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Istep out of the Cleveland airport and the frigid November air hits me like a block of ice. My teeth clench against the freezing temperature and I curse myself for letting my brother talk the family into hosting Thanksgiving again this year. I tried to convince him to come out to California, but he said he didn’t want to risk his kids finding a used condom or something thrown behind the couch.

Jeez. Once you get a reputation in this family it sticks. You have one housekeeping mishap and they just won’t let it go. Which is why I now have a maid that comes twice a week. I’m there so little that I could get by with having her twice a month probably, but the girl is smoking hot—Eastern European I think with one of those exotic accents—and I’ve been flirting with her non-stop trying to get her into bed in-between her vacuuming and washing my clothes. So far no dice but I’m sure she’ll come around. They almost always do.

As I wait for my brother to pick me up, watching my exhales turn into big steamy clouds, shivering and wishing I had a warmer jacket, I notice something out of the corner of my eye that could warm my blood up a few degrees.

This cute little latin girl is listening to music on her headphones and dancing around like she doesn’t have a care in the world. The yoga pants stretched over her ample backside are making the front of my pants stretch out from my hardening cock.

Naturally, I go stand next to her. She notices me and smiles big—one of those smiles that makes you feel like you’re the only person in the world that matters to the person smiling at you. It’s genuine and intense and I think I’m falling in love with this brown-eyed beauty bobbing her head up and down and shaking her hips.

“What are you listening to?” I say.

She takes her headphones out, still smiling. “Sorry?”

“I said, what are you listening to. Looks like you’re really enjoying it.”

“Salsa!” she says. “I love it. You want to hear?” She holds one of her earbuds out for me.

I gladly take it, welcoming any reason at all to get closer to her. As I put the earbud in, standing shoulder to shoulder with her now, I notice how amazing she smells.

“You like it?” she says, still moving her hips to the rhythm, driving me wild as I watch them.

“Yeah, I love it,” I say.

“You know how to dance salsa?”

“No, I’ve never tried it before.”

“That’s too bad,” she says. “You should learn. Latina ladies love a man that can move his hips.” She raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow as she says it, and I’m wondering if we’re still talking about dancing.

“That’s a nice bag,” I say, pointing to her luggage. “I travel a lot for work so I know a good bag when I see one.”

“Thanks,” she says. “My dad got it for me. What do you do for work?”

“I’m in sales. Software sales. I work for a startup in Silicon Valley.”

“No shit? That’s pretty cool. I’m terrible with computers.”

“Me too, believe it or not. I leave all the computer stuff up to the nerds. I’m more of a people person. What do you do?”

“I’m a student.”

“Nice. What are you studying?”

“Psychology.”

Every psych major I’ve ever met turned out to be bat-shit crazy but this girl seems so down to earth. “That’s cool. So you’re coming home to visit your family for the holidays?”

“No, most of my family lives in Mexico. I’m actually visiting a friend. Well, I’m visiting her family actually. She was on a different flight.”

“So you’re from Mexico then? You barely have an accent.”

“You know I’ve always been a pretty good imitator. It’s kind of like acting—like getting into a role. I love doing that. Just pretending like I’m a different person for a while.”

“Are you pretending right now?”

She gives me a sly grin. “That’s part of the fun of it. Nobody knows the real you unless they really get to know you. I’m sure you do the same thing for your job right? Pretending to be confident or outgoing. Or when you’re hitting on a girl for example?”

She laughs and shakes her head back and forth slowly to the music, letting her eyes close as she loses herself to the beat.

This girl is something else.

“You want to get together while we’re in town? Maybe get a drink?” I say.

“I can’t go to bars. I’m only twenty. Besides, I don’t think I’m your type.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just call it a hunch,” she says.

“I don’t have a type. I like all women.”

“I’m sure you do. I bet you flash that white smile at all the girls, tell them how pretty they are, and their panties just drop right off. Is that how it goes?”

My eyes narrow as I try to think of something to say. It’s not very often that a woman says something that makes me freeze. And now I’m even more intrigued.

“Hey,” she says, hitting me lightly on the arm. “I’m just fucking with you.”

I smile, trying to regain my composure.

“I don’t even know your name,” she says. “And you’re already trying to take me out on a date. Latin girls are more conservative than that.” She’s grinning and I can tell she’s really enjoying this.

“I’m Rob,” I say, holding out my hand.

She puts her hand in mine. “Nice to meet you Rob. I’m Lucy. Do people really call you Rob?”

“That’s my name.”

“Nobody calls you Bobby? I think that sounds way sexier.”

“You can call me whatever you want,” I say, still holding her hand. I want to pull her closer to me, pull her into my body, grab that perfect ass of hers.

A car horn honking right next to us breaks the moment. I look over and it’s my brother. He’s giving me a look, shaking his head. I know exactly what he’s thinking. You’re in the city for five minutes and you’re already picking up a girl? Even when we were younger I’d already developed a reputation as a womanizer and it only grew as we got older.

“That’s my ride,” I say. My brother is getting out of the car.

“You’re leaving me?” she says, giving me a sad puppy dog face. “But things were just starting to get good.”

Time to close the deal.

“Why don’t you give me your number?” I say.

“I don’t know. You seem like the kind that would break my heart.”

“Hey, I’m a nice guy.”

“I believe you. I don’t think you’d do it on purpose.”

“Maybe you’re the one that will break my heart,” I say. “I’m sure there’s a long list of guys walking around with broken hearts because of you.”

“It’s true. In that case, maybe we just skip all that and we each keep our hearts in tact. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“It sounds boring to me. You don’t seem like a boring kind of girl.”

My brother walks over to us. “Are you Lucy? Jenna showed me a picture,” he says.

“Yes, I’m Lucy. Are you Jack?”

“Wait,” I say. “How do you know my brother’s name?”

They both look at me.

“The friend you’re visiting is Jenna?” I say. “That’s my sister.”

“I guess it really is a small world, Bobby,” she says. “And you won’t need my phone number since we’ll be in the same house.” She grins at me.

My brother is staring at me hard now. “Hey Jack,” I say, giving him a hug. “This is Lucy. She’s friends with Jenna. We just met. She was letting me listen to her music.”

They shake hands and after we get all the stuff loaded in the car I open the front door for Lucy to get in then climb into the backseat. We make small talk between the three of us all the way to Jack’s house but the whole time I’m staring at Lucy, thinking about how I’m going to get her naked without the whole family finding out.

When we get to the house, Jack holds me back for a moment before we follow Lucy inside.

He says, “Don’t even think about hooking up with that girl while you’re here. This is supposed to be a nice family holiday not an excuse for you to get laid. And for God’s sake, she’s like ten years younger than you.”

“I think you’re just jealous,” I say.

“Of you? No fucking way.”

“I think you’re jealous that I get to bang whoever I want, whenever I want.”

“I’m very happily married,” he says.

“I don’t doubt it. And you have a great family. But having sex with the same person for the rest of your life? I don’t know man. I couldn’t do it.”

“Whatever, Rob. Just please keep your dick in your pants for once.”

“I’ll do my best,” I say, grinning. But Jack knows me too well, and he just shakes his head and goes inside.


2




Once we get all settled in at the house—say our hellos and what not—Lucy seems to have pulled a complete one-eighty. She’s not giving me the time of day anymore. It’s like she’s a completely different person than the one I met outside the airport. Maybe this is part of her whole playing different roles thing. She seems happy to just hang out with Jenna and be a typical college girl.

I guess it’s for the best because my brother seems to magically appear every time I get close enough to her to try to strike up a conversation. He’s like a cock-blocking machine.

So after a long day of stuffing our faces with food and watching football, everyone goes to bed, leaving me awake by myself with nothing to do. Since I’m on California time and I typically stay up late anyway, I’m not even remotely tired. There’s a pool table in the basement so I go down there to shoot a few balls while I wait for myself to get tired.

After shooting a few frames of nine-ball, I get bored and take my phone out, opening Tinder to see if maybe I can find a hookup for the night. That’s when I hear the basement door open and somebody coming down the stairs.

To my utter surprise and amazement, Lucy comes prancing down the stairs in a pair of short shorts and a tank top. She’s not wearing a bra and I’m mesmerized by her large breasts swaying side to side, leaving nothing to the imagination.

“You’re down here,” she says, “all by yourself, playing with your balls?”

“What else am I supposed to do?” Trying to play it cool. “Seems like everybody in this house goes to bed as soon as the sun goes down. Where’s Jenna?”

“Sleeping.”

“You’re not tired?”

“A little. But I thought you might want a little company before I tucked myself in.”

She walks over to the pool table and starts rolling the balls around on the felt. God, even the way she’s doing that is so unbelievably sexy. I’m wondering if she has any idea what she’s doing to me. My cock feels like it’s going to bust out of my pants watching her bend over the table, her heavy breasts hanging down, and her shorts riding up so far I can see the bottom of her ass cheeks.

“I have to say, I’m a little surprised you came down here,” I say.

“Why’s that?” She’s not looking at me, but completely concentrated on rolling the balls around.

“I don’t know. The way you were ignoring me today.”

“Awww,” she says, finally looking up from the table and giving me that sad puppy dog face again, mocking me. “Did you get your feelings hurt?”

I chuckle. “No, I just thought we had a little spark of something outside the airport.”

“Did you?” she says.

“Sure.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. I talk to lots of people and it’s not my fault if half the men I give the time of day to end up falling in love with me.”

Oh, she definitely knows what she’s doing, I decide. And she loves toying with me. She may be only twenty years old but this girl knows how to wrap a guy around her little finger.

“You play pool?” I say, trying to change the flow of the conversation. And I have an idea.

“A little,” she says. “It’s been a while.”

“You want to play a game?”

“I don’t know if I even remember how to hold the stick,” she says.

“It’s easy; I’ll show you,” I say.

I grab one of the pool cues and hand it to her. She’s inspecting it and the way she’s holding it, like it might break, makes me think it’s been a really long time since she’s played.

“Try it out,” I say.

“I don’t know. I don’t want to embarrass myself.”

“I won’t tell anyone. Besides, it’s just us. No reason to be embarrassed with me.”

She shrugs and leans over to try and hit a ball. She makes contact but the ball flies off the table.

I laugh.

“Don’t laugh at me,” she says, giggling. “I told you it’s been a while.”

I go get the ball and put it back on the table. “Let me show you how to work the stick.”

“Are you sure your brother would be ok with that?”

“Very funny.”

“Wasn’t that weird how he was following us around all day?” she says. “I thought we’d never get to be alone together. I’m surprised he wasn’t camped out in front of my door making sure I stayed in bed all night.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. I guess he just wants to make sure I don’t corrupt you.”

“What if I’m the one corrupting you?” She raises her perfectly shaped eyebrow, and puts her hand on her hip.

“Somehow I don’t think that’s possible,” I say.

“Is that a challenge?”

“It’s just a fact.”

“You sound pretty sure of yourself.”

“Do you want me to show you how to hold the stick or not?”

“Yes. Please show me how to hold your stick Bobby. I would love nothing more than that.”

I shake my head, smiling, and go around behind her.

“Take your stance,” I say.

She bends over the table, and sticks her butt out, spreading her legs wide like she’s about to get frisked by a cop. I can see her shorts riding up her ass again and I’m fucking ready to dive in there.

“Like this, Bobby?” she says, looking back at me with those gorgeous brown eyes.

“That’s perfect,” I say.

“Now what?”

I get close to her now, leaning over her back. My cock is nestled right into her ass as I put my hand over her hand that’s holding the stick. My mouth is right next to her ear. I want to just stick my tongue out and lick her, skip the whole dance we’re doing right now and just get right to it. But what would be the fun in that?

I speak softly into her ear. “Now pull the stick back slowly and look at the spot on the ball where you want to hit it. Right in the middle there.”

Lucy pulls the stick back.

“Now hit it.”

She pushes the stick forward, hitting the ball, and we both watch as the cue ball careens into the eight ball which then proceeds to roll into the side pocket.

Lucy jumps up and squeals, then turns around and kisses me on the cheek. “Oh my god!” she says, dancing around, still holding the stick. “I did it!”

I’m smiling, nodding my head. My dick is hard as a rock watching her tits bounce up and down as she jumps around in a circle.

“That was great,” I say. “You’re a natural.”

“I’m definitely not a natural,” she says. “I can guarantee you that.”

“If you say so, but that was a hell of a shot.”

“I’m better than you thought, huh?”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I say.

“I bet I can beat you.”

“You think?” I’m leaning against the pool table with my arms crossed over my chest. She comes over and gets between my legs, resting the pool stick along my neck, teasing me with it. This is going better than I thought. My plan was to get her to bet me and here she is suggesting it herself.

“Are you afraid to bet me?” she says.

“Not afraid,” I say. “I just don’t want to take advantage of you after you hit a lucky shot is all.”

“Don’t lie to me. I think you do want to take advantage of me.” She pushes her hips into my crotch and my erection is pressed firmly against her thigh.

“Or,” she says, “maybe you’re afraid that thing in your pants is going to distract you.”

Looking me in the eye, she reaches down and puts her hand on my cock—not rubbing or squeezing, just resting it there.

I lean forward to kiss her but right before I get to her lips, she pulls away, giggling.

“Not so fast, Romeo. You have to work to get that.”

“You want to play? Let’s play. But if I win, I get to kiss you.”

She holds her hand out for me to shake. I grab it and she says, “Deal.”

I start to rack up the balls, eager to finish the game so I can get back to getting into her panties.

“But what if I win?” she says. “What do I get?”

“I think there’s about a one-tenth of a percent chance of you beating me,” I say.

“Even so,” she says. “We should be clear on the terms of the bet before we start, don’t you think?”

“Okay, what do you want?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“How about this… if you win, you can tell me to do anything you want, and I’ll do it.”

“Anything? That’s pretty ballsy. What if I tell you to jump off a bridge?”

“Okay, anything that doesn’t involve me or anyone else getting hurt.”

She seems to be thinking about it, an evil grin plastered across her face.

“Can we start?” I say.

“We’re playing nine-ball?” she says, looking at the rack of balls I setup.

“Is that okay?”

“Sure. But I get to break,” she says.

“Whatever you say.”

She grabs a piece of blue chalk and screws it onto the top of the stick, inspecting it before she blows off the excess.

Then she walks over to the front of the table, leans over to line up her shot. She looks up at me. “Did I mention that my dad owns a pool hall in Mexico?”

Still holding eye contact with me, without even looking back down at the ball, she hits it hard with the stick.

I watch, in complete shock, as three balls roll into the pocket off the break.

She casually walks over to the cue ball and pockets another ball before I have a chance to even say anything.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I say.

“No way, Jose,” she says, making another ball. “When I was little he taught me how to play. Even before I was tall enough to see up on the table, he would setup a stool for me to stand on. The first time I won the Mexican nine-ball championship, I was only twelve.”

“The first time?” I say, gulping.

She can barely contain the smile on her face. “Yeah, I won it three years in a row before I got bored of pool. I still kept up my skills of course.” Two more balls went in.

“Jesus christ,” I say. “You suckered me.”

“I didn’t suck nothing,” she says, making another ball. The last ball was left on the table.

“No,” I say, “I mean you tricked me.”

“What? You thought I was terrible at pool so you figured it would be easy to beat me and then you get to kiss me?”

I can only shake my head as she makes the last ball, and lays the stick down on the table gently.

“I didn’t even get a chance to shoot,” I say.

“Pobrecito,” she says. “That means poor little thing in Spanish.”

“I know what it means! Goddamnit.”

“Now,” she says, strolling over to me, her hips and breasts swinging from side to side as she walks. “Time to pay up.”

“Fine,” I say. “I’ve never welched on a bet in my life. What do you want?” I’m pissed now. For one, I hate losing. And two, I wanted to kiss her really fucking bad.

Lucy squints her eyes, looking at me. “What should I make you do?” she says, obviously enjoying making me squirm. “This is a tough decision.”

“Come on,” I say. “Get it over with.”

“It’s too bad you didn’t win. I can tell you really wanted to kiss me.”

“We can still do that,” I say, holding onto one last thread of hope.

“But you didn’t win,” she says. “No, that wouldn’t be right. Like my dad says, kids shouldn’t get trophies just for participating. They need to learn what it really feels like to win, and what it really feels like to lose. Only through defeat do we better ourselves.”

“Your dad sounds like a wise man.”

“He is,” she says. “Very wise. No, I can’t kiss you. But I feel bad for you and your situation.” She points at the bulge in my pants. “It would be a shame if you went to bed like that. What do they call it? Blue balls?”

“Something like that,” I mutter.

“That would be very bad indeed. Okay,” she says, “I know what I want you to do.”

“What is it?” Not liking where this is going.

“I want you to masturbate in front of me.”
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What?!”

“Did you not hear me? I said I want you to—“

“I heard you. But that’s just… I don’t know. You want me to just whip it out and start cranking. Right here? With the whole family asleep upstairs?”

“You didn’t seem to care about the family being up there before,” she says. “Why do you care about it now?”

“But, it’s embarrassing,” I say.

“There are times in life when we have to do embarrassing things.”

“Is that more wise advice from your father?”

“I think that’s just common sense, Bobby. So, are you going to pay up on the bet or not?”

I’m shaking my head, trying to figure out what to do.

She comes closer, then gets down on her knees. “How about I make it easier for you?” she says, lifting up her shirt to reveal her breasts. “I’ll let you touch my boobs while you do it.”

“Jesus,” I say. Her tits are like magic—I’m expecting to hear some angelic voices out of thin air at any moment. I can’t stop staring at them.

“You can touch them,” she says.

I reach out and squeeze one of her breasts, tweaking the hardening nipple. Then I move to the other one, performing the same ritual.

“What do you think?” she says, looking up at me with the cutest set of eyes.

“They’re amazing.”

“They better be. My dad spent a fortune on them.”

“They’re fake?! No fucking way. I don’t believe it.” I squeeze them again. “But they feel so natural.”

“I know, I love them. I play with them all the time. Watch this.”

She takes one in her hand, pulls it up to her mouth, and bends her head down to lick the nipple. “Cool, huh?”

I slowly nod my head, still not believing what is happening right in front of me. “Who are you?” I say.

“I’m Lucy and I’m still waiting for you to pay up on your bet.”

Her eyes are glued to the bulge in my pants. I’ve never been one to be shy around girls. I have a great body and an above average cock, but something about this situation—having her just kneeling their in front of me, waiting for me to pull it out, like she wants to inspect it—is giving me cold feet.

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine.” She lets her shirt drop back down over her breasts, and starts to stand up.

“No,” I say, putting my hand on her shoulder to keep her on her knees. “I’ll do it.”

God knows I need to get off. My balls feel like they’re going to burst from all the tension down there.

She’s still watching me intently, with her bottom lip tucked under her teeth, as I unzip my pants and let them fall down to the ground with a thud.

Here goes nothing. I pull my dick out of my underwear and it springs to attention. It does feel good to have it free but for some reason I’m still a little nervous. Maybe it’s because it feels like she’s the one in control of this situation where usually I’m the one in control.

But my desire to get off is overriding whatever reservations I have about this. My brother might be pissed if he knew what was going on but if he were here I would point out it was Lucy that came down to the basement, and it was Lucy that hustled me at pool, and once again it was Lucy who decided this was the outcome of the bet. And I don’t even get to stick my dick in her.

So, I don’t feel too bad about it when I start to stroke my cock. Lucy comes closer so that her face is about six inches away and she’s still staring like she’s some kind of scientist inspecting a newly-discovered animal.

With her hand, she starts rubbing one of her breasts. I take her other breast in my free hand and grope her while I pick up the pace on my cock.

I have to admit, this is kind of hot. Not my usual style, that’s for sure. But I’m always up for trying new things. And jacking off right in front of my little sister’s hot Mexican friend is a new one in my book.

I’m not going to last long. And I really don’t want to. My breathing starts to get more heavy as I put all my effort into stroking myself. I can feel the orgasm start to build.

“Does that feel good?” she says.

I nod and grunt. “Can I put it in your mouth?” I say.

“That wasn’t the bet,” she says, grinning.

“I know, I just thought you might want to join in.”

“I think I’m good here,” she says. “But I’ll let you aim it into my mouth if you don’t touch my lips with your dick.”

“What you don’t like my cock?” I say, feigning like I’m hurt by her comment.

“I think your cock is beautiful but I like to see you squirm.”

I shake my head and smile. This girl is wild. I’ve never met anyone like her before and I’m suddenly very happy I came home for Thanksgiving.

Now I’m right on the edge. “I’m about to come,” I say, my words stilted and rough.

Lucy opens her mouth and looks up at me. “Come for me Bobby,” she says. “Come inside my mouth. I want to taste you.”

I grab a handful of her long brown hair at the back of her head, pulling it tight. Oh, fuck. I’m so close. I haven’t pleasured myself this hard since I was a teenager probably.

And then I groan. The orgasm shoots through my body as I squirt my hot seed like a geyser into her waiting mouth. It keeps coming and coming until I’m finally finished. My legs go week and I grab her shoulder to steady myself. My whole body feels light and tingly.

I look down at her as she swallows the last of my sperm, then sticks her tongue out to show me she took it all.

“Wow,” I say.

“You come a lot,” she says. “You must have a lot of testosterone.”

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I say.

“You didn’t like it?” she says, standing up from her knees now.

“No, I loved it. I just never imagined I would be doing that in my brother’s basement with such a hot girl like you.”

She smiles, then kisses me on the cheek. “I guess I’m just full of surprised aren’t I?”

“Don’t you want me to make you come?” I say, feeling my cock start to harden again, expecting a round two. I reach out to grab her hips, but she dances away from me.

“I’m fine,” she says. “Besides I think I’m ready to go to sleep now.”

“You just got here though,” I say, not wanting the night to end so early.

“Yes, and now I’m leaving. Sweet dreams Bobby,” she says, as I watch her sweet little ass sway back and forth as she walks away from me then up the stairs, pausing to blow me a kiss before she leaves for good.

Holy fuck.
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The next morning, when I come up for breakfast, everybody is already sitting down at the table.

My brother says, “Good morning sleep beauty. I thought you were just going to sleep all day.”

“Not everybody wakes up at six AM,” I say, still trying to shake the sleep out of my head.

“We saved you some bacon,” he says. “I don’t know if you guys eat that out in California, though.”

“Oh I eat bacon. I eat anything if you put it in front of me.” I look at Lucy to see what she thinks about that and she’s trying to keep herself from smiling.

I take the empty seat next to her, saying, “How did you sleep?”

“I slept okay. It took me a little while to fall asleep. I was restless for some reason.”

“Really?” I say. “That’s too bad. I slept like a baby.”

“That must be nice,” she says, before stabbing a sausage with her fork and putting the end of it in her mouth, looking at me with her seductive brown eyes, batting her eyelashes.

My dick is hard as a rock now. I absolutely have to fuck this girl. I don’t care if it’s the last thing I do on earth. I will hound her until the day I die if that’s what it takes.

“I hope you sleep better tonight,” I say to her.

“Me too,” she says. “But if I don’t I can at least sleep on the plane tomorrow.”

“On the plane? You’re leaving?”

“Yes. In the morning, I’m going to Mexico for a few days before I go back to school.”

“But you just got here.” I can hear my voice and it sounds like I’m almost whining. I don’t like it.

“Yes, and it was lovely to meet Jenna’s family and I’m very grateful that you took me in for a couple days but my father wants me to come visit him, too.”

“You should stay longer. Maybe you could change your plane ticket.”

My brother is shooting me glances now and I drop it.

“When I come back I’ll definitely stay longer next time. It’s so nice interacting with such a perfect American family. Jenna is really lucky to have you guys as brothers.”

After breakfast, Jenna and Lucy announce that they’re going shopping and I sit on the couch all day, sulking, trying to plot my next move, wondering when they’re going to come back.

Jenna calls my brother later that night and says they’re going to a party and not to wait up for them. Perfect. I consider calling her, asking where they are so I can meet them, but I decide that level of desperation is beyond me.

It’s midnight when I finally decide to go to bed on the couch down in the basement. I’m too dejected to even masturbate, and I drift off to sleep cursing myself for not sealing the deal the night before when I had her all to myself.

But it turns out my night isn’t to end with such a whimper. I’m in the middle of a weird dream where I’m trying to reach my hand into a deep, dark jar, but every time I get hold of the object inside, I’m not able to get my hand out again.

“Bobby,” I hear somewhere in the darkness. Then my whole body is shaking and I’m awake. Lucy is sitting on the couch next to me holding my hand.

“Am I still dreaming?” I say.

“Life’s a dream, Bobby. I’m glad you’re up though. I’m not ready to go to sleep yet.”
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Isit up straight on the couch, completely aware of the situation now. This is my chance and I’m not going to blow it.

“Did you have fun at the party?” I say.

She shrugs her shoulders, starts to circle her index finger around idly in the palm of my hand. “Honestly? It was boring. People just getting really trashed. It doesn’t really turn me on, you know?”

I pull her hand into mine, embracing it. “What does turn you on?”

Her piercing gaze locks onto me. “You’re dangerous,” she says.

“Danger isn’t boring though.”

“Not usually, no. But too much of the same thing can get pretty boring after a while. I read about this bank robber the other day? He was notorious. Robbed something like one hundred banks in his career. The FBI was looking for him for over a decade. Never even got close to him. Then one day he just turned himself in.”

“What? That’s crazy,” I say. “Why’d he do it?”

“He said he was just ready for something new. So I guess the moral of the story is even robbing banks can get boring after a while. Are you bored with your life, Bobby?”

“I’m definitely not bored right now.” I start massaging her hand, then slowly work my way farther up her arm.

“You seem like a lady’s man. Never with the same girl for more than a week.”

“Well…” She has me pegged, that’s for sure.

“It’s fine. I’m the same way,” she says. “But doesn’t it get boring after a while? You’re just always on the look out for something new, something more exciting than what you have. Then as soon as you get it, that’s the boring thing and the cycle starts all over again.”

“What are you getting at?” I say.

“I don’t think I’m getting at anything. Maybe I should just go to bed.”

Before she can get up, I lean forward and kiss her. For just a moment, she kisses me back and it’s like a light goes off in me. No, that’s not right. It’s more like a nuclear bomb goes off and I’m blinded. But then she pulls away and it’s over.

“You don’t want to kiss me?” I say.

“I do, it’s just that…” She looks away.

“What is it?”

“I’m not like all the other girls you’ve been with,” she says.

“I know. That’s why I like you.” I was being completely honest too. There was something about Lucy that really got me going.

She sighs and shakes her head. “If we start kissing then it’s going to lead to other stuff and then you’re going to want to fuck me, to put your dick in my pussy.”

“You don’t want to have sex with me?”

“No, I do.”

“Okay then. We’re two consenting adults. Are you worried about my brother?”

“No, I’m not worried about anything. Oh, fuck it. I’m just going to come out and say it. You can’t fuck my pussy because I don’t have one.” She’s looking right in my eyes.

“I don’t understand.” My mind is racing trying to parse whatever it is she’s telling me. Why on earth wouldn’t she have a vagina? Some kind of genetic defect.

“I have a dick,” she says.

That I understand. But she has to be pulling my leg. “You’re kidding me right?”

“I’m not kidding at all.”

I’m looking between her legs and I don’t see anything that would indicate she has a cock. I’m looking at the rest of her body and it looks so fucking sexy. She’s one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen actually. I’ve seen a lot of women too so that’s saying something. And last night, I was grabbing her perfect tits and jacking off into her mouth. It was unbelievable.

I’m shaking my head now, still not sure how to respond. The thing is I believe her. I’m not gay. I’ve never been with a guy before in my life. But my cock is still just as hard as it was when she woke me up. Actually, it might even be harder.

And then I think I surprise both of us when I lean forward and kiss her again. This time she kisses me back and the light is there again, full and bright and more intense than any kiss I’ve ever experienced.

“You still want me?” she says, her eyes searching mine, trying to find out how I feel.

“Hell yes I still want you. You’re so fucking hot. Ever since I met you, I wanted to get you naked. I’d be an idiot to pass up the chance now.”

Lucy smirks and bites her lip. “Yes, you would be an idiot.”
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We strip each other down to our underwear in a fit of passion-filled kisses, our tongues slipping and sliding against each other.

Lucy pushes me back down on the couch and sits straddled across my hips. Now I can easily see the outline of her hard cock against the sheer material of her pink panties. I wasn’t sure how I’d react when I saw it. But now that I have I’m turned on even more. It’s like she’s some exotic person—someone completely unique, a one of a kind.

She rolls her hips against me and I can feel our hard cocks touch.

“Take your panties off,” I say.

As she slides out of them, I yank my underwear down and throw them off to the side. She resumes her position, straddling my hips, her dick standing up proud and straight, engorged and ready. Now our naked bodies are sliding against each other freely, our cocks rubbing together fast and hard to match the increased speed of our breathing.

Lucy nibbles my neck greedily as I sigh. She makes small circles with her tongue, working her way down my torso, her breasts dragging across my skin. Then her hands are on my cock, on my balls, her fingers going close to my ass where no woman has ever gone before. I shudder at the new sensations.

Soon I’m moaning and flexing my ass, pushing my hips into her as her mouth finds my shaft and she’s sucking hard, pulling deep. I can see her cheeks caving in from all the pressure she’s building up in her insistent mouth, her lips forming a perfect seal as she moves up and down the length of my shaft. My fingers find her hair and makes fists as I grab onto something, anything. It’s like I need something to hold onto to maintain a grip on reality because I’m totally lost in pleasure and whatever it is she’s doing to me down there and—Oh God—I squirm uncontrollably as she curls two slender fingers into my ass, massaging me from the inside.

My whole being shudders in response.

“Oh fuck,” I say. “That’s… heaven.”

I can feel myself really losing all control. But I don’t want to come yet. Not before I feel myself inside her, before I connect myself to her deeply in that most carnal way.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I whisper, pulling her mouth off me. “I want to fuck you,” I say.

She grins at me. “I thought you’d never ask,” she says, climbing back up to sit on me, drawing her knees up so her perfect ass is resting on my thighs as she strokes my throbbing hard-on with one hand and jacks herself with the other. I’m mesmerized by our two cocks, side by side. Then she presses our two crowns together, rubbing the sensitive skin just below the heads against each other.

Now I’m begging her. “Fuck me,” I say, reaching up to fondle her breasts.

I try to keep my breathing even as she takes my cock and lifts her hips up, aiming me at her entrance, then slowly lowering herself down until I feel her channel squeeze around me. She moans softly as our bodies start to move as one.

As she speeds up, her cock and balls start to flop around wildly, smacking me in the stomach with ever thrust.

I grunt and moan and take a handful of her breasts as our sweaty bodies get to really know each other. This girl is so beautiful. She’s like a piece of art. I can’t stop staring at her, the way she throws her head back, her hands anchored to my flexed chest muscles for support, expertly raising and lowering herself, as I deeply impale her.

Then I venture into the unknown and grab her cock, tugging on it, wanting to give her the same pleasure she’s giving me.

