I felt my body pushed deeper into the couch. She was stronger than she looked, and her pace was speeding up rapidly.
 
   But suddenly she paused and her eyes widened. For a moment I was puzzled as to what had happened. Had she climaxed, already? No, it wasn't that. Allison had moved behind her onto the bottom end of the couch and she had one hand on Katie's ass cheeks, prying them apart. Her other hand was still wrapped around her cock, tugging harshly on it.
 
   I gasped as I realised what Allison intended. The thought turned my whole body to fire, and my cock almost exploded right there and then. A spurt of pre cum pumped out of it and spattered against my chest.
 
   Katie looked at it for a second and then twisted her head to look back at Allison. “Do it!” she groaned. “Fuck my ass!”
 
   Allison needed no second urging. She tightened her grip on her cock, and then pushed forward with her hips, sliding the head out of view and between Katie's buttocks.
 
   Katie let out a sibilant hiss of a gasp as the cock penetrated her. Her eyes rolled up, and for a moment, it seemed as though she had forgotten all about the rubber cock that had stopped half-way into my ass.
 
   But as Allison jerked forward, stuffing herself tight into that new hole, Katie's eyes opened again. She licked her lips and began to move once more, fucking me even more roughly than before.
 
   It hurt, I won't lie. But I'd become accustomed to things being stuffed into my asshole like it was some kind of prize turkey, and the pleasure far outweighed the discomfort and pain. Not to mention the excitement. 
 
   Allison held still while Katie moved, which meant that Katie was fucking us both at the same time. Each thrust forward impaled my ass, while each pull back slid her taut rear onto Allison's cock. Before long, she had built up a sawing motion that had me writhing in ecstasy. I wanted to grab my cock and pump it for all it was worth, but I knew Allison would disapprove, and right then, I wanted to make her proud. More than anything I wanted her to feel as though I was worth keeping.
 
   Besides, I suddenly knew that I didn't even need to touch my cock. My balls were tightening all on their own, and I was rapidly approaching an explosive, messy climax.
 
   Katie showed no sighs of stopping. She was moving faster, if anything, hammering away at my impaled hole with fierce enthusiasm. But by the look on her face, she, too, was getting close to an orgasm. I'd been with enough women to know that expression when I saw it.
 
   It was almost a race to see who would finish first. I felt sure it was going to be me when I felt my cock start to twitch. But Katie pipped me to the finish line. She thrust in hard one last time, and then shuddered as though she had been electrocuted, or slapped. Her body stiffened and her eyes closed, and I saw colour rush to her face.
 
   “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” She moaned out, and seconds later, I saw glistening, sticky juices dipping from behind the end of the strap-on dildo. She was cumming, and cumming hard.
 
   As Katie paused in her thrusting, Allison took up the slack. She placed both hands on Allison's hips and began to pound away, easily as hard as she fucked me. She'd stripped her top off, and her firm, hand-sized tits were jiggling a little as she punched her dick into Katie's rear.
 
   That sight was what tipped me over the edge. As Katie still squirmed above me, my cock gave a last gasp before pumping out a thick, heavy load. It was strong enough to explode upwards, coating Katie's tits. The next spurt hit my chest and belly, adding to the light coating of pre that was already there. I felt it patter down onto my abs like rain and I moaned as yet more pumped out.
 
   “You hot little slut,” Allison groaned, smirking heatedly at me. “You'd come for anyone, huh?”
 
   I couldn't answer. Heat filled me and my body felt as though it was floating on a cloud. A last spurt of seed erupted from my cock head, and then it was over. I slumped into the couch.
 
   Katie's faux length was still buried in me, and as my orgasm ended, she grinned down at me. “Yeah, Roberta's a real cock slut.” She leaned forward and kissed me, all while Allison continued to hammer away at her puckered rear.
 
   It was another few minutes before Allison finally climaxed. Katie kissed me deeply until the last, when an explosive gasp flew from Allison's lips.
 
   Katie pulled back and moaned as her ass was flooded with Allison's potent spunk.
 
   We collapsed in a gasping, sweaty heap on the bed. I could feel Katie's big tits pressing against my cum-covered chest, and Allison's cock was in plain view, the shaft resting against the side of Katie's thigh.
 
   I was in a daze. I couldn't believe what had just happened.
 
   Allison was the first to stir. She straightened, and then sat up on the couch.
 
   “Shit,” she said, wiping her hand over her face. “That was one of the hottest damn fucks I've had in years. Your ass is almost as tight as Roberta's pussy, Katie. Jeeze.”
 
   Katie grinned, running her fingers over my chest. My dress had been pushed up almost to my neck, bundled around the fake tits and nearly hiding my face.
 
   “I don't usually let anyone fuck me there,” Katie said. “But I figured, this was a special occasion. You let me fuck your little slut here, so it was only fair.”
 
   Allison laughed and went to fetch her cigarettes. “This was as much for me as it was for you, or Roberta. I've been trying to get her out the house. I guess this did the trick.”
 
   I looked between the two of them, then grunted, and pushed myself into a sitting position. “All right, all right, it was a good idea. I mean, shit... I just had a threesome with two hot women. It's like, every guys wet dream.”
 
   Allison grunted. “Right, sure. So are you finally going to hit a club with me, or what?”
 
   Katie's eyes lit up. “Oh yeah! You should totally do that. There's a great one I know about. I could take you both sometime if you want.”
 
   I closed my eyes for a moment. I felt ganged up on, and I didn't have the strength or the will to argue back.
 
   “Fine.” I said at last. “You win. I'll go with you, if that's what you want. What the fuck, it might even be fun.”
 
   Allison grinned and blew a plume of smoke skyward. “Fucking A it will.”
 
   


  
 

- 5 -
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I relaxed much more than I had after that. It was as though a weight had been lifted. I was no longer worried about being looked at as something weird and unnatural, dressed as I was, and I had started feeling comfortable.
 
   Katie helped. She was a perfect host. She supplied the beer, the music, and the eye-candy. She made out with me, she made out with Allison, and around midnight, when we all feeling the effects of the alcohol and our urges, she gave Allison a blow job.
 
   I was a little jealous watching, but that went away pretty quick when, afterwards, Katie treated me to a hand job. It wasn't enough to tip me over the edge, but it felt damn good. She was a natural, and she moved her hand with enough skill to make me wish I could jerk off that well.
 
   Allison and I stayed until around two. I wanted to stay longer. I wanted Katie to fuck me again. I wanted Allison to fuck me. But we were all tired.
 
   Allison had only drank a single beer, and that had been earlier on; she was driving after all. But I felt a little tipsy, and as we finally made our way back out to the car, I staggered more than ever on my high heels.
 
   The dress was back in place once more, and I'd tidied up my make-up as much as I could for the second time that evening. Katie watched us from the door, now dressed in jeans and a T-shirt.
 
   “I'll see you on Monday,” she called to me, smiling a little and chewing on her bottom lip. “Shame you won't be dressed quite so hot, but it'll still make the day more fun.”
 
   Allison laughed. “Give me some more time, we'll have Roberta here dressing like a slut 24/7.”
 
   I would have cringed at that, but the alcohol and the night of sex and music had chilled me to the point where I no longer cared. I smirked at Allison indulgently, waved to Katie, and climbed into the car.
 
   The trip was mostly made in silence, but as we neared our houses, I suddenly spoke up.
 
   “Do you think... maybe I could stay over at your place tonight?”
 
   Allison glanced at me for a moment, and I was pretty sure she was going to tell me to fuck off. Instead she shrugged. “Yeah, I guess that'll be all right. But just because you are pissed, don't think you are gonna bring your cock anywhere near me, you got that?”
 
   I chuckled and nodded. “Sure, sure.”
 
   I paused and frowned, a sudden thought occurring to me. In my tipsy state of mind, it seemed a perfectly sensible thing for me to say. “So... what happens now? We, like, an actual couple?”
 
   Allison sighed loudly. “Oh for fuck's sake, here we go. Are you gonna start making plans for our future now? Planning our new house and shit?”
 
   I was nettled. I shook my head at her. “No, I just thought...”
 
   “Look, I know what you were thinking, and it's the beer talking. I'm having a good time, you're having a good time. That's enough, right? Why the fuck would you want to screw it up by trying to plan shit out? I don't think about that stuff. I just enjoy the ride.”
 
   I held my hands up in defeat. “OK. I didn't mean to rile you up. I just got thinking about it, because my mom has been on my back wanting you over for dinner or something.”
 
   “Oh shit, you are kidding me?” Allison shook her head as she pulled up into her drive. “You know that's never going to happen, right? Can you imagine me at fucking dinner with your folks? All the questions? Yeah, sure, I fuck your boy up the ass regularly, and he gives some really great head, especially when he wears that glossy lipstick and sexy lingerie.”
 
   I couldn't help but snicker. “Right. And I'm with you. No way in hell I want to sit through her grilling you.” I shuddered.
 
   Allison smirked at me. “I truly think you would shit yourself, Robbie.”
 
   We climbed out of the car and went up the steps to her house. I glanced over at my place. The windows were dark, as expected; mom and dad were not night owls. They hit the sack early.
 
   “I probably would,” I admitted, stepping into her lounge.
 
   I stopped on the threshold, my forehead creased in a frown. “I think it's time I got my own place...”
 
   Allison turned to me, cocking her head to the side. “About damn time. It's fucking disgraceful that you still live at home with your folks.”
 
   “You live with your aunt,” I pointed out.
 
   Allison flipped me the finger. “For now, sure. And not through choice. If that bitch of an ex hadn't kicked me out, I'd still have my own place. I'm saving up anyway. I'll get something.”
 
   “We could... double up....” I suggested.
 
   Allison looked at me, and I knew I had made a bad choice. She was going to rip me a new one. I felt my stomach clenched, preparing for the verbal tirade. But it never came.
 
   “Maybe,” she said, tossing her car keys on the table. “In a month or two. It'll be easier.”
 
   I was shocked, and my face must have shown it, because Allison sighed in exasperation. “Jesus, Robbie. Just because it makes fucking sense, doesn't mean we're gonna play happy families together. We'll get a place with two rooms. If we do it at all. I'm having second thoughts, trust me.”
 
   I couldn't help but grin. “I won't push it,” I said, following her up the stairs. “Just think about it, is all.”
 
   Allison grunted.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   That night, Allison made love to me for the first time. It wasn't her usually grunting, overenthusiastic fucking. It was slow, erotic, sensual even. She moved inside me slowly and passionately, and I felt as though I was on top of the world. She kissed me as her cock slid back and forth, and for the first time since I had met her, I wondered if perhaps she finally had some feelings for me.
 
   I felt happy, and I felt content.
 
   I felt as though all the pieces were falling into place.
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   I plucked a pair of lacy panties from the rack, held them up for a moment, then put them back with a curl of my lips.
 
   Allison was standing beside me, arms folded over her chest. When she saw me place the panties back where I found them, she snorted.
 
   “For fuck's sake, Rob, we don't have all day. I thought you wanted to get something new for tomorrow night? Or are you thinking about chickening out again?”
 
   I rolled my eyes at her, though it was a half-assed gesture at best. Allison knew what I was about, and she knew I was hesitating on the off chance that she would get bored and give up on the whole idea. I'd nailed the first part of my plan – she was getting really bored – but I had no hope on the second part. In fact, all I was going to manage was to piss her off.
 
   “I just haven't bought this kind of stuff before... you know, in public?”
 
   Allison shrugged. “Yeah? So what? Look, if anyone asks, you can say you're buying it for your girlfriend or something, right? It's not like you have to tell every damn person you meet that you wear women's underwear for crying out loud. Anyway, hurry the hell up. I'm going outside for a smoke. You better have your shit under control by the time I'm done or I'm just gonna leave you to it.”
 
   Without waiting for a response, she turned and slouched her way out of the store. I watched as she turned to the left and vanished out of sight.
 
   I sighed and gave the panties another critical glance. Screw it. I was getting bored myself, and my nerves were not getting any better standing in the women's underwear aisle. Some of the staff had already given me the beady eyed look, and I was getting paranoid about what they were thinking.
 
   I grabbed the panties, a pair of silk stockings and a bra, then hurried over to the counter to pay for the purchase.
 
   I still couldn't believe that Allison had talked me into this. Not buying women's clothing, of course, I'd been doing that for awhile, even if it was all online; no, she'd managed to persuade me that going out together, with me dressed as a woman, was a good idea.
 
   She had that way about her. Whenever she suggested anything, she made it sound as if it was the best idea since the invention of the car. Worse, if I tried to argue against it, she made me feel like I was a complete buffoon for thinking otherwise. I'd started to learn that agreeing with her was not only the best course of action, it was the only course of action.
 
   The teller gave me a bemused grin and packed the items I'd selected into a bag for me. As she rang up the order, I got the impression that she was sizing me up, trying to work out who I was really buying the underwear for. I knew I was being paranoid, but I couldn't help it.
 
   It was the thought of heading out on the town that had me so worked up. Ever since I had agreed to go out to a bar or a club with Allison, my nerves had been on edge. It would be only the second time going out dressed in public, and the idea terrified me to the point where I was even losing sleep over it. But Allison only laughed at me when I told her how nervous I was. She told me to man up, which was pretty ironic, considering the circumstances.
 
   I paid for the order then went outside with the bag clutched at my side. Nobody could see inside, thank fuck, and the shop catered to both men and women, so nobody would think twice about me holding the bag emblazoned with the store's insignia. It was done.
 
   I glanced along the street and saw Allison lounging against a brick wall, smoking and talking on her phone. I turned in her direction but had barely managed two steps before I heard a voice calling out my name.
 
   I cringed instinctively and glanced over my shoulder. Brady Richards was crossing the street, hands in his pockets, and his eyes fixed on me.
 
   I'd known Brady since high school, and though we were not really friends, we were buddy enough to hang out from time to time. Or rather, we had been. I'd not really got together with any of my old acquaintances since I had met Allison.
 
   He flipped the finger at one of the passing cars when it honked at him, then jumped onto the sidewalk and grinned. “Hey Robbie, where the hell have you been hiding out? I haven't seen you since that party of Frank's. What was that? Like three months ago?”
 
   “Yeah, sorry man, I've been busy. Work and shit, you know how it is, right?”
 
   He shrugged idly. “Sure, sure. But you should come hang with your old buddies again sometime, catch up, you know? You don't work every day do you? A bunch of us are gonna hit the town next week. You should come.”
 
   I shrugged non-committally. I had no intention of going, but I wasn't about to admit that. “Sure, I'll think about it. If I'm free.”
 
   “Nice. It'll be a blast, man. So what are you up to?”
 
   I shrugged again. “Not much, just buying some new clothes, and about to head home...”
 
   “Oh yeah?” He glanced at the bag, then reached for it as though about to try and peak inside.
 
   I clutched it quickly against my thigh, then smiled weakly. “Nothing but jeans,” I said. “So... what are you doing out here? I thought you spent the weekends with that girl of yours. What's her name again? Carrie?”
 
   Brady grinned and slipped his hands back into his pockets. He was a big guy, with massive shoulders and beefy arms. He'd played football back in high school, and he'd retained all his muscle mass since then, though as far as I knew, he hardly ever worked out. He was just one of those guys who was naturally well built. He put my own skinny body to shame.
 
   “Nah, we split up. I caught her fucking around with that shithead Jeff. You remember him?”
 
   Jeff had been in the year below us, and from what I could recall, he'd been even more of a weakling than I was. Big, horn-rimmed glasses, a rash of acne, and greasy hair. I couldn't imagine someone who looked as good as Carrie hooking up with a guy like that, and my expression must have shown my disbelief, because Brady nodded at me.
 
   “Yeah, that nerdy little bastard. Turns out he was a smart little shit. Made a fortune from a cell phone app last year. Carrie always was the kind to have her head turned by flashy toys and money. Bitch.”
 
   “Shit, I'm sorry man.”
 
   He hawked and spat. “No big loss. I'm with Sally Ford now. She was head cheerleader, remember? And just between you and me, she loves it up the back door. Even more than she likes it in the front.” He grinned and winked.
 
   I laughed with him and nodded. “Score, man. Good job. She was hot.”
 
   “Still is, man. She's started modelling. She'll be out with us next week.”
 
   “Cool, maybe I'll see her then.”
 
   He nodded then glanced back along the street as though needing to be somewhere else.
 
   “So, what about you? Last I heard, you were still single. I'm not fucking surprised. You're still shacked up with your folks, right? I'm telling you Robbie, you ain't never gonna get any serious pussy like that. You need to get your own place.”
 
   I made a face. “Yeah, well, I'm working on it. Going to look at a place later actually, with my girl.”
 
   Brady raised his eyebrows, then whistled through his lips. “Oh yeah? Is she a looker? Come on man, spill it. She's hot, right?”
 
   “Yeah, she's fucking hot.” It was Allison. I winced, then twisted my head to the side to see her strolling towards us, smirking. “See for yourself.”
 
   Brady cleared his throat, then split his mouth in a broad grin. “Oh fuck, sorry. Didn't know my man here was with anyone. I'm Brady.” He held his hand out for Allison to shake, but she just ignored it. She fished out another cigarette, lit it, then blew a plume of smoke skywards with a casual exhalation. Brady watched her, then lowered his hand.
 
   “This is Allison,” I said, lamely.
 
   “Pleased to meetcha,” Brady said, still grinning. “I was just telling Rob here that he should come out with me and the boys next week. If you two are together, you should come with us.”
 
   Allison cocked her head to the side. “I'll think about it. We're actually heading out tomorrow. Gonna hit that new club in the city. You heard about it?”
 
   Brady pursed his lips for a moment, then snapped his fingers. “Oh shit, yeah, Deviant, right?”
 
   Allison nodded and took a drag of her cigarette. I couldn't believe what she was doing. She'd promised nobody would know about our date, and here she was, telling the first person she could. I felt my stomach cramp up and I swallowed nervously.
 
   “That's the one,” Allison said. “From what I hear, the place is banging. Why don't you drop in tomorrow?”
 