Her asshole clenches around me and I can’t hold out any longer. It’s too fucking hot. As I reach up and pull her down to me in a kiss, our moist, hot skin sliding easily against each other, my balls tighten and I push myself into her as deep as I can manage. She whimpers into my mouth as I fill her ass with my hot seed, sending waves of a delicious, perfect orgasm careening through me, taking me out to another world and then back down to this one, all during the time it takes for me to moan out her name once more in a slow, drawn out whisper: “Lucy.”

We lay like that for a moment, neither of us speaking. Just enjoying the moment, enjoying each other’s company. After I get my wits back, I know what it is I need to do.

I tell her, “I want to take you in my mouth.”

Her brown eyes narrow into slits as she studies me. “Are you sure?" she says. “Have you ever sucked a cock before.”

I shake my head no. Without another word I flip her down so she’s laying on her back on the couch, her legs spread wide and her turgid cock pointing up towards her breasts.

I lean down to meet her length, taking my time, using my tongue up and down her slick shaft, tasting for the first time in my life the salty glob of pre-cum that glistens at her opening. She moans and clamps her legs around my torso, fixing me to her, as I circle her head over and over with the tip of my tongue.

Then I take her in my mouth. My lips move down, slow and sensual, pulling all of her into me until I’m all the way at the curly tuft of air surrounding her base, resting there for a moment, just enjoying the feeling of making her writhe underneath me.

Now I’m really going after her; my head bobs up and down the length of her cock, while my hand grips her shaft, twisting and squeezing behind the suction I’m creating with my mouth. With my other hand I reach up and tweak her nipple, making her squeal.

Lucy bucks her hips into me, moaning so loud. It’s like I have a beautiful goddess trapped beneath me and I don’t want it to ever end.

Her breathing becomes insistent, and she abandons all pretense. Both her hands are gripping the sides of my face as she rolls her hips into me, fucking my mouth with every bit of energy she has. I look up and see every muscle of her face tightened into a look of pure ecstasy.

Then she puts one hand on the top of my head and pushes my face down as she brings her hips up in one last thrust. I feel her go over then taste the warm splash of her orgasm against the back of my tongue. Her cock twitches as she releases everything, giving me all of it.

After I swallow it all down, I move up to cuddle beside her. My leg hooks behind her leg as we share the small couch in the dark basement of my brother’s house. It could have been a king bed in the nicest suite in Vegas, and I wouldn’t feel any different. I only care that I’m there with Lucy.

She turns her head and kisses me softly. Her movements are so womanly. Lucy smiles. “Who are you?” she says.

“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

“To be honest, I really didn’t think you would do that.”

“I just wanted to make you feel good,” I say.

“Mission accomplished then. My whole body is tingling.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever been with,” I say.

Her lips curl into a smile. “You’re full of surprises Bobby.”

“I think you win the award for biggest surprise,” I say, reaching down and cupping her balls.

She giggles and kisses my neck as I feel her cock start to harden against my hand.

“Are you still leaving tomorrow?” I say.

“Yes.”

“We better get our fill of each other tonight then.”

“I agree,” she says, turning around to press her plump ass into me.

“But,” I say, grabbing her slender waistline. “As soon as you get back from Mexico, I’m flying you out to California.”

“Deal,” she says, reaching back to take my cock into her hand.
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All of us pledges, about ten in total, were standing in a group in the backyard of the Alpha Theta Alpha frat house. We were keeping to ourselves, packed into a tight bunch—like prey on the African plains group together when the lions start circling. And we were waiting for whatever hell was going to be unleashed on us by the frat brothers. It was the first weekend of what would be weeks of torture for those that decided to stick around.

The few Alpha brothers who were out there with us were drinking beer from red plastic cups, most of them wearing similar outfits—polo shirts and flip flops—as if it were some kind of uniform, and in stark contrast to my clothes—skinny jeans and a tight black shirt.

To say I didn’t fit in here would be the understatement of the century. The truth was, I had absolutely no interest in becoming a member of the historic fraternity, Alpha Theta Alpha. But I’d made a promise to a dying man and I intended to keep it.

When my father was alive, we got along okay. I know he was disappointed when I showed no interest in the sports he seemed to love so much, or hunting or fishing or any of the other so-called “manly” hobbies he had. But he didn’t let it get in the way of our relationship. He loved me for the weirdo I was, at least tried to show some understanding when I became obsessed with writing poetry in high school, telling me I could probably pick up a lot of girls with it. And for my part, I went along on the 5am trips to the woods with rifles, waiting in a tiny camouflaged hut for some unfortunate deer with big antlers to happen by. When it was my turn to shoot, I would always miss on purpose; I think he knew what I was doing, but he was just happy I was there.

So last year when he got cancer of the pancreas, and it ate up his body faster than any of us thought would be possible, and the day before he died, as I was sitting next to him in his hospice room and he was doped up on morphine and generally in a good mood when he was actually able to stay awake, asking me to read him some of my latest poems, nodding along, making comments on the lines he enjoyed, until he at some point got a far away look in his eye before telling me to come closer.

“I hope I’ve done right by you boy,” he said, his voice scratchy and weak, not at all the way I knew him growing up.

“Are you kidding? I couldn’t have asked for a better dad,” I said, trying to hold back the tears.

That’s when he asked me for a favor. He explained how he was worried that since he was leaving, I wouldn’t have anyone to guide me as I started my life as an adult. And he knew that fraternities probably weren’t my thing, but it would mean the world to him if I pledged at his old fraternity, Alpha Theta Alpha. He told me he’d made life-long friends who later turned into valuable business connections. And besides that, he had a whole lot of fun.

“I’m not asking you to join the frat,” he said. “All I’m asking is to give it a chance. Pledge with them, go through the first weekend, see if it’s something you might be interested in. You never know. It could change your life. Can you do that?”

“Sure, dad. No problem. I promise.”

The next day he breathed out for the last time and a great man left an unfair world.

So here I was, in the Alpha backyard with a group of guys, my fellow pledge mates, people who would do anything to make it into the frat. And I’m here for another reason altogether. Because I made a promise that I fully intended to keep.

The back door to the frat house swung open, and a red-headed brother with a scowl on his face so intense it looked like he may have been born with it came storming out into the backyard.

“Form a line maggots,” he screamed. I could see the spit flying from his mouth as we pledges organized ourselves into a line.

He walked down the row, staring each one of us in the eye, looking at us like we’d personally insulted his mother and he was considering how he would retaliate.

“So you bunch of pussies want to be Alphas? Well, get ready for the worst weekend of your life.”

I could see the other brothers behind him looking on, cracking up. And I was doing my best to not laugh too. This guy was really over the top.

“Allow me to introduce myself,” he said. “My name is Chad. That is the name my mother gave me but it is not the way you will address me unless you maggots somehow make it through this and get the right to think of me as your brother. From now on, you will refer to me or any of the other brothers you see here as sir. Is that clear?”

Some of the pledges were nodding their heads.

“Is that clear?” Chad screamed, his face turning a deep shade of red that almost matched his hair.

The pledges responded with a chorus of, “Yes, sir!”

“I can’t hear you pussies!”

“Yes, sir!” We responded immediately. I’d begun to wonder if I hadn’t in fact woke up from sleeping last night and I was now stuck in some weird dream because this was not like I’d expected things would go. It was more like Army boot camp than it was pledging for a frat.

“Your names are pledge, or pussy, or maggot,” Chad continued, smirking as if he derived a great deal of joy from renaming us all in one fell swoop.

He continued his speech while he stalked up and down the line of us. “The University, in their infinite wisdom, has very strict rules regarding what we can and cannot do to your pussies. They think that they know better than us how we should determine who is fit for membership in our time-honored brotherhood. Well. I think that’s bullshit. Do you agree?”

“Yes, sir!”

I was really trying hard not to laugh now. The only thing I could think of was the scene from the movie Full Metal Jacket with the drill sergeant screaming at the Marine recruits. But I was managing to hold it together so far.

“The University says that hazing has gotten out of control, that we can’t haze you precious little snowflakes. So we don’t do hazing here. If anybody asks you if you were hazed you damn well better reply in the negative. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Here at Alpha Theta Alpha, we don’t do hazing. We do character building. So in that vein, each of your pussies will have a brother assigned to you for the weekend. The brother will be responsible for building your character and determining the extent of your loyalty to the Alphas.

“Let me be clear. You will do anything and everything the brother asks of you. To refuse a request to a brother is like refusing a request to the Alphas. And if you do that, you are by definition not loyal and you will be asked to go. This weekend, you will not leave the side of your brother. If he takes a shit, you will be right there handing him squares of toilet paper. If he fucks his girl, you will be waiting patiently for him to finish so you can clean up the mess. If he wants to fuck your girl, you will offer to take her dirty little panties off to make it easier for him. And when he passes out after he nuts inside her, you will lay on the floor next to his bed, waiting for his next instruction. You will be at his beck and call.

“I hope you maggots are getting the picture. If you can’t handle this easy assignment, then we Alphas can only assume that you don’t have what it takes to be one of us. If you can make it through this first weekend, then you’ve made the first small step toward maybe, possibly becoming one of us. If you don’t think you have what it takes to make it through this weekend you should just drop out now. Is anybody feeling like they want to quit yet?”

He looked us over. Nobody responded. He walked down the line, then for some reason decided to stop in front of me.

“What are you looking at pussy?” He screamed in my face. A spray of his saliva landed on my mouth.

“Nothing, sir,” I said.

“Why do you wear your hair like a girl, pussy?” He raked his fingers through my long hair.

“I don’t know, sir.”

“What is your name pussy?”

“My name is Danny, sir.”

“Wrong! Your name is pledge. Or pussy. Or maggot. Were you not listening pussy?”

“I was listening, sir.”

“Drop down and give me fifty pushups.”

I immediately fell to the ground, happy to have my face hidden because I knew if he’d kept screaming at me like that I would have cracked into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. As I started struggling through he pushups, and Chad told the other pledges to count them down, I resolved right then that I would make it through the weekend no matter what. For one, I told my dad I would it give an honest shot, and two, there was no way I was going to let this Chad guy think I wasn’t man enough to make it through his stupid little ritual.

My arms started to give out when I made it to twenty-one pushups. I really tried for the next one but I couldn’t get there.

“You disgust me, pussy,” Chad said. “Get up.”

Chad moved on to harass another guy at the end of the line. I whispered to the pledge next to me, “What crawled up his butt?”

He whispered back, “I heard his girlfriend broke up with him today, and he’s pissed. I wouldn’t get on his bad side if I were you.”

“Now,” Chad said, “each of you will be chosen by a brother. Don’t forget what I said. You will do everything he asks of you or you’re out.”

Chad came straight for me, got close to my ear, and said in a low voice, “You’re mine pussy.”

Okay, game on Chad, I thought.

Another brother took the lead then, and had us drag a bunch of full kegs into a line, each of them with a white plastic chair next to it. Then the brothers sat down in the chairs next to the kegs and he explained to us the first character building exercise. He told us we would each fill up a pitcher of beer from the keg, run to the other side of the yard, do three laps around the stripper pole, without spilling a drop of beer, then come back and serve it directly into the mouth of our assigned brother. And if you spill any beer, you have to start over. The last team to finish has to clean the whole house.

I’d looked around the house a bit before we came into the backyard and that truly was a punishment. But I was quick in general though not terribly coordinated and I thought I had a pretty good chance of not finishing last.

“But one more thing,” the brother said. “You’re going to do it blindfolded.”

Well, that complicated things.

The brother dumped out a plastic grocery bag filled with strips of black cloth onto the ground. Each of us pledges retrieved a blindfold from the heap. I was having trouble getting mine tied to the point where Chad became impatient and took it from me. As he tied it around my head, knotting it so tightly that I could feel it cutting into my skin, I wondered if they just had these blindfolds on hand or if they’d made a special trip to get them. Was blindfolding a regular activity at the Alpha Theta Alpha house?

I didn’t have time to continue this line of thought because the contest was about to begin. Chad thrust an empty pitcher of beer into my hand, and dragged me by the arm over to a keg, placing my hand on the pump. “You better not fuck this up,” he said. “I want to win.”

I thought about telling him he should have considered that before choosing me as his pledge, but quickly thought better of it, remembering what my fellow pledge told me about Chad’s recent romantic mishap and the warning about not getting on his bad side. So, I resolved to do my best in this odd fraternal ritual, and if I couldn’t win I would at least not come in last place. If we did lose, I was certain I wouldn’t get any help from Chad in cleaning up the filthy house. It was more out of a sense of laziness than anything else because despite my father’s best efforts he’d never been able to instill in me any sense of competitiveness when it came to sports. I was always more interested in getting to know my team mates on a personal level than I was in winning games, which ironically made it harder to get to know them because they were in a constant state of displeasure with my performance. I also wasn’t particularly motivated by the vague warning of avoiding the bad side of Chad. From what I’d observed so far, he didn’t seem to have any good side to speak of, so avoiding his bad side would be next to impossible. And I had a bit of a masochist streak running through me. Growing up I’d prided myself on being able to take any punishment given to me with a smile on my face, much to the chagrin of the adults in my life. Not that I was a particularly bad kid, though there was more than one occasion where I’d purposely got myself into trouble just as a personal test of my will, to see what level of punishment I could deal with and still keep my general happy demeanor in tact. And so it was, I discovered from an early age that I could cope with almost any amount of displeasure, even to the point where I found pleasure in discomfort, if that makes any sense.

A whistle was blown to mark the start of the character building activity. As I fumbled in the dark, trying to fill my pitcher, but finding that there was barely any beer coming out, I heard Chad from behind me, “You have to pump it dumbass.”

I did as he directed and soon the beer was flowing out. One of the other brothers reminded us, “If you spill any you have to start over.”

“How are we doing?” I asked Chad.

“Four other pussies have already filled their pitchers and are headed for the stripper pole.” For some reason the urgency in his voice put a fire under me and I wanted to catch up with them, even overtake them if possible.

I had my index finger stuck into the top edge of the pitcher so that I would feel when the beer was near the top. When I felt the lukewarm beer touch the tip of my finger I let the tap fall down and turned myself in the direction I thought the stripper pole was located.

“Am I pointed the right way?” I asked.

“Pretty much.”

“I need to be exact. Which way should I turn and by how much?”

“Goddamn you pussy. If we lose this…”

“Which way and how much? How many degrees?”

“Fifteen degrees to your left. You’re in last place now.”

I turned what I thought to be fifteen degrees and asked him again if I was straight. He said to turn a little more, and I could hear in his voice that he was already preparing for our impending loss.

“Now?” I said.

“Yeah, you’re straight.” All enthusiasm was gone from his voice.

“Yell out to me when I get to the pole,” I said, and with my free hand stretched out in front, I ran forward as fast as I could. I hadn’t even traveled fifteen feet when my hand hit the back of one of my pledges. I could hear him cuss as he fell down, spilling the beer. For a moment I felt bad that I’d tripped up my comrade but since this was meant to be a character building exercise I imagined I’d probably helped him somewhat in that regard. It also meant I was no longer in immediate danger of finishing last, so I slowed my pace slightly to keep from sloshing the beer out of the pitcher.

When I judged that I must be nearing the pole, I heard Chad’s voice call out. “You’re almost there,” he yelled. “Get ready to turn.”

A moment later, my hand made contact with the greasy pole. What the grease came from I did not know, nor did I have time to ponder, because as I made the turn and started coming back, Chad urged me on, saying I was in second place now. He kept talking to me so that I could follow the sound of his voice and as I got closer and closer the urge built in me to try to win the thing. Perhaps if we won, Chad might come out of his girlfriend funk. Not that I cared so much for my sake but I did hate seeing people suffer unnecessarily.

Once I reached him safely, having not spilled a drop, there was just one thing left to finish the task. I had to pour all the beer directly into Chad’s mouth. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t excited about the possibility of winning, now that I’d made the improbable trip to the stripper pole and back so quickly. It was almost like a miracle. I could feel that luck was on our side then and it seemed like an inevitability that we would win this thing.

And so with dreams of frat house glory in my mind, I reached out with my free hand and found Chad’s open mouth.

“Don’t put your fingers in my mouth goddamnit. Just pour the damn beer.”

“Sorry,” I said, tipping the pitcher up slightly where I judged it would go safely into his gullet.

As I started pouring I could hear Chad swallowing. Things were going smoothly, but I didn’t think we’d be able to win at this pace so I poured it a little faster.

Maybe I misjudged how fast I was pouring because I soon heard a gurgling noise like Chad was trying to talk to me. I don’t know exactly what happened but all of the sudden he was choking. I tried to stop pouring so he could catch his breath, even though that surely meant we wouldn’t win, but as I was, he kicked his foot out which hit me squarely in the shin. It didn’t particularly hurt so much as it surprised me. But the surprise was enough to make me lose my balance and before I could catch it the pitcher of beer was turning over, spilling the last half.

I could hear the brother’s laughing but Chad wasn’t saying anything.

“What happened?” I said.

No response.

I lifted the edge of the blind fold up to see what was going on and when I did I saw why everyone was laughing.

I’d poured the rest of the pitcher out onto Chad’s head, drenching from head to toe. And he was pissed.
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After the mishap regarding the beer, with all the other brothers laughing at him (and even some of the braver pledges) Chad was beyond pissed. His face went even redder than it was before.

He brought me up to his room and I stood there while he paced around, cussing everything. Then he stripped out of his beer-drenched shirt, threw it at the wall, then punched the same place.

Finally he settled down enough to be able to speak and he said, “You are such a fucking idiot.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to. I was just trying to win. I thought you were drinking it fast enough.”

“I was drinking fast enough. Don’t ever question my beer drinking skills. Nobody drinks beer faster than me. You just dumped it on my head.”

That wasn’t how I remembered it though to be fair I was blindfolded so maybe he was right. But it was over and there was nothing to be done about it now.

“Should I start cleaning the house?” I said.

Chad made a frustrated grunting noise then kicked at a pink duffle bag on the floor. Its contents spilled out onto the dingy carpet: some girls clothes, underwear, bra, bathroom stuff, makeup.

“Is that your girlfriend’s stuff?” I asked, regretting it as soon as I did because his expression turned to a mix of anger and sadness.

“That bitch. I can’t believe she broke up with me. With me! You don’t dump the president of the Alphas. What the fuck was she thinking?”

“These things happen,” I said. The words didn’t mean much but it felt like I should say something. The guy, though a dick, was obviously hurting. And I knew what it felt like to lose someone you cared about. It sucked. Hard.

He folded his arms across his chest and looked at me. “Why are you even here? Do you even want to be an Alpha?”

I shrugged, not really wanting to go into the whole story about my dad.

“Whatever,” he said. “I don’t think you’ll last through the weekend, anyway. I’ll make sure of that. Are you sure you don’t want to just quit right now, save us both the trouble?”

As I said before, I had an abnormally high threshold for discomfort, and I took this as something of a challenge at this point. And maybe I’d learn some things in the process. Probably not, but you never know. “I’m not quitting,” I told him.

“We’ll see. You have to do every single thing I tell you. You understand that right?”

“I get it.”

“Okay, start by throwing this bitch’s stuff out. She probably wants it but fuck her.”

Getting down on my hands and knees, I started to gather the girl’s stuff. There was a pretty nice electric toothbrush in there. Probably cost a hundred bucks. “Even this?” I asked, holding it up to him.

“Yes, dipshit. All of it.” He paused, thinking for a moment. “No, that I want you to clean my room with.” He started laughing. “Yeah, scrub every inch of this place, especially the bathroom. Then I’ll give it back to her. Oh man. This is gonna be so good. What else is in there?”

He nudged the pile of clothes with his foot, rooting around for anything else he could use to piss her off, and by extension, punish me with I suppose.

Scooping up a pair of her panties, he looked to me, then back at the pink thong underwear. “Put these on,” he said. “And that bra. Then I’ll give them back to her. Tell her I washed them for her.” He seemed pretty pleased with himself. I had to hand it to him, he was killing two birds with one stone. But he’d have to do a lot more than make me wear ladies’ underwear before I’d say uncle.

So I took the underwear and bra and headed for the small bathroom attached to his room.

“Where are you going?” he said, snatching his ex-girlfriend’s unmentionables out of my hand.

“To change?”

“I didn’t tell you to go in the bathroom to do it. Did I? You don’t leave my sight unless I say. Were you even listening earlier?”

“Sorry, I just didn’t think you’d want to see me get naked.”

“I don’t. That’s gay. But this is for your own good. It builds character. And loyalty. So strip.”

It didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me, and I imagined it didn’t even make sense to him. Probably much of his life was spent in a state of confusion.

But the man said jump, so it was my job to jump. I stripped out of my shirt, kicked my shoes off, and pulled my pants down.

He examined my white cotton briefs with an initial look of disbelief that soon morphed into uncontrollable giggling. “Tighty whities? Are you serious?”

I thought he might fall on the floor he was laughing so hard.

“They’re comfortable,” I said. It wasn’t the first time someone had made fun of my preferred underwear and I was used to it, not caring one bit.

“Oh my God. You’re a trip, pussy.”

I pulled them down too and stood there naked for a moment, not bothering to cover myself, waiting for him to hand me my new costume.

“You weren’t really blessed in the size department were you?” He was looking at my cock.

I looked down at: a bit shriveled at the moment. “It gets the job done.”

“Yeah? You fuck a lot of girls?”

I shrugged.

“I get tons of pussy. More pussy than you could ever dream of.”

He threw the panties to me and I pulled them on.

They were a bit snug in the front and it would take some getting used to having the thin strip of cloth riding up my crack, but the material was nice and soft.

“They fit you pretty good, don’t they? I think there’s a razor in there, too. I want you to shave your legs and your junk and everything. No point in half-assing this is there?”

He handed me the bra.

It took me a while to figure out how to get the clasp together but I finally got it on.

Chad whistled at me. “Not bad, maggot. Not bad. You should stuff that bra with some toilet paper though. You look like a girl that hasn’t hit puberty yet with that flat chest.”

I looked myself over in the dirty mirror above his dresser. It was weird to see myself in women’s underwear but also kind of turning me on. I felt sexy in a way. And Chad telling me what to do was also turning me on somehow, knowing that I had to follow his every order. I never would have guessed I would like what was happening, but I did. Which was ironic because I think that’s the opposite of what Chad was going for. He wanted to humiliate me. But neither he nor I had anticipated that I would actually enjoy it. The front of my panties started to tighten as my cock started to get hard.

Chad came up behind me and grabbed both my wrists, put them behind my back.

“My girlfriend used to love it when I did this to her. That slut. She was into some kinky shit you know. Loved it when I fucked her in the ass. You ever been fucked in the ass?”

I shook my head.

“I don’t see the appeal. But she couldn’t get enough of it. It was pretty tight though. I didn’t mind it.”

Chad pushed my upper body forward. “Stick your ass out.”

I did like he said. He still had my arms pinned behind my back making it a bit uncomfortable. I secretly wanted him to pull on them harder.

“You know what else she liked? Spanking. Kinky, right? She loved that shit. Always telling me to hit her harder. When we were finished her ass cheeks would be bright red. But she loved it. That slut.”

He slapped his hand to my ass, not too hard, and grabbed it, pulling the flesh into his fingers, squeezing tight. “How is it,” he said, “that you don’t have any hair on your ass?”

“Don’t know,” I said.

“You shave your ass. Is that it?”

“No. I was just born like that I guess.”

“It’s weird. You know your ass looks a lot like hers. That girl had a nice butt. She knew it too. Showed it off every chance she got. That slut. Maybe that’s why she always wanted me to fuck her there, ‘cause she knew it was her best asset.”

He spanked me again, harder this time. “Get it?” he said. “Asset!” he said, cracking up.

“Yeah, your ass is just like hers.” He spanked me on the other cheek, hard enough to make me gasp this time. “Maybe I should fuck you in the ass, pussy. What do you think about that? You know you can’t say no to anything I ask, or else you’re out.”

His hand squeezed my butt, spreading my cheeks apart. Then he let go of my arms and latched onto my hips, pulled me back into him. I swear I could feel his hard dick pushing into me. Was he actually going to try to fuck me? And more importantly, was I going to let him?

At that moment, I was actually kind of into it in some weird way. My rock-hard dick pressed into the thin fabric of his girlfriend’s panties and as his insistent thrusts pushed me forward, I was actually entertaining the idea.

But then he broke away. “Nah. I don’t want to give you the satisfaction. You’d probably like it too much wouldn’t you?”

He was turning away from me, obviously trying to hide the arousal that created a tent in the front of his pants. I did the same, but I didn’t have as easy of a time because what I was wearing didn’t leave much of anything to the imagination.

“Get that toothbrush,” he said, “and start cleaning. I want this place to sparkle.”

Chad sat down at his desk and started playing a computer game. The beeps and boops coming from the speakers seemed to soothe him. What an odd character. There was a half-empty bottle of vodka next to his monitor that he began to sip from.

I found the toothbrush and went to work on his room, cleaning every surface I could find. When I got to the bathroom, I realized I had to pee, so I closed the door and was about to relieve myself when I heard Chad yell at me.

“What the hell are you doing?” The door swung open violently and he was standing there, chest heaving, staring hard at me with my dick in my hand. “What the fuck are you doing?” he said.

“Umm. Peeing?”

“You’re not supposed to leave my sight unless I tell you. Jesus, you’re the dumbest pledge I’ve ever had. You have to ask me before you do anything.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I wasn’t thinking.”

He shook his head. “You’re really trying to make this hard on me, aren’t you?” He sighed. “Put your little pecker away and grab the wall. I have to discipline you.”

I stuffed my dick back into my panties and turned to put my palms on the wall, sticking my butt out. “Like this?” I said, looking over my shoulder at him, really getting into the role now.

He didn’t answer but put his left hand on my lower back. I turned my head to look at the wall, getting ready for the smack.

It came hard, catching me by surprise. The sound of his hand hitting my bare ass echoed through the small bathroom. Then he hit me again, harder this time. A sound came out of my mouth that was halfway between pain and pleasure. My ass stung. Before I could get ready for the next one, he spanked me again then spun me around. With his finger in my face, he said, “You have to learn to listen to me.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, out of breath.

“You can pee now,” he said.

I was waiting for him to go out of the room but he wasn’t making any motion to do and it finally dawned on me that he intended to stand there while I pissed. Okay, no problem. Turning towards the toilet, I pulled my dick out. It was semi-hard again.

“Not like that, maggot,” he said. “Sitting down, like a girl.”

I turned around and pulled my panties down to my knees as I sat on the toilet.

He stared at me, and I wanted to look at him but I kept looking off to the side after I judged our eyes had been in contact for too long. It went on like that until we finally heard the sound of my stream hitting the water. There was a smirk on his face as he watched and I couldn’t help but notice the outline of his cock in his pants. I wasn’t sure who was enjoying this more. When I finished, I was about to stand up but he stopped me with his hand on my shoulder.

“Don’t forget to wipe. Jesus, who potty trained you?”

I tore off a piece of toilet paper and wiped the tip of my penis, then dropped it into the bowl.

“That’s better,” he said. “Now put on some of her clothes and go clean the rest of the house.”
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When I got back from cleaning up the house I was exhausted. It was a fucking mess. And all the brothers were cat-calling me the whole time, loving the short skirt and tank top I was wearing, telling each other that Chad was such a sicko for making me dress like that, but obviously enjoying it at the same time. I’d never had my ass pinched so many times in my life.

I knocked on the door to Chad’s room but there wasn’t any answer. Three times I knocked and waited before I finally decided to just go in. I found him lying on the bed in his boxers, snoring, the bottle of vodka empty on the floor next to the bed.

I considered just leaving then. Changing back into my clothes and saying adios to all this weird shit that was developing. But no. I told myself I’d make it through the weekend so that’s what I’d do. Besides, what was the harm in having a little fun with it? After I brushed my teeth, I came back into the room and Chad was awake, sitting up, looking at me.

“Oh,” I said. “Sorry I woke you up.”

“Whatever,” he said. “Did you finish cleaning?” His words slurred as he spoke.

I nodded.

“Good. Listen, I’m feeling charitable. Normally I would make you sleep down on the floor but since you cleaned everything so good, I’m going to let you sleep up here with me.”

“Thanks,” I said.

He made room in the bed for me as I stripped down to my panties, then climbed in next to him, turning my back towards him.

“Besides,” he said, putting his arm over me, moving closer so that he was spooning me. “I need somebody to cuddle now that the bitch is gone.”

I could feel his erection pressing into me, and his warm breath at my ear.

He traced his fingers down the length of my arm, grabbed my wrist. With his fingers clamped down hard on my arm, he pulled my hand back behind him and put it on his hard-on.

I squeezed it, and he groaned in my ear. He pulled his underwear down and I grabbed his flesh, slowly stroking it up and down.

His body pressed tight against mine, he moaned into my ear again, softly thrusting his hips against my hand.

As I stroked him faster, his breathing intensified. He bit my neck hard, and grabbed my hips, then all at once I felt his whole body tighten before he grunted and I felt his hot, sticky cum all over my back.

Without saying a word, he rolled over and within a minute he was snoring again. I got up and found a towel to wipe his jizz off of me, then got back into the bed, and went to sleep.
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When I woke in the morning, Chad was already up. I could hear the shower running and him singing in a voice that could only be described as exuberant. My morning wood pushed awkwardly against my panties. While I waited for Chad to finish, I went through the rest of his girlfriend’s stuff and found a fresh pair of underwear and some shorts and a t-shirt.

The water in the shower went off and Chad came out a little later, buck naked, drying his hair. His body was all muscles, not much fat on him. It was obvious he really took care of himself. And he had quite the package. I noticed last night when I was jerking him off but seeing it now, it was a specimen. I wondered if he was going to mention the hand job. Or maybe he was too drunk to remember.

“Good morning, pledge,” he said. He called me pledge? That was a step up from the usual pussy or maggot, I decided. “Sleep well?”

“Not bad,” I said. “You mind if I take a shower?” I held up the new clothes I found and was planning to put on.

He smirked. “Go right ahead. I don’t want you stinking up the place. But don’t forget to shave your legs and shit. Don’t take too long. I have a bunch of shit to do today.”

So I took the clothes and her toiletries bag with me to the bathroom, leaving the door open so that Chad wouldn’t throw a fit again. Though the thought did cross my mind to purposely piss him off to see if he could spank me harder. As I waited for the water to heat up and I stripped down, I caught Chad looking at me out of the corner of my eye.

Once the water was warm, I got in and quickly bathed myself then went to work on shaving my legs, my junk, and my armpits. It took forever. When I finally finished, I got out and toweled myself off, changed into the fresh clothes, stuffed my bra, then I found some eye liner in her makeup bag and carefully applied it.

Chad’s mouth about dropped open when I came out. “Jesus, pledge. You look just like a damn girl. That’s wild.”

I could feel my face flushing at the near compliment. And actually, I kind of like dressing up like this.