   I felt as though my heart stopped beating. Shit! This couldn't be happening. I shot her a pleading glance, but she didn't even seem to notice.
 
   Brady considered the prospect for a moment. “Well, I'm supposed to be going over to Sally's tomorrow – that's my girl – and getting a piece of ass, if you know what I mean...”
 
   I felt my muscles unclench slightly, and I allowed myself to feel a sense of hope.
 
   Allison shrugged her shoulders then flicked the butt of her cigarette into the gutter. “Your loss then,” she said. “I reckon you could find all the ass you want in a place like Deviant. But whatever. You coming, Rob? I'm getting bored shitless here.”
 
   “Hey, hang on... maybe I can skip my hook up just this once.” Brady was chewing his lip thoughtfully, and I groaned inwardly. “What time are you planning on being there?”
 
   “Around nine, probably,” Allison said. “But we might not be there for long. Depends. Anyway, we gotta get going, Brady. See you around.”
 
   Allison turned and with a nod at me, set off down the street towards where her car was parked.
 
   “Shit!” I caught up with her and fell into step beside her. “Why the hell did you do that? You know I don't want anyone to see me... you know... dressed? Especially not a fucking Neanderthal like Brady!”
 
   Allison sighed loudly. “Christ, just fucking relax before you have a stroke, Rob. He won't turn up, I guarantee it. And if he does, for whatever reason, he won't recognise you. Hell, the club's big enough that he probably won't even see us there. So just chill.”
 
   “That's bullshit,” I said, anger swelling up. “You can't know that. So why the fuck did you tell him?”
 
   Allison came to a stop beside her car and rounded on me. “I told him because I'm sick of you hiding away like a fucking baby. Grow a damn pair and take a chance. Look, I promise you, when you are done tomorrow, there's no way anyone will recognise you, not in the dim light of the club. I'll bet my fucking car that he wants to bone you when he sees you.”
 
   “Oh right, because that's so much better!”
 
   Allison laughed. “It is for me. Means I've got myself a nice hot piece of pussy, right? Hot chick on my arm, all the guys wanting a piece. You should be flattered, Rob.”
 
   She opened the car door and slid into the driver's seat. “Are you coming or what?”
 
   I stared at her for a moment, trying to calm my anger. When she turned the key and started the engine, I nodded. “Sure. I'm coming.”
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   Allison leaned back in the seat of her car, spread her thighs, and unzipped the front of her jeans. I watched, running my tongue over my glossy, lipstick coated lips. She reached in, wrapped her fist around her already stiff, throbbing cock, and fished it out.
 
   We were parked out of sight, in the corner of an abandoned industrial park's car lot. It was another of Allison's 'fun' little games. She kept a blonde wig and a few tubes of lipstick in the back seat, for emergencies, she said. In reality, I figured it was just another way for her to make me feel uncomfortable. And I always did. But never enough to make me say no to her.
 
   When she'd pulled over, I knew what she had in mind. Even before she could tell me what to do, I was reaching into the back seat for the bag. She'd grinned and winked at me, watching as I rolled up the lipstick and applied it to my soft lips.
 
   “I got you well trained,” she'd said. It was the plain truth, she had.
 
   Allison gripped her dick near the base and gave it a shake. “Get to it, Roberta,” she said, sliding down in her seat a little. “I really need to empty my nuts, baby.”
 
   I bit my lower lip, then brushed the hair of the wig out of my eyes before bending over her lap and taking the cock from her hand. She pressed her fingers into the fake hair and groaned softly as my fingers closed over the throbbing pole of her shaft. It always felt so hot and so thick to me, and I had to admit, I loved every inch of it. I opened my mouth, flicked my tongue against the tip, then pressed my slick lips down over the top.
 
   Allison purred in pleasure. I could feel her eyes boring into the back of my head, eagerly urging me onwards. I tasted the bald dome of her cock, already a little salty from pre cum, and then my lips were sliding further down the shaft, taking it into the entrance to my throat and beyond.
 
   “Oh shit yeah, that's just what I needed,” Allison croaked. She pushed on the back of my head, forcing my mouth all the way down her dick. My lips met the base of her length, brushing up against her balls, and I gagged as the full shaft hilted out in my throat. Spittle slipped out between my compressed lips and dribbled down over her smooth nut sac.
 
   “Suck my dick, Roberta,” Allison hissed. “Make me bust a nut in that pretty mouth of yours.”
 
   How could I even think of refusing an order like that? I might have been holding some resentment after what she had done, and I might have even retained my anger, but it wasn't enough to stop me from bobbing up and down on her cock and sucking it like it was a lollipop. I hadn't been able to resist her even once, and there was no reason why this time would be any different.
 
   Allison shifted beneath me as she planted her feet into the space beneath the dash. Her fingers wove into the realistic hair of the wig, and a moment later, she was thrusting slowly up into my throat. Her balls slapped against my chin and I gagged again. Her breathing had gotten faster and her cock was twitching a little between my lips.
 
   She was eager. I had learned to read her pretty well by then and I knew if she was going to take her time, or cum quickly, and this time, it was going to be the latter. Something had excited her, but I wasn't sure exactly what it was.
 
   I pressed my lips tight on her cock and slid my fingers down to caress her balls. She loved that, and it usually urged her on to the brink much faster. I heard her suck in a breath, and a second later, she was thrusting hard and fast, slamming my throat as though it was nothing more than a toy for her to use. I felt my own cock stiffen rapidly in my underwear, and a trickle of pre cum oozed from the tip. God she knew how to get me excited.
 
   Allison pressed her hands onto the back of my head, holding it there, and bucked her hips up and down. The car seat creaked and groaned under the weight of her moving body, and the tips of her boots rattled a swift ditty on the underside of the dash.
 
   “Fuck Roberta, you make my dick so damn hard, you little slut.” Her voice was gruff and low-pitched, filled with her lust. I felt the usual sense of pride well up in me. I might have turned into a cross-dressing cock sucker, but at least I was damned good at it.
 
   She began to moan as more of her slick pre spunk oozed into my throat and ran down into my belly. Feeling it trickle into me made me even hotter, and I began to move my red-painted lips in time with her energetic thrusts, bobbing my head rapidly up and down on her thick, stiff rod. My hands tightened on her balls, and I could almost feel them churning against my palm.
 
   Allison pushed her head back against the seat rest and gave one final, rough thrust into me. Her sac slapped my chin again, then squashed up against it as she suddenly came. Her cock gave a violent twitch between my lips, and then her ropey jizz was pumping out and into my throat.
 
   I chugged the creamy offering, swallowing it down as quickly as it came. I had gotten good at that too, and where before I might have spilled a drop or two, now I was able to down it all without batting an eye.
 
   Allison tensed as another spurt erupted from her cock, and I felt the pulsing shaft twitch even more wildly in my mouth. Her hands clamped against my skull, and she let out a last, pleasurable groan before slumping back into her seat.
 
   I swallowed down what remained of her seed, then slowly slid my lips from her cock. They came away with a pop, leaving a red lipstick ring around the crown.
 
   Allison panted heavily as I straightened. She grinned at me, then fished out her cigarettes. She offered me one, then lit her own.
 
   “Fuck, I needed that,” she said, winding down the window enough to let the smoke billow out. “Watching you pick out all that underwear... gave me a damn boner right there in the store. I tell you, I wanted to bend you over the racks right there and pound that hot little girly ass of yours.”
 
   I lit my own cigarette, then glanced at her out of the corner of my eye. So that was it! She'd got turned on watching me buy underwear. I had a swift vision of being fucked by her in the store and my cock twitched in my jeans. I wanted to tug one off, but I knew full well how Allison would react. She hated being reminded that I had a dick, too.
 
   “Have you got your outfit sorted for tomorrow night?”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. It arrived yesterday. Do you want to see it?”
 
   She shook her head. “No, save it for the club. I wanna be surprised. It's hot though right? Shows off that ass of yours like I asked?”
 
   “Yeah, it's pretty tight and short. I think you'll like it.”
 
   “Good.” She glanced out the window, then suddenly pursed her lips. “For fuck's sake, look at that...”
 
   I looked past her, then groaned at the sight of the security guard approaching the car. I still had the wig and lipstick on, and there was no chance of removing them before he saw. Hell, he probably already had. He'd probably been watching me give Allison her blow job.
 
   Allison quickly tucked her cock back into her jeans, then zipped up. The security guard arrived a moment later and leaned against the top of the car.
 
   “You two shouldn't be here,” he said, looking through the window. He glanced at me, smirked, then looked back at Allison. Yeah, he had definitely been watching.
 
   “Why not?” Allison barked back. She tapped ash out the window, giving the guard a disdainful smirk. “It's not like we're doing any harm here.”
 
   “Oh yeah?” The security guard arched his brow. “Could have fooled me. I saw what you two were up to in here.”
 
   Allison laughed. “Fucking freak. Did you get a good damn show?”
 
   The guard's face flushed, and for a moment, I thought he was going to blow a fuse. Allison didn't seem to care. “Yeah, I bet you beat your rocks off watching us, right? I bet you want a go of your own, huh? My sissy bitch here can blow you if you want...”
 