Chad said he wanted to run some errands, and as we made our way through the frat house, several dudes commented on my ass, and one guy even slapped it. Chad whirled on him. “Hands off, bitch,” he said. “This is my pledge.” The outburst was met by laughter and Chad grinned, taking it in stride. I couldn’t tell if all this homo-eroticism going on was just a joke, or if there was something to it. A bunch of horny dudes living together, getting drunk all the time, playing grab ass had to bring with it a certain amount of gayness. I mean, sexuality is a spectrum right? What happened in Chad’s bed last night was evidence of that.

After we got a quick bite to eat, we went to the grocery store. Chad had me push the cart around behind him and as he read off the list he had making me grab everything as he called it out.

Then we went to the mall and the same kind of thing happened again. He had me follow him around, asking my opinion on different clothes he was looking at. I did my best to tell him what I thought, but my sense of fashion was quite a bit different from his. I did notice quite a few looks from men though. Sexual looks. It was like they didn’t even realize I wasn’t a girl.

After the mall, we went to the gym. He seemed to really get a kick out of telling me what to do and just having me watch him do stuff. I decided he was just kind of lonely and enjoyed the company more than the power trip—although he definitely liked that part of it too. And of course, I was kind into it myself, given my affinity for punishment. It definitely wasn’t what I expected when I first came to the frat house and almost certainly not what my father was expecting I would get out of it.

Finally, we were done with the errands and we went back to the house where Chad showered again and then laid down on the bed in his boxers for a nap. I wasn’t sure what to do with myself and he didn’t give me any instructions, so I just laid there next to him, staring at the ceiling.

That night we had another group activity. They had all of us pledges in a group in the backyard again. I was the only one dressed as a girl but some of the other pledges looked down right exhausted. It seemed like maybe I didn’t have it so bad in comparison.

Chad announced to us that we were going to have another team building/trust exercise. He made sure to tell us this definitely wasn’t hazing and if any of us weren’t comfortable with it, then we were absolutely free to go. He brought out the same blindfolds from the night before and explained that this was a guessing game. What was the obsession with not letting us see what we were doing? Each pledge would be blindfolded, his brother would put something in his mouth, and then he was supposed to guess what it was. And the pledge wasn’t under any circumstances allowed to take whatever was in his mouth out unless his brother told him to.

They had us all lined up, and on our knees. I was at the end of the line and they started on the opposite side.

I could hear the first pledge being ordered to open his mouth by his brother. Then silence which I figured meant the brother was putting something in his mouth, and then the brother asked him what it was. With his mouth full the pledge said his guess, “Rum?” He was right. Then his brother told him to swallow it.

That was pretty easy I thought. The next one didn’t have it as easy. He guessed correctly, that it was spoiled milk, but his brother made him sit there with the milk in his mouth while everyone laughed. I could hear the pledge making retching sounds while he tried to hold his lips closed, breathing through his nose without vomiting. Finally, the brother told him to swallow it. By the sound if it, I think he tried to swallow but then it came up immediately.

They went down the line like that. One guy had a rock, another guy had a cucumber, which the brothers thought was especially hilarious although thankfully they didn’t make the pledge try to swallow it. The whole time I could hear Chad making comments that everything they were doing was too easy. It made me wonder just what he had in store for me.

And finally, it was my turn.

I felt a hand on my head, then Chad’s voice said, “Open your mouth pledge.”

I opened and waited. Then I heard someone say, “Oh shit,” followed by laughter. Someone else said, “No way, dude. Are you serious?”

Then something was in my mouth. It didn’t take long for me to realize what it was.

Chad’s cock.

I could feel it hardening against my tongue as he rested it there until it was fully hard and almost all the way in.

“What’s that pledge?” Chad said.

“A dick,” I managed to say, although the words came out muffled.

“That’s right!” Chad said. He held my head in place. There was more laughter as Chad started to move my head back and forth on his cock. I couldn’t believe he was actually doing this and even more, I couldn’t believe that the rest of the brothers seem to think it was hilarious.

As he picked up the pace, fucking my mouth harder, pushing in as far as he could so that the tip of his cock went into my throat, I did my best to just keep myself from gagging. He reached down and grabbed my stuffed bra as I sucked on his cock. I could hear him grunting and breathing hard over the sounds of laughter coming from everyone else.

I put my hands on his legs to steady myself. The hard muscles in his legs tensed with every thrust of his hips. Then he made one final push and I tasted his cum splashing against my throat. It was warm and salty. When he was finished, he pulled out and said, “What’s in your mouth now, pledge?”

I answered, “Your sperm, sir,” careful not to let any spill out.

“You got it. Now swallow it.”

I took a big gulp, and swallowed the whole load in one go, then stuck my tongue out for him to see that I’d done exactly what he said.
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When it was over, I took off my blindfold to find most everyone staring at me with a mix of pity and disgust. Chad stormed off. Then there was the squeal of tires gripping the asphalt as his car raced away from the house.

I got up off my knees, dusted them off, and calmly went up to Chad’s room. As I brushed my teeth, I looked at myself in the mirror, not recognizing the reflection. Yes, I was embarrassed, but also turned on by the way Chad used me in front of everyone, by the way he put his cock in my mouth and had his way with me. It was something I’d never done before and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. On the one hand, it was creepy and weird, but on the other hand, it was totally hot.

I laid down on his bed, wondering if he’d show back up soon, and what I’d say to him if he did. Shouldn’t I just leave now? I did say I would last the weekend and I wasn’t one to just quit on something. While my brain went through the events that had led me up to this point I eventually drifted off to sleep.

When I woke, it took me a moment to remember where I was. There was a deep baseline of house music shaking the whole house and then I remembered there was supposed to be a party tonight.

I wasn’t really in the mood for partying and Chad hadn’t given me any instructions on whether I should go but I figured I should at least show my face. And I wanted to talk to Chad about what happened earlier. It seemed like he was a bit embarrassed about it. But the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see how far he’d go in that direction.

In the bathroom, I checked my eye liner, and added some lipstick before I made my way down to the party.

The stairs were lined with drunk people. Lots of girls paired off with the frat brothers. I saw one of my fellow pledges standing by himself next to the keg and as I made my way over to him I couldn’t help but notice the sideways glances and whispers. No doubt word had gotten around about what happened earlier.

“Hey,” I said to the pledge. “Have you seen, Chad?”

He pointed off to the other side of the room. Chad was talking to a girl and it looked like they were arguing.

“I think that’s his ex-girlfriend,” the pledge said. “Dude, are you alright?”

“Me? I’m fine.”

“I can’t believe Chad did that to you. That’s way over the line. I heard some of the brother’s talking about kicking him out or disciplining him or something. They’re worried you’re going to sue I think.”

I laughed. “I knew what I was signing up for.”

“Yeah, but that was fucked up. I can’t believe you’re still here.”

“I promised myself I’d at least stay the weekend no matter what happened so that’s what I’m going to do.”

“There’s no shame in leaving. Several other guys already left and they didn’t have to do anything like you did. I mean look at you. You’re dressed like a girl.”

I looked down at myself then shrugged. “I look hot though, don’t I?”

We heard some yelling and looked over in time to see Chad’s ex-girlfriend slap him then walk away. She passed by us and as she did, she looked at me. “Are those my clothes?” She didn’t wait for an answer before rolling her eyes and leaving the party.

Chad went into the bathroom and slammed the door.

I excused myself and walked over there, knocking on the door. “Chad? Are you okay?”

“Go away,” he said.

I opened the door and went in, closing it behind me.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“You told me not to leave your sight.”

“Yeah, well I think that’s over now. You’re free.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be free,” I said.

He looked me in the eyes. I couldn’t read his expression. It was totally blank.

Then he leaned forward and kissed me, pulling me into him. The kiss was hard and fast, aggressive. His eyes were determined and I could see the desire in them. I let him have me.

His hands locked onto my wrists. As he pulled my hand to his crotch, he bit my lip and I moaned at the painful sensation.

“You want me to fuck you?” he said, his voice a growly whisper.

“I want you to do whatever you want with me. I’m your pledge. You can have your way with me.” I felt myself completely let go, giving my body over to him—no reservations, no holding back.

He kissed me again, sending sparks behind my eyes. My body buzzed with anticipation. His hands went behind my neck, then laced into the back of my hair, gripping it tight, pulling me closer.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I said against his open mouth, nearly out of breath.

He answered by kissing me harder, pushing his tongue deep into my mouth. And I knew then that I wanted him to fuck me.

My fingers—shaking ever so slightly—fumbled with his pants until I finally got them open. I snaked my hand into his underwear, found his hard cock and started rubbing him. The sound of the party outside roared on, and I imagined everyone out there oblivious to what was happening in the small bathroom.

Chad pulled his pants all the way down then turned me around, yanking at my shorts until they were at my ankles. Then our skin touched I could feel his engorged cock rubbing against the back of my panties as his hands traced down the outline of my thin back. One of his hands snatched me by the waist, pulling my hips back, the other pushed my torso forward onto the sink. The way he handled me—aggressive, holding nothing back—unlocked something inside me. It felt so right and I wanted it more than I’d wanted anything before in my life. No, it was more than want; it was need. We were locked together at this moment in time. Just him and me and nobody else in the world mattered at that point.

I could see his face in the mirror—all lust and want and instinct—as he ripped my panties down. Then the head of his cock was at my entrance, teasing me. My body shuddered as I pressed my ass back towards him, begging him to put it in. I’d never done something like this in such a public place and I was afraid someone would burst in, catch us. But that feeling of fear mixed with my need to have him use me and the combination had my heart going ninety miles an hour.

A moan escaped my mouth as Chad inched his tip inside me. Looking back over my shoulder, his face was concentrated at my ass. Both of his hands latched onto my thin waist—gripping, squeezing, holding me in place.

With short, quick thrusts, he pushed that beautiful cock of his farther into my virgin ass.

“Oh my God,” I panted. My face was pressed up against the mirror and I could see the tension built up there, begging to be released.

His hands drew me closer. My hips were involuntarily moving away from him, from that mammoth tool he was somehow fitting inside me. Fuck, I couldn’t believe this was happening. Me? Getting fucked in the bathroom of a frat house, and loving every delicious, anxious moment of it.

I could feel his fingers dig into my hips as I struggled to relax my opening to let more of his rock hard cock in. My own erection throbbed in front of me, but all my attention was focused on taking all of him.

He pressed farther in, using those quick strokes to penetrate me. It felt like he was splitting me open and I could feel an orgasm begin to build like a volcano threatening to erupt, like it had just begun to spit smoke and lava, warning of the eventual power it would unleash.

My breathing was coming in short bursts to match the staccato, insistent movements of his manhood.

“Fuck me, Chad,” I said. “I want all of it.”

This was the most turned on I’d ever felt in my life. My cock was so hard, just a light breeze would send me over the edge. I wanted to feel what it was like to have all of him in me, to give myself all the way over to him. Pushing my hips back towards him, I could feel my asshole clenching around him, willing him deeper, stretching me out. It felt so right.

All the tiny nerve endings in my ass were singing with pleasure. How could I have been missing out on this feeling for so long? And how did it take coming to a frat house and becoming a pledge to Chad to find out about it?

Chad pulled out of me, spanked my ass. I could feel my legs trembling, my knees threatened to give out. He teased my entrance, an evil grin plastered to his face. Reaching back, I spread my cheeks wide, letting him know what I wanted.

“Please, Chad. Put it back in,” I said.

“If you say so,” he said.

Then all at once, he impaled me with his steel cock. I screamed with desire as he pinned me against the sink, pulling out then slamming in again to my eager asshole. My whole body spasmed as I felt the volcano getting closer to blowing.

Our bodies locked tight together, moving in unison. In the mirror, I could see the pleasure spreading across his concentrated face. His eyebrows furrowed, and his teeth bit into his bottom lip as he plunged into me over and over and over, going faster and faster, bringing himself all the way out, before diving in deeper and deeper than I ever could have imagined.

All the air left me as an orgasm—the strongest one of my life—erupted from deep inside me. Whatever he was doing to my ass had a powerful effect. My dick exploded with long streams of cum that splattered against my chest and into the white porcelain sink. I heard someone screaming, only to realize that it was me, getting fucked harder than I thought was possible.

Then Chad groaned, practically roared, dug his nails into the soft flesh at my hips. I felt his dick spasm, followed soon after by warm spurts shooting deep inside me. Waves and waves of it came until he was finally finished. His body—chest heaving and gasping for air—came forward to lean against my back. Our eyes met in the mirror. A devilish grin slowly spread across his face. I grinned back at him.

“I just came inside your tight little ass.”

“I know,” I said. “And I loved it.”

After we cleaned ourselves off, we left the bathroom, and ignoring the rest of the party, we went up to Chad’s room, shut the door to the world, and played with each other until we were too exhausted to keep going.
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We woke up the next morning in Chad’s bed, a tangle of bare arms and limbs, our naked bodies wrapped around each other.

I opened my eyes to find Chad looking at me.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi.”

“How are you feeling?” he asked.

“I’m fine. A little hung over. You?”

“I’m good,” he said. “About last night…” He seemed to be searching for the right words. Finally he said, “Are you okay with what happened?”

“Totally,” I said. “It was an experience. I’ve never done anything like that before. Something about you ordering me around… I don’t know. I just couldn’t get enough of it.”

“I’ve definitely never done anything like that before either. Can you tell me something?”

“Sure.”

“Why are you here? You’re not exactly the typical guy that joins up with a frat.”

“It’s kind of a long story.”

“Lay it on me. I don’t have anywhere to be.”

Then I told him all about my dad. About how I grew up and about how despite our obvious differences that I had a deep love and respect for the man. Chad hung on every word that came out of my mouth, and by the time I finished I felt like we knew each other as well as two near strangers could.

He wrapped his arms around me, hugging me into his chest. “If you want to be in the frat, I’ll definitely sponsor you,” he said. “I mean there’s still a few weeks to go but you’re my pledge and I have the most say about it.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But I just came here to fulfill a promise. I already learned more about myself than I thought possible.”

“Yeah, I figured you would say that.”

“But,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you again. Maybe you could order me around some.”

Chad grinned, his whole face lighting up. “I think we can arrange something. You can start by cooking me breakfast.” He gave me a hard smack on the butt.

“Yes, sir,” I said, smiling.
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Get up!” I’m screaming at the TV. My fighter is laying face down on the canvas. My fighter? What am I saying? I don’t know shit about boxing. The only reason this guy is my fighter is my friend, Chuck, told me this bet was a sure thing—a lock, he called it. Well, the sure thing is now unconscious. This isn’t happening.

The ref starts counting but there is basically a zero percent chance this guy is going to get off the canvas. I’m still yelling at the TV for him to get up though. People in the bar are looking at me. Probably wondering why this skinny white kid is so worked up about some inconsequential fight that nobody but the fighters’ mothers will even think about tomorrow.

Three-thousand dollars.

That’s why I’m so worked up. Three-thousand dollars is my entire life savings and what I’m about to lose barring some miracle hand of God descending from the rafters and plucking this no-name boxer off the canvas.

But the miracle doesn’t come.

The ref waves his hands over his head and a doctor rushes into the ring. The boxer hasn’t even moved yet. I would care more that the guy looks like he might be dead but he just cost me all the money in my bank account. Hell, I’m going to have to pick up some extra shifts at the coffee shop to make my rent this month.

The bartender changes the channel to a women’s basketball game.

I chug the rest of my beer and slam it on the bar.

“What the fuck?” I say to Chuck. He hasn’t said a damn word since the beginning of the second round when it was obvious what was about to happen.

Chuck’s eyes are shifting around looking everywhere but at me. He’s sucking hard on a Camel light.

I smack his shoulder.

He finally looks at me.

“What the fuck, dude,” I say. “You said it was a sure thing.”

“I thought it was. I don’t know what to tell you.”

“Goddamnit,” I say.

“I’ll buy us a round,” he says. “It’s the least I can do.”

Chuck orders two shots of top-shelf whisky and when he goes to pay he looks in his wallet, then looks at me. “Shit, dude,” he says. “Can you cover this one? I forgot to bring any cash.”

Chuck is a fucking douche. I make a mental-note to never talk to him again.

But first I have to collect his share of what we owe to the bookie. The only reason I thought it was even a good idea to put up three thousand dollars on a sport I’ve never watched in my life, let alone bet on, is that Chuck was betting ten-thousand dollars. And Chuck is no high roller. In fact, he’s probably the only person in my life that’s more poor than me. But he seemed so confident, and well, ten-thousand dollars kind of speaks for itself.

That’s what I thought, anyway.

“So, how are you going to get me the money,” I say.

That’s another aspect of this situation I’m starting to realize. Chuck is the gambler. I wouldn’t know how to place an illegal bet if my life depended on it. Chuck told me which shady guy to talk to. It was easy actually.

It was an Italian guy in a track suit he pointed me towards. A guy that is currently sitting at the end of the bar looking at a newspaper. A guy, (probably in the mob by the way), that thinks I now owe him thirteen-thousand dollars. In reality it’s ten from chuck and three from me but I get the feeling that the mob guy isn’t going to care about the distinction.

Which is why I need to get the money from Chuck, ASAP.

“About the money,” Chuck says.

“What about it?” I can feel my throat tightening.

“Listen,” Chuck says. “I’m going to spare you the bullshit.”

“Thanks,” I say, my voice flat.

“The thing is I don’t have the money. And I’m not going to be able to get it either.”

I’m waiting for the rest of the story. Some excuse, or maybe an apology, something… anything. But it doesn’t come.

Chuck just shrugs.

“You’re kidding, right?” I say.

“I’m getting out of town for a while. I would suggest you either do the same or else pay that man his money. Because those mob guys don’t fuck around. I’m not kidding.”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing right now.

Chuck is a fucking douche.

“Shit, he’s coming over here now,” Chuck says. “I’m leaving. Thanks for the whisky.”

Then Chuck darts off his chair and he’s out the door before I can even begin to think about how to stop him.

I feel a thick hand on my shoulder. It’s crushing me, pressing me down into the ground.

“Look’s like you lost,” a voice says.

I turn around.

It’s the bookie. And he’s grinning at me. A gold tooth shining in the dimly lit bar. How did I not notice that gold tooth before? And why the fuck do I care about it now? It’s funny what your mind does in a crisis situation. And being on the hook for your degenerate buddy’s ten-thousand dollar bet qualifies as a crisis I think.

“You have three days to pay me,” he says.

“So, the thing is,” I say. “Only three-thousand of that thirteen was mine. The rest was my friend.”

I see the punch coming but everything goes slow-motion like I’m in the Matrix, except I’m not Neo and I don’t even attempt to dodge the fist he launches into my gut. Then I’m doubled over, coughing, struggling to breathe. From this angle I get a close-up view of the guy’s shoes. They’re leather, recently shined it looks like, and I can see my face in them. It’s surreal.

He pulls me back up to look at him.

“I don’t give a fuck about your sob story,” he says.

I still can’t breathe.

“The only thing I care about,” he says, “is you paying me my money. Thirteen large. You got three days.”

He jams his hand into my pocket and drags my wallet out, removes my driver’s license, then lets my wallet fall to the ground.

He looks at the picture, then looks at me. I have longer hair in that picture.

“You kinda look like a girl in this picture, you know that?”

I shrug. It’s not the first time I’ve heard that.

“Is this your address?” he says.

I nod. Finally, I feel like I can breathe a little again.

“Three days,” he says. “Or I’ll break your legs.”

Then I can’t breathe again. My stomach turns over. I run to the bathroom and get there just in time to empty my guts into the toilet.
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When I get back to my apartment, I’m sober again. My whole body is numb. Inside, I find my roommate, Stacy, sitting on the couch painting her toenails.

She looks up from what she’s doing and when she sees my face she says, “Who peed in your cheerios?”

I plop down on the couch next to her and sigh. “I’m fucked,” I say.

“It’s about time,” she says. “I was starting to wonder if you ever got laid.”

“That’s not funny,” I say. Although, I can see her point. In the four months since I moved into the second bedroom of Stacy’s apartment I haven’t had even a whiff of a date.

Which is in stark contrast to Stacy’s situation. We don’t talk about it much but she’s a call girl. An escort. And she makes pretty good money at it from what I can tell.

As I start to tell her the story about how Chuck talked me into the bet, and how the goon at the bar socked me in the gut when I tried to explain the situation to him, her face is getting progressively more concerned.

When I finish, she says, “Well, I thought you were just being dramatic when you said you’re fucked, but I actually agree with you now. Definitely fucked.”

“Thanks,” I say, sinking back into the leather couch. “Maybe I should just leave town.”

“I thought,” she says, "he knows where you live.”

I nod.

“Where I live.”

I nod again, not really listening to her.

She hits the back of my head with her open palm.

“What the hell,” I say, rubbing the spot where she hit me.

“If you think you’re going to leave town and have some asshole you owe money to come sniffing around here looking for you, then you’ve got another thing coming.”

She’s right. That would be the ultimate dick move.

Then Stacy starts giggling. She runs her fingers through my hair; her eyes scan my body, like she’s sizing me up.

“What are you doing?” I say.

“I can actually help you make some money,” she says.

I’m barely registering the words coming out of her mouth.

“Are you listening to me?” she says. “You’re not going to like it, but this could really solve your problems.”

“Ok,” I say. “What is it? Whatever it is, it can’t be worse than having my legs broken.”

“No, it’s not worse than that.”

“So, tell me,” I say, starting to get annoyed with her.

Stacy smiles, and shakes her head, like she’s on the verge of dismissing the idea, like it’s too crazy even for her.

Now I’m intrigued. “Are you going to tell me or just let me sit here and suffer?”

“My scheduler called earlier,” she says. Her scheduler is the guy that gets her dates. It’s not a pimp; he doesn’t make her do things she doesn’t want. It’s just a guy that does marketing and admin work.

She starts giggling again.

“Just fucking tell me,” I say.

“He asked me if I knew any t-girls looking for a date.”

“What’s a t-girl?” I ask, wondering what this has to do with my problem.

“Lady boy?” she says. “She-male? Tranny? Any of those ring a bell?”

I’m looking at her, still trying to figure out what the hell she’s talking about, when it dawns on me all of a sudden. “You’re suggesting…” I roll my eyes. “This is a serious problem, I need a serious solution.”

Stacy looks me in the eye, the smile gone now. “I’m completely serious.”

“Me? Dress up as a woman. And fuck some sleazy dude? Hell no.”

“Hear me out,” she says. “You wouldn’t have to have sex with them. Most likely not, anyway. It’s an actual date. And my scheduler doesn’t deal with sleazy guys. This is a special request too so they pay extra. You would clear a thousand just to go out with him, and a lot more than that if you hop in bed.”

That is a lot of money, I’m thinking. It would take me almost a month to make that at my shitty job. And I could do it in one night. “But,” I say, “I need way more than that.”

“You have to start somewhere,” she says. “There aren’t many legit ways to make ten grand in a couple days. Besides, maybe you flirt with this guy, make him fall in love with you, give him a little handy maybe, let him suck your dick, ask for some expensive gift on top of what he pays you. With a bit of hustle and some luck I think you could come pretty close to making it.”

“Give him a little handy? Jesus.”

“Oh come on. You’ve probably done it to yourself thousands of times. You’re practically an expert.”

“But still,” I say.

“What? You’re worried it’s going to turn you gay?”

I shrug. The truth is, I had a couple drunken experiences in college with some guys. And while I didn’t necessarily dislike it at the time, it was years ago and dressing up like a woman then having sex for money is a whole different story.

“I think you should do it,” Stacy says. “Who knows, you might like it. It could be a new career path for you. And anyway, you’re always telling me how much you hate your job. Right?”

She’s not wrong about that. But the few times I day dreamed about what to do instead, becoming a top-shelf transsexual prostitute didn’t make the list.

“What would I even do?” I ask.

“So, that’s a yes?” she says, almost squealing.

“It’s not a yes, I’m just wondering about the logistics. I mean, I don’t know the first thing about being a girl.”

“I’ll show you! It’s fun. Guys fall all over themselves to impress you. Come on, let’s play dress up.” She jumps up from the couch, and before I have a chance to back out, she makes a beeline for her room and yells for me to come in there.
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The next thing I know, I’m standing outside Stacy’s closet, catching dresses she’s throwing at me. How could one person have so many clothes?

“Don’t you think this is enough?” I ask.

“Maybe you’re right,” she says, coming out of the closet now, enjoying the whole situation a little too much. “But don’t you just love trying on clothes?”

“Umm…”

“I know, me too.”

I put the clothes down on her bed and consider running again. Maybe she can see it in my eyes because Stacy says, “You’re doing this. So, just get right with yourself about it. You even said it: you need money. This is money. Easy money even. So, strip.”

“Strip?”

“Yeah. Strip your clothes off.”

“Here?” Feeling a little self-conscious all of a sudden.

“Don’t be shy, you dork. When girls play dress up they get naked together. That’s just how it is.”

“I’m not a girl though. And does that mean you’re getting naked too?”

Stacy looks at me. I’m wondering if I said the wrong thing, went too far. Right now she’s the only friend I have that could help me out with this problem and I definitely don’t want to piss her off. But then she grins, shrugs her shoulders, and peels her shirt off like it’s no big deal, revealing her perfect bare breasts. God knows I’ve been wanting to see those ever since I moved in with her. Who knew all it took was being willing to play dress up? Maybe I could get used to this after all.

“You’re staring,” she says.

“Sorry.” My face is heating up, and I look away.

“Now, it’s your turn. I’m not the one that needs a hot outfit, am I?”

Resigned to my situation, I sigh and take off my shirt and pants. In my fantasies about getting with Stacy, I would imagine us being in her room, half-naked together. And here I am, standing there in the middle of her room in just my boxers, with a half-wood. There she is, topless, inspecting my body, and it’s not at all how I imagined it. But it’s better than nothing I suppose.

“Well,” she says, “you’ll need some different underwear, that’s for sure. Did you buy those in the 90’s?”

She’s pointing at a hole in my boxers.

“They're comfortable,” I say, shrugging.

“If you think those are comfortable, you’ve never worn women’s underwear. It’s another level.” She opens her dresser drawer and pulls out a pair of red panties.

“Shit,” I say, really feeling the gravity of what she’s asking me to do now. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“Stop being a baby. You know, there are a ton of guys that would pay money to be in your situation right now: having a hot girl teach them how to cross dress. And not only are you getting my expert advice for free but you’re going to get paid to do it later.”

Somehow, I’d been blocking that part out of my mind, just trying to get through the dressing like a girl part. But actually going out on a date with some strange dude, knowing I would have to keep up a charade of being a trans woman, was starting to give me a panic attack.

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself,” she says. “I can see it in your face. You got yourself into this mess, now you’re going to get yourself out of it, OK?”

She’s right. I can do this.

Stacy hands me the panties and she’s close enough that I could touch her perfect tits if I wanted and if I thought she would let me. And I definitely do want. Now the problem is my cock is rock-hard and she wants me to take off my underwear and put on her skimpy pair of panties. I look down at myself, then up at her.

“Yeah, I can see it. You have a boner. So what?” she says. “I’m hot, I know. I don’t blame you. But guess what, I’ve seen hundreds of cocks so don’t start getting all shy now. We’re going to get a lot more intimate when I wax you, so you better get used to it now.”

That’s the first she’s mentioned waxing and while I’m distracted with that new thought, Stacy bends down and yanks my boxers down to my ankles. My dick springs up and almost hits her in the face when she stands back up.

“Oh, hello,” she says. “Damn, I didn’t know you were packing heat, boy.” Stacy reaches out and wraps her fingers around my throbbing length, squeezing it in her hand.

Is this my life right now?

“No. Bad girl,” she says, releasing my cock. “Let’s not get distracted. Get those panties on you and I’ll find you a nice bra we can stuff. Oh my god this is so much fun! I feel like I’m in middle school again.”

Good thing one of us is enjoying it. Actually, it’s not that bad, if I’m being honest with myself. My hot roommate did just grab my cock after all. And it’s taking my mind off the money for a minute, not to mention adding reams of new material to my mental spank-bank.

While Stacy digs through her drawer for a bra, I slip the panties up over my hairy legs, and stuff my junk in to them. Hmmm. She’s right. They are pretty damn comfortable. There’s a full length mirror on her wall and I check myself out. Not bad. When I turn around and just look at my ass I can definitely see how I might look like a girl if it weren’t for all the hair. My ass and legs are definitely on the feminine side I realize.

Stacy says, “Wow.” She’s looking at my bulge. “Those panties are definitely going to be stretched out. But what to do? Do t-girls have some kind of special underwear to keep their package in place?”

“How would I know?” I say, shaking my head.

“But, besides all that hair… You definitely have some potential. I’ll say that much. Good thing you don’t have broad shoulders.”

“Hey!” I start to protest, but I look back at the mirror and she’s right. I really do have a body that’s close to a girl’s. I never really thought about it before now.

Then she helps me put on a bra and she stuffs it for me, giggling the whole time telling me how much fun this is. After she has me try on at least ten different outfits, she finally decides on the one she says accentuates my body style the best. We try high heels but I’m terrible at walking in them so we go with a pair of flats. It would be silly if I broke my own leg trying to walk in heels. But then the mafia guy wouldn’t be able to threaten me with that anymore. Probably he would just break my arms instead.

“Now,” Stacy says, “we just need to take care of all that hair.”
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Fuck!” I yell.

“Stop being a baby. Jesus.”

Easy for her to say. She’s not the one getting waxed for the first time in her life. And I do feel like a baby. We’re in the bathroom and I’m on all fours. Stacy already ripped all the hair off my legs, my front and my balls. Now she’s doing my ass: the cheeks, the butthole, everywhere. And she’s not shy about it, either. She’s getting up right up in there.

“You know,” she says, “you have a pretty cute asshole.”

“Stop,” I say.

“No really. Some assholes aren’t that pretty. But yours… Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

“No. Definitely not,” I say. Feeling super vulnerable right now with her trying to make a field study out of my stink eye.

“You’re really missing out. I love it.”

“Seems painful.”

“It can be, but it doesn’t have to be. And for a guy it’s got to be even better because you have a prostate.”

Stacy rips another strip of wax off of me and I don’t even yelp this time; I’m just resigned to the pain at this point.

“I’m almost done,” she says.

“Oh, take your time, I’m really enjoying it,” I say, deadpan.

“Watch it, buddy. You’re lucky you have a friend like me that’s willing to rip hair off your naughty bits for you.”

“No, you’re right,” I say, serious now. “I’m grateful. I hope this works.”

“It will. Don’t worry.”

When Stacy finally finishes she slaps my butt gently then says, “Hey, while you’re in all fours, you wanna try something?”

“Try what?”

“I have some lube.”

“No. No way.” I’m protesting, but there’s a part of me that’s a bit curious. And at this point I’m horny as hell. My dick has been hard the entire time she’s been waxing me and I need some relief.

“Come on! It’ll be fun. I’ll be gentle.”

“Fine.” I’m pretending like I’m not into it but I’m actually really turned on.

Stacy gets a bottle of lube and squeezes some between my crack, then she coats her finger with it and starts rubbing it all over my taint and against my asshole in a circular motion.

And it feels really fucking good. My cock is going full force.

“Relax yourself,” she says.

I do and she slips her index finger inside me.

It’s super intense and a moan comes out of my mouth before I can stop myself.

“Somebody likes butt play!” Stacy says, fingering my ass now.

“Fuck,” I say. “That’s amazing.”

“Told you.” She reaches around with her other hand to grab my shaft, slowly stroking it while she penetrates me.

“Jesus Christ, that feels so good.”

I want to last as long as I can, savor this moment, but it’s too intense, and pretty soon I have one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. My dick erupts and a geyser of cum shoots out of me so hard the first spurt hits me right in the face. I don’t even care; I’m lost in ecstasy.

There were a lot of firsts in my life today. But learning about how good it feels having my ass fingered is definitely the highlight.

I collapse onto the floor, my hairless legs crossed with my withering cock tucked between them. I look down at myself. Since my junk is tucked between my thighs, the illusion of being a girl is actually pretty convincing.

“What a weird day,” I say to Stacy.

She laughs at me. “Let's find you a wig.”


5




The next day, I’m freaking out when it comes time for my date. Stacy is telling me I look hot as hell and not to worry about anything. It’ll be so easy.

Easy? I don’t think so. She is right about how I look though. I have on this sexy red dress and when I look at my reflection in the mirror it’s pretty much impossible to tell I’m not a woman.

The door buzzer to our apartment goes off and I almost jump out of my shoes. Stacy puts her hands on my shoulders and in a soothing voice says, “You got this. If you don’t like it you can just say you’re sick and you have to go. Okay? It’s not a big deal.”

“Easy for you to say. You're not the one cross dressing and about to prostitute yourself for the first time in your life.”

Stacy smiles and smacks me on the butt. “Go get ‘em tiger.”

I speak through the intercom to my date, making sure to pitch my voice up some so I sound like a woman. “I’ll be right down,” I say.

“Oh!” Stacy says. “I almost forgot.” She goes to her room and comes back with something in her hand. Then I see what she’s carrying.

It’s two condoms.

I swallow the lump in my throat and take them from her, putting them in my purse.

She shrugs. “Just in case.”

When I get downstairs, there’s a guy with his back to me in a perfectly cut suit, holding a bouquet.

He turns around when he hears my footsteps.

“Wow,” he says, his dark eyes opening wide. “You’re beautiful.”

The guy is in his early thirties, dark hair, dark eyes. Looks like a young Al Pacino; but Pacino from Godfather Part Two, not Scarface. He has a real gentleman vibe about him. And he’s attractive as hell.

When I pictured what he’d look like before, it was some crusty old dude, a total creeper. But this guy is nothing like that.

“I’m Renzo,” he says, holding out his hand for me to shake.

“Hi,” I say, putting my hand in his. It’s much bigger than mine, and I can tell it’s strong, but he doesn’t squeeze my hand very hard. Not like the normal handshakes I’m used to getting from men. This one is gentle. “I’m D— “ I stop myself before I say my actual name, Doug. Somehow, with all the preparing me to be a woman, Stacy and I didn’t come up with a woman’s name for me. Thinking on the fly, I blurt out the first woman’s name I can think of that starts with a D.

“I’m Dorothy,” I say. Dorothy? What the fuck? Was I born in 1920?

“Dorothy,” he says, slowly, letting it drip out of his mouth. “I like it.”

He smiles at me, all confidence. “I brought you these.” He hands me the flowers.

“They’re beautiful,” I say, smelling them. “Oh wow. They smell great.”

“I’m glad you like them. I’m parked over here.”

As we walk to his car, he has his hand on the small of my back, leading me, and I realize how much I’m starting to like being a woman, having a man bring me flowers, take charge of the situation. If this is all there is to it, and he’s going to give me a thousand bucks then I should have started doing this a long time ago.

We get to his car, a brand new Cadillac, and he opens the door for me. “Watch your head,” he says, as I get in. What a fucking gentleman. I didn’t know guys like this even existed.

After he gets in the car, and starts driving, I say, “So where are we going?”

“Well, I was going to take you some place private, but after seeing you, after seeing how beautiful you are, I think I’m going to take you to my restaurant.”

“Your restaurant?”

“One of my restaurants. A little Italian place I own. Well, I’m part owner. More like a silent partner, you know? How does that sound?”

“It sounds great. I love Italian food.”

He looks at me and smiles. “I thought you might. This place has the best Italian food in the city. You’re going to love it.”

“Perfect.”

“The only thing is, some of my business associates will be there.”

“Okay,” I say, not understanding what he’s getting at.

“My associates… they’re conservative you could say. Sometimes, when I have a date with a girl like you, a very pretty girl, that doesn’t look like she might be a man, I like to take the girl around them, show her off.”

“That’s fine,” I say, wanting to be agreeable. If this guy owns a restaurant he must be super rich and maybe I have a chance to hustle the whole ten grand out of him, like Stacy said.

“But the thing is, they can’t under any circumstances think that you might not be a girl. Because my associates, being traditional Italians, being the conservative guys that they are, wouldn’t take it so well if they thought I might be dating a man. But you—“ He takes his eyes of the road for a moment, and looks at me. “—You are a ten out of ten, and there’s no chance they’ll ever suspect a thing.

“So, are you okay with it? We can go somewhere else if you’re not.”

Still, wanting to be as agreeable as possible, I quickly nod my head. “Yeah, I don’t mind. It sounds fun.”

So this guy, this businessman, has a thing for trans girls and he gets off going on dates with them around his conservative business associates. And he’s going to pay me a thousand bucks to do it. I can handle that. No big deal.

That’s what I thought, anyway.

When we get to the restaurant I realize just how wrong I was.

Everything starts out fine. Renzo pulls up front of the little hole in the wall restaurant and gives his keys to the valet. We go inside, and the maitre d' greets us; he acts like Renzo is the king of the world, says his table is all ready in the back. Okay, all good. Renzo does own the restaurant after all.

But when we pass by the bar to get to our table is when things turn south.

Sitting there, reading the paper, sipping on a drink, is the mob guy I owe money to!

I do a double take when I see him, then try to hide my face as we’re about to walk by, hoping he doesn’t see me.

But he sees us and gets up and greets Renzo, calling him boss.

“How you doing, Legs?” Renzo says to him, shaking his hand.

“Not bad, not bad. It’s a slow day.”

“Let me introduce you to my date. This is Dorothy. Dorothy this is Legs.”

The guy he’s calling Legs, the guy who I owe thirteen grand to, the guy who just yesterday threatened to break my legs, is holding his hand out to me, smiling like an angel. I want to run away before he recognizes me but I realize it would be absurd to try to leave now.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Legs says.

“Very nice to meet you to,” I say, shaking his hand.

He squints his eyes at me. Here it comes, I think. “Do I know you? You look familiar.”

I shake my head furiously. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Are you sure? Do you dance over at The Velvet?”

“Nope,” I say, wanting to crawl under a table.

Then, thank god, Renzo steps in. “What the fuck, Legs? I introduce you to my date and you accuse her of being a stripper? Where’s your manners?”

Legs looks like a scared puppy. “Sorry boss. I don’t know what I was thinking. Sorry ma’am. It was very nice to meet you.”

We make our way to our table as I’m finally realizing the situation and doing my best not to shit my panties (which are riding up my ass at this point). Renzo, my date, is a mobster. And the guy I owe money to works for him.

And in the car, when he said his conservative business associates wouldn’t look kindly on him dating a lady boy, he meant that they would kill him and probably me. And I've seen enough gangster movies to know it would most likely be a painful death.

So as I sit down at the candle-lit table with Renzo, my Al Pacino lookalike prostitution date, taking stock of my situation, I’ve gone from owing a mobbed up goon named Legs thirteen grand, where the danger of me not paying within three days is him breaking my legs, to being dressed as a woman, with a very powerful mob boss, where if anybody finds out, I’m going to end up with my feet set in concrete and my body dropped over the side of a boat.

“Everything all right?” Renzo asks me.

“Fine, fine,” I say, taking a gulp of water, feeling my chest tightening under the constricting bra I’m wearing. “Everything’s great. I think I’d like some wine.”

Once I get a few glasses of cabernet in me, I’m able to get my nerves back under control, and I wipe my sweaty palms down the front of my dress.

Renzo orders for us and we have the best meal I think I’ve had in my life. Renzo, contrary to how I’d imagine a mob boss with a thing for trans girls would act, is a complete gentleman.

He’s actually really funny too, making me laugh the whole time. Legs finally leaves his post at the bar and doesn’t come back and I finally can stop holding my breath and stop wondering if I’m going to strangled to death from behind at any moment.

When we finish the meal, and the desert, and the after-dinner drink, Renzo tells me he’s had a lovely time but needs to take me home because he has some business to attend to. Again, leaning on my knowledge of mob movies, I don't even entertain the idea of asking him what that business might be.

And just when I was starting to enjoy myself too.

I’m tipsy on the car ride back to my apartment and, remembering what Stacy told me about trying to hustle him a bit, I put my hand on his leg, squeezing his thigh. He glances over at me, flashes me a smile, and covers my hand with his, squeezing it gently.

In front of my apartment, he gets out and opens my door. I grab the flowers he gave me earlier, and try not to trip in my drunken state in unfamiliar ladies shoes. We walk up to the door to the building holding hands.

“I had a really great time,” he says.

“Me too,” I say. And I really mean it. Despite the circumstances, it was one of the nicest nights I’ve had in a while.

Then he leans in and kisses me. And before I can remember that he’s a guy and I shouldn’t want to kiss him, I greet his mouth with slightly parted lips. Our tongues touch for the briefest moment and I swear there was electricity going off.

He pulls back, the cutest grin on his face, and then he’s putting something in my hand. I look down. It’s a stack of hundreds.

“Oh,” I say.

“Listen. I really enjoyed spending time with you. Maybe we can do it again tomorrow night? Maybe something a bit more private so we can get to know each other better?”

Half of me is telling me it’s a terrible idea. That I’m playing with fire every second being seen with this guy. But the other half of me (maybe the bottom half judging by the uncomfortable bulge in my panties) is telling me to go for it. He’s nice, makes me feel wanted, and besides, there’s obviously much more where the stack of hundreds in my hand came from. God knows I need more. Way more. So without much hesitation, I agree.

His cute grin turns into a full-blown smile. He says, “Perfect. I’ll send a car for you tomorrow night. 8 o’clock. Sweet dreams, Dorothy. Thank you for the lovely evening.”

“Thank you, Renzo.”
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I’m pacing around Stacy’s room, wearing only a pair of panties and socks. There are clothes everywhere. It looks like a bomb went off in a department store.

And I’m freaking out.

Renzo called earlier today and said to wear something nice, that he invited a few friends over to join us for dinner. His voice sounded so sexy, so masculine over the phone. I was so nervous I couldn’t think of what to say. He told me he was excited to see me. I told him I was excited too, and the truth was I wasn’t even hustling him at this point. I really was excited.

And so now, I don’t know what the hell to wear and it’s making me run around like a chicken with its head cut off.

“Goddamnit!” I throw up my hands in frustration after trying on the same dress for the third time, not liking how it makes my legs look—too manly.

“Oh my god,” Stacy says. “You are such a drama queen. You’re really getting into this acting like a woman thing aren’t you?”

“Don’t even start with me,” I say. “You know how important this is. If anybody finds out I’m not a woman, I’m probably dead. If I don’t impress Renzo enough to get another nine thousand dollars out of him by tomorrow, I’ll get my legs broken. So yes, maybe I’m acting like a drama queen but it’s not unreasonable!”

“Relax! You’re going to hyperventilate yourself.”

She’s right. My chest is heaving in and out and I’m starting to feel a little dizzy.

She hands me a black dress. “Try this on again. I’m telling you it looks great on you.”

Stacy helps me get into the dress, zips the back up for me. We look at my reflection in the mirror.

“Fine,” I say. “I look like a cow but it’ll have to do.”

“You’re hilarious. You look hot and you definitely don’t look like a cow. Jesus.”

“Sorry. I’m just a little stressed out.”

“You’ll be fine. You’re a natural. But, listen. A little advice from an old pro? Don’t go falling in love with this guy. I know this is all a little new to you, and there are a lot of changes happening, but falling in love with him is just going to make your life hell. Look at him as a paycheck. You’re offering a service and he’s paying you for that service. End of story. Ok?”

“I know. Trust me, I’m not falling in love with… a dude.”

But is that true? The way he makes me feel when he touches me, when he opens the door for me, when he orders food for me and somehow knows exactly what I’ll like. When I’m with him, it makes me feel like he’s the king of the world, and I’m his queen. Like he would do anything for me.

Wow. I really do have it bad.

Focus, Dorothy. Or Doug. Gah! I don’t even know my name anymore.

When the driver shows up, Stacy is still helping me put my makeup on so I make him wait another ten minutes.

Downstairs, I’m happy to see the driver is from an actual car service, and not some mobster, and especially not that goon, Legs. I’d really like to avoid him at all costs at the moment. If he finally realizes who I am, it’s not going to end well.

We pull up to Renzo’s house, and I’m awe struck. It’s an actual mansion. It must cost a fortune!

I ring the doorbell and pull the hem of my dress down, wondering if it’s too short, or not fancy enough.

Then the door opens, and Renzo is there, looking at me, smiling, his eyes taking me all in. He says, “Dorothy. You look amazing.”

All the butterflies leave me stomach when he kisses me, a deep, passionate kiss, that makes my toes curl and my nether regions tingle. A kiss that would make anyone swoon.

Stacy’s reminder to not fall in love is just a faint echo in my mind now.

Inside the house, there are about ten people there. Renzo walks me around to everyone, introducing me. He’s so smooth with them too, knowing just what to say to make people laugh. And the people at this party… Jesus. There are politicians, businessmen, high-ranking cops. With this house, and friends like these, I’m starting to realize just how rich and powerful Renzo really is.

Dinner is amazing. Renzo sits at the head of the table, with me at his side. He has the chef from another one of his restaurants (how many does he have?!) personally serving us.

After dinner, people are mingling. I lose track of Renzo and I’m talking to the wife of the Mayor’s campaign manager about some charity event she’s organizing. She’s asking me if I want to come when I feel hands around my waist and warm breath against my ear.

“Can I steal her away from you for a minute?” It’s Renzo.

“Of course,” the lady says. “You’ve got a real winner there Renzo. Such a smart and polite girl. And pretty too!”

“I know, she’s gorgeous,” Renzo says.

I know my face is turning red from embarrassment and luckily Renzo pulls me away when he does because I really hate it when people see me blush.

He leads me outside, to a terrace that overlooks the city. The view is amazing.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” He asks.

“It’s okay,” I say.

“Yeah, it’s not really my scene either. But I have to mingle with these people if I want to get anything done in this town.”

“They’re not so bad,” I say. “But I wouldn’t be upset if they left and I had you all to myself.”

Renzo pulls me close, kissing my neck, nibbling at the sensitive skin near my ear, driving me wild.

Our bodies pressed together, I can feel his hardness against my leg. Up until now, I haven’t done anything that I would consider all that gay. Well, okay, he’s kissing me and I’m enjoying it but there hasn’t been any genital touching. It’s an arbitrary line to cross, I know—especially considering that I’m making out with a man while I’m dressed as a woman with my hard cock stuffed into a tight pair of my roommate's panties—but it’s still a line.

And then I cross it.

Reaching down between us, my fingers find the outline of his bulge. He groans into my ear as I grab his length.

“Fuck,” he says. “I want you so bad.”

I start stroking him as he showers my neck with aggressive kisses.

“I need you,” he says.

Then we’re making out as I unbutton his pants, slide my hand against his warm skin, slowly brushing my fingers lower until they find what I’m looking for.

I squeeze his cock against the palm of my hand. He bites my neck.

And now I want him too. Truthfully, I wanted him all night. But now it’s to a point where I need him. And I tell him.

Whispering into his ear, I say, “I want you inside me.”

He looks me in the eye, all lust and determination. “Let’s go upstairs.”
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In his room, he throws me down on the bed, then climbs between my legs. I wrap them around his powerful torso, pulling him towards me. He kisses me and I’m melting under his weight, feeling so secure and more turned on than I have in my entire life. The scruff from his whisker tickles my cheek.

“Please fuck me, Renzo. I want you.”

Reaching down, he pulls my dress up, kisses my smooth stomach, then in one aggressive motion, he rips my panties down, pulls them off my legs and throws them over his shoulder.

He looks at my hard cock, then up at me, pausing for a moment before moving in for another passionate kiss, while he pulls his pants down to his knees.

Now our dicks are touching, rubbing together as he moves his hips up and down.

I’m moaning like a woman, caught up in the ecstasy of the situation. Two days ago I never would have imagined I’d be in this situation. But here I am, loving every second of it.

“Can I suck you?” I say. The words barely sound like their coming from my mouth. They’re so foreign. But it’s me alright, and I mean every bit of it.

Renzo stands up, strips out of his shirt so that he’s completely naked now, towering over me at the edge of the bed.

I sit up, my face just inches from his manhood. He grabs the back of my head, guiding me forward.

I let him lead. This is my first time sucking a cock after all, and anyway it's turning me on letting him have his way with my mouth.

Slowly, he starts fucking my face. I have my hands on his rock-hard ass, grabbing it, holding on, just along for the ride of my life.

He’s being firm but also gentle, and I can tell he’s holding back some. Maybe he senses I’m new at this.

But fuck that. I want it all. I push my head forward, letting his cock all the way in as far as it will go, feeling his crown entering my throat with each thrust, doing my best to relax.

I think he loves it because he’s fucking my mouth hard now, groaning. I can feel his butt flexing every time he moves into me. My own cock is throbbing now, wanting attention. But this is about him, not about me.

Renzo pulls out of my mouth, saliva dripping from his tip.

“Turn around,” he says.

I do as I’m told. Turning around on the bed, getting on all fours, arching my back and looking over my shoulder at him.

He’s smirking.

“Is this how you want me?” I say.

“That’s perfect.”

He grabs my hips. The underside of his cock rubs against my entrance.

“Stop teasing me,” I say. “I want you inside me.”

He grabs his cock and presses the head against my puckered asshole, slowing entering me, only letting the tip go inside, then pulling out again.

I’m moaning as he does that same thing several times, putting just the head inside me, the pulling it out.

The next time he does it, I try pushing back into him, trying to tell him with my body that I want him—all of him.

But he holds my hips in place, seeming to get a kick out of teasing me.

“You really do want my cock don’t you?”

“Yes, baby,” I say. “Give it to me. I want you to fuck me, hard.”

“How bad do you want it?”

“Real bad. Please. I want your cock inside my tight little ass.”

That seems to satisfy him, because then he grabs my hips, digging his fingers into my soft flesh, and guides himself into me, slowly, until he sinks his entire length into my virgin ass.

I’m completely filled. And it feels… so hot. He starts pumping his hips into me, and even though I’m not touching my dick at all, I feel like I could come at any moment. Who knew getting fucked in the ass could feel this good?

My fingers are clenching the sheets as he fucks me even harder, slamming his Italian cock into me.

“Oh fuck, Renzo. Oh fuck.” I can feel the orgasm building now. “Oh god, that feels so good. Don’t stop.”

He’s hands grip my waist, pulling me towards him with every stroke.

Then I feel it coming. It’s an orgasm that starts deep inside me. My cock starts to leak come as the pleasure tears through my body. I’m moaning so loud I’m sure the people downstairs can hear.

But I don’t care.

“I’m coming Renzo. Oh my god, I’m coming.”

Then I feel his cock explode inside my ass. He collapses down on my back, biting me, as his hips continue to pump, filling me with his warm come, until he’s finally finished.

“Jesus christ, Dorothy,” he says. “That was unbelievable. I think I’m falling for you.”
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The next morning I wake up to Renzo walking into the room, carrying a tray.

“I hope you’re hungry,” he says. “I brought you some breakfast.”

“Wow,” I say. “You brought me breakfast in bed?” Nobody’s ever done something this nice for me before. I’m completely flattered.

“Of course, I did. Stick with me and there’s lots more where this came from.”

“Renzo. Why are you being so nice to me?” I sit up, leaning my back against the large oak headboard.

He puts the tray of food across my lap, shrugs. “You deserve it. I know people, Dorothy. You could say it’s part of my job to get a sense of people when I first meet them. You don’t last long in my business without having that sixth sense. And you’re good people.”

My cheeks are burning from the compliment and I lean over and kiss him on the lips. “You’re so sweet. This is great.”

“Listen, I have to work today.”

“On a Saturday?”

“So what? You don’t get ahead in life by sitting around on your ass just because it’s the weekend. Unless of course, you got a body and a face like yours. Then you can sit around all you want and guys like me will shower you with whatever you want.”

“Stop it. You’re going to spoil me.”

“I hope so. But like I was saying, I have to work today but I’d like to see you again tonight. And I was thinking maybe you could go shopping today. I wouldn’t mind seeing you dressed up in some leather.”

“Leather? I don’t know.”

“Come on. You would look so good in it. And even better when I’m taking it off of you. But it’s up to you. Get whatever you want. There’s some cash in the top drawer of the dresser over there. Take however much you need, okay?”

Before he leaves, he kisses me on the cheek and squeezes my hand. “I can’t wait to see you again.”

While I’m eating, my phone dings with a text message from an unknown number.

UNKNOWN: You got my money?

ME: Who is this?

UNKNOWN: You know who the fuck it is. You got my money or do you want me to break one of your legs to help you find it?

Jesus. How the hell did he get my number. He must have looked it up somehow since he knew my name from looking at my driver’s license.

ME: I’ll have it really soon. Don’t worry.

UNKNOWN: If you don’t have it by tomorrow I’m going to start breaking things off of you.

ME: No problem.

My heart is pounding as I put the phone down. With the whole Renzo thing going on last night, I kind of forgot how much shit I’m in.

Quickly, I finish up the food, and throw my dress on then I go over to the dresser where Renzo said the money was.

When I open it I can’t believe my eyes. There has to be at least twenty grand in there. This would more than solve my problem with Mr. Legs. But if I took ten grand from Renzo without asking I have a feeling I would have a whole new problem.

And besides that I’m not going to steal from someone who’s being so nice to me.

Technically, he does owe me for last night though. And he did tell me to take as much as I want. But I’m pretty sure that he didn’t mean take ten thousand dollars to go buy something leather from the store.

Shit.

Our first date was a thousand dollars. And I didn’t sleep with him. Nothing happened at all. And last night I came to his house (a house call should be extra, right?) and I let him take my backdoor virginity. So that has to be worth something. Still, I don’t think I can reasonably charge more than say, five grand for that. And I definitely don’t feel comfortable taking that much. Fuck, what do I do?

I call Stacy but she doesn’t pick up and I don’t leave a message.

In the end, I decide to take three thousand dollars. That seems fair and I decide maybe I’ll ask him for a loan or something later. I’m not sure. I’m definitely not going to take something from him without asking though.

For the rest of the day, I do some shopping, picking out some things I think Renzo will like and when I get home to my apartment later that afternoon the shit hits the fan.
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Itake a shower, and I’m in the bathroom, wearing a robe with just a pair of panties on underneath, painting my nails, when it happens.

“Hello, Doug,” Legs says. He’s standing in the doorway to the bathroom with a creepy grin on his face.

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me. How did you get in here?”

“I picked the lock. You playing dress up or what?” Pointing at the nail polish.

“I’m just, uh…”

He grabs the lapel of my robe and rips it open.

“Holy mother of God. You’re wearing ladies underwear? What kind of shit is this?”

I snatch the robe closed and stare at him. “What are you doing here?”

“You know, if I squint,” he says, “you look kinda cute.”

He’s coming towards me. I back away to the other side of the bathroom, looking for something to grab, something to hit him with if I have to. But there’s nothing.

“I told you I’d have your money soon.”

“Yeah, I know,” he say. “I just wanted to make sure you weren’t getting any funny ideas. But now that I’m here I see you’re dressing up like a girl, and I’m wondering what the hell is going on?”

“Listen,” I say. “I’m going to have your money. I can give you some right now. I have four grand.”

“I’ll take it but don’t think you’re getting any favors from me cause you look like a chick. That’s some sick shit you know?”

This guy has an insane look in his eye. Like he wants to fuck me. Or kill me. Or both. I’m not sure.

“The money’s in my room. I’ll get it for you.”

He’s blocking my way out of the bathroom. I go to walk around him but he steps in front of me. I try to go the other way, and he grabs my wrist. It feels like he’s going to break my arm in half just by squeezing it.

“Fuck, that hurts,” I say. “Let me get your money.”

His meat hook wrenches down on my arm even harder. My legs buckle from the pain and I fall down to my knees on the floor in front of him.

“I’m giving the orders around here. Understand? Freak.”

“Yeah, I understand. Just let me get you your money. I’ll have the rest of it tomorrow. I swear.”

He’s looking down at me, grinning. The asshole is really getting a kick out this.

“You’re pretty damn cute you know? When I was in the joint I let some dudes like you suck my dick. Happened loads of times. I mean, it’s not gay if some fag is the one sucking your dick, right?”

He actually seems to be asking me. I don’t know what to tell him. But there is no way in hell I’m sucking this douche bag’s cock. He can kill me before I do that.

After what seems like an eternity, he lets go of my wrist. Slowly, I crawl around him then stand up.

“No funny business,” he says, while following me to my room. My heart is about to beat out of my chest but I’m walking because I don’t want to make any sudden movements that will set him off again.

The cash is on my desk. I’m counting it when he grabs me from behind, starts kissing my neck. I freeze. His breath smells like dog food. I think I might vomit.

“You got a nice little ass on you, don’t you?” I can feel his hard cock pressing into me. He’s trying to push me forward, make me bend over.

Fuck this. With all my strength, I slam by head backwards. I hear a crunch when I connect with his nose, then a scream.

I turn around to see blood streaming out of his face. He’s looking at me like he’s actually going to kill me now. He’s faster than me, and grabs me before I can get away, pulling my arm behind my back like the cops do.

Now I’m screaming. It feels like he’s going to rip my arm off.

“You little fucking bitch,” he says. “You broke my nose. I can’t believe you broke my fucking nose. I'm gonna kill you.

While I’m struggling and failing to get away from him, his cell phone starts ringing in his pocket. He knees me in the stomach. All the air leaves me as I collapse onto the ground again. I’m sucking in for air, gasping, but I’m not getting anything.

He answers his phone. I can barely make out his voice over the nasty sound my lungs are making trying to get air back into them.

“Renzo,” he says. “You’re never going to believe what just happened to me. A fucking tranny just broke my nose. Can you believe it? I’m at this guy’s house, collecting, and I find him dressed up in ladies underwear. And then out of nowhere this fucking fag head butts me in the nose. Can you believe that shit?”

My air is slowly starting to come back to me. What would Renzo do if he knew I were here on the floor? Would he tell this monster to just kill me? So there’s no chance of anybody finding out about his secret?

“You want the address?” Legs says. Then I hear him tell Renzo my address before he hangs up the phone.

“The boss says he's coming over. I told him don't bother, I'll take care of it. But he insisted. Says he’ll be here in ten minutes. I think you’re a dead man. Or girl, or whatever the fuck.”
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The whole time we’re waiting for Renzo to show up, Legs is telling me about all the cruel shit he’s going to do to me before he kills me.

I’m almost positive this is going to be my last day on earth.

When Renzo finally shows up and Legs lets him in, he takes one look at me with cold, dark eyes. Then takes Legs off to the side and he’s whispering to him.

Fuck. I’m definitely screwed. He acted like he didn’t know me. But I’m positive he recognized me. I don’t have my wig on but he knows what I look like for Christ's sake.

And all that bullshit this morning, about how much he liked me. That was all just a line of crap. He doesn’t give a shit.

“Boss,” I can hear Legs saying. “Let me do it. The mother fucker head butted me when I wasn’t looking. I should be the one that does it.”

Renzo just stares at him.

Then Legs points a finger at me. “You are so fucking dead you faggot.”

Then he storms out of the room. And I hear the door to the apartment slam shut.

Renzo doesn’t look at me. He immediately takes his cell phone out, calls someone. Into the phone he says, “Our friend, the debt collector? It’s time for him to take a vacation. A permanent one.” Then he hangs up the phone.

I close my eyes. This is it.

I flinch when I feel his hands grab my shoulders.

“Dorothy,” he says.

I open my eyes. His face has changed from the cold expression he walked in with. Now it’s all concern.

“Are you okay?” he says. “Did he hurt you?”

“Are you mad at me?”

“Fuck no, I’m not mad at you. But why didn’t you tell me you owed him money. He said you owe him thirteen?”

“Yeah, it was a stupid bet my friend talked me into. I don’t know what I was thinking.” Tears starts to well up in my eyes.

“Hey, none of that.” He pulls me into his chest, hugs me. “Why didn’t you just take the money from my dresser. There’s enough there to cover thirteen.”

“I wasn’t about to steal from you. Not after you were so nice to me.”

“Jesus, Dorothy. You could’ve just asked me. I would have given you that in a second.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Well, you don’t have to worry about it now. Legs ain’t going to be bothering you any more. Or anybody for that matter. You understand?”

“I’m so glad you’re here. Jesus, I thought I was going to die.”

“Don’t worry about that now. You’re safe with me. Wipe those tears off your face. And put something more comfortable on. I’m going to make you some dinner. I hope you like spaghetti.”

That night we drink wine and eat spaghetti, talking about life. When we’re finally done talking, we move to the bed and stay up until the sun peaks through the window, letting our bodies do the talking.
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Ladies and gentleman, we will be landing soon. Please place your seat backs and tray tables in the upright position, and make sure your seat belts are securely fastened.”

I opened my eyes, still groggy, and looked around. I must have dozed off for a bit. The uncomfortable erection in my pants confirmed it. It was like clockwork; every time I fell asleep I’d wake up with a hard-on. I used to think there was something wrong with me but I came to realize that’s just the life of a hormone-crazed eighteen-year-old.

One of the Italian flight attendants walked by and I watched her perfect ass sway back and forth as she checked people’s seat belts. She could check anything she wanted on me as far as I was concerned. If she was the typical woman they had in Italy, then it would be a very, very good summer.

I had lots of choices for where I could do my semester abroad, but my criteria for choosing was simple: I wanted to maximize my chance for losing my virginity. It was shameful to already be eighteen and still not had sex yet, I thought. Italy, with its nude beaches and laid-back lifestyle seemed like the perfect fit. And if not, I could just hop on the train somewhere. Like maybe Spain. I heard they had lots of brothels there so that could be an option if I got to the end of the summer without getting laid. But hopefully it wouldn’t come to that. Either way, my first trip to Europe was going to be amazing.

Once we landed, I collected my bag and filed off the plane with the rest of the people. At the exit, the sexy flight attendant was saying good bye to everyone, and when I passed her, she gave me a smile and said, “Ciao,” then winked. I felt my face turning red, but I managed to return the smile before I hurried off. Man, had I already missed a chance to bang? That smile seemed like it was more than normal. It could have meant, “Hey sexy American, why didn’t you fuck me in the bathroom?”