   The guard looked at me, and for a moment, I felt as though he was going to say yes. For the second time that day, I couldn't believe what Allison had done. I had no idea what I was going to do if the guard took her up on the offer. I'd never sucked a guy before, and I didn't have any particular inclination to do it now. The guard was old, for a start. Probably near fifty if my guess was right, and he wasn't particularly attractive. He had a gut.
 
   The guard licked his lips, then suddenly straightened, his face flushing a bright red. “Fuck off, the pair of you. And if I catch either one of you here again, I'll call the police. Fucking perverts.”
 
   Allison laughed and started the car. “Your loss,” she said, tossing her butt out the window. “Roberta here gives a mean blow job, man.”
 
   The guard frowned at her, then stepped back as she reversed the car.
 
   “See you around,” she called, then laughed once more as she pulled away. The guard watched us out the window until we were out of sight.
 
   I let out the breath I had been holding in and rounded on her once we were back on the street. “Fuck it, Allison, what the hell? You're going too damn far!”
 
   Allison waved her hand at me nonchalantly. “Oh here we go, another damn hissy fit. That guy was a cunt, and you know it. You didn't really think I was gonna have you blow him did you? I just wanted to see how he would react, and damn if I wasn't disappointed. I really think he wanted to stick his dick in your mouth.”
 
   I glared at her as I tossed the wig into the back seat and pulled out some wet wipes to remove the lipstick. “And if he had said yes, then what? That guy could have kicked my ass, and yours.”
 
   “But he didn't, and nothing happened. So stop bitching.”
 
   I gave up and sat back in my seat. She was right. It had ended up fine, and I'd overreacted again. But she got me so angry sometimes, I couldn't help it. I knew she wound me up on purpose; she enjoyed seeing me squirm. And I hated that she could push my buttons so easily.
 
   “You're still ok for later, right?”
 
   Allison glanced at me, then back to the road. “Huh? Later?”
 
   “Yeah, we're gonna look at that apartment, remember? I told you like five times.”
 
   She sighed. “Fuck, I forgot. I was gonna catch a movie later. Can't we do it another time?”
 
   “No, there's a bunch of people going to look it over, and if we don't do it now, the apartment might be gone by the time we get around to it. Look, you said you wanted out of your aunt's...”
 
   “I know what the hell I said, Rob, jeez. Fine, I'll fucking be there. I love pissing away my time looking at cramped little shit holes.”
 
   I grit my teeth, refusing to rise to the bait. I was excited about getting my own place, especially since Allison had said she would move in with me. I knew why she had agreed; she wanted me to dress full time when around her, and there was no better way of doing that than with our own place. I had to admit, the prospect excited me too. When we were alone, I enjoyed looking feminine for her. It was doing the same thing in public that I hated.
 
   She pulled up in her driveway and got out. I followed more slowly and watched as she climbed the porch steps to her aunt's house. “We can drive over to the apartment together, if you want,” I called after her.
 
   Allison paused and I heard her sigh, even from where I was at the car. “Drop it already, will you? I said I'll be there. I got some stuff to do before then though, so I'll meet you there. You took so damn long at the store, now I gotta rush about like a dick to make it in time.”
 
   I closed the car door. “Sure. OK, you got the address?”
 
   “Yeah, I got the damn address, Rob! Christ.” She shook her head, opened the door to the house, and vanished inside without another word.
 
   My mom was vacuuming the carpet in the front room when I went inside. She paused and looked up at me as I passed the lounge door. “Rob? Where have you been?”
 
   “Out,” I said, pausing to lean against the door frame. “What's up?”
 
   “Nothing, I was just wondering if you are going to be home for dinner tonight. I'm gonna order in a pizza.”
 
   I shook my head. “No, I have to be somewhere.”
 
   She arched her brow and gave me an amused grin. “With Allison?”
 
   I rolled my eyes at her. “Yeah, with Allison. We're going to look at an apartment on Main Street.”
 
   Her eyes widened briefly. “Wow, and here I thought you were joking when you told me you were thinking about moving out. Look, I don't mean to be bitch mom or anything, but... maybe this is moving a little fast. You haven't even let me meet her yet.”
 
   “I told you, she's not into that. And no, it's not too fast. You've been after me to move out for months!”
 
   “Yes, on your own, not with some girl you only met recently.”
 
   I threw my hands up in the air. “I wish you would make up your mind. One minute you can't wait for me to go, the next, you think I should stay. I can't win.”
 
   “Oh, don't be like that. I'm just worried. But if it's what will make you happy, then sure, I guess you can do what you want. Just be careful, all right? I don't want to see you hurt.”
 
   “I won't be,” I told her. I knew she was just looking out for me, but sometimes, her pestering could just get to be too much. I was looking forward to getting a taste of independence at last, even if it would cost me most of my pay packet each month.
 
   “I'll be in my room for a bit if you need me.”
 
   She nodded, then watched as I vanished up the stairs. A few minutes later, I heard the vacuum start up again.
 
   Once alone, I dropped onto my bed. My cock had softened a little, but as soon as I closed my eyes, I saw visions of myself bobbing my head up and down on Allison's thick shaft, and my own length hardened again within seconds.
 
   I unzipped and went to work.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Allison never showed at the apartment. I wasn't surprised. I had no idea why I even had any expectations to the contrary. She was unreliable at the best of times, and when she really didn't want to do something, even wild horses couldn't move her. Still, I was disappointed.
 
   I looked at the apartment, though, since I was there. It was small, and cramped, and it had only one bedroom. There was a combined kitchen and lounge, a separate bathroom, and a tiny storage closet. It was located above a hair salon on the Main Street, and the noise could get pretty bad. But the rent was about all that I could afford, even splitting it with Allison, and I had a strong suspicion that I would not find anything better. I told the landlord that I was interested, and that I'd get back to him in a day or two after speaking with my girlfriend. He told me not to wait too long, since there were a few people who were also interested in the place. It was just my luck.
 
   By the time I left the place, I felt a mixture of elation and dejection. On the one hand, I could sense a future with Allison rushing up towards me, but on the other, I had no idea if she even still wanted to go ahead with the apartment or not. 
 
   I wanted to ask her about it and get an answer on why she had not showed, but I was too angry and I knew that if I confronted her then, it would have turned into a full blown argument. So instead I went for a short walk. I didn't want to be hammered by questions, and my mom was sure to do that if I went home.
 
   I don't know if I believe in fate or destiny, or any of that stuff, but as it turned out, that walk really made me think about it a lot more than I ever had before. I was perhaps thirty minutes out from the apartment, and just thinking about turning back to my car, when I saw her. She was standing across the street from the park I was circling, leaning against the hood of a car, and talking to Brady Richards of all people.
 
   I stopped in my tracks and for a moment, I couldn't quite believe what I was seeing. As far as I knew, Allison had only met Brady that morning with me, so why then was she talking with him now? I couldn't think that it was a coincidence, which only left one reason: she'd gone looking for him.
 
   I couldn't hear what they were saying of course, and I didn't want them to know I had seen them. A suspicion had formed in my head that was rapidly growing into certainty. Allison was making sure Brady would show up at the club tomorrow. But why?
 
   I didn't know, but I felt suddenly ill at the thought of it. Not just because I didn't want to be caught dressed as a woman, but also because I didn't want to imagine that Allison would screw me over in this way. But I knew her well enough that I didn't think she would back away from the idea. Hell, if she thought it would be fun, she'd do it in an instant.
 
   I leaned against the iron railing at the side of the road and my fingers tightened angrily against the cold metal. So now at least I knew why she had ducked out of seeing the apartment. She'd wanted to talk to Brady, at a time when she knew I would be busy.
 
   I watched them speak for perhaps another two minutes before Allison slapped Brady on the shoulder and turned to get into her car. She drove away, but Brady remained on the side walk for a little longer after she had left. It was hard to tell from where I was, but he looked as though he was considering something.
 
   When he finally left, I began to make my way back to my car. I wasn't sure if I was going to confront Allison over what I had seen. I wanted to, but at the same time, I knew full well how she would react. On the other hand, if I didn't ask her about it, and she was really trying to coax Brady into showing up at the club, then I was risking the very thing I feared.
 
   I really hated my life, sometimes.
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   I went over to Allison's house later that evening, having finally decided to question her about her meeting with Brady, but she wasn't home. I was forced to go back to my room and stew over everything, wondering what I was going to do.
 
   The following morning, I got up late, having had a rough time getting to sleep, and I felt crabby. I looked out the window, and Allison's car was there. I debated whether to go over or not, but I decided to wait until that evening and confront her then.
 
   I spent most of the day watching TV, playing games and generally just lounging around. The time went slowly, and I found myself constantly checking the clock, waiting until the moment when I could go over the Allison's.
 
   When it was finally time, I grabbed the bag of clothing and make-up from my closet, headed downstairs and said goodbye to my parents, then crossed the driveways to Allison's place. Her aunt answered the door, and with a faint smile, waved me upstairs.
 
   Allison was lounging on her bed in a pair of torn jeans and a vest top that hung down off her shoulder. She had a pair of headphone on and was listening to music with her eyes half closed. She looked up when I entered and grinned at me before sliding the headphones off her ears.
 