I’d put a ton of thought into my current predicament—my state of virginity—and the main reason for it, as far as I could tell, was I had a damned hard time trying to figure out just what the hell women were thinking. I mean, I knew I was decent looking, and I’d been working out for the last year, transforming my body from a skinny boy’s to a that of a muscular man. But when it came to trying to figure out what the girls were thinking I was totally lost.

The flight attendant was probably just smiling like that at everyone, I told myself. No reason to get depressed about missed opportunities before I’d even set foot in the country. There would be plenty of chances. I just had to be patient.

First things first, I needed to find my host family. I’d been exchanging emails with the mother. Sofia was her name and her English wasn’t that great but she seemed nice enough. It was her and her husband and their two children who were about my age. She had all my flight info and told me she’d be waiting at the terminal for me. I looked around as I entered the crowded airport, not sure how I was supposed to find her. There were hip Europeans everywhere, and I was immediately struck by the amount of men carrying little purses walking next to smoking hot women. If these guys could land women like that while they were carrying a man-purse, then surely I would be golden.

There was no sign of Sofia yet. Mrs. Basso I guess I should call her. Or Signora Basso or something. I’d have to find out how you were supposed to refer to her. But actually I didn’t even knew what she looked like so even if she was standing right in front of me I wouldn’t know it.

After I got my bag and made my way through customs, I started looking for Sofia.

A woman dressed in a tight, white dress showing off her cleavage caught my eye and I tried to non-chalantly look at her without staring, something I’d been working on lately. Her dark hair and perfect olive-colored skin were what I’d imagined Italian women would look like when I’d signed up for this. She was holding a card with something written on it right in front of her breasts. Her eyes scanned the crowd of people. Then she looked right at me before I had a chance to turn away. Shit. I was so bad at checking women out.

She walked towards me, smiling, and I felt the familiar warmth in my face as the blood rushed to the surface, letting everyone know I was embarrassed. Why was that even a thing? It made no sense. How could my ancestors have an evolutionary advantage by blushing? I looked down and pretended my shoe was untied and bent down, quickly loosening the laces before I fumbled to get them back together, somehow forgetting how to tie them.

While I tried desperately to get some semblance of a knot going, a pair of heels clacked against the floor in front of me. I looked at them, then my eyes slowly moved up the legs they belonged to. A pair of perfect, smooth brown calves gave way to the bottom of a white dress. I swallowed hard then stood up to face the woman.

My eyes were drawn to the card she was holding which for some reason had my name on it, but before I had a chance to process that my gaze was trapped by the perfect cleavage between her large breasts.

“Hello,” she said in an Italian accent.

I managed to look her in the eyes and was immediately struck by how beautiful they were. Almost hypnotic. I looked back down at the sign, resting inconveniently close to her tits. Inconvenient because I felt my dick starting to harden and if I didn’t concentrate, it would become a full on, raging boner. “That’s my name,” I said.

“You’re Brian?”

I nodded, trying to think unsexy thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself in front of the very first Italian woman I met.

“Oh wonderful,” she said, her face lighting up. “I’m Sofia!” She lunged forward before I had a chance to react, hugging me, and burying my face in her bosom.

All hope of suppressing my erection left as my nose slipped between this sexy woman’s tits. They were so warm and full. “Hi,” I managed to say, pulling away before my dick pushed into her. That would be the worst: popping a boner on my new host mother.

She put her hands on my shoulders, her full, beautiful lips spread wide into a smile, and kissed one of my cheeks then the other. I could feel the moisture from her mouth still on my skin and my cock was going full force, throbbing. Quickly, I took my backpack off my shoulder and moved it in front of my crotch. A trick every boy since the beginning of time probably knew.

“I am so excited you are here,” she said slowly, trying to make sure she said the words correctly.

“Me too,” I said and tried to smile and figure out what to say, but nothing came to me, so I just kept smiling and covering myself.

She looked down at the bag I was covering myself with. “Let me help you with that.” She reached her hand out to try to take it but thankfully I pulled away just before she could grab it.

“No, I got it.” Then I was worried I’d been too rude, and I quickly added, “But, thank you very much for offering.”

“Okay, well my car is parked outside. Let’s head back to the house.”

I was able to make small talk during the ride back to the house. The initial shock of having an actual MILF as my host mother started to wear off, and I became a little more comfortable. The Italian country-side was green, and the rolling hills covered in olive trees gave way to the blue sea beyond. It was one of the most stunning things I’d ever seen.

Their house was high up on a cliff, overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. I followed her inside, stealing glances at her curvy backside, noting the thong panty line snaking down between her cheeks.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “but the rest of the family is on vacation for two-weeks.”

I smiled at her and shook my head no. That was an unexpected development. I was going to be spending the next two weeks alone with this sexy, Italian woman. Things were looking up already.

“You can have my son’s room until he gets back, then we’ll figure something else out.” She led me to his room. It was simple but clean. The walls were covered with pictures of soccer players, and there was a bed, a desk and a window looking out to the sea.

“It’s perfect,” I said, putting my bag down. “Really, this is amazing. Thank you so much for having me.” I wanted to hug her again, partly to show my appreciation but also to feel those large, soft breasts against my face. I resisted because it seemed a little creepy and I didn’t want to creep her out as soon as I got here.

She put her hand on my head, ruffling my hair, then ran her fingers down my check, her long finger nails dragging lightly across the skin. “You’re a good boy,” she said. “I think you’ll really like it here in Italy.”

“I know I will.”

Later, she cooked me a huge Italian dinner but I could barely keep my eyes open during it. I tried to eat as much as I could because I didn’t want to offend her but I kept nodding off. Finally, I told her I had to go to sleep. I think I passed out as soon as my head hit the pillow because normally I would have masturbated before going to sleep.
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When I woke, it was still dark outside. The window was open and a warm sea breeze floated in, bringing the smell of salt water and the sound of waves crashing against the cliff below.

Wow. I couldn’t believe I was finally here. I’d been dreaming about this for several months and here I was. Sofia came back to my mind again. I also couldn’t believe how hot she was. Maybe the sexiest woman I’d ever met. My dick was already hard as was usual after sleeping and I reached down, taking it in my hand, thinking about her beautiful breasts and curvy ass in that white dress.

I started to stroke it, imagining what she would look like naked, enjoying the soft noise of the sea, when a new sound came to my ears—something faint, but unmistakable. It was the sound of a woman moaning. I stopped masturbating and concentrated, trying to figure out where it was coming from. The noise from outside made it hard to hear so I got up and carefully shut the window, then trained my ears on the sound, louder now. It was definitely coming from somewhere in the house.

I quietly went to the door of my room and opened it a crack. The moaning got louder as I did. Pushing the door open a little more, I winced at the creaking sound it made and froze, not wanting to disturb Sofia. If it was her making the noise, I definitely didn’t want to disturb her if for no other reason than I wanted to continue listening.

I took a deep breath and steeled myself then pushed the door open quickly like ripping a bandaid off. The squeak wasn’t that bad, and the moaning continued. Taking a step with my barefoot out into the hallway, I was suddenly reminded that I was only wearing a pair of boxers and my hard cock pressed awkwardly against the material. If she saw me out here like this it would be beyond embarrassing.

My heard pounded against my neck and I considered turning around, getting safely back in bed where I could jack off and maybe pass out again. But her moaning drew me forward like a moth to the fire. I didn’t come all the way to Italy to pass up opportunities like this.

I could now hear a slight buzzing noise accompanying the furtive moans. She must be masturbating with a vibrator. If I could get outside her room and listen without her noticing me, I should do it. This was the closest I’d ever been to a woman that was going to orgasm.

Her room was down the hall from mine and in the dim light I could see her door was open. Worst case scenario I could just say I got up to use the bathroom. There was nothing wrong with that. Except for maybe the raging hard-on I had. I adjusted it so the head was tucked up in the waist band of my boxers. It wasn’t perfect because now the fleshy crown peaked out over the top, but at least it wasn’t poking straight out like a tent.

I laid my palm flat against the wall and slowly walked towards the moaning, very much conscious of the sound of my heart beating. It was going so loud and fast I thought there was a chance she might hear it. No, that was silly. Gathering my courage, I slipped down the hall, determined to get closer to that angelic sound pulling me forward.

I came to her doorway, and slowly, very slowly, I peaked my head around. What I saw made me nearly gasp out loud and I may have if I hadn’t been so damn afraid of getting caught.

There she was, naked. At least the top half of her was naked; I couldn't see the bottom half because the sheets were pulled up to her tummy but I could see the outline of her legs and they were spread wide apart. And I could tell her hands were busy underneath the covers. The humming of her vibrator was loud, and it didn't take much imagination to realize she was working it in and out of her pussy. The moonlight gave me a crisp view of her body. Her large breasts hung neatly off to the sides of her thin body.

This was the first naked woman I’d seen in real life. I wanted to jump in the air and pump my fist, run around laughing my silly head off. Shouting to everyone that I was coming of age. But I held it together, even gaining a little more courage. Her eyes were closed, and she was so wrapped up in fucking herself it seemed unlikely she would catch me watching her. And if she did, I would just pretend to be going to the bathroom.

All that added up to me reaching down and wrapping my hand around my swollen cock, pulling it free from my boxers so I could quickly jack off while I watched my beautiful host Mother touch herself. A glob of pre-cum had already formed at the tip. My balls were warm and tingly. It wouldn’t take long to come.

As I tugged on my shaft, getting closer and closer to releasing a load from my throbbing dick, the sheets that covered her lower half started to slip down. The momentum from her fucking herself with the vibrator was making them move farther and farther down. Her bare hips were in full view now and I knew it wouldn't take long before I would see everything between her legs.

Not wanting to come before I saw it, I reluctantly let go of myself and just watched her pleasure herself, imagining what it might be like to be between her legs, my body pressed tightly against her, our sweaty bodies moving in unison.

If the shock of seeing my first pair of real-life breasts wasn't enough, what happened next sent my mind spinning.

Maybe she was too hot because all of a sudden she kicked the sheets off, and my eyes widened at what was underneath there.

My host Mother wasn't a woman at all. There was a large, semi-hard cock between her legs. But she was a woman. I looked at her breasts, her feminine body and facial features. Women don't have cocks though—and rather large cock at that.

The vibrator wasn't in her pussy like I'd imagined, because obviously she didn't have a pussy. It was in her ass.

It dawned on me that I'd become so enamored with this woman, so turned on and horny, and now that I knew she wasn't a woman, I wasn't any less turned on. If I was being completely honest with myself I was even more turned on. I knew transgendered people existed in the world but up until now I hadn't really given them much thought. Now that there was one right in front of me—one that was so unbelievably sexy—I wanted to experience more of it.

My cock was even harder than before and as I started to stroke it again, the pressure building in my aching balls was building to a point I'd not felt before.

The way the dildo slid in and out of her asshole so effortlessly was intriguing. I had to be careful to not make too much noise as I stroked myself, and I gripped it tightly, pulling on my dick hard and fast, ready to blow my load.

Her moaning got louder and her silky body writhed around on the bed. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought she was in pain by the way she was thrashing around.

My balls tightened, and then I exploded. In my rush to orgasm quickly, and my excitement at this new situation, I neglected to catch my semen in my hand or into my boxers as I should have and instead I sprayed it all over the wall outside her door. Damn it.

I ran my palm over the mess I’d made, still keeping an eye on Sofia as she fucked herself, her cock flopping around wildly. Scooping up the sperm with my hand wasn’t going to cut it, there was just too much. This was the most cum I’d ever produced and if I hadn’t been so nervous I would have stopped to admire it. But I needed to clean it, and fast. I tried to stand on my tip-toes and use my boxers to wipe it off but I’d aimed too high on the wall.

Sofia’s back arched as she drilled the vibrator deep inside her ass. Her moaning became more urgent. It seemed like it wouldn’t be long before she finished.

Knowing I had precious little time I quickly pulled my boxers down and off and started wiping the sticky seed off the wall. There was so much of it, I had no idea I could do that.

I’d taken my eye off Sofia so I could make sure I got every last drop and I was startled when she suddenly screamed. I winced and froze, ready to bolt down the hall naked if I had to. My first thought was she’d screamed because she saw me but that didn’t make sense because I was completely away from the door at that point. The next logical explanation was that she’d orgasmed.

The moaning stopped and the only sound left was the buzzing of her vibrator. Suddenly, that stopped as well and then the only thing I heard was my heart bashing against my rib cage, threatening to burst out of my chest. If she got up and found me outside her room, naked, with a semi-erect cock, leaking cum, and a pair of boxers, also soaked with cum, there was no telling what would happen. My mind immediately went to the worst case scenario which must have been her calling the Italian police and accusing me of rape. They’d ship me off and call my parents who would have to fly over and bribe god knows who to get their pervert son out of prison.

Fuck that.

Without risking another look at her, or stopping to make sure I’d cleaned up the entire mess, I moved my naked ass down the hall as fast as I thought I could without making any noise. I must not have taken a breath the entire time because when I got back to my room and closed the door, again grimacing at the squeak which seemed so much louder in the silent house now, I felt light-headed and had to lay down on the bed and force myself to take slow, deep breaths.

When I was sure I wasn’t going to hyperventilate, and had calmed down enough to realize that Sofia probably hadn’t seen or heard me, my face cracked into a huge grin that then turned into stifled laughter as I held my sweat-covered palm over my mouth.

That was an intense start to the summer—but not an altogether bad one. The first time I'd seen a naked woman (or so I'd thought). And the first time I'd seen a tranny. That's what she was after all, right? And I was completely turned on by it. But what did that mean? Was I gay? I wasn't attracted to men. So, I didn't feel gay. But I was attracted to her. And she did have a dick which I wasn't repulsed by the sight of. Quite the opposite actually. I was really turned on by it—by how taboo it was.

There was so much I wanted to know about her, so much I wanted to ask her. I mean she was married, and she had two kids. How did that happen? Were they adopted? But I realized I couldn't ask her. I couldn't let her know I knew about her secret. It would mean she would know I was spying on her. It was all so much to process at once.

I opened the window and laid down on the bed, fantasizing about Sofia’s naked body until the sun came up.
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My stomach rumbled, and I was starving by the time it was light out. I couldn’t wait any longer to eat so I found a clean pair of boxers in my suitcase and crept back down the hall. Sofia’s door was still open, and I felt the area on the wall where I’d come. It was mostly smooth as I’d nearly finished cleaning it but there were still a few rough areas and it wouldn’t hurt to take a wet cloth to it later. I’d do that as soon as I got the chance, I decided.

I could hear the rhythmic sound of the deep breaths a person makes when they sleep so I looked inside and saw her laying there naked on top of her purple, silk sheets, her large, flaccid dick flopped over her stomach. It was so freaking big.

And she was beautiful—even more beautiful now that the sun was up and lighting the room. My cock immediately stiffened, and I briefly considered taking care of myself again in her doorway but it really wasn’t a good idea to make a habit of that. If she found out, it would be bad, and I felt a little guilty about doing it even that one time. This woman let me into her home, trusted me, prepared food for me like I was one of her family, and I repaid her by jerking off on the wall outside her room, spying on her, finding out things she probably didn’t intend to share with me.

I shook my head and moved on to the kitchen to find some food and try to forget about what I’d done. My erection subsided as I looked through the cabinets for something eat. There was nothing that really looked like breakfast food. Definitely no cereal. Lots and lots of pasta though. Maybe they ate pasta for breakfast. It made sense in a way. Italians were known for their pasta so maybe they had some kind of breakfast noodles.

I looked in the fridge and when I didn’t find any eggs, I decided I would just make some spaghetti. I was in Italy after all. When in Rome and all that jazz. How hard could it be, anyway? All you had to do was boil some water. I opened all the cabinets, careful to be quiet and not to wake Sofia because I didn’t especially want to face her yet. She would probably be able to see the shame on my face.

I found a good-sized pot and filled it to the very top with water. It was so full that water splashed out on to the floor as I moved it to the stove. But I managed to get it up there finally and to turn the stove on. The water showed no signs of boiling and I remembered hearing somewhere that it wouldn’t boil if you watched it so I found a rag and knelt down to clean up the water I spilled, thinking I could go wipe the last bit of evidence off the wall after, when a noise from behind made me jump up and whirl around.

Sofia was standing there in the kitchen, a sleepy look on her face, smiling at me. “Good morning, Brian. Did I scare you?”

I realized I was holding the towel up with my fist clenched so tightly around it the knuckles turned white. Giving her a forced smile, I lowered the towel and tried to act casual. “No, you just startled me. I didn’t know you were there. I didn’t wake you did I?”

It was then that I noticed what she was wearing. I use the term wearing loosely because you could hardly classify what she was wearing as clothes; clothes tended to actually cover your body. The thing she had on was completely see-through. It was like a short gown that barely hung below her ass and it was made of a thin red material. I could clearly see her large breasts, and dark nipples through it as well as a pair of dark, lacy panties. My eyes went to the triangle of material between her legs. I couldn’t see a bulge. There was a small mound but if I didn’t already know better, I would have just assumed that was from her pussy. But I did know better. I knew she had a dick and balls tucked neatly between her feminine legs and it was turning me on.

I looked away, but the damage was already done. My cock, with a mind of its own, started to harden, and I suddenly regretted my own poor choice of clothes. Why on earth I had thought it was a good idea to walk around this woman’s house in nothing but a pair of boxers was beyond me. My dick was at full force and I had nothing to cover it with so I just swallowed the heavy knot in my throat and tried to smile at her, hoping I could sway her attention from my penis with confidence alone.

But that wasn’t to be.

Her eyes immediately went to the shameful display of hormones and desire in my thin boxers. My face burned with embarrassment and I wanted to run but it was like my legs were frozen in place. I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t even turn from her and hide in shame as she walked towards me, still looking at my dick.

“What’s the matter?” she said. “Are you nervous?” Coming closer still.

I couldn’t help but look at her perfect breasts swaying back and forth beneath the sheer material. I wasn’t used to seeing boobs unencumbered by a bra and the fluid motion with which they moved seemed to hypnotize me. Now, I knew they were fake, but they looked so natural.

She stopped right in front of me and it took all my will power to look her in the eye. Her sweet smile helped to relax me a little, and I felt a small bit of tension leave my shoulders.

She said, “You don’t mind if I dress this way do you? In Europe, nudity and sexuality are completely normal for us. You understand? I know that Americans can be uncomfortable with it so you’ll tell me if it’s a problem won’t you?”

I quickly nodded, not wanting to give her any reason to put on clothes. This was like every exchange students’ wet dream come true and I wasn’t going to fuck it up, embarrassment or not.

“Good,” she said, looking down at the tent in my boxers. “It doesn’t seem to bother you.” She grinned.

It was too much. I covered my hard dick and looked away, too embarrassed to meet her dark, seductive eyes. The shame of masturbating outside her room crept back into my thoughts.

“Hey, Brian. It’s not a problem,” she said. “We’re family here. I’ll take care of you like a Mama, okay?”

I still couldn’t look at her.

Then she took me in her arms, burying my face in her chest once again. The smooth skin was warm and smelled of lotion.

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her to me, letting her take me in her motherly embrace. My hard dick pressed uncomfortably against her leg. She had to feel it. There was no way she could miss it. I tried to pull my hips back away, but she moved a hand down my bare back to just above my waist and pulled me closer. Now my cock was between her legs, nestled up against her bulge. Holy shit! This was the closest my virgin manhood had come to a another person and I could feel it throbbing against her. It was definitely touching her dick. And I wasn’t repulsed by it. I wanted more of it.

Finally, she kissed me on the corner of the mouth, smiling, and moved around the kitchen, preparing breakfast in her see-through nighty like there wasn’t anything odd about it at all. She laughed when I told her what the boiling pot of water was for.

After breakfast I excused myself and hurried to my room, closing the door. I furiously abused my cock, thinking about Sofia’s body and imagining what it would be like to be naked with her, our cocks touching, rubbing against one another. That lasted only about ten seconds before ropes of hot, white sperm exploded all over the clean sheets and I collapsed down into the bed, careful to avoid the second mess I’d made that day.
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School was going well. My classmates were an eclectic bunch from all over. Mostly Europeans. I’d been invited to go hang out after school with some of them but so far I’d declined giving a lame excuse about needing to study, but at that point I didn’t really care if they thought I was lame or not. All my energy was wrapped up in Sofia. I would hurry home after school every day, nearly running, and my dick would be hard before I was even in the front door.

As we became closer, the subject of her having a cock never came up. I wanted to ask her about it so bad but it didn't seem appropriate ever. It intrigued me to no end though. How could a person be so womanly and also have that between her legs? It was driving me wild thinking about it.

And I was falling in love with her I think. We would take long walks in the country side, or listen to Italian tenors which she apparently loved by the way, and then she would cook for me. God, that woman could really cook. And it was a good match because I could really eat. I was eating more than I ever had and she seemed to enjoy having someone to feed.

When we were at the house, she was always wearing some variation of the see-through nighty from the first day. It was magical. I started to get comfortable looking at her body. She didn’t mind at all; she actually enjoyed it. I knew that because she told me so. And there was no hint of weirdness with her about it either. It was so normal for her.

I’d also taken to just wearing boxers around the house. It was so hot and there was no AC, so it was only practical. But of course I loved showing her my toned body I’d worked so hard to get. And she’d smile when I would invariably get hard, my cock pressing awkwardly against the material of the boxers, as I watched her move around the kitchen cooking food for us.

I came in the front door that day, my dick already hard, and I threw my bag down, then immediately started stripping my clothes off. “I’m home, Sofia,” I called out.

Down to just my boxers, I moved from room to room looking for her but she wasn’t anywhere. Maybe she went to the market.

No problem. I could just jack off real fast so I wouldn’t be so horny around her. That was one of the tactics I’d been using since I’d been here. Actually, I was masturbating more than I ever had in my life. I went to my room and sat at the desk, then started searching for tranny porn. I found one with a brunette that looked a little like Sofia. The woman wasn’t as beautiful as her, but who was?

The guy fucking her was young, and I stroked myself while I imagined he was me and the woman was Sofia. His cock was buried in her ass, and she stroked her own cock while getting pounded hard from behind. My boxers were down around my ankles and I squeezed my aching balls as I worked my shaft. The woman was moaning loudly, and I was close to coming.

“Brian! What are you doing?”

I slammed the laptop lid shut and turned my head to find Sofia looking at me with her hands on her hips, a scowl on her face. “I’m sorry Sofia!” My face was turning red, and I realized I still had my hand wrapped tightly around my dick. I released it and tried to pull my boxers up, saying, “I… I don’t know what I was thinking. I didn’t think you were here.”

She came towards me, her face softening some, and her eyes were trained on my hard cock which I still hadn’t managed to put away.

I stood up from the chair so I could get my boxers up, turning away from her to hide my shame.

“Brian, look at me.”

I slowly turned to face her again, but I couldn’t look her in the eye.

“Hey,” she said, bringing her soft hand to my cheek.

It felt so comforting and I started to relax a little. I looked up at her then, those mysterious dark eyes making me feel less ashamed.

“Listen,” she said. “I don’t mind if you do this.” She pointed down at my still hard dick that was threatening to burst out of my boxers at any moment. “You are a healthy young man and young men have needs. I know that, I’m a mother. But why do you hide it from me?”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.

“In this house we don’t sneak around doing naughty things.”

My thoughts went back to the first night when I’d spied on her masturbating. When I saw she had a dick. Did she know? How could she? Either way I felt bad. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind if you touch yourself, just don’t sneak around doing it, capisci? Now let me see you finish yourself.”

My cock jumped when she said that. “You want me to keep going?” I swallowed hard.

“Of course,” she said, sitting down on the bed. She was wearing a short blue dress and my eyes followed her legs as she slowly crossed them, then leaned back onto her elbows, looking at me. I could clearly see the outline of her hard dick under the blue material.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just did what came naturally. I reached into my boxers and gripped myself, slowly working the shaft up and down underneath the fabric as I stared at her long brown legs and the unmistakable bulge between them, too embarrassed to look her in the face.

“Don’t be shy, Brian.” She uncrossed her legs, and I caught a flash of her pink panties. “Take off your underwear. We’re family here. There’s no need to be embarrassed.”

I desperately wanted to please her, to do anything she wanted. I probably would have jumped out the window right then if she asked me. So, I slipped my boxers down and stepped out of them, but covered myself with my hands.

“Come here, Brian,” she said, sitting up now at the edge of the bed, her dress riding up to reveal more of her soft thighs. She rested one of her hands on her knee, then slowly ran one of her long fingernails up her leg until she came to the end of her dress, stopping her from going any farther.

I swallowed my pride and took my hands away, walking towards her. Blood was rushing around inside my body in all different directions, confused about where it needed to be–my engorged cock and embarrassed face were fighting for it.

She looked right at my dick for what seemed like forever, almost entranced, then finally she looked up at me. “It so big, Brian.”

“Umm… thank you.”

She laughed. “Now show me how you touch yourself.”

My cock was begging for release so I didn’t object to stroking it even though I felt really awkward standing in front of her. I wrapped my hand around it and slowly worked the thick shaft while I watched her watching me. It was actually a huge turn on and I felt my balls starting to tighten already.

Her full lips parted and the tip of her pink tongue peaked out between them, followed closely by a faint moan. Then I watched in astonishment as she pulled her dress all the way up, spreading her legs wide, revealing a spot of moisture that had already leaked from the head of her cock into her pink underwear. “You don’t mind if I join you, do you Brian?”

My eyes were fixed on the outline of her dick in her panties and somehow I was able to gather enough brain power to shake my head no. Of course, I didn’t mind. My fist moved faster over my stiff shaft.

“You’re a good boy Brian. Do you like seeing Mama touch herself?” She rubbed her index finger in a circle against her panties, rubbing her bulging crown.

I nodded my head, and slowed my hand, releasing my grip. I wanted to make this last as long as possible. If I blew my load too soon, maybe she would stop touching herself before I got to see her dick again. It wasn’t a risk I wanted to take.

She took her other hand and slowly pulled her pink underwear to the side revealing her throbbing cock and closely cropped dark bush.

Sucking in sharply, I moved closer to her, wanting to get as close as she would let me, to see her mysterious sex up close. I was so close I could smell her sweet scent and my swollen cock twitched in anticipation. Wrapping my hand tightly around myself, I stroked it hard, unable to hold back any longer.

She brought her feet up onto the bed, knees wide open, and wrapped her long fingers deftly around her shaft, squeezing, stroking it. The muscles in her forearm twitched as she gripped and gently massaged herself. I wanted to know everything about her, to touch her, to feel her, to taste her.

But right now I was lost in myself. My balls tightened, and I was on the verge of coming. Luckily, I had enough sense not to aim at her and I pointed the tip back at my chest just in time, spraying the warm semen over my abs. I grunted and my legs weakened as the orgasm swept through my tense body, pulling all the tightness and nervousness right out of me.

She bit her lip, and I watched as she worked her hard cock up and down. Her free hand massaged her hulking testicles, pulling them up to show me her asshole as she let her head hang backwards, moaning.

Then she looked at me and said, "Do you want to taste it Brian?"

I eagerly nodded my head.

"Come here then."

She pulled my head down to her swollen head, and I wrapped my lips around it as she masturbated herself.

Finally, her whole body shook and ropes of her cum erupted from her cock into my mouth. I swallowed it as fast as I could but some managed to escape and dribble down my chin. When she finally finished depositing her load into my mouth, she collapsed back on the bed, panting, letting her thick manhood flop down against her smooth thighs.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there with my own cum dripping down my stomach, and her cum dripping down my face.

She looked up and smiled at me. “You made a mess Brian.”

“I know, I’m sorry.”

She laughed. “I’m kidding, don’t be sorry. It’s only natural. Come here, lay on the bed.” She patted the bed next to her.

I laid next to her. God she smelled so amazing. It was intoxicating. I thought maybe I was starting to become addicted to it. Was that even possible?

She got up and pulled her dress down. “Wait there. I’ll be right back.”

I looked up at the ceiling and sighed deeply, listening to the waves outside the window, my body completely relaxed.

She came back, wearing only a pink bra and panties, carrying a white towel, and sat down on the bed next to me.

I couldn’t help but look at the cleavage between her breasts and the bulge in her panties. My dick started to harden again looking at her womanly body.

She put the towel on my stomach–it was warm and moist–and I twitched at her touch. “Doesn’t that feel nice? The warm towel?”

It took all my energy to nod at her. My body was almost frozen in place and I didn’t know what to do. Having a nearly nude woman touching me like this was a new experience.

Then she wrapped the warm towel around my cock, making my body jerk to the side. “Relax, Brian, I’m just cleaning the mess off you.”

I stayed perfectly still while she moved the towel over my dick which was completely hard again. The warmth from the towel felt so amazing and I wanted to just bury my head between her cleavage, let her smother me with her soft body.

She finished wiping me, then rested her hand on my chest, drumming her long fingernails lightly against my skin. “See? Wasn’t that better than doing it alone?”
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It was getting to where every moment I spent away from Sofia I was fantasizing about her body and how it would be to lose my virginity to her.

And when we were together, we tended to stay in the house where we could dress more comfortably. She kept wearing her see-through nighties, but she also started sometimes just wearing her panties around the house so that her large, motherly breasts were exposed for me, her dark red nipples puffy and hard.

I’d grown more bold myself. Sometimes I’d let my cock slip out the front of my boxers, getting hard instantly. Letting her see my dick was such a turn on. For both of us it seemed.

But that’s as far as things went between us and I was determined to take it to the next level.

I woke to the familiar sound and smell of Sofia cooking breakfast in the kitchen. Usually, I would go out there in my boxers and hug her from behind, kissing her cheek before I sat down and she served me breakfast.

Today I was going to take a chance.

I hopped out of bed and slipped out of my boxers, standing nude in front of the open window. The warm Mediterranean breeze stole over me, and my virile, young cock began to stiffen. I took a deep breath then strolled out into the kitchen trying to ooze confidence with my shoulders back and my chin up. On the inside I was scared to death she would admonish me.

She was at the stove with her back to me, her plump ass visible through the sheer cloth, her long black hair tumbling down her olive-skinned back. Sofia was the sexiest woman I’d ever met.

I came up behind her, wrapping my arms around her soft belly, and kissed her neck, inhaling deeply. That smell drove me crazy. My cock pressed against her butt and I made no effort to shield it. It was so close. It wouldn't take much just to put it inside her.

She placed her hand over mine and nuzzled her head back against my cheek, then turned to face me, kissing me lightly on the mouth.

It was almost too much. I was tempted to grab her right there, press myself on her, beg her to give me what I wanted, or maybe even just take it. But of course I didn’t.

That’s when she noticed I was nude and she let out a small laugh. “I see you’re becoming more European by the day.”

I shrugged, feeling the embarrassment in my face. Maybe this was a bad idea.