   “You ready to hit the town, Rob?” She said, getting to her feet. “Damn I'm in the mood for some fucking fun.”
 
   I dropped the bag on the floor, then bit my lip. I wasn't sure how to broach the subject of Brady and I decided on the spot that I would just ask her straight up.
 
   “So... I guess seeing Brady was more important than checking out the apartment yesterday, huh?”
 
   Allison had opened one of her drawers and was rooting through her underwear. She glanced over her shoulder, frowning. “What? I don't know what the hell you are talking about.”
 
   “Sure you do. You said you were gonna be at the apartment with me yesterday, and you never showed.”
 
   “So? I got caught up with stuff. I told you it was going to be tight getting everything I needed done after you screwed around buying your shit. It happens, Rob, get over it.”
 
   “Right, and you just happened to run into Brady, I suppose?”
 
   She straightened, and her face darkened. “Yeah, that's right. I was heading back to my car and I ran into him on the street. We talked, and after your damn whining yesterday, I told him we were not going to the club after all and that he shouldn't bother showing up. Were you fucking spying on me or something?”
 
   I felt the rage seep out of me. I'd never even considered the reason she was giving me now as a possibility, and I was ashamed. If true, then she actually did give a shit about me.
 
   “I wasn't spying,” I said lamely. “I was pissed that you didn't show at the apartment and I went for a walk to cool off. Then I saw you with Brady and I thought...”
 
   “Yeah, I can guess what you thought. That I was screwing you over or something right? Fuck me. This is why I don't usually give a shit, because when I do, people piss all over it.”
 
   “I didn't mean... I just... I was angry, all right? And I screwed up. I'm sorry, really.”
 
   She closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them again and took a deep breath. “Fine, you're sorry. But you'll make it up to me later, right?”
 
   I paused for a brief second, wondering what making it up might mean to her. But in the end I nodded. “Yeah, sure. Of course.”
 
   She smiled then and turned back to her drawers. She pulled out a pair of small, lacy panties and held them up for me to see. “Then get ready. We got an hour or so before we need to leave. Don't worry about my aunt either. She's going out in a few minutes.”
 
   I nodded and turned back to my bag. 
 
   I felt a huge sense of relief that she hadn't got angry about my fuck up. I didn't even consider the fact that she had been lying to me. I know it makes me sound gullible and naïve, but... I really wanted to believe her. I liked the thought that she cared enough about me to make things right, and that probably clouded my judgement.
 
   Allison slid out of her jeans, and then tugged down the white panties she wore. I could see her cock out of the corner of my eye, and even though it was soft right then, I still felt my own length stiffen slightly in excitement. I swallowed and turned away to focus on getting ready myself.
 
   I'd gotten pretty quick at fitting my body into the smaller underwear, but even so, Allison was still ready before me. She was wearing a short, tight black dress, net stockings and heeled dress boots that made her look even more incredible than she normally did. I had never seen her in a dress, or even a skirt before, and it transformed her into something exotic and enticing. It made finishing my own preparations a lot harder.
 
   Allison sat on the edge of the bed and lit up a cigarette as she watched me apply my own make-up. She had already put her own face paint on. She had lush black lipstick and mascara, with just a hint of blush in her cheeks. Again, she never usually wore make-up, and when I saw her in it, I almost creamed myself. She looked so damn hot.
 
   I didn't look anywhere near as good myself. I'd gotten better with the whole lipstick thing, but not to the extent I ever felt comfortable with it. I'd gone with a glossy red colour to match the red dress I was going to wear. It turned out quite well, and I felt a flush of pride in my cheeks when Allison whistled.
 
   “Shit Roberta, you are going to look amazing tonight. You'll have the whole place wishing they were me.”
 
   I grinned at her weakly. I didn't feel amazing, and I was sick to the stomach at the thought of anyone looking at me, much less an entire club full of people. A huge part of me wanted to call the whole thing off as a bad idea, but another part actually found the prospect exciting. The club would be dark, people didn't know me, and besides, I had the idea that if people would be looking at anyone, it would be at Allison.
 
   So I pushed on, and with ten minutes to spare, I was ready. Allison looked me over and then nodded her head. She looked pleased.
 
   I was wearing her blonde wig and the tight red dress I had bought separately from the underwear. I was pretty convincing, for the most part, but I was still sure that anyone looking too close would know full well that I was not a woman. But it was too late to back out now. Allison would never forgive me.
 
   “Looks like we are good to go,” Allison said. “Stop looking like you are going to shit your panties and lighten up. This is gonna be fun. Fuck, if nothing else, you got me into a dress. You should be happy with that.”
 
   “I am,” I said, and I truly was. “But I still feel nervous.”
 
   Allison smirked, then went to her dresser and pulled out a bottle of vodka. “This should chill you the fuck out,” she said, pouring me a glass.
 
   I took it without comment and downed the whole shot. It burned as it slid down my throat, but I did feel a little better afterwards, enough that at least my stomach didn't feel as though it was filled with over active butterflies.
 
   “OK, let's go,” I said.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   We both planned to drink at the club, of course, so taking the car was a no go. Instead we took a cab. It was an expensive ride, all the way into the city, but it was better than trying public transport. The cabbie was friendly enough, despite the fact that he figured we were a pair of lesbians. He actually seemed to like the idea, and I caught him looking at us in his mirror more than once.
 
   Allison, being who she was, really enjoyed the attention, and she made out with me through most of the cab ride, which probably gave the driver one hell of a thrill. For me, I was just glad it gave me something to think about other than the night ahead.
 
   I was scared shitless.
 
   It took about an hour to get to the city, and another twenty minutes of driving in the congested streets before we got to the club. There was a line waiting outside, naturally, but we stepped into it figuring we had maybe a ten or fifteen minute wait. As it turned out, we got in a lot quicker. The line moved fast.
 
   There was a big, burly bouncer on the door. He took one look at the two of us, and grinned, showing off his pearly white's. “Hey ladies! Looking good tonight. You two can go right in, but if you feel like keeping the party going later, I knock off here around two. Come find me, yeah?”
 
   Allison grinned and winked at him, then even blew him a kiss before sauntering into the club with her arm around my waist.
 
   The music of the club hit me like a tidal wave. It was a pumping bass that made my bones rattle and that drowned out any other sound. When Allison spoke, she was forced to practically scream into my ear.
 
   “Let's get a drink, then find a fucking place to sit.”
 
   I nodded to her and we picked our way through the crowds and around the packed dance floor. People wearing almost nothing were gyrating and swaying to the beat of the music, almost all of them looking as though they were about to pass out. There was another crowd at the bar, and it took us almost ten minutes before we were able to get something to drink. Cradling the glasses, we dived back into the crowd and finally found an empty booth at the back of the club that was secluded enough to partially drown out the chaotic sound of the music.
 
   Allison pressed up close to me and pulled my hand onto her crotch almost instantly. I could see by the glow of her cheeks and the eager look in her eye that she was horny. The music, the crowds, the heat of the club had all helped to turn her on, and I was pretty sure that if we were anywhere else but there, she would have been fucking me hard within minutes. As it was, she was forced into letting me feel her up instead. Her cock was hard and throbbing beneath the dress, and she grinned at me as my hand rubbed it.
 
   “This place is busier than I thought,” she said, slouching back in her seat and sipping from her drink. She lit a cigarette, then blew smoke towards the ceiling. “But I told you, right? Nobody here even knows you aren't my girlfriend. They don't have a goddamn clue. Most of them are too shit-faced to even consider anything other than you being a girl. So you can relax.”
 
   I had to admit, she was right. I'd gotten a few looks during the trek through the crowds, and at one point, I'd felt a hand cup my ass cheeks. But the glances had all been of approval and appreciation. From men and women both. It felt pretty good.
 
   Allison grinned and took another pull on her cigarette. “You should trust me more, Roberta. I know what the deal is.”
 
   “Yeah, all right, I might have been worrying for nothing. This ain't so bad after all.”
 
   She laughed and nodded, then closed her eyes, head bobbing to the beat of the music. “Mmm, fuck I feel good. Let's dance, baby!”
 
   She opened her eyes, took a last drag on her smoke, then crushed it out before grabbing my arm and leading me onto the dance floor. I wobbled a little in the high heeled shoes I was wearing, but I didn't fall over, which I considered a win.
 
   The song was a little less chaotic and slower than the others had been and I found myself swaying my hips from side to side as Allison pressed up against my back. Her hands slid over my hips and she began to move with me. I felt her mouth pressing against my neck, kissing the exposed flesh, and her crotch was gyrating against my rear. Her cock was still hard and pulsing with excitement as it pressed up to my ass cheeks.
 
   I felt myself getting an erection as we danced together. How could I not? This was one of the most erotic things I'd ever done, and after the drink, I was starting to really loosen up. After a moment, I reached back between us and grabbed the shaft of her cock through her dress, jerking it slowly. I didn't think anyone would see, and I was pretty sure Allison wouldn't give a shit anyway.
 
   I was right. She growled in my ear and bucked her hips slowly back and forth, causing her hidden length to slide between my fingers. It felt like a steel rod.
 
   “Imagine,” she growled in my ear. “If I slid that dress up over your ass and slipped your panties down past your cheeks...”
 
   I swallowed, my cock starting to strain against my underwear. I closed my eyes, bathing in the sound of the music and picturing what she was saying in my mind. I could almost visualise the dancers stopping to watch, gawking as my ass was revealed.
 
   “My dick pushing between them,” Allison went on, her length grinding up more tightly against my rear. “Prodding that slutty little hole of yours, then pushing into it. Fucking you right here on the dance floor.”
 
   “Oh fuck,” I moaned, starting to pant a little. I felt my panties starting to get wet as the first bead of pre cum oozed from my overly excited cock.
 
   Allison laughed softly. “You are such a dirty slut, Roberta. And later on, you're gonna get that little pussy of yours well and truly fucked, count on it.”
 
   I let my breath out and was not surprised when a whimper of need escaped with it. Allison turned me around then pulled me close. She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me hard, and her hands slid over my rump, squeezing it.
 
   When she pulled away, her eyes seemed to glow with heat and desire. “Come on, I need another drink.”
 
   I was in a daze as I followed her back across the dance floor to the booth where our drinks were waiting. Allison slid into her seat, then patted her lap with a grin. I swallowed, then lowered myself onto her groin. She growled softly then wrapped her arms around me.
 
   “You're having a good time, right? I can tell.”
 
   I nodded. I couldn't deny it. I hadn't expected to be enjoying myself, but I was. That part of me that had been looking forward to tonight had taken over completely, and I no longer even cared if someone recognised what I was. Screw them.
 
   Allison lifted her drink with her free hand and emptied the glass. “Some of the girls and guys out there were looking at you,” she said, smirking. “And it weren't anything but horny.”
 
   I bit my lip. “They were looking at you, too,” I pointed out.
 
   Allison chuckled. “Yeah, but only because they were fucking jealous that I got the hottest girl in here on my arm.”
 
   I flushed. Even now, her calling me a girl made my heart miss a beat. I loved it, despite the fact that it still seemed odd to me.
 
   “I do have a confession to make,” she said suddenly.
 
   I glanced over my shoulder at her, eyebrow arched. 
 
   She chuckled, then shrugged nonchalantly. “You are probably gonna be pissed, but fuck it. I had good reason. I lied about Brady. I didn't tell him not to come tonight. Check it out.”
 
   I felt my blood turn to ice as I swivelled my head back to the front of the club. My worst fears were confirmed. Brady was there, his girlfriend – Sally – hanging off his arm. He was grinning, and squeezing through the crowd as he moved in our direction.
 
   “Sorry Roberta,” Allison said with a laugh.
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   I could not believe what I was seeing. My earlier joy at hearing Allison's explanation evaporated in an instant, replaced by a crushing fear and despair that left me speechless. She'd lied all right, and in a way that I found hard to comprehend. How could she do this to me? She'd practically ruined my life in one fell swoop.
 
   “Just relax, Roberta,” Allison whispered. “This ain't as bad as you think.”
 
   I felt my voice return and I hissed at her in anguish. “How the fuck can you say that? He knows! He fucking knows! And soon, everyone I ever knew is gonna know, too. Christ, it'll probably get back to my mom, and then I'll be done.”
 
   Allison scowled at me. “I told you to trust me, so stop your damn bitching and just wait.”
 
   I wanted to say more, but there was no time. Brady had squeezed past the last of the crowd and was just a few steps away from the booth. I bit my lip and took a ragged breath. His grin told me everything I needed to know.
 
   “Damn,” Brady said as he drew close. “I was wondering if you were yanking my chain earlier, Allison, but I guess you weren't shitting me. You really did show up. And you really do have Robbie dressed like a slut. Holy shit!”
 
   Allison nodded, a grin fixed on her face. “Yeah, I wasn't bullshitting. What do you think?”
 
   Brady whistled and slid into the spare seat. Sally lounged on his thigh, her slender arm draped over his shoulders. She was a real looker, and dressed like a high class prostitute. She had fine features, long, lush blonde hair, and thick, pink painted lips. Her waist was thin enough that I could have wrapped both my hands around it with ease. She had long legs, wider hips and a huge pair of tits that were almost spilling out of her dress.
 
   “I think he... sorry, she.... looks better than you said she would. Fuck Rob, you are giving me a fucking boner here. Does that make me gay, or what?”
 
   I felt my cheeks go red, but Allison only laughed. “Nah. Roberta here is my girlfriend, and since you ain't gonna do anything with her, you are fine.”
 
   “Sure, but, you still gonna do what we discussed, right?” Brady had an almost pleading look on his face that confused me. What the hell had they come up with between the two of them?
 
   My heart was still pounding in my chest, and my legs were shaking so badly that if I had stood up right then, I knew I would have fallen flat on my ass. But far from laughing in my face, Brady actually seemed to like how I was looking. That didn't mean he wasn't going to spread it around, but it gave me a little hope at least.
 
   “Oh yeah, for sure. I've had a fucking stiffy since we got here.”
 
   Brady grinned and winked at his date. Sally smiled at him. She looked stoned.
 
   “You don't mind that I brought my girl along, right? I know you said just me, but, she's up for it just as much as me, and she's so wasted she probably won't even remember it tomorrow anyway.”
 
   I finally found my voice enough to speak, but when I did, it was croaky and nervous. “What the hell is this? What did you agree to Allison?”
 
   Allison passed her cigarettes around without answering, but when she had hers lit and was blowing out a plume of smoke, she smiled at me. “OK, so I know you're pissed, and I can see why, but Brady here ain't gonna tell anyone about you being dressed like that. You see, I recognised him. I saw his profile on a really select dating site once. The kinda place where girls like you are all the rage, if you catch my drift.”
 
   I did, and as my understanding dawned, I glanced at Brady in surprise. He pursed his lips.
 
   “Well shit, I didn't think you were gonna tell him that,” Brady said in disgust. “But I guess it don't matter so much. Yeah, I like girly boys and shit. Always have. Allison came and found me and told me she knew what I was in to. I figured I was busted and that was it. But she had a proposal for me. A real good one too. She wanted me to come out here, and watch her fuck her sissy boy slut. She said she'd keep my secret, so long as I kept yours. I figured why not? I'd get to bust a fucking nut and nobody had to know about my secret.”
 
   I glanced between Brady and Allison a few times, then shook my head in disbelief. “So, let me get this straight,” I said to Allison. “You invite him out here because you want someone to watch us?”
 
   Allison chuckled. “Sure, why not? It's fucking hot. And I know full well you get excited at the idea, so don't give me any of your usual bullshit.”
 
   Brady leaned forward. “Come on. I really won't tell anyone. You think I want people knowing I was out here getting my dick hard thinking about a guy dressed as a girl? Shit no.”
 
   I shook my head again, but I had to admit, they did both have a point. Now that my initial terror had faded, I was starting to feel a bit of rising excitement. My cock was still stiff from Allison grinding against me, and Brady's face had an eager expression on it that was hard to deny. And Sally was well out of it. She had this half-smile on her face and a far-away look in her eyes that I knew well enough from Becky at work. She was so stoned, she would be lucky to remember her name.
 
   I bit my lip, but that hesitation was all Allison needed. She pushed on my rump, urging me to my feet, then got up quickly herself and crushed out her smoke. “Come on. There's a place out around the back. It's not exactly the Hilton, but fuck it. Nobody will see us there.”
 
   “Fuck yeah!” Brady got to his feet, helping Sally up as he did so.
 
   I couldn't help but glance downwards. He was hard as a rock, his prick pressing against the inside of his pants and showing as a very prominent bulge.
 
   I decided on one last plea, before things went too far. “Come on Allison, out the back? In some alleyway? Seriously?”
 
   “Oh stop the whining Roberta, for crying out loud. Just trust me, all right? Seriously, if you want to fuck off home, then go for it. I'm sure Brady here won't mind me finding someone else for him to watch me with, right big guy?”
 
   Brady shrugged. “Well, I was kinda hoping on your sissy girl here, but... sure, I guess if it's someone else, that's cool too.”
 
   I cringed and then sighed. “Let's just get this over with then.”
 
   Allison took my wrist in her hand and began leading the small group back through the crowds. I felt a flutter of nerves in my chest. Was I really going to do this? I knew I was, but I couldn't believe it, even as we stepped out of the doors and into the cool night air.
 
   The bouncer was still there, of course, though the line had grown a lot shorter while we was inside. Just a half-dozen or so stragglers who were eager to get into the club. The bouncer grinned at us, but Allison paid him no attention. She was set on one thing, and one thing only.
 
   “It's this way,” she said, leading us around a corner and into a narrow alley that ran along the side of the club.
 
   I felt apprehensive about her choice of venue, but other than finding a hotel somewhere – which was more money than I had to spend -  this was about the best option. Hell, it was pretty much the only option. Even so, I found myself glancing back along the alley to the street, hoping nobody decided to see what we were up to.
 
   At the back of the building was another alley, this one a little wider. There was also a chain link fence enclosing a small area where the dumpsters were kept. I had to admit, it was pretty secluded, and the chance of anyone walking past were low.
 