She stared at my erection, smiling. “And, I see you’re already quite excited this morning. That means you’re healthy. It must be all the Italian food I’ve been feeding you.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I wanted to tell her I thought I was in love with her, that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, that she was sexy beyond belief, that I wanted her, that I needed her. Somehow the words wouldn’t come out though. My mouth moved but only to produce a half-hearted smile. All the false bravado I’d tried to gather was no help now.

She went to the cabinet and grabbed a bottle of olive oil.

The moment had passed, I missed another opportunity. I started to go sit down at the table but she put her hand on my arm, her fingernails pressed into my skin.

“You know,” she said, “there is an old secret that all Italian boys know. Something they’ve been doing for thousands of years here. You want to know what it is?”

I shrugged, still dejected from my inaction.

Then she reached down and wrapped her hand around my aching dick, pulling me to her.

I inhaled sharply, and my eyes widened at what she did next.

She started pouring the olive oil over my cock, slathering it around with her hand, even reaching down for my balls to make sure they were oiled up. When she let go of me, there was such much oil it dripped off me on to the floor. She was biting her lip looking down at my manhood. “There,” she said, “try that.”

As I started to stroke myself again, she turned around, put one hand on the counter and spread her legs, poking her butt out.

With her other hand she reached down between her legs and started fingering her ass.

I was mesmerized. It looked so tight and I longed to be inside her.

But I was too excited for my own good. I positioned myself behind her, watching her finger her opening, still stroking my cock, ready to put it inside her. The brief moment she’d taken me in her hand had been almost enough to make me come and once I started stroking my cock, slick from the oil, I suddenly realized it was too late. My balls tightened, and I grunted, my eyes twitched closed from the force of the orgasm. It was so strong I lost track of everything.

And when I opened my eyes, I saw to my horror that I’d shot my load all over her nighty.

She was looking back over her shoulder at it.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, Sofia. I didn’t mean to.”

Then one of her long fingers moved to the largest clump of cum and gathered some up.

I watched her intently, oil still dripping from my wilting erection, as her finger with my cum on it moved up to her lips and then slowly into her mouth. Her lips wrapped tightly around the finger and when she brought it out all the white, sticky fluid was gone. “Yummy.” She smiled at me then turned to wash her hands and finish making breakfast. “Go clean yourself up, breakfast will be ready soon.”

I was beyond dejected. If I hadn't cum so fast maybe she would have given me what I so desperately wanted. It was like she was teasing me, or she didn't realize that the thing I wanted more than anything else in the world was to lose my virginity to her.
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School went by so slowly that day. It was like every last day of school I’d ever experienced but stacked on top of each other. I couldn’t stop thinking about Sofia taking my cum in her mouth. I stumbled from class to class with my backpack in front of my crotch to hide my never-ending erection. When the last bell finally rang I sprinted home, eager to see her again.

When I got inside the door, I wasted no time stripping completely down. My erection leading me around the house as I looked for her. When I found her asleep in her room, naked and purring softly, my hand went to my dick immediately. But it reminded me of the first night when I hid in the darkness like a thief, stealing glances at her body. The night I found out her secret. She’d told me in this house you didn’t sneak around and so I went right up to the edge of her bed looking down at the hulking mass of flesh between her legs, my fist moving relentlessly over my shaft.

She was sound asleep and it wouldn’t be long before I came I knew. Briefly, I considered depositing my load on her naked body but I quickly abandoned that idea because even though I’d done it this morning, it wouldn’t be right to do it without her knowing.

But her cock was right there in front of me. I wanted it so bad, to taste it, to find out all its secrets. And so carefully I crept onto the bed between her legs, without waking her, and brought my face right in front of her cock. Her sweet smell was overpowering and what I did next surprised me but I guess there was no stopping it. I stretched my head forward and lightly licked my tongue along her shaft. Her legs stirred, and I froze, listening to her breathing. When I was sure she was asleep I chanced another lick, wrapping my lips around the head this time.

A faint moan came from her mouth. Was she awake?

I didn’t care. I licked up and down his hardening manhood, exploring this new territory with a fierce determination. My tongue flicked across her opening.

She moaned again.

I flicked my tongue across it again and then she moved around and it was obvious she was awake but I didn’t want to stop so I just went for it and took her whole cock into my mouth, pulling it in deep until the head touched my throat.

She reached down and grabbed my hair, grinding her hips into me. “Oh, Brian.” Moaning loudly.

I moved back to the head, circling it wildly with my tongue.

“Yes! There. Mmm.”

Her hips shifted around, but I followed her with my mouth. Then I reached under her balls slid my index finger into her asshole. It tensed around me.

“Stop,” she said.

I didn’t listen. I didn’t want to listen. I kept moving my tongue over her slick shaft.

“Hey.” She grabbed a fistful of my hair and forcefully pulled me away. “You’re a naughty boy. You have to listen when Mama says something, okay?”

I was still looking at her cock, ready to jump back into it, but I nodded.

“Do you want to fuck me, Brian?”

Oh my god. I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I nodded slowly, but suddenly nervous that I wouldn’t be able to do it right.

“What’s the matter?” she said.

I looked up at her. “I’ve never done it before.”

She didn’t say anything, just pulled me into her breast, her hard nipples against my face. I enjoyed the feeling of resting my head there as she stroked my hair. “I’ll show you how," she said. "Lay down.”

She left the room as I laid down. When she came back, she had the bottle of olive oil. Pouring some into her hand she lathered it over my cock and then straddled me. I could feel her heavy, shaved testicles resting on the underside of my hard cock.

She leaned down, her breasts pressed heavily against my chest as she kissed my mouth.

I opened my lips to let her tongue in and pressed my dick into her as she kissed me. I reached behind and cupped her ass with both hands, squeezing the meaty flesh.

Then she sat back up and took my dick in her hand, smiling at me before guiding me inside her waiting ass.

I gasped as my cock plunged deep inside her. It was beyond any kind of pleasure I’d felt masturbating, and instinctively I started pumping my hips into her, savoring the oiled passageway tightening around me.

She responded by grinding her hips down on me, supporting herself with her hands on my chest, and moaning, and using the other hand to grip her hard cock.

I fucked her hard, driving my dick as far inside her as I could, wanting to give her everything she was giving me. Her breasts moved around rhythmically as her body lurched forward from the force of my hips.

Then I was there and I couldn’t last any longer. My head shot up, and I buried my face in her loving breasts, yelling as I released my seed inside her, pushing my cock deep inside as I unloaded my balls into this beautiful woman. Finally I collapsed back onto the bed, out of breath and out of energy.

She got off and spread her legs, watching my cum drip slowly out of her ass, before laying down next to me, her aromatic brown hair rested against my cheek, filling my nose with her scent.

“How was that, Brian?”

“That was…” I wanted to tell her but there were no words for it, really. “That was perfect.”

She laughed and cupped my balls, gently playing with them as we cuddled.

THE END
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It was hot as hell that day, but I was mowing the grass all the same. I’d put it off for as long as I could and my mom was on my back about not having a job over the summer already so I figured it was the least I could do.

But damn it was hot.

This was why I’d gone away to college up north. The heat was terrible here. I probably should have found a summer job and stayed up there. I would have but I forgot just how hot it was.

The sweat dripped down my torso and my bare skin was baking under the scorching sun. A car I didn’t recognize pulled up in the driveway and honked. It was a new BMW. Miss Tara, my mom’s best friend, got out and waved, smiling.

I hadn’t seen her since I went away for my first year of college last year. I’d known her my whole life and I’d had a fantasy about her for as long as I knew what girls were. One of my fondest memories from childhood was of accidentally seeing her boobs once on a camping trip. I’d masturbated so many times to that mental image. Even to this day I still pulled it out every now and then.

I walked over to her in the driveway. “Wow, did you get a new car?”

“Oh this? Yeah. Do you like it?” She had the most beautiful smile.

“Hell yeah. It’s freaking awesome!” I bent over to look inside. Leather interior.

“I’ll let you drive it sometime if you want. Hey, so how’s college life? Do you have a girlfriend?” She winked at me and smirked.

“You know, it’s good. I’m studying hard, having fun. And yeah there’s a few girls.” The truth was I didn’t have a girlfriend and somehow I’d made it all the way through my first year without losing my virginity. All the girls I met just seemed so immature. That’s what I told myself anyway. Really, I just wasn’t that interested. I was more interested in their clothes than them somehow.

“I’m so jealous,” she said. “My college days were wild. If I get drunk sometime, maybe I’ll tell you some stories.” She laughed and I couldn’t help but watch her breasts bounce up and down as she did.

“Are you going to play tennis?” She was wearing a tennis skirt and a tight top that showed off her cleavage.

“Yep, your mom and I are going to hit some balls around. Don’t tell anyone but it’s really just an excuse to check out the hot tennis pro up there. I just got this tennis skirt, do you like it?” She twirled around.

As she twirled, I caught a glimpse of her red panties underneath. They were tennis panties and meant to be seen but still my dick hardened instantly. The material looked silky smooth and I imagined what it would feel like against my skin. “It’s nice.” I put my hand in front of the developing situation in my shorts.

“You don’t think it’s too short?” She turned around and bent over, giving me a perfect view of her round ass.

I was grateful to see it but it wasn’t doing me any favors downstairs. My balls ached now and I knew I’d have to go upstairs soon and take care of it. “No, I think it’s perfect.”

“Good answer.” She smiled at me. “I think you’ve started learning how to make it as a man. You know just what to tell the ladies.”

My face started heating up and I couldn’t think of anything to say now.

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something,” she said. “If you aren’t too busy, would you want to walk my dog a few times during the week while I’m at work? She gets antsy during the day if she doesn’t get enough exercise, then she tears up the house. I’d pay you of course.”

“Yeah, I’d love to.”

“Really? Oh that’s wonderful. You’re a life saver.” She came towards me and kissed me on the cheek, her soft tits pressed against my chest. “I’ll leave a key for you inside.”

The kiss threw me off and I guess my brain turned to mush because whatever I said next wasn’t actually English. I meant to say, ‘Okay, I’ll come over tomorrow.’ But whatever came out was just a bunch of random noises.

She gave me a funny look and I wanted to crawl away and die. She said, “Okay, well have fun mowing. Don’t forget to drink water, I think you might be getting dehydrated.” She walked off towards the house and I watched her skirt bounce around on her ass. There was something about the female body that was just so damn beautiful.

I shook my head then ripped the chord on the lawnmower hard, starting the motor back up.
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The next day I went to Miss Tara’s house and let myself in. Her dog ran up to me wagging its tail and whimpering. It was the cutest pit bull I’d ever seen and I had fun walking it around the neighborhood.

When we got back to her house, I couldn’t resist snooping around a little. I’d been over here a bunch of times but never by myself and it was something of a turn-on to be able to look through her stuff. Her room was nice with a large king-sized bed in the middle. I wondered if she had a boyfriend and if they fucked in that bed. She divorced her husband like five years ago and her son was about my age, off at college, so she was all alone here in the house. I let my mind wonder and a mental image of someone plowing her from behind on the bed formed in my head. In my fantasy she was wearing those red panties and he was in such a hurry to get inside her he pulled them to the side to make way for his cock. My balls tingled at the thought of it.

I looked at the pictures on top of her dresser. There were some of her with her son, and some with my mom, but no man as far as I could see. Maybe she didn’t have a boyfriend. Not that it really meant anything either way. It’s not like she would ever be into me.

I opened the top drawer of the dresser. Jackpot. It was filled with panties. I dipped my hand in and moved it around, enjoying the silky material brushing over my skin. I pulled a pair out and rubbed it across my face, inhaling deeply before putting it back. Then my hand hit something hard. I dug through the panties and found a shoebox. My heart pounded against my chest.

I knew this was wrong and she would probably hate me for going through her stuff like this but I really couldn’t resist. My cock was already raging from touching her panties. I grabbed a pair and took them along with the box over to her bed and sat down.

Inside the box was a huge black vibrator and a bottle of lube. Damn Miss Tara! I couldn’t believe the size of it. When I turned it on the dog ran in and sat next to the bed, cocking her head, looking at the thing. “I know, it’s crazy, huh?”

I turned it off and brought it up to my nose. It smelled like rubber and I tried to imagine that a part of that scent was her pussy juices. Without thinking, I stuck my tongue out and licked the black cock knowing it had been inside her.

This was too good to pass up. I quickly pulled my pants down, liberating my throbbing cock. First, I took her panties and rubbed them over my shaft and balls. They were so soft. Then I started jacking off using the panties to grip myself. It was amazing.

I usually didn’t take long to come and with the panties I definitely wasn’t going to last long. But I wanted to try the vibrator too, so I stopped stroking for a bit and turned it on, putting it against the base of my cock near my balls.

Holy fuck!

No wonder women loved these things. I fisted my hard dick, pumping it fast and tight as I ran the black vibrator over my balls.

I don’t know what made me do what I did next—maybe horniness or just wanting to do something naughty and taboo—but I laid the vibrator down for a moment then stripped my pants all the way off. Carefully, so as to not stretch out the thin material of her panties, I pulled them up over my hairy legs until they were all the way on. It was a snug fit. They hugged my ass tightly and my throbbing dick pressed into the front. The feeling was ecstasy! Everything was so tight and secure and smooth.

With one hand I nudged the vibrator through the side of the crotch of her underwear so that it was touching my balls and with the other hand I furiously stroked my length.

Moments later I grunted and exploded a huge load of cum on my stomach and then I just laid there, limp, enjoying the glow of the orgasm in her soft bed.

Trying not to stretch her panties out anymore, I slipped out of them. Another idea popped into my. I’m not sure where it came from and there was probably something wrong with me for even thinking it: if I wiped my jizz on her vibrator, then the next time she used it she would have my cum inside her. It would practically be like we were having sex. At the time I thought it was brilliant and I quickly coated the thing with my warm seed, then carefully put it back in its box. After it and the panties were back safely in the drawer in the same place I’d found them, I said good bye to her dog and took off back to my house.

It wasn’t until later on that I started regretting that last part. Leaving evidence meant she might find out. And now I had to worry that she was going to figure it out.
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The next day when I went over there, my heart was beating so hard I thought I might pass out. I half expected the police to be in there when I walked inside, their guns drawn and yelling for me to get on the ground, Miss Tara there with them, shaking her head.

But once I got inside and said hi to her dog, the only thing out of the ordinary I found was a plate of cookies on the table and a note.

‘Hey Jake. Thanks for walking the dog. You’re the best. -Love Tara.’

Love Tara? Wow. That was fucking hot, and my dick was already starting to get hard. I held the note up to my face and inhaled deeply. It smelled like cinnamon or something; whatever it was it was awesome. I put the note in my pocket and took one of the cookies with me into her room. Today I couldn’t wait until after walking the dog to put on her panties and jack off. My balls were aching for release.

I carefully took the box out and opened it. The black vibrator was still there but now there was a new toy. It was a tiny little vibrator in the shape of a bullet. I took it out, examining it. That meant she had been in here since I came on her toy. Maybe she’d even used it. My heart pounded thinking about my cum inside her. What would she do if she knew? She seemed really flirty the other day. Maybe she’d even get a kick out of it. I wished I could see her using it.

Then I got another brilliant idea. What if she had naked pictures of herself? If she did, there was a good chance they were on her computer. I grabbed another pair of her underwear—a thong this time—and took the smaller vibrator into the living room to where her computer was.

The dog followed me, wagging its tail so fast its butt was shaking. “I know, I’ll take you for a walk soon. There’s something I have to do first.”

My cock strained uncomfortably against my pants and before I sat down at her desk, I quickly stripped out of my pants, liberating it. A drop of pre-cum had already formed at the opening and I wiped the sticky bit of excitement away before I put her panties on and started looking through her files.

Luckily, she didn’t have a password. And apparently she didn’t expect anyone to be going through her computer because it didn’t take me long to find what I was looking for. Right on the desktop was a folder named ‘pics.’ I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked around the empty living room even though I knew there was nobody here except me and the dog.

I double clicked the folder and when it opened I immediately saw I’d hit the jackpot again because the thumbnails clearly were of someone naked. I started opening them one after the other, not believing what I was seeing. They were all of Miss Tara in various stages of undress and in most of them she was sticking something in her pussy–either a finger, several fingers, or even that huge black cock.

I started stroking myself, gripping tightly, forgetting all about the new vibrator. I zoomed in close on one picture of her spreading her pink pussy lips apart and tried to imagine what it would be like having a vagina. I was sure it would be awesome.

Soon my cock was erupting, and not wanting to make a mess at her desk I came directly into her panties, filling the crotch with a hot load of cum, pumping my dick several times until I’d milked it dry. There was so much cum in her panties. My heart was on the verge of exploding and I couldn’t believe I’d done that. Maybe I should have just thrown them out but at the time I thought it was the hottest thing ever and I went and neatly placed them back in her panty drawer, right on top where she was sure to find them. Looking back, I have no idea what the hell I was thinking. It was just asking to be caught.

I put the box back where I found it and made sure to close all the pictures on her computer before I walked the dog and headed home.
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Several days went by and I hadn’t been back over to walk the dog. Tara only wanted me to do it a couple times a week, and I didn’t want to wear out my welcome or draw any suspicion by going over there and trying on her panties and jacking off every single day. Even though I really wanted to.

But I was also a nervous wreck, wondering if she was going to find out I’d been jizzing all over her stuff. I was definitely going to stop doing that. I told myself I could still masturbate at her house, wear her underwear, look at her naked pictures, but under no circumstances could I leave any evidence behind. It was stupid.

I went out for a run to try to burn off some of my energy, thinking that would keep me from having to masturbate several times a day. That had only gotten worse since I discovered all the amazing things at Miss Tara’s house. And when I got back, my mom was in the kitchen washing dishes.

“Tara called,” she said.

I froze. Fuck. Here it comes. My heart was racing, and I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself before I looked at her.

“Oh yeah? What did she want?”

My mom just shrugged and kept washing the dishes. If Tara had told her she would be flipping the fuck out, so it seemed like things were okay on that front. “She didn’t say. Just asked for you to call her.”

Shit.

“Okay,” I said, trying to act normal, but I was freaking out on the inside. I ran upstairs and took a cold shower but that didn’t help. I was still really nervous and my fingers were shaking as I dialed her number.

“Hello?” she answered.

“Hey Miss Tara, it’s Jake.” I thought my voice sounded high and funny so I tried to deepen it a little as I continued. “My mom said you called?” But that just came out sounding like one of those voice modulators they use on those crime shows when they want to hide someone’s identity. And even though my hand was shaking so much I had to hold the phone with two hands, my dick was still hard as a rock. Amazing.

“Umm, yeah,” she said. “Can you come over here? Are you okay? Your voice sounds funny.”

“Yeah, I’m fine!” I yelled that one and then I shook my head. She definitely knew. She just wanted me to come over so she could confront me about it before telling my mom. The question was should I pack my bag now and go to Mexico or should I go over there and face her before heading for the border.

“Okay, well my computer’s acting funny. I was hoping you could take a look at it.”

“Your computer?”

“Yep.”

“Oh. Umm. Yeah, okay.”

“Great, thanks. I owe you big time.”

After I hung up, I thought about it for a bit. Maybe she really did just need help. It didn’t seem like her to lie to get me over there. So, instead of packing a suitcase I drove to her house, but I was still on guard as I knocked on the door.
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When she opened the door wearing a skirt and white t-shirt with no bra, I thought maybe I was dreaming. My eyes went straight to her breasts and I could easily see the dark areola surrounding each of her hard nipples through the thin cotton. “Hey,” I said, trying really hard to look at her face but it felt like my eyeballs were magnetized towards her boobs and I couldn’t help myself from stealing awkward glances down at her chest. She was so feminine; I loved the way she looked.

“Thanks for coming over, Jake. It’s really nice of you to lend a hand. Old people like me need help with computers some times.”

“You’re not old Miss Tara.” Still trying hard to stare at the spot directly between her eyes as I walked in the house.

She smiled and hugged me.

I swore I could feel her hard nipples poking into me and my cock stiffened at the whiff of her scent drifting into my nose. I followed her into the living room, adjusting myself so it wouldn’t be so obvious, but looking at her long, tan legs beneath her skirt wasn’t helping much. I wondered how often she had to shave to keep them so smooth. I took a quick breath and pushed it out trying to get a hold of myself. If she did bring up the panties I came in I needed to have all my wits about me to try to deny it.

“I don’t know what I did to it.” She pointed at the computer screen then looked at me, biting at one of her fingernails.

I sat down and it was immediately obvious there wasn’t anything wrong. She just needed to install an update. But while I was looking she put her hands on my shoulders, then leaned down over me, her cheek right next to mine and her breasts resting on my shoulder. The way she smelled–a faint hint of perfume–made it hard to think and an image of me licking her bare breasts popped into my head. My cock was so hard I thought for sure she would see it.

And on top of all that, the folder with her naked pictures was right there in front of me. I had the idea to pretend to accidentally open it, look at her pictures right in front of her. What would she do? Maybe she would throw me down on the floor right there and take my virginity. I was naïve about women, sure, but I was starting to suspect she might feel the same way about me as I did about her. Why else would she be wearing such a thin shirt with no bra in front of me?

I couldn’t take the chance though.

If I was wrong, it would be crazy embarrassing. The whole neighborhood would find out for sure. I’d be grounded. I’d have to stop coming over and I wouldn’t be able to jack off with her panties and toys. I decided it was best to just keep things as they were. All the blood in my dick was probably making it difficult to think straight.

“Can you fix it?” she said, her sexy voice right by my ear, driving me crazy.

“Umm. Fix it? Yeah, it’s pretty easy. We just have to wait for this update to download.”

“Really? Wow, you’re amazing. I never would have figured that out.” She backed off me then.

I swiveled the chair around at her with my forearm covering my lap. God, her breasts were so amazing. I wished she would hug me again. “It’s nothing, really. After it downloads, it should start installing on its own but I can stay and make sure it works.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it.” Her mouth widened to a smile showing her perfect white teeth.
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Then she stopped smiling and looked up and away slightly, like she was thinking about something, before turning back to me, saying, “Since you’re here, there’s something else too.”

That didn’t sound good.

“Can you come in my room, please?”

Before I had a chance to ask why or protest or consider running or whatever the hell one does in that situation, she left to her bedroom, leaving me sitting in the chair, my dick quickly softening from the adrenaline that was just dumped into my bloodstream.

I took a deep breath, then followed her into the room, shuffling my feet, trying to delay the inevitable. Her dog followed us in there, wagging her tail as always.

When I got in there, my stomach wrenched into a tight ball.

She was standing next to her dresser, hands on her hips, with her underwear drawer open, waiting for me.

Was it too late to just take off running? Mexico was probably nice that time of year with its scorching desert heat and the cartels cutting people’s heads off. Actually, that seemed a bit more promising than what was happening here in Tara’s bedroom.

“So…” She trailed off while she looked at the dresser, hands still firmly on her hips.

Even then, as I was about to get yelled at for being a perv, I couldn’t resist looking at her breasts. Any small movement she made with her torso seemed to be transferred to her braless boobs and amplified as they swayed heavily back and forth. I tried to imagine what it would feel like having a pair of breasts like that. There was definitely something wrong with me. I decided I should make an appointment with a shrink or something and I got ready to tell her something to that effect. Plead insanity to trying on her underwear and probably stretching them out in the process, to jacking off with her giant black dildo. From where I was standing I could even see the box it was in, nestled among the multi-colored garden of lacy panties. Even now, knowing I was probably busted, her underwear drawer seemed to be calling me over.

She turned back to me, her breasts swaying back and forth under the white t-shirt.

I braced myself.

“Can you help me move this dresser?”

I swallowed and composed myself. “Move it?”

“Yeah, I dropped something behind it and it’s too heavy for me to move on my own. I just need you to move it away from the wall about six inches and I should be able to reach back there.”

Holy shit. I wanted to look up how old you needed to be to have a heart attack because I thought I might have been close to one there the way my heart was beating. I walked over to the dresser, trying not to look in the open panty drawer so as not to give myself away. “Yeah, I think I can move it.”

“Good. If you just move that corner away from the wall a little it should be enough.”

I grabbed it where she was pointing and after a bit of effort I was able to move it away, just a little. She wasn’t lying; it was super heavy, and I was a little out of breath from the effort. I stepped back so she could retrieve whatever she lost.

“Wow, you’re strong,” she said then got down on her knees, reaching her arm deep behind the dresser, stretching it out as far as it would go.

I couldn’t help but notice her skirt was riding up some and the more she strained the more it went up. I moved back a little to get a better angle and at the same time she shifted her hips and I caught the perfect shot of her bald pussy from behind. My back stiffened, and I took a quick step back. This woman was going to kill me.

She grunted while she stretched her arm behind the dresser. “Got it!” She brought her hand out, holding something white with pink polka dots, and stood up.

I instantly recognized what it was–the panties I jizzed in and put back in her drawer.

“Thanks, I really owe you now.” She bent over and stepped into the underwear, pulling them up under her skirt, wiggling her hips to get them in place, smiling at me the whole time like what she was doing wasn’t out of the ordinary at all.

I probably looked like an idiot, staring at her with my mouth open, trying to make sense of what was going on. The bottom line was she was wearing the panties I came in, and not only that, but I’d seen a live, up-close view of her shaved pussy. And it was even better in person. My cock was just begging to be abused at that point and I muttered something about the bathroom and bolted out of her room and into the bathroom in the hallway, locking the door behind me.

I turned the water on and splashed some on my face, looking at my eyes in the mirror. The black pupils were completely dilated. I briefly wondered what that meant but there were more pressing things to tend to.

Ripping my pants down, I yanked my cock out and beat it mercilessly. My other hand supported my weight on the bathroom counter as I replayed that image of her pussy over and over in my mind. Soon my balls quivered and I clinched my ass tight, grunting before I sprayed the thick load of semen over her counter. The first burst was so powerful it hit the bottom of the mirror and I watched it dripping down while I tried to regulate my breathing.

No more evidence. That was my new mantra.

I quickly wiped the counter down with a fist full of toilet paper, waddling back to the toilet to collect more paper then back to the sink with my pants still down around my ankles.

A knock at the door made me freeze. I didn’t say anything, just listened, straining to hear anything other than my heaving breathing.

“Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll be out soon.” Jesus, she probably thought I was in there taking a dump, clogging up her toilet. I had to get out of the house, think about what was happening. Why she put on that pair of panties specifically, and why she wasn’t wearing a bra—it had to mean something.

After I finished cleaning the mess, double checking to make sure I got everything, I opened the door just a crack and peaked outside. I didn’t see anything so I ventured out.

She wasn’t in the living room so I took my chance and sprinted for the front door, yelling over my shoulder as I opened it. “I gotta go Miss Tara. Sorry!”
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Ihadn’t heard anything from Tara in a couple days and I finally got the nerve to go back over there to walk her dog. I realized later how weird it must have looked for me to run out like that and I was dreading seeing her again. But I was also horny as fuck and I couldn’t stop thinking about her pussy, about what it might taste like, about what it might feel like, and the thing I really couldn’t get out of my head was how awesome her panties felt hugging my hips. She was at work anyway so I’d have several hours to look around and see what I could find.

Her house smelled like her and everything that happened the last time I was there flooded into my mind as I walked in. I cringed remembering how I’d just run out without saying bye. It was cowardly really. I promised myself next time I wouldn’t do that. I would be confident in myself. We’re all weird in some way after all; it’s what makes us unique and interesting.

But first I had a date with her underwear drawer.

The dresser was still pulled away from the wall. Of course, it was too heavy for her to move and I left without helping her put it back. I shook my head, pissed off that I’d abandoned her like that. Once I managed to get it back against the wall, I noticed some clothes on the floor in the corner.

It was the skirt and t-shirt she was wearing the other day when I got an up-close look at her pussy, and under the skirt was the same pair of panties I came in last time. Bringing them to my nose and sniffing confirmed what I hoped would be the case–she hadn’t washed them and her sexy aroma filled my nostrils, making my dick hard in the process.

I inspected the crotch more closely and I wasn’t sure but it looked like I could still make out the dried remnants of the deposit I’d made, along with her dried juices. The thought of her bare pussy rubbing against my seed increased my heart rate. God, she was so fucking hot.

I stripped down completely naked and looked at myself in her mirror. My body was actually a bit slender for a guy. Except my butt though. That was uncharacteristically plump—more like a girl’s ass. I covered my groin area with my hands and looked in the mirror. If I squinted a bit, I could almost pass for a girl. The thought was really turning me on. I hadn’t ever really had these thoughts before, but after wearing Ms. Tara’s panties, it had been niggling at me ever since. Was there something wrong with that? To be honest, I didn’t really care. What I did in private was my own business. Besides it’s not like I would ever tell anyone or go out in public. Would I? Even the thought of that—even though it was nerve racking to think somebody would find out—turned me on even more.

Ms. Tara’s skirt and t-shirt were still in a pile on the ground by my feet. I cocked my head, and strained to hear if there were any noises coming from the house. The only thing I heard was my heart trying to beat through my ribs. I was positive I was alone and I was just being paranoid.

Quickly, I slipped her panties on, tucking my cock and balls between my legs, then looked at myself in the mirror again. The image looking back at me could almost pass for a girl—a girl with no tits any way. Then I pulled her t-shirt over my head—it smelled like her—and I stepped into her skirt.

Now I really liked what I saw! If I grew my hair out a little I figured I could definitely pass for a girl.

The heat and tingling between my legs was too much at that point. I was going to have to do something about it so I took the big black vibrator from the drawer along with her small bottle of lube and then I carefully pulled the covers back on her bed and got in. Her clean sheets were cool against my skin and I pressed my nose into her pillow, savoring her smell.

I hiked the skirt up over my waist and pulled the panties down around my knees before squirting some lube onto my engorged cock, working it over my shaft and balls, and even farther down towards my asshole. The vibrator, I placed under my balls in the area between my sack and my asshole, even letting the tip of it tickle my opening, even entering myself for a split second, trying to feel what it would be like to be fucked like a woman.

Stroking my slick cock with one hand and working the vibrator with the other while remembering that perfect shot that would forever be etched in my mind of her bent over behind the dresser with her ass sticking out and shaved pussy beckoning me towards her sent me into a state of ecstasy.

While my body writhed and twitched in ecstasy, I imagined what I should have done that day. I should have confessed to her. Let her know how I felt. Maybe she would’ve been into it. I moaned and grunted, working the vibrator over myself.

Then I heard a loud gasp and even in my sex addled state of fantasy, I knew exactly what it was.

Tara.
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Jake! What the hell are you doing?”

I snatched the vibrator out from between my legs and shoved it under the pillow as if I could hide it and somehow recover from this if I was just able to hide all the evidence quickly. She was standing in the door wearing her office clothes and looking really fucking sexy. Even though all my attention was focused on getting out of this, there was still some part of my brain dedicated to notice how hot she looked in her suit.