   Allison pushed on the gate that was built into the fence, and it swung open with a small creak. She led the way inside, and I followed, the dutiful sissy slut as always. Brady and Sally came last, closing the gate behind them.
 
   This was it. I really couldn't have turned back then, even if I had wanted to. Allison would never have forgiven me. And I knew that I would have regretted it for a long time. But I still felt nervous. How could I not? I was not only about to have sex out the back of a club, I was about to have sex in front of other people, while dressed as a woman. Surreal didn't even come close.
 
   I barely had time for a quick look around at the enclosed area before Allison pushed on my chest, forcing me up against the brick wall behind the dumpsters. Brady and Sally crowded in after her, the former with an eager grin on his face, and the latter staring blankly at nothing in particular.
 
   “Fuck you look hot,” Allison said as she pressed against me, kissing at my neck. “I've been wanting to fuck you since you got changed at my house. My dick has been hard all damn night.”
 
   “Oh yeah, do it,” Brady grunted. I flicked my eyes towards him and was not surprised when I saw his hand already reaching for the zip at his crotch. It would not have been a shock to see him bust a nut even before the action really got started.
 
   Allison didn't even look around at him, though I could tell she was excited at the prospect of Brady being back there. Why else had she arranged all of this?
 
   I felt her lips pulling at my neck again, and her hand slid down to my crotch to pull up the short dress I was wearing. My legs were hidden under the stockings, but they were still smooth and convincing. I heard Brady whistle, then Allison's hands were moving around me to cup my ass cheeks.
 
   “You want it, baby?” She whispered, her lips moving to my ear now, the only place guaranteed to really get my engine roaring. “You want my cock inside you, don't you Roberta? You little slut.”
 
   I moaned in answer, which was all she really needed to know how eager I was. She grabbed my wrist with one of her hands and pulled it towards her crotch. I felt her bulge there, throbbing powerfully beneath my palm. I pressed harder and she grunted in approval as her other hand slid down into the back of my stockings and tugged them just past my ass cheeks.
 
   “Ohhhh shit, that's so damn hot,” Brady said. I risked another look at him and wished instantly that I hadn't. He had his cock out and he was pulling and jerking on it eagerly. It wasn't particularly long, but damn was it thick. It looked to me as though it was about the size of a coke can, and his fist barely fit around it. I was glad that wasn't going inside me.
 
   Allison moved my hand up and down her crotch while her fingers played over my now bare ass. I loved her touching me there, and when combined with her mouth on my ear, it really got me wild. I felt my cock stirring again, growing rapidly and swiftly to full mast.
 
   Allison's lips closed more fully on my ear and began to suck hard, while her hand urged my fingers towards the bottom of her dress. I clutched the hem and pulled, revealing the small panties below. I rolled my eyes down and could see the head of her rigid member sticking up out of the top of them. Brady could clearly see it, too, because as soon as it came into view, he sucked in a breath and let it out in a loud, lust-filled gasp.
 
   “Damn, that looks good,” he moaned out. The sounds of his fist jerking against his cock was getting louder. He sounded like he was having the time of his life.
 
   Allison's lips slid away from my ear and her hands moved up to my shoulders. She pushed on them, urging me down to my knees. I went willingly of course, all my inhibitions evaporating now at the thought of wrapping my plump, lipstick covered lips around her cock once more. I was like an addict, always looking for my next hit of that gorgeous length of meat, and she knew it only too well. She had counted on it.
 
   The ground was cold and rough on my knees, but I barely noticed. I placed my hands on her hips and moved my head forward until it was an inch or less away from the twitching head of her lengthy dick. I opened my mouth and my tongue flicked out to lap around the bald dome and crown for a moment. Allison moaned, watching me expectantly.
 
   “Suck her off,” Brady urged, taking a shuffling step forward to get a better view. Even Sally was watching now, albeit in detached, vague curiosity. “Go on, take it into your mouth!”
 
   “You heard the man,” Allison said with a soft laugh. “Suck me off, Roberta baby.”
 
   I did as she asked. My lips pushed forward and slid over the head of her cock smoothly. I could imagine the view. Glossy lipstick smearing as it glided across the hot flesh of her dick, my eyes half-closed, and Allison groaning in pleasure as more of her length entered my mouth. I had to agree with Brady, it was a hot picture, and my cock was, by then, throbbing hard.
 
   My lips pressed tight, then pushed on until almost every inch of her cock had vanished into my mouth. I could feel her head sliding into my throat, making me growl and gag a little. Spittle slipped out over my lips. And then my nose was pressing up against her belly and I could feel her balls against my chin.
 
   “Shit, that's good, baby,” Allison told me. “Get my cock nice and wet for that pretty boy pussy of yours. Mmm yeah!”
 
   I rolled my tongue over the underside of her shaft for a moment, then pulled back to the tip for a brief pause. I waited for a second, then thrust my head forward again, allowing her cock to hilt in my mouth once more.
 
   Brady was panting hard. I could see his hand whipping back and forth in a blur as he jerked off, and the tip of his member was beaded with pre cum. My gaze rolled to him for a moment and I watched as Sally, perhaps with a bit more awareness than I gave her credit for, reached across to take over for him. Her hand encircled the base of his bloated dick and began to tug on it, almost as fast as he had been doing it himself. Brady leaned against the dumpster, eyes on Allison and myself. “That feels good, babe,” he muttered. “Don't stop.”
 
   I went back to bobbing my head along Allison's own eager cock. I wanted to make her cum. It was a matter of pride, especially since I was being watched, but I never thought about it that way, not really. I told myself that it was just to get her off as quick as I could, but really... I wanted to make her proud of me, I wanted her to think of me as a good girlfriend to her. I mean, she was never going to look at me as a boyfriend, so this seemed the next best thing.
 
   Her cock tasted good in my mouth. Her pre cum was dripping onto the back of my tongue and the smooth meat was pleasant as always. I could feel her cock twitching in my mouth, too, which I knew was a prequel to the explosion of cum that was about to hit. I pressed my lips tighter and moved my head with more speed. Allison gasped and clutched the back of my head with both hands, while her hips began to buck.
 
   “Ah fuck!” She hissed out, hammering away at my open mouth. “Ugh, here it comes you nasty slut!”
 
   I pushed forward with my lips eagerly, swallowing every inch of her delicious dick. I felt her balls slap against me one more time, and a moment later, her jizz was pumping out of her cock and into my mouth. I choked a little as I swallowed it down, but I only got to have a small taste before Allison pulled out of me and shot the rest of her load over my upturned face.
 
   Brady let out a loud sound of approval and when I looked at him, his eyes were wide. “Holy fucking shit,” he moaned. “That's the hottest thing I ever saw! Look at his pretty face, caked in your cum. Damn! Roberta here is a lucky bitch.”
 
   Allison smirked, wrapping her hands around her cock and jerking it to make sure every little drop of her seed had pumped out. “You ain't seen anything yet,” she said. “Wait until you see just how well she takes a dick in her cute little backside.”
 
   “Damn, do it. I wanna see it so bad.”
 
   Sally was still jerking him off, but as Brady pleaded for more, he suddenly pulled her forward and pressed her up chest first against the dumpster. He reached down, tugging her skirt past her buttocks, then pulled on her panties.
 
   Allison grinned for a moment, watching, then gestured for me to stand beside Sally at the dumpster. I got to my feet, legs trembling a little, then leaned forward, hands on the top of the metal garbage container. Sally turned her head and grinned at me, then suddenly opened her mouth wide as she felt Brady's hands spreading her cheeks.
 
   I swallowed, and a moment later, I had the same feeling. Allison gripped my bare cheeks, spreading them wide to get a look at my pert hole within. It had been a day or two since she'd last fucked me. She'd had plenty of blow jobs from me, of course, but I realised then that she'd be saving the main event for tonight.
 
   Allison pressed forward with her hips, and I felt the head of her cock rubbing against my cheeks for a moment, before sliding down into the crease between then and prodding my anal opening. I groaned hotly and looked over my shoulder. Her face was flushed with eager excitement and she was panting heavily.
 
   Beside me, Sally let out a sudden moan of pleasure, and as I turned my head to the side, I saw Brady push up with his hips, driving into his girlfriend with pleasure. But he was not looking at Sally. He was watching Allison, and my ass. He was imagining he was her, I realised suddenly. He wanted to be the one fucking me. I groaned, suddenly hot at the idea.
 
   Allison placed her hands on my hips, then eased forward. The head of her cock pressed against my puckered sphincter for a moment, and then the hole popped open, and the crown of her dick was sliding into it, stretching me wide to accommodate her girth. I grit my teeth and moaned, my own cock throbbing wildly by then. Her cock pushed further, deeper and deeper, and then suddenly, it was rubbing against my prostate. I almost collapsed from the wave of sheer pleasure that rushed through my body.
 
   “Oh yeah, so damn tight as always,” Allison moaned out, panting. She kept moving, feeding me her dick without pause. An inch, then two, until at last, every bit of it was plugging my hole as though it had been made for that very purpose.
 