As I thrashed around the bed—trying to pull the panties back up over my dick, while at the same time trying to pull the sheets up to my neck to hide the fact that I was wearing her clothes—the vibrator fell off and landed on the hardwood floor, magnifying the sound. Her dog ran over to it and started barking like crazy at the amazingly loud noise coming from the black cock.

I covered my face with my hand and laid back on the bed. This was so fucked.

I heard her heels clicking on the floor, coming towards the bed. Then the noise from the vibrator stopped.

Taking a deep breath, I opened my eyes. She was sitting on the edge of the bed with her back to me, her head down.

Damn it. “I’m really sorry Miss Tara.” I sat up, ready to face the situation I’d created.

She didn’t respond.

“I’ll leave now. You don’t have to pay me for the dog walking.”

She slowly shifted her body around to look at me and I braced myself for the onslaught but when I saw her face, it looked like she was trying hard not to cry.

“I’m so sorry. Please don’t be mad. I don’t know what I was thinking.” It really hurt to see her like that and my stomach dropped knowing I’d caused her pain. It was the last thing I wanted to do.

Her lower lip quivered. “This isn’t your fault.”

“What? Of, course it is. I’m sick and twisted.”

“Don’t say that. You’re just exploring your sexuality. I’m the one that’s sick. When I saw the little present you left in my underwear drawer, and I saw that you’d stretched out my panties I knew that you’d been trying them on. I called you over here with every intention of seducing you. I even showed you my pussy like a little slut. God, I’m so embarrassed.” She buried her face in her hands, sobbing.

Well, this was an interesting development. I hated seeing her like that but on the other hand my cock was hard again and I could hardly believe what I was hearing. I moved over to where she was sitting on the bed and put my hand on her shoulder, patting her.

She turned and buried her face in my chest, at the same time accidentally moving the sheet that was covering my hard dick.

It was completely out in the open and only a couple inches from her body, but I didn’t want to move to cover myself because it felt so nice having her close to me, even if she was obviously distraught. Wrapping my arms around her, I said, “Hey, don’t cry. I’m an adult. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. I’m the one that should be embarrassed. Sneaking around, going through your underwear, wearing your clothes, jacking off into your panties. I think you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”

She looked up at me, eyes puffy and red, mascara running down her cheek.

As if seeing me for the first time, she looked at my body, at the her clothes that I was wearing. “You know, you’re actually a pretty hot girl too,” she said.

Our eyes locked momentarily before she lunged forward pressing her lips into mine and pushing me back onto the bed.

I opened my lips, pressing my tongue into her warm mouth, darting it around against hers.

She moaned, then pulled back from the kiss. “God, we can’t do this. Your mother would kill me.”

I grabbed her and pulled her back down. “Look at me.”

She stared into my eyes, waiting for me to say something.

“Nobody needs to find out.”

She plunged her tongue back into my mouth, then her hand found its way down beneath the waistband of my panties to my cock and she wrapped her fingers tightly around it stroking it up and down.

I reached down and took her full breast in my hand, squeezing it, feeling the nipple harden beneath her bra and shirt. Her tits were so big and firm. I wanted to put my mouth on them and I started fumbling with the button on her shirt.

“Wait,” she said. “I don’t have much time before I have to be back at the office.”

“Okay,” I said, not sure what that meant.

Tara went and got the smaller vibrator from her drawer, then came back and said, “Lay back.”

I did what she asked and she got onto the bed between my legs.

She said, “Do you want to know what it’s like to be a woman?”

My eyes got wide as I looked at her, not saying anything.

She grinned and leaned forward, kissing her way down my smooth stomach until her face was over my aching cock. My bulbous tip peeked out over the waistband of my panties, the shaft strained against the sheer material. I could feel her warm breath against the crown of my dick.

I had to be dreaming. There was no way this woman was doing this to me. This woman I’d known all my life, this woman who was sexier and more loving than any person I’d ever met. I watched in disbelief as she opened the bottle of lube and coated the small vibrator, a devious grin formed over her sexy lips.

Tara’s pink tongue shot out and licked the underside of my head, causing my cock to jump in pleasure. I sighed deeply, laying my head back against her pillow.

She said, “This is your clit.” Then licked the sensitive skin again.

After snaking her tongue across my “clit” a few more times, making me moan, she pulled the crotch of my panties to the side and pressed the vibrator to the opening of my ass.

“And this,” she said, “is your pussy.” She lowly pressed it inside me.

I sucked in air as she entered me. It was like nothing I’d felt before. I loved it. I wanted more.

Maybe she knew because she pulled it out slowly, then pushed it back in, a bit harder this time. I spread my legs wide, wanting her to take all of me.

As Tara fucked my ass, she turned her attention back to my clit, kissed the soft tip, running her tongue over the opening, before wrapping her lips tightly around the head, bringing it into her mouth, but never moving to the shaft.

I groaned in pleasure, grasping the hair at the back of her head, pulling her face down into me.

She massaged my balls while her other hand with the vibrator moved quickly in and out of my tight ass.

One last thrust inside me while her tongue circled my head and I was coming. Streams of warm semen erupted from my tightened balls onto my stomach as I writhed in pleasure.

When I finished, she brought the dildo out of me and kissed the sensitive head of my softening cock.

I looked down at her, still not believing this was really happening.

She looked back up at me, smiling. “How was that?”

“Oh my god, that was so amazing.”

“I bet you’ve never had a blow job like that before.”

The truth was I’d never had any blow job, but I didn’t want to admit it to her, admit to her that was a complete novice and she shouldn’t be wasting her time with someone so inexperienced, so I just shook my head no, grinning back at her.

“Okay,” she said. “I have to leave.” Her face got serious then. “But, we absolutely have to talk about this later. If this is going to continue, we need to set some ground rules so that it stays discrete. And… You have to ask before trying on my clothes.” She grinned and looked at my body. “I think they look hotter on you than they do me though.”

I felt myself blushing.

Was this going to continue? I hadn’t even thought that far ahead and my thoughts raced knowing it was a real possibility she would fuck me. And even more she seemed to be turned on by me dressing as a woman. I would finally get to lose my virginity. “I agree,” I said.

“Good.” She came up and kissed me on the cheek, then got off the bed, straightening her clothes. “I love your body.” She gently grabbed my chest and pinched my nipple until it was hard.

I didn’t know what to say, and I felt my face getting warm.

She laughed. “You’re so cute, you know that?”

“I guess so.”

“Well, listen. I’m going to be at your house tonight. Your mom invited me over for dinner. But, please, please, I’m begging you please, try to act normal. I really don’t want her to find out about this.”

That made two of us. “Yeah, of course,” I said, trying to act cool, but the thought of seeing her again so soon made my dick harden.

“If you’re good,” she said, looking at my stiffening cock, smiling “then maybe I’ll give you a reward. Actually, you should shave your legs. And find a sexy pair of underwear from my drawer to wear at dinner.” And without another word, she left back to work.

Before I left to go back home, I found a fresh pair of underwear for later—a black thong—just like she’d told me to do.
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For the rest of the day I couldn’t stop thinking about Tara. The way she showed me what it was like to be a woman and did it so expertly was impressive. Older women were more experienced and probably better at that kind of thing, I decided. I wished there had been more time though. I wanted to return the favor. And I absolutely couldn’t believe how ok she was that I was in her clothes. She even seemed to be turned on by it. It made me feel sexy.

That afternoon, I took a long, hot bath, where I shaved my legs and trimmed up my nether regions. It took forever! I had no idea how women did this so much. When I got out of the bath, I put on the thong I took from Tara’s and wiped away the steam from the mirror to inspect myself.

I turned around and looked over my shoulder at the mirror and realized if that from that angle you couldn’t see my lack of breasts and I actually looked exactly like a girl. I pulled my dick and balls up then bent over, my legs spread shoulder-width apart, to inspect myself from that angle. I was actually really fucking hot!

When the doorbell rang that night I rushed downstairs and threw the door open.

And there she was. Red lipstick, and a modest skirt and shirt. I wanted to go to her and kiss her again, feel her breasts in my hands, smell her wonderful smell, show her how sexy I looked in her panties with my freshly shaved legs. But my Mom was in the kitchen, finishing dinner and I didn’t want to risk it.

“Hey, Jake.” She walked in smiling and her smell filled the air around me. Her fingers brushed against mine as she passed and my dick started to come awake.

I thought I might have to take a masturbation break before the night was up if I didn’t want to end up with blue balls.

She went in the kitchen and started talking to my Mom, so I took the opportunity to run upstairs and take care of the now raging hard-on in my pants to avoid any embarrassment at the dinner table.

When I came back downstairs in the kitchen, dinner was ready.

“Oh, good,” my Mom said. “Dinner’s ready. Can you set the table, Jake?”

When the three of us sat down, I took the seat next to Tara, wanting to be as close to her as possible. She and my Mom were drinking wine and gossiping about people up at the tennis club. I quietly shoveled food into my mouth, stealing glances to the side of Tara’s breasts while they talked and laughed. They were both going through the wine pretty quickly and I could tell Tara was loosening up some.

As I took a drink of milk, suddenly I felt her hand squeeze my thigh under the table and I nearly spit it out. Even though I managed to hold it together, she took her hand back.

My mom looked at me. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, it just went down the wrong pipe I think.”

Tara had a sly smile on her face then they went back to talking about the tennis pro and who they thought he was sleeping with. As they spoke her hand came back to my thigh, squeezing it and rubbing it.

My cock hardened against my panties as she worked her hand higher up my leg and I concentrated on trying to act normal. I couldn’t believe she was doing this here at the table after the speech she gave me about making sure my mom didn’t find out. But I definitely didn’t want her to stop. The risk of getting caught made it even better for some reason.

I brought my hand under the table and placed it on top of hers, squeezing it, running my fingers over her smooth skin. She was driving me crazy and I shifted nervously in my seat.

Maybe she sensed it because she took her hand away.

Now it was my turn to be naughty. I put my hand on her leg and slowly worked her skirt up her leg until my hand rested on the warm skin of her smooth thigh.

The two women continued gossiping, not paying any attention to me. But I thought I saw the skin on Tara’s face starting to redden. I moved my hand closer to the place between her legs that I’d been craving all day.

She opened her thighs and I saw her shoot a quick glance at me while she continued holding a conversation with my Mom. I was amazed at how calm and natural she seemed, carrying on like nothing was happening at all.

I desperately wanted to feel her pussy but my hand wouldn’t reach that far without it being really obvious something was going on. I needed to get closer somehow.

So, I pretended to drop my fork on the ground. “Sorry,” I said, looking at my mom, but she didn’t even notice, so I ducked my head down under the table. The fork was on the floor where I could reach it easily but I got all the way out of my seat, pretending it had bounced under so far I needed to crawl to get it.

I got far enough in and turned around to look between her legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

Tara accommodated my little mission and spread her legs, lifting her skirt at the same time, showing me her beautiful, shaved pussy.

I could already see the moisture gathering on her smooth lips and I wanted it so bad. I lingered as long as I thought I could get away with and when I came back up with the fork, I made sure to move my chair over closer to her, just enough so that I could reach her sex, before sitting back into it.

Mom looked at me and I froze, holding my breath. Finally she just smiled and went back to talking to Tara.

My heart was racing and my dick was so hard I thought I might come in my pants right there at the table. Dinner was almost over and I needed to take my chance if I was going to do it. Slowly, I put my hand back on her thigh and she spread her legs for me again. I ran my finger over the smooth skin, up her inner thigh until I found what I’d been wanting for so long.

Her pussy was so wet and as I pressed my fingers against her folds, they slid easily inside her. Tara breathed in sharply as I did and I stopped momentarily, not wanting to lose any of the ground I gained.

After the initial shock she was able to keep up her conversation and I pressed my fingers deep inside her again, pulling them out before plunging in again. It was so warm and slick, I couldn’t wait to put my cock in there.

Tara’s face was getting more flush, and I could see her nipples poking through her top. And I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to control myself like this. She grabbed my hand and pulled it away from her soaked lips.

I didn’t want to stop, but I wasn’t exactly in any position to protest. But it was lucky I brought my hand back when I did because my Mom stood up and started clearing the dishes away soon after. I normally would have stood up and helped her but my cock was threatening to break my pants open and I wasn’t able to stand at the moment.

Tara also got up and smoothed her skirt down, then helped take dishes into the kitchen. When they were both gone, I looked at my fingers, still wet with her fluids. I brought them to my nose, smelling them. That smell was so amazing! Quickly I stuck them in mouth, tasting her essence, licking them clean.

Somehow, I was able to will my erection back down and I went into the kitchen to help them with the dishes. I couldn’t stop staring at Tara and she had a soft smile on her face the entire time. Every now and then our eyes would meet momentarily before she looked away, making her smile even more.

After we finished cleaning up, Tara said, “Okay, well I better get out of here.”

My mom hugged her. “Thanks for coming over.”

“Yeah, thanks for having me.” Then she turned to me. “Actually, before I go, Jake will you show me that thing you were talking about on the computer? The thing you said would make it faster.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about and I didn’t know what to say.

My mom unwittingly helped me out. “Of course he will.”

I quickly nodded.

Tara smirked. “Yeah, you don’t mind?”

“No, I don’t mind,” I said.
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When we were safely in my room I closed the door, not quite shutting it all the way so as to not raise any suspicions.

She came at me grabbing between my legs, trying to slip her hand down the front of my panties, pressing her lips against mine, her tongue probing into my mouth, the sweet taste of wine on her lips. “I want you, Jackie,” she whispered.

The hair on the back of my neck stood up. When she called me Jackie it sounded so natural.

Her warm breath tickled my ear and sent a shiver down my back. My whole body felt like it was tingling in a state of euphoria. I pulled her tight to me, loving how her body felt against mine, groping at her breast, finding her hard nipple and rolling it between my fingers.

She moaned and threw her head back then looked at me, serious, rubbing my dick through my pants. “I want you so bad,” she whispered.

“Here?” I wanted to so bad, but it seemed a little risky to say the least with my Mom just downstairs.

She didn’t answer; she just stood there, biting her lip and looking at my body. “I brought something for you,” she said, then reached into a shopping bag she had with her and brought out a short black dress and a pair of black shoes.

My eyes opened wide. “For me?” I said. “I can’t believe it.”

“I hope they fit,” Tara said.

I threw my arms around her, hugging her neck. A long sigh escaped my lips as she ran her hand down the ridge of my back. Grabbing my ass, she pulled my hips into hers, grinding her crotch against me.

I had to put my hand over my mouth, stifling a moan.

My dick had a mind of its own but I also still had enough of a sense of self-preservation to know it was too risky to make love to her here. This was a good thing and I didn’t want to ruin it. But I wanted to taste her too.

“I want to know what you taste like,” I whispered into her ear.

She grabbed me by the hips, spinning me around, then pushed me down on the bed.

I gasped when I landed on my spider man comforter.

She got onto the bed, on her knees, straddling my face.I ran my hands up her smooth thighs, lifting her skirt to reveal her glistening pussy. I bit my lip, looking up at her.

Her mouth was open, looking down at me in anticipation.

I ran my finger lightly across her slick cleft and she covered her mouth, moaning into her hand. Her scent filled my nose, drawing me closer and I brushed my tongue lightly across her opening making her moan again. I plunged my tongue inside her, tasting her sweet juices, feeling her warmth against my mouth.

She squeezed her legs tight against my head as I licked my tongue up and down her pussy, her ass writhing around on my bed.

I heard footsteps coming up the stairs and I shot up off the bed, flipping her skirt down, and wiping my mouth off with the back of my hand as I darted to my desk chair, quickly opening the laptop.

A light knock came at the door and I swiveled my chair around. My mom stuck her head in. “How’s everything going?”

“Good,” both Tara and I said at the same time.

Mom nodded her head. “I don’t know anything about computers.”

Tara laughed but I could tell she was nervous. “I know, me neither. Jake’s been a big help though. He fixed my computer the other day.”

“Good,” she said, nodding and smiling at me before she turned and we heard her footsteps going back down the stairs.

I let out a deep breath and Tara shot me a look. She came over and whispered, “I’m leaving. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I grabbed her wrist. “Wait.” I didn’t know what else to say. But she was right. It was crazy to be doing something here even though it was obvious how much we wanted each other. I could still taste her pussy on my lips. And I wanted to try on the dress so bad.

“We can’t do this anymore,” she said, pulling her wrist away from me.

I stood up and put my arms around her waist but she pulled away again. “Listen,” I said, “there’s a park down the street. Meet me there in 20 minutes so we can talk.”

She sighed and furrowed her eyebrows then shook her head looking down at her feet before finally looking back at me. “Fine.”

The dress and shoes were still on the floor, next to my bed, when she left.
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Before I left, I threw on the dress and new shoes—they fit perfectly—and snuck out my window so my mom wouldn’t see my new sense of fashion. I was out of breath when I got to the playground. It was dark and deserted. I wasn’t even sure she would be there since she’d seemed angry when she left so I ran as fast as I could to get there—which was no small feat wearing new ladies shoes. But she was there, sitting in a swing, moving herself back and forth slowly, looking at the ground.

“Hey,” I said.

She looked up, giving me a soft smile. “Hey.” She stopped the swing with her feet against the ground. “You look really pretty,” she said.

I went to her and put my hand on her cheek. “I really like you but I don’t like seeing you so upset.”

She smiled and put her hand over mine. “You’re a sweet girl,” she said as she brushed my bangs out of my eyes.

Hearing her call me a girl sent my heart soaring.

“I’m okay,” she said. “I just was mad at myself for being so reckless. We have to be more careful. I’m not a teenage girl anymore.”

“I know you’re not,” I said, grabbing one of her full breasts.

She laughed and reached out grabbing my crotch underneath the short hem of my dress, bringing my cock from semi-hard to fully hard within seconds. “Mmm, you drive me crazy. The way you licked me felt so amazing.”

I bent down and kissed her mouth, the taste of mint ran over my tongue as I pushed it against hers.

She moaned, not needing to hide it now because no one was around to hear. Her hand found her way into my panties, wrapping around my engorged cock, stroking it slow and tight. “I want to fuck you, Jackie.”

I may have been inexperienced, but I definitely didn’t need to be asked twice. I took her hand and pulled her up off the swing, leading her over to the playscape, my stomach full of butterflies, not knowing exactly what was about to happen but absolutely ready for anything.

There was a platform about waist high and she sat me down on it, getting in between my legs, kissing my neck, nibbling at the skin by my ear, breathing hard and moaning.

I pushed my hand down between her legs and found her wet pussy for the second time that night, sliding my middle finger between the wet lips, making her moan into my ear, as I slipped it in and out, burying it up to the knuckle.

She threw her head back. “Oh my god. That feels so good.”

Then she pulled away. “But,” she said, “I want to fuck you.”

She reached into her purse and came back out with a dildo and some lube. “Turn around,” she said.

I swallowed hard. This had to be a dream. I really couldn’t believe this was happening.

After I turned around, she pulled my panties down and lifted my dress up over my waist.

Then I felt her finger press against my asshole, slowing moving inside me. My hands latched onto the playground equipment, my body feeling like it was going to collapse from all the new feelings and sensations.

Once I’d relaxed a bit, she took her finger out, and then I felt the head of the dildo at my entrance.

“Are you ready for this?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Say it,” she said.

“Yes, I’m ready.”

“Ready for what? I want you to say,” she said.

“I’m ready for you to fuck me. Fuck my pussy hard. I want it bad.” The words came out of my mouth fast and full of desire. Just in case she didn’t believe me, I also reached back and pulled the dildo into me.

She pressed at the same time until the head was inside me.

I let out a moan that seemed to echo through the neighborhood. But I didn’t care who or what heard me at that point.

Tara slid the cock farther into me, grabbing my hip with one hand to keep me still. The soft walls of my opening clinched around the dildo, pulling it in.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

I reached down and grabbed my dick, squeezing it, tugging it.

She grabbed onto my neck, digging her fingernails in, running her finger through my hair, nearly screaming. “You like that don’t you, baby.”

Then I couldn’t take it any more. I was about to explode. I squealed and moaned, louder than before, saying, “Oh my god, I’m coming. I’m coming. Oh, fuck.”

My ass tightened around the cock and then I grunted and emptied my balls onto playground equipment as she pressed the dildo deep inside me. The orgasm tore through my body with force and my legs twitched at the sensation until finally I collapsed against her.

She held me to her, breathing deeply against my ear, stroking the back of my head. “Wow,” she said.

She kissed my neck then finally pulled the dildo out of me. I could see my sperm dripping down to the ground below.

She sighed. “Fuck, that was so good.”

“I know.”

“No, I mean it. That was amazing.”

I didn’t know if she was just saying that to be nice or what but I didn’t care. I just smiled. We talked for a while on the swings, discussing what this meant and setting some ground rules. It was obvious to both of us that this was just going to be a short summer fling. I would be going back to college and she was my Mom’s best friend, so we both knew it was for the best. But we also intended to make the most of our time together.

And we did. We settled into a routine for the rest of the summer making love on her lunch break every day then sometimes again at night. She taught me so much about how to dress as a woman, about makeup, about how to walk, and most importantly about sex and love; so by the time I went back to school I had so much confidence I had no problem walking around public dressed as a woman and telling people to call me Jackie.

There would be many more lovers after her, but my Mother’s best friend would always be my first and my favorite.

THE END


The Doctor’s Sissy
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Andy Granger stepped out of the train into the busy Chicago station with the rest of the crowd on their way to work. It was a far cry from his small hometown in rural Minnesota. As he looked around, trying to figure out which door to go out, someone bumped into him from behind, almost knocking him over, then walked off without apologizing. Andy assumed the man hadn’t noticed him there.

Outside on the street, Andy checked his phone for the directions to the clinic where he would spend his summer as an intern for Dr. Rod Parker. The doctor specialized in Male Wellness, which, as far as Andy could tell, just meant legalized steroids for men. His clinic was called ‘Be a Man.’

It wasn’t exactly his field of interest–he wanted to be a pediatrician, actually–but at nineteen with no experience he didn’t exactly have his pick of internships. Of the dozens he applied for, all of them told him to contact them again when he finished his undergrad. But he didn’t want to wait that long to start getting experience. He wanted to be the best doctor he could and if that meant learning at a Male Wellness clinic, far away from home, then that’s what he would do.

Dr. Parker had replied personally to his internship request. And he’d agreed to hire him for the summer without even a formal interview. All he wanted to see was his Facebook profile, and they spoke on the phone only once. He had a deep, confident voice–perhaps a bit arrogant, but weren’t most doctors? He’d asked some odd questions like did Andy still have long hair. Andy had told him yes his hair was mid-length, it came down to just below his neck but he could definitely cut it if Dr. Parker wanted him to—you know, if it was more professional to have it short. The doctor told him definitely don’t cut it; it was perfect the way it was. Andy told him he wouldn’t, not really sure what it had to do with anything but eager to please all the same. Andy assumed the doctor was just a bit eccentric—most smart people were he thought. The other weird question was the doctor wanted to know his clothes and shoe size which Andy gave him, no problem.

His mother was deeply suspicious and almost forbade him from coming but he finally managed to convince her by promising he’d call her every day and keep her updated about everything. She was always worrying about him.

As he walked the two blocks in the muggy Chicago heat towards the clinic, his phone rang.

“Speak of the devil,” he said. It was his mother. “Hi, Mom.”

“Where are you?” came her soft, familiar voice in return.

“You’ll never believe this,” he said, “but I’m trapped inside a hole.”

“What?!”

“Yeah, I was walking to work, and I fell in. It’s terrible.”

“Very funny,” his mother said. “You know I worry about you because I love you right?”

“I know Mom. It’s really sweet, but I have to live my life. I have to learn things.”

“I guess so. I don’t know why you can’t learn things up here in Minnesota. Chicago is a dirty city, filled with dirty people. Remember what I told you; don’t be getting any girls into trouble. They’re different than the ones up here. All they want is one thing and they’ll say and do anything to get it.”

“Mom!”

“I know you don’t like to hear it but as much as I don’t want to admit it, you’re a grown up now and you have to watch out for yourself. I just don’t want you getting into any trouble while you’re down there.”

“Okay, Mom.” When she said trouble she meant getting a girl pregnant. His father died when he was young and his mother raised him all by herself and took her job of making sure he knew about the ways of the world pretty seriously. The chances of him getting a girl pregnant were probably close to zero. He’d never even been on a date in his life, much less had sex with a girl. “Listen, I’m almost at work. I have to go now.”

“Andy?”

“Yes, Mom?”

“I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you.” His mother was a sweetheart.

“Don’t forget where you came from. And don’t take shit from nobody, you hear?”

“I won’t Mom. I love you.”

A man walked up to him. “Excuse me, sir?”

He smiled at the man and held up a finger. “Mom? I have to go. I’m trying to find the office and there’s someone trying to talk to me. I love you. Talk to you later.”

Before he hung up, his mom said, “Don’t talk to strangers.” But he was already pressing the end-call button.

The man had a big grin that showed a row of crooked but relatively white teeth. His hair was slicked straight back, and he wore a sport coat. “I’m really sorry to bother you, sir.” He was the type of person to speak with his hands and he waved them around in front of his body as his words came out in the same fast manner. “This is so embarrassing,” he said. “I was wondering if you could help me?”

“What’s the matter?” Andy said. He was always ready to help someone out in need. That was another lesson his mother taught him.

“I’m in town on business and the darndest thing just happened.” He shook his head and looked around then set his hands in motion again. “I just got out of a cab and you wouldn’t believe this but my wallet must have slipped out of my pocket.”

He shoved his hands deep into his pockets then pulled them out and fanned his hands out next to them. “I have a meeting in an hour. It’s a super important meeting, you see.” He looked around again, then put his pockets back inside before continuing.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this, but is there any way you could loan me ten dollars so I could grab a bite to eat and call my wife back in Indiana? This is so embarrassing. But I’m really in a jam here.”

Andy said, “Of course. Please don’t be embarrassed. I’m losing things all the time. I know exactly how you feel. My mother says I would lose my head if it wasn’t attached to my body. Here let me look in my wallet.”

He opened his wallet and started digging in one of the small pockets. “I don’t normally carry cash but I think I have some in here for emergencies. Yep, here it is.” He brought out a twenty-dollar bill neatly folded into thirds. “I don’t have a ten but will a twenty do?”

The man snatched the bill from his hand and gave him another big grin with his crooked teeth again. “Wow, thank you so much, sir. This will really help a lot,” he said.

“Really, don’t mention it,” Andy said. “Hey, maybe you can help me out too?”

Andy looked down at his phone and continued speaking while he brought up the map. “I know you said you’re from Indiana but maybe you can help me find this office. I’m supposed to start working today and I’m having a heck of a time trying to find this place.”

But when he looked up at the man, he was already speeding away, almost jogging. Maybe he was starving. Andy knew he got to where he forgot his manners sometimes when he hadn’t eaten in a while. “Bye!” he called out to him. “Good luck.” The man didn’t turn when he said it though.

He knew he must be close. There wasn’t anyone else on the street to ask at the moment though so he decided to just keep walking. It was sure to show up sooner or later. As he started to walk, he checked the time and realized he was already five minutes late. Crap! He hated to be late more than anything and he picked up his pace so that he almost broke out into a run, looking at the phone as he went, and checking the numbers on the buildings. As he hurried down the dirty Chicago street, beads of sweat started to form on his forehead from the humidity.

Two blocks later he finally found the place. He pushed open the glass door and rushed in, a little out of breath and with his shirt stuck to his back.

By the time he collected himself and looked around the waiting room he started to wonder if he was even in the right place. It looked more like a high-class bar than any waiting room he’d ever seen. The lighting was dim and there was a nice leather sofa against the wall underneath an oil painting of a nude woman. The woman was looking over her shoulder at a man with a slight grin on her face.

There was a receptionist desk but nobody was there.

“Hello?” Andy called out. “Anybody home?” But there came no answer.

Maybe the doctor wasn’t in yet? When he spoke to him on the phone, he got the impression that Dr. Parker, like Andy, wasn’t one to be tardy but maybe he had another appointment that ran late or something. His mind started to race through the possibilities. What if Dr. Parker had been there on time but since Andy was late he just left? He checked his watch again. Only ten minutes late. It didn’t make sense that he would have already left. Besides, the door was unlocked. He wouldn’t just leave the door unlocked would he? Maybe he was with a patient. He called out again and trained his ear for any sounds coming from the door that led out of the waiting room but no answer came back.

While he was running around trying to find this place, he had spotted a coffee shop that looked nice. Maybe he had time now to go get a quick cup and by the time he got back Dr. Parker would be finished with his patient or whatever the heck he was doing. Yes, that sounded like a good idea. If Andy brought him a coffee too, that could would be a nice gesture on his first day, he thought. So he turned and started out the door.

Before he could even get his foot outside though, a deep voice came from behind. “Where do you think you’re going?”
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Andy froze at the sudden noise, then turned around to see a tall, muscular man wearing a white coat with his hands on his hips. “Dr. Parker?” Andy said, as he started walking towards him. But he didn’t get more than two steps before his feet decided to stop cooperating and he stumbled, nearly falling flat on the floor in front of him, but finally managing to catch himself.

The near fall took him right up to the tall man and his face started to burn with embarrassment as he stood in front of him.

“I’m terribly sorry I’m late,” he said. “I thought I left my apartment with more than enough time but the train was late, then I had a heck of a time finding your office. Oh, and there was a man who lost his wallet and needed money and so I stopped to help him and then I figured, well, why not ask him for directions but then he left before I had a chance to even ask him.” He paused for a moment to take a big gasp of air because he’d managed to say all of that without taking one breath somehow.

While he tried to get his air back, he couldn’t help but notice that Dr. Parker was quite an attractive man. But at the moment he was looking at Andy as if he weren’t too happy.

“I do hope,” he said, “that you aren’t in the habit of being late.”

Andy started to say that no, he wasn’t in that habit at all, that he actually hated being late, but Dr. Parker cut him off with his sharp voice.

“There are a hundred people that would love to have this job and I guarantee you they wouldn’t be late.” His eyes scanned his body up and down. He frowned. “Are you sweating?” The frown turned to disgust as he reached his index finger out and brushed it against Andy’s forehead, examined it, then took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped it. He handed it to Andy.

“Thank you,” Andy said and started to wipe his forehead with the white linen.

“What the hell are you doing? That’s not for you to wipe your dirty sweat on. I want you to have that cleaned and returned to me tomorrow. If you still have a job here by then.”

“Of course. I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” He carefully placed the handkerchief in his pocket. “I promise I won’t be late again, Doctor. It’s really not something I’m in the habit of doing. I probably wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t stopped to give that man–”

Dr. Parker held up his hand, cutting Andy off. “Stop talking now. You’re babbling. And for the love of god don’t give people money on the street. How can you be so gullible? That man took one look at you and saw dollar signs.”

Dr. Parker walked over to the receptionist desk and poured himself a glass of water, his large Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he gulped it.

Andy suddenly realized how thirsty he was from jogging around trying to find the place but he didn’t dare ask him if he could have some. The doctor seemed to be in a bad mood with him. But who could blame him? He was late after all.

After finishing the water, he set the glass down and took off his white coat. Underneath he was wearing a tight, short-sleeved t-shirt and Andy saw now just how big his muscles were.

“You know,” he said, “testosterone therapy is the fastest growing medical field in the country. And I’m the most successful doctor doing it. I was one of the first people to start offering it and I’ve helped hundreds, no, thousands of men to look better, to be stronger, and to feel good. And I’m only 36 years old. I plan to open up clinics like this all across the country.”

Andy was trying really hard to pay attention to what he was saying but he couldn’t help but stare at the man’s perfectly sculpted body. It wasn’t that Andy was gay, he didn’t think so at least, but with that face, and that body, Dr. Parker could easily be a model if he weren’t so busy helping people be healthy instead.

“Mr. Granger?” Dr. Parker looked at him and frowned.

Andy looked up from the spot on Dr. Parker’s flat stomach he’d been ogling and met his harsh look. “Yes?”

“Are you even paying attention to what I’m saying?”

“Yes! I mean, yes, sir. Testosterone therapy is the fastest growing field and you’re the most successful doctor. I just want you to know how much I appreciate this opportunity Dr. Parker. I mean I applied to so many internships. You have no idea how many. And you’re the only one that took a chance on me. I want you to know that I’m going to work so incredibly hard…”

Dr. Parker turned his back on him without a word and left the room.

Should he follow him? Was he babbling again? He knew he had a tendency to do that when he was nervous. And right then he was so incredibly nervous. This position meant so much to him on so many levels. It was the first step of many in achieving his dream of becoming a doctor. Also, he wanted to show his mom that he could make it on his own. Show her that she didn’t have to worry so much all the time.

“Mr. Granger!” Dr. Parker shouted from the other room.

Still not sure if he wanted Andy to follow him or not, Andy yelled back to him, “Yes?”

“Come in here!”

He moved his feet as fast as he could, wiping his moist palms on the front of his shirt and took a deep breath to try to calm himself down a little. There were several rooms in the back and after peaking his head into two empty exam rooms he managed to find him in his office.

Dr. Parker sat behind his large desk, with his hands forming a triangle in front of his chin. He was just looking at Andy with his chilly blue eyes.

There was a chair right in front of the desk. Andy considered sitting in it but he didn’t want to be presumptuous. Was it customary to sit down without being asked? Dr. Parker was just looking at him and he tried to meet his gaze but it was too much and Andy looked away, pretending to be interested in the painting on his wall. Another nude woman.

When Andy got up the nerve to look back at him, Dr. Parker was still staring, his hands locked together in front of his face. He must have been waiting for him to sit, he decided, and he took a couple steps towards the chair, stealing a glance at his face to see if he would give any hint at whether he wanted him to sit.

His right eyebrow raised and the corners of his mouth curled down into a frown.

That was enough for Andy to freeze in his tracks. God, he had never been so nervous in his life. Now he was just standing there, mid-stride, like a mime who’d frozen for the audience, waiting for any indication of what this strict man wanted him to do.

“Mr. Granger?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Are you always this awkward?”

“Yes, sir.” He shook his head. “I mean no, sir.” It was like he was nine years old and he’d been sent to the principal’s office even though he’d never been in trouble in his entire life and had no idea what that even felt like but if he had to imagine then this situation had to be pretty close.

“Mr. Granger. Please sit down. You’re making me nervous.”

“I’m sorry, Doctor.” He sat down in the seat, crossed his legs, took another deep breath. “I don’t know why I’m so nervous.” Although that wasn’t completely true, was it? He was probably the most attractive person, man or woman, Andy had ever met. He’d always been a little awkward around attractive people. Maybe that was why he was still a virgin.

“Try to keep it together, Mr. Granger.”

“Of course, Doctor. I’ll do my best.”

He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. Finally, Dr. Parker stopped staring at him and he felt his shoulders relax ever so slightly as he realized just how much tension he’d been holding there.

“What were your grades like, Mr. Granger?”

“My grades? All A’s. My mother wouldn’t have settled for anything less.”

“Do you have a girlfriend? Boyfriend?”

He was taken aback by the personal question. “No.” He thought that made him sound like he’d never had a girlfriend. “I mean not right now, anyway. I’ve had girlfriends before,” he lied.

Dr. Parker raised his eyebrows again, and Andy wished he could keep himself from babbling so much.

He nodded his head. “Stand up.”

“Stand up?” he said.

“Am I stuttering, Mr. Granger?”

“No.” He realized after he answered that it was a rhetorical question.

“So stand up then. I’m not in the habit of repeating myself.”

“Of course,” Andy said, and he stood up, but unsure of what to do with his hands, he tried holding them down at his side but that seemed awkward so he put them on his hips, but that felt too sassy so he ended up folding them in front of his chest.

“Unfold your arms.”

He put them back at his side.

Dr. Parker looked at his body and the heat began to return to his face.

“Turn around,” he said.

This time Andy didn’t ask him to repeat himself and he turned around. Andy did take care of his body so he wasn’t self-conscious about it at all but still somehow having the doctor look at him was making his heart beat fast. When he turned back around to face him, Andy managed to look at his eyes.

“You look good,” he said. “You exercise?”

“Yes, I run pretty often.”

“Me too,” he said, nodding. “Sit down.”

Andy sat and crossed his legs, feeling better now, a little more at ease since he’d complimented him.

“Well,” Dr. Parker said, “I’ve got some bad news. When I said you could have the internship, I thought you were a girl. Maybe you already know this, but you have a rather effeminate voice, and when we spoke on the phone, I thought you were a woman.”

Andy’s stomach dropped. He didn’t understand. “But what does it matter if I’m a girl or not?”

“Well, the nature of my business just requires a female assistant. The men who come here sometimes have to have rather personal physical examinations and I’ve found it makes them a lot more comfortable to have a female assistant—it helps them feel more at ease, which helps me do my job better. I’m sorry for any inconvenience, but I’m afraid I just can’t hire you. Thank you for understanding.”

The doctor opened a file on his desk and started reading through it, oblivious to Andy, who’s mouth was agape, and wondering how this mistake could have happened.

“But,” he said, “my name is Andy. How could you think that’s a girl’s name?”

The doctor looked up from his papers, frowning, a confused expression on his face like he was just now noticing that Andy was still there. The doctor shrugged. “You never know these days. People name their kids all kinds of things. Who am I to judge?”

“But, I’ve already signed a lease for an apartment. I moved here just for this internship. I’ve been looking forward to it for months. Please Dr. Parker, I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance.”

Dr. Parker leaned back in his chair and looked at Andy. “Mr. Granger, if you got the wrong impression about having a job here, that’s hardly my fault. And your home life is none of my concern. I really wish I could help you, but there’s nothing I can do.” He paused for a moment, apparently in thought, then said. “Unless…” Then he shook his head and said, “No, that won’t work.”

“What is it?” Andy pleaded, desperate now, his dreams fading away before his eyes. “Tell me. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

“No,” Dr. Parker said, “I couldn’t ask you to do that. It’s too much.”

“It’s not too much. I want this so bad. Just tell me.”

“Ok, then. You seem like someone that’s willing to go the extra mile to get what he wants. I can appreciate that. If you really want this job, and it sounds like you do, then you better be willing to do everything I ask. Can you do that?”

Andy nodded furiously. “Of course, Doctor. I’ll do anything you want. I’m a hard worker and I learn fast.”

“Right, that’s good. So, basically,” Dr. Parker said, “my idea is that since you already have hair that’s a bit long, and your voice is a little effeminate, and your body is slender, I think if we dressed you up like a girl and you also learned to act like a girl, then the patients wouldn’t know the difference.”

Without even thinking about it, without registering what it was the doctor was asking him to do, Andy blurted out, “Yes! I’ll do it.”
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Dr. Parker’s eyes widened. “Really? Well, that was easy. Let’s see what you look like in a dress then.”

The doctor opened the door to a closet behind his desk and brought out a hanger with what looked to Andy like one of those Halloween nurse costumes hanging on it, along with a pair of white lace panties and a matching bra.

“I think,” Dr. Parker said, “this will fit you just right.” He held the hanger out for Andy to take.

Andy swallowed hard; reservations started to bubble up from his gut. “I…” he started to say.

Dr. Parker cut him off. “If I was wrong and you aren’t the type of person that’s willing to go the extra mile, that’s fine.” He started to turn to put the outfit back in the closet.

Andy jumped up from his chair and snatched the hanger out of his hands. “No, I’ll do it. I was just surprised you already had some women’s clothes.” As he inspected the nurse uniform, he became almost certain it was a Halloween costume. It seemed super slutty and not professional at all.

The doctor stared at him with his mouth slightly open, his face in a trance-like state. Finally, he said, “What are you waiting for? Let’s see what it looks like on you.”

“Where should I change?” Andy asked, his stomach all butterflies.

“Do it here,” Dr. Parker said.

“Okay…” Andy was waiting for the doctor to leave the room but he wasn’t making any motion to do it.

“Don’t be shy,” Dr. Parker said. “You realize I’m a doctor, right? I’ve seen more naked people than you’ve probably met in your life.”

He had a point, Andy thought. But the thought of undressing in front of him made him more than a bit nervous.

“Come on now. I don’t have all day. Start with your shirt.”

Andy set the outfit down on the chair, took a deep breath, then pulled his shirt off over his head. It felt like there was a draft in the room, and his nipples hardened.

“That’s good, keep going.”

Andy kicked his shoes off, unbuttoned his pants, and stepped out of them. He felt totally exposed, standing there in just his boxer shorts and socks, while the doctor looked at his body with what Andy, even with his relative inexperience in sexual matters, could only classify as desire.

“Socks and underwear, too. Do you need help?” Dr. Parker took a step towards him.

Andy said, “No, no. I got it.” Trying to steady himself. Now or never, he said under his breath, before taking off his socks and quickly stripping out of his underwear.

Once Andy was as naked as the day he was born, the doctor’s eyes trained in on Andy’s groin which was completely exposed.

“It’s not that big, is it,” Dr. Parker said, matter-of-factly.

Andy looked down at himself. “It’s cold in here. Usually, it’s bigger.”

“No, that’s good,” Dr. Parker said. “We don’t want any bulges giving you away to the patients now do we?”

“Should I put on the uniform now?” Wanting to get it over with.

The doctor moved around to the front of the desk and sat on the edge, only a couple feet from Andy now. His arms were crossed as he examined Andy’s body.

“Let’s try something first,” Dr. Parker said. “Tuck your penis and balls between your legs so I can’t see them.”

Andy wanted to grab his clothes and run out of the room, run all the way back to Minnesota if he had to. But he wanted this internship so bad; he wanted to prove to everyone that he had what it took to make it on his own.

So, he tucked himself between his legs then pressed his thighs together to hold it all in place, so that just a tuft of pubic hair showed. Actually, he’d done this before in the mirror, just to see what it would look like.

The doctor nodded his head. “Not bad. Now cover your chest with your hands like you’re trying to cup your breasts.”

Andy did as he was told.

“Okay, yes, that’s good. Now bite your lower lip and try to really think you’re a girl that wants to make a man want her. The patients need to feel like men, you know what I mean?”

Actually, Andy had no idea why patients would need to feel like that in a doctor’s office but he was already this far into it so again he did as he was told. Biting his lip, he tried to imagine that he was a young girl trying to seduce the doctor, even starting to feel it a little.

“Oh yeah, that’s perfect.” The doctor stood up from the desk and got right in front of Andy. He put his hand on Andy’s cheek, then ran it down his neck, over his shoulder, and then down to his slender hip, gripping him tightly.

Andy’s cock began to harden between his legs. He didn’t understand why he was getting turned on pretending to be a girl, but the doctor seemed to be happy about it so he wasn’t going to fret about it too much.

“Now, turn around,” Dr. Parker said, as he spun Andy around by the waist.

Facing away from him now, Andy shivered as he felt Dr. Parker’s hand trace down the middle of his spine, over his butt, then grab on to the head of Andy’s nearly erect dick. A gasp escaped from his lips.

“I want you to pull this thing—" Dr. Parker squeezed his engorged head. “—up in the front and hold it as you bend over.

His heart beating like crazy, Andy reached between his legs, cupped his genitals in his hand, pulled everything up, then bent forward.

“Oh, yeah. This is perfect. You have a hot little body, don’t you?”

Andy didn’t say anything. It seemed like a rhetorical question. He’d never considered it before, really.

“And you like being a girl, don’t you?”

The doctor smacked Andy on the ass hard, making him yelp. Then Dr. Parker grabbed his hips and pulled Andy into him. The doctor’s hard cock pressed against Andy’s ass through his pants. He thrust a couple times into Andy, his thick hands digging into Andy’s slender hip bones, as he pulled Andy back into him.

“Mmm. You like that don’t you?”

Andy’s cock was fully hard now, and if he weren’t so nervous about doing something wrong he might have started stroking it right then, but he still wanted to make sure he got the internship, so he stayed as still as he could.

“Now let’s see what you look like in your little outfit.” He slapped Andy on the butt once more, harder this time, then handed him the pair of white lace panties.

They felt so soft in his hand. He’d felt his mother’s panties before when they got stuck into his laundry by mistake and that time he’d resisted the strong temptation to try them on. Now, he was actually quite curious to know how they would feel.

Still facing away from the doctor, he carefully slipped into the ladies’ underwear, and pulled them up to his hips. They felt so snug around him. Like they were made for him.

“Oh, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “Your ass is even hotter in those than I imagined. Turn around.”

Andy looked down at his erection. You could clearly see the outline of it through the sheer material and he was embarrassed of it but he turned around all the same.

The doctor stared down at his crotch, licking his lips. He grabbed Andy’s shaft through the panties and stroked it up and down, slowly. “You’re really liking this aren’t you?”

Andy nodded. Truthfully, he was, but he knew deep down this was inappropriate even if he did like it.

“Well, don’t cum in your new panties,” he said, releasing Andy’s length. “Put the bra on.”

Andy slipped the bra over his shoulders. There was padding built into it so it made him look like he had breasts—small breasts, but the illusion was convincing. Reaching behind his back he tried to fasten the clasp, but he wasn’t even coming close to getting the latch to close.

“Here, let me help you.” Dr. Parker got the bra hooked up, then turned Andy around to face him again, staring at his body, as he nodded his head, grinning. “This is too good,” he said. “Put the uniform on.”

The nurse’s uniform went on easily over his head and he managed to zip up the back by himself. It did actually fit him pretty well. The bottom of the dress didn’t come down all that far over his ass—he imagined he would have to be careful about bending over.

“Shit, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “You’re the hottest one yet.”

Andy wasn’t sure what that meant, but he did feel pretty hot—especially with the doctor looking at him like that.

“This is perfect,” Dr. Parker said. “Normally, I would give you some lessons about how to walk in heels but I have a patient coming in soon so you’re just going to have to get a trial by fire.” The doctor retrieved a pair of red heels from the closet and handed them to him. “Put these on, practice walking, and I’ll go get the exam room ready for the patient. If you do a good job with the patient, then the internship is yours. Deal?”

“A good job with the patient?”

“You’ll do fine, don’t worry. It’s just a semen sample.” And before Andy had a chance to say anything the doctor left Andy alone in the room wearing the slutty nurse costume, holding the pair of red high heels.
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After what seemed like hours but was probably more like twenty minutes, of which Andy spent the majority of the time alternating between learning to walk in high heels and thinking that his mom was right after all, his racing thoughts continually spiraling back to the one central thought of ‘What the hell was I thinking?’, until the doctor finally poked his head in the door and said, “It’s show time.”

Andy said, “Listen, I was thinking, maybe it’s better if I get some more experience before I start seeing patients.”

“I’m not paying you to think. I’m paying you to look pretty and make the patients feel like the strong, healthy men they’re paying me to turn them into.”

“I understand, but—"

“Do you? It sounds like you’re sassing off to me. Don’t forget, you don’t have the internship until you can prove to me that you have what it takes. You’ve done the first part pretty damn good. It would be a shame if you chickened out now when you’re so close. Right?”

“I guess so.”

“Great, let’s go then.”

Dr. Parker led Andy to the exam room, opening the door for him. Inside, there was a muscle-bound guy in a tank top sitting on the examination bed, looking at his phone. He looked up when Andy and the doctor came inside and nearly dropped his phone when he looked at Andy, his eyes roving up and down Andy’s skimpy outfit.

“Mr. Martinez. Allow me to introduce my new intern, Andrea. She’ll be assisting me with your exam today.”

“Goddamn, doc,” Mr. Martinez said. “You really know how to pick 'em don’t you. How you doing sweetie?”

Mr. Martinez held his hand out to Andy, and when Andy went to shake his hand, Mr. Martinez pulled it to his mouth and kissed it.

“Real nice to meet you, Andrea,” he said.

Andy pulled his hand away and smiled awkwardly.

“Ok,” Dr. Parker said. “Let’s get down to business. Andrea, can you help Mr. Martinez out of his shirt.”

Mr. Martinez grinned at him. Andy didn’t see why he couldn’t just take his own shirt off, but he didn’t think it would be appropriate to question the doctor in front of the patient. He was also starting to understand that this wasn’t a typical doctor’s office.

When he got close to Mr. Martinez, the man wrapped his arm around the small of Andy’s back and pulled him in close. “Don’t be shy,” he said.

Andy started to pull the guy’s shirt off while the guy’s hand was inching down Andy’s back, then to his butt. Just as the guy squeezed his ass, Andy managed to get the shirt up over his head and side-step away from him. His heart felt like it might explode.

“Damn doc, she’s a slippery one ain’t she,” he said, grinning.

Dr. Parker frowned at Andy. “She’s new,” he said, flatly.

After Dr. Parker had checked the guy’s blood pressure, listened to his heart, and looked in his mouth, he seemed to be finished with that part of the exam. Mr. Martinez kept looking over at Andy the whole time, smiling and winking at him. Andy wasn’t sure what to think. It was a bit creepy, sure, but also flattering in some weird way. Nobody had ever looked at him like that before, and the idea that he could make someone become so enamored so quickly with him just by dressing like a woman made him feel somehow powerful—a feeling that was totally foreign to his nineteen years of nerdy, socially awkward existence.

“Everything looks good,” Dr. Parker said. “We just need to a get a semen sample from you.”

“No problem, doc. I haven’t gotten off in two days, I’m ready to blow.”

“Great.”

“Andrea,” Dr. Parker said, “can you please assist Mr. Martinez.” He gave Andy a small plastic cup, and nodded at him with arched eyebrows, as if to say ‘Well, are you going to do what it takes to get the job?’

Andy gulped, then turned to Mr. Martinez, who was already unbuttoning his pants, and pulling them down. Andy could see his erection pressing against his underwear.

Turning back to Dr. Parker, Andy said, “What should I, uh, do?”

“I need you to help Mr. Martinez give a semen sample. You know what semen is don’t you?”

“Oh, I bet she does,” Mr. Martinez said. “No way in hell this little hottie is a virgin. Come on over, I don’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

Andy took a deep breath, calmed himself, then with as much confidence and professionalism as he could gather, he strutted over to Mr. Martinez, and placed the cup down on the bed beside him, and got between his splayed legs. Then with one hand he pulled the waistband of Mr. Martinez’s underwear out, and with the other one he wrapped his fingers around the flesh of his warm, fat cock, and squeezed it.

“Oh shit, girl. Not so hard.”

Relaxing his grip, Andy said, “How does that feel, Mr. Martinez?” He used a soft, sensual voice, trying to imagine what a sexy nurse would sound like, and actually, starting to get into the role a bit—maybe even enjoying it.

“Yeah, just like that.” Mr. Martinez moaned and grabbed the edge of the table. “Damn, you’re good at that. I told you she weren’t no virgin, doc.”

If only he knew I wasn’t actually a woman, Andy thought. He wondered how Mr. Martinez would react to that—a guy like him, knowing he was being jacked off by a nineteen-year-old boy in a nurse’s Halloween costume. It was actually turning Andy on knowing he had this secret between his legs. And at that moment, he noticed the secret between his legs was becoming hard. At first he was too nervous to be turned on, but now that he was relaxing a bit, he was starting to get extremely, and unexpectedly, aroused by the whole situation.

Andy tried to get a read from Dr. Parker’s face on how he was doing. The doctor was just standing there, watching intently, not giving anything away as to what he thought of Andy’s performance so far.

If he was going to go to this length to get the job, he decided he shouldn’t half-ass it. So, he told Mr. Martinez that maybe he would be more comfortable if his hands had something to do, and he let go of Mr. Martinez’s throbbing length for just long enough to guide his hands to Andy’s backside, before going back to masturbating him.

The man’s eyes widened when Andy did that, then they narrowed and a wide grin formed on his lips as he started to squeeze and grope Andy’s ass.

“You like that Mr. Martinez? Are you comfortable?”

Mr. Martinez managed to get out a garbled yes between groans and heavy breathing.

And for the final touch, Andy did something that he sometimes did when jerking himself off. Nobody really likes a dry hand job, he figured—of course, you would settle for one if you had to, but something to lubricate the experience was always welcomed—so, he bent down close enough that his mouth was just inches from the bulbous head of Mr. Martinez's cock, close enough that he could have licked if it he wanted, and he let a large gob of spit drip slowly out of his mouth, then worked it over the shaft.

“Oh my god,” Mr. Martinez groaned, sounding almost like he was in pain.

A quick glance over at Dr. Parker told Andy he was on the right track. The doctor grinned and nodded, and if Andy wasn’t mistaken, there was a tent growing in the front of his pants as well.

All at once, Mr. Martinez squeezed Andy’s ass hard, making Andy lurch forward. The muscle-bound man groaned loudly and suddenly something warm splashed onto Andy’s chin.

As fast as he could, Andy grabbed the cup and placed it over Mr. Martinez’s erupting cock just in time to catch the next three hard spurts of semen rocketing from him. When Mr. Martinez finally finished, he collapsed back on to the exam table, his semi-hard cock flopping down on to his thigh with some cum still leaking from it.

Andy, with semen still dripping down his chin, held the cup—half full of the sticky, warm substance—up in the air for Dr. Parker to see.

Dr. Parker nodded approvingly and motioned for Andy to follow him.

The sound of Andy’s high heels clacking against the floor echoed against the walls of the small exam room as the doctor and his new assistant left the satisfied patient to get dressed.
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After Mr. Martinez finished dressing and Dr. Parker showed Andy how to take a payment from the patient and schedule the next appointment, Dr. Parker led Andy to another exam room and had him sit on a table similar to the one Mr. Martinez had been sitting on.

“Are you having sex with anyone?” Dr. Parker asked.

The question shattered all the relaxation he’d mustered from feeling like he’d done a good job with the patient. The truth was, he was a virgin. But for some reason he didn’t want to tell the doctor that. He wanted him to think he was more grown up somehow. “I’m not seeing anyone right now,” he said, trying to sound confident, but it came out more of a mumble as he looked away at the floor. Something about the doctor made him so nervous.

Dr. Parker seemed satisfied with that answer though and didn’t pry any further. “When was the last time you had a physical?”

He thought for a moment. “About six months I think. I can check my calendar if you want an exact date.”

“That’s not necessary,” he said.

Andy folded his hands over his crossed legs.

“I’m going to be honest with you Mr. Granger. Is that all right?” He didn’t wait for an answer before continuing. “You’re going to need to buy some new clothes. Sexy clothes. That outfit looks good, but it’s a bit crass don’t you think? And get some makeup, too. I’m running a men’s health clinic here. My patients come to me because they want to feel young and virile. They want to feel attractive to the opposite sex. How is it going to work if they show up here and you look like a boy dressed in women’s clothes? I want you to turn them on, make them feel like men. That means you need to look and feel sexy. I want sex to ooze out of your pores. I’m hiring you because you’re smart, sure, but let’s be honest, there are lots of smart girls out there, and the main reason I’m hiring you is you’re young and cute and you look good in a dress. So, please don’t try to hide that fact, okay?”

Andy nodded, slowly, trying to take it in.

“Since you did such a good job with collecting the sample from Mr. Martinez, I think part of your job here will be to help me give patients physicals. More than just collecting semen from them, I mean.”

Andy tried to hide his excitement. This was exactly the type of clinical experience he was hoping to get and he was expecting to be more of a receptionist type person so this was very welcome news.

“So,” he continued, “I’ve found that with my interns the best way to teach them how to do it is to first show it on them, which means I’m going to give you a physical. Is that a problem?”

Andy swallowed. He definitely wasn’t expecting that. And the idea of Dr. Parker seeing him naked again, touching him, was actually making him a little excited. But this was a doctor’s office and he should conduct himself as a professional so he suppressed the sudden sexual thoughts he was having and said, “Of course, Doctor. Anything you want.”

“That’s exactly what I thought you would say.” A wide grin spread out on his face. He went to the cabinet and pulled a paper gown out. “Take off your clothes and put this on. Leave your panties on.” He handed it to him and their hands touched for a brief moment as Andy took it. “I’ll be back in five minutes.”

After Dr. Parker closed the door, Andy looked down at the gown. It was so small. He stood up and his stomach felt like it would drop out of him and hit the floor from all the nerves. He took his shoes off, then the dress, and folded it neatly. There was a mirror on the wall and he looked at his slim body briefly, admiring it, enjoying how he looked as a girl before slipping out of his bra. He even got it undone pretty quickly that time.

The gown was thin and after he put it on and checked himself in the mirror, his eyes were immediately drawn to his hard nipples poking against the paper, the red hue clearly visible through the thin material. Even though he didn’t have breasts, the nipples, if you squinted, added to the effect of him looking like a girl.

He sat back down on the edge of the bed, the paper gown crinkling as he did, and he wiped his palms against the rough material, then tried to calm himself as he waited for the doctor.

Finally, a firm knock came at the door.

“Come in,” he said.
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The door swung open, and the doctor strutted in.

Andy couldn’t help but notice his crotch as he walked towards him. The outline of his cock was clearly visible through his pants and Andy looked away quickly, embarrassed for having even noticed it.

There was a rolling chair that the doctor dragged over and sat down in. He used his foot on a peddle to lower the bed down so that they were sitting at the same level. Rolling the chair closer to Andy, Dr. Parker pressed his leg between his, spreading them open slightly.

Having the doctor so close made him even more turned on. His cock pressed uncomfortably against the front of the snug panties. Dr. Parker was so close then Andy could smell him. It was a manly smell, and Andy, out of reflex, pinched his thighs tight against Dr. Parker’s leg, shifting his butt forward on the bed so that Dr. Parker’s knee came half-way up his thigh.

If Dr. Parker noticed how horny Andy was, he wasn’t letting on. All business, he used a light from his pocket to examine Andy’s eyes, then checked his ears. “Open your mouth,” he said. Andy complied, and he put a flat wooden stick against his tongue and shined his light inside. “Open your mouth as wide as you can, Mr. Granger.”

He strained his mouth so wide that the muscles in his jaw started to complain, shooting beams of pain down his neck which he ignored so that he could do exactly as the Doctor asked.

He pressed the stick in farther, touching the back of Andy’s tongue as Andy fought hard against the urge to gag. Finally, Dr. Parker removed it and nodded. “Very nice, Mr. Granger.” He put the light back in his pocket.

Andy closed his mouth, happy to be able to relax his jaw.

“Come closer,” he said. “I’m going to examine your breasts now. Well, your chest anyway. Maybe I can prescribe you something that will help you grow a little there, actually.”

Andy’s heart hammered against his rib cage as he shifted closer to the doctor. Dr. Parker’s knee came even closer to Andy’s groin, and his own leg moved farther between Dr. Parker’s leg, so far up that he felt something stiff and fleshy that could only have been one thing.

Before he had a chance to register that, Dr. Parker slowly pulled the gown down from his shoulders to reveal his hard nipples. He took a moment to look at them before his hands came up and cupped them both at the same time, squeezing, prodding, then taking each nipple between his fingers, pinching them softly, rolling them.

It was too much for Andy and a soft moan escaped his lips.

Without removing his hands from his chest, the Doctor looked at him. “Was that a moan, Mr. Granger?”

His face burned with embarrassment. “I’m sorry Doctor. I don’t know what happened.” He could still feel the stiffness between Dr. Parker’s legs against his knee and there was no mistaking that it was his hard cock he was touching.

“Lay down Mr. Granger.”

Andy didn’t know what was coming next, but he hoped he would be able to contain himself while the doctor examined him. He never in his wildest dreams would have thought he’d be turned on during a simple physical but the idea of Dr. Parker seeing his hard cock again, touching it, was making his legs quiver. As he laid down on the bed—the top of the gown still down, revealing his chest—he did his best to calm himself for what was to come, determined to not moan again.

Dr. Parker went to the foot of the bed and looked down at him, his face neutral. Then he reached down and grabbed Andy’s legs behind his calves and pulled him hard towards him so that the bottom of his legs hung off the edge of the table. Then in one motion, he grabbed Andy’s panties and ripped them down and off his legs. “That’s better,” he said. “Now, put your knees up Mr. Granger and spread your legs.”

Andy’s heart beat hard in his throat, his stomach tingled with desire as he complied with the doctor’s orders. He pulled his knees up and spread his legs but used his hands to hold the paper gown down to not reveal his throbbing length. Even though he was so horny, he still had his modesty.

“Don’t tell me you’re shy, Mr. Granger?”

He shook his head no but felt his face begin to redden.

“I’ll be giving you a digital exam now. Do you know what that means Mr. Granger?”

“I think so,” he said, looking down at the doctor between his knees.

“What does it mean Mr. Granger?”

“It means…”

“Go ahead, Mr. Granger. Spit it out.”

“It means you’ll use your fingers.”

“Very good.” And as if to confirm what he said was right, the doctor squirted some lube from a container next to the table onto his hand, lifted Andy’s gown and slowly slid his middle finger inside him.

Andy put his hand over his mouth to keep himself from letting out another inappropriate moan.

“My, my, Mr. Granger. You’re already aroused.” Pointing to Andy’s hard cock. “Does this turn you on? Having the doctor examine you?”

He laid on the bed frozen, not wanting to betray his secret desire.

“I think it does.” He slid the finger in farther, then pulled it out, running it up and down his crack before stopping again on his taut ring of muscle. Slowly, he rubbed it in a circular motion. Then he placed two fingers at his entrance and slid them inside him until they were completely buried up to the knuckle.

The stimulation became too much for him to keep still and his butt wriggled around on the bed as he pushed his hips toward Dr. Parker, silently begging him to make him orgasm with his fingers. He felt so close already.

But the doctor withdrew his fingers from him, saying, “You’re very tight, Mr. Granger. Have you never had anal sex before?”

“Um…”

“Have you ever had any sex before, Mr. Granger?”

He couldn’t resist his firm commanding voice and managed to shake his head no.

“I see. A virgin? I think you’ll be learning quite a lot this summer Mr. Granger.”

Andy’s eyes widened, imagining losing his virginity to the doctor. If the bulge in his pants was any indication as to how big he was, Andy thought he would be in for a wild ride.

“Please shave everything down there, though