   I expected her to pause, but she pulled back almost instantly, roughly withdrawing to the tip. She thrust in again and I felt my anal passage expand once more. God it felt good. No, it felt better than that; it was incredible.
 
   Brady was thrusting away beside me, his wide hips pumping hard as he fucked Sally. She was jerking from each thrust, but there was a look of pure bliss on her face that had replaced the dazed expression from earlier. She was really into it, I could see.
 
   Allison began to fuck me then, hard and deep. Her strokes were long and smooth, claiming my hole with ease. She rolled her hips like a pro, and each time, I felt her lengthy dick stuff itself into me. My own cock was dribbling pre cum freely onto the ground, and I was beginning to think it would never stop.
 
   The air was filled with the sound of grunts and moans of pleasure, all mingling with the groaning of the dumpster and the clang of metal as Sally and I were fucked up against it. Allison was moving faster now, keeping pace with Brady, but I knew from experience that it would take her awhile to cum again after already blowing a load.
 
   Brady, on the other hand, was another matter. He was already on the verge, and he was teetering on the edge as his hips began moving faster.
 
   “Ah, shit,” he suddenly moaned out, thrusting up one last time into his girlfriend with a loud expulsion of breath. “I'm fucking cumming.”
 
   Sally seemed to purr and her eyes closed. Brady shuddered, and then twitched as he started to cum.
 
   I moaned like a whore and my fingers tightened on the rough metal of the dumpster. I looked back at Allison and I knew that I had a pleading look in my eyes. The fact that I suddenly began to beg her to fuck me harder only confirmed it.
 
   “I love your cock!” I told her, tongue lolling over my lips. “Fuck me hard, fuck me deep. I want it so fucking bad.”
 
   “Oh you slut!” Allison croaked, her hips staring to bang against my ass cheeks roughly. “Oh you dirty, dirty slut. You're gonna get it real fucking good.”
 
   Her thrusts became frantic, wild. I felt her cock slamming my prostate rapidly and a moment later, my own cock was spurting it's fluids all over the side of the dumpster.
 
   Brady gasped when he saw that. He had pulled out of Sally and his own length was dripping cum onto the floor. He was panting, and watching with wide, engrossed eyes.
 
   My cock twitched again and more spunk surged out to spatter the metal in front of me, but Allison never slowed, even for a minute. If anything, her wild fucking grew faster and harder. Faster than I had ever felt her fuck me before. I was pressed hard against the dumpster, and the metal was digging into my ribs from the onslaught.
 
   And then, suddenly, she hilted out one last time. She held herself there and I heard her curse loudly and fluently. Her cock throbbed inside me for a moment, and then it was pumping out it's gooey treat. Cum flooded my ass, filling it and overflowing. It ran around her cock and down the inside of my thighs like a small river. I felt it trickling down before dripping onto the ground below where it pooled into a glistening puddle.
 
   Allison remained hilted inside me as her cock pulsed and spurted and her balls emptied. She'd only cum fully inside me a few times before, and I always loved it when she did so. The feeling of being filled to the brim was more exciting to me than I can articulate, and it prolonged my own orgasm, making my cock send another, final spurt out onto the dumpster.
 
   Finally, her cock stopped it's crazed twitching. Allison panted and kissed the side of my neck, then slowly withdrew her length from my well fucked and stretched ass. It popped out with a wet sound and I felt some of her seed spatter against my curving ass cheeks.
 
   Brady whistled. “Hot damn, that was amazing,” he said. He was leaning against the dumpster now, his arm around Sally. He had tucked his cock away, but there was still a prominent bulge in the front of his pants.
 
   Allison gave him a grin as she tugged her skirt back down over her crotch. She produced her cigarettes, offered me one, then lit up. “Didn't I tell you it would be?”
 
   “Yeah, and you weren't fucking lying. My dick is still hard.”
 
   Allison chuckled. “No shit,” she said dryly. A plume of smoke trickled out between her lips and drifted skyward.
 
   I was still panting as I turned slowly around. I straightened my dress, then wiped at the cum that was still staining my face. I got most of it off.
 
   Allison's face was flushed a rosy red. I had never seen her look so satisfied before, and it caused a welling pride to bloom in my chest. I had done that. It made me feel better than I ever had before.
 
   “I... God, that was good,” I muttered. “Shit, I don't know why I was such a bitch over it all, but... damn.”
 
   Allison smirked at me. “Yeah, well, you are always a bitch, but you come around in the end. Maybe next time, you'll have a bit of fucking faith, huh?”
 
   I flushed and nodded. I was done being obstinate. If trusting her got me laid as good as that, I would do whatever she wanted.
 
   “Shall we go back inside?” Brady asked.
 
   Allison shook her head. “Nah, fuck it. I got what I wanted for tonight. I wanna go home and screw Roberta here some more. I'm still horny as hell.”
 
   I bit my lip and took a deep breath. I couldn't wait.
 
   “You can come back for a bit if you want,” Allison went on. “Have a couple of beers, chill out a bit.”
 
   Brady grinned and nodded. “Just try and keep me away.”
 
   I offered him a smirk of my own as the four of us left the alley and hailed a cab. I was looking forward to what the rest of the evening would bring.
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   “Yeah, all right, it'll do,” Allison said.
 
   We were standing in the lounge of the apartment I'd been to see two days earlier. I'd finally managed to convince her to check it out with me, and Allison had come along grudgingly. But she seemed satisfied with the place, which gave me some hope.
 
   “So... shall we get it?”
 
   She pursed her lips, then finally sighed. “Fuck it, why not? So long as you remember what we agreed, right?”
 
   I nodded. We'd discussed what the plan was if we did end up moving in together, and I had to admit, it had not taken much for me to say yes. Hell, I'd barely hesitated at all. It felt like a positive change for me, and it was enlightening.
 
   She'd insisted that if we live together, it was as girlfriends. I had to stay dressed as Roberta when we were home. Going out, however, was still up for debate, but I had a feeling it would be a rather one sided debate in the end. I had got to the point where I didn't really give a shit what people thought any more. With every day that passed, I was turning more and more into Roberta. And I liked it.
 
   “Yeah, I remember,” I told her, smiling. “And it's not changed.”
 
   Allison grinned, and together, we went to find the owner to tell them we would take the place.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   A week later, we moved in together. I only had a few of my own clothes with me. All the rest, were Roberta's clothes. After the moving day, I got changed, and from then on, the old Rob was gone.
 
   I got used to my life as Roberta pretty damn quick. Allison loved it, and she gave me the confidence I needed to to keep pushing. I started to go out more and more, and even though I still felt a twinge of nerves, those nerves got less and less as time went on.
 
   I felt born anew, as if I had shed the old me for something new and better. I loved being dressed as Roberta. It made me feel sexy and wanted, and when Allison fucked me, it was the most incredible feeling.
 
   And she fucked me a lot. She was insatiable, and now that we lived together, there was not a lot to keep her urges at bay. She'd get horny, bend me over the couch, and take me there and then. Sometimes, we did it outside; in the park, in her car; once in the back row of a movie theatre. It had been empty other than us, but it was still a risky venture. I came harder that time than ever before. She always found ways to keep things interesting and exciting for me, and there was always a new erotic adventure just around the corner.
 
   Sometimes she had Brady over. She even asked me if I would let Brady fuck me. I told her yeah, sure, if she wanted it. She did. She watched and jerked off while Brady fucked me on the bed. His cock was as fat and as painful as I had imagined, but it didn't stop me moaning like a whore while he rutted out my backside.
 
   She had other people over too, from time to time. Friends that I had never met, and even a few girls like her. We had threesomes, foursomes, and each time, I was the one on the bottom with my ass in the air and a cock being stuffed into it. I loved every minute of it, and Allison did too.
 
   I was happy, and that was the main thing. My mom had been unhappy at me moving out, but when she saw me smiling after the first week, she soon dropped her complaints. She and my dad were the only people I really kept in the dark about Roberta. I kept a few of my old clothes for when I visited them, and to my surprise, Allison never urged me to do anything different. I think she knew that it was the one thing I was never going to compromise over.
 
   After three months of living together, Allison asked me to get hormone treatment, and I agreed. I was ready to take that leap by then, and it felt natural. I spoke to the doctors, had numerous discussions, and eventually, things went ahead.
 
   It's been almost two years now since I met Allison, and we are still together. She is just as wild and exciting as she was when I first met her, and I know now that she is never going to change. I don't want her to change either. She is perfect just the way she is.
 
   She can be a handful, but it's a handful I'm happy trying to handle. She does what she wants, when she wants it, and she knows how to take charge. And Roberta likes it that way just fine.
 
   Maybe one day, I'll tell you what else we got up to, but I think that's a story for another place and another time.
 
   


  
 

If you enjoyed this story, please consider my other completed series: The Coven, a tale about a woman who joins a coven of sexually dominant witches, and Prisoner on Futa Island, the story of a man who is unlucky - or lucky - enough to be washed up on an island filled with beautiful, hung women. 
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   I am also now on both twitter and goodreads. For updates on new releases and to keep in touch, you can follow me on both on the links below:
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   https://www.goodreads.com/JADolan
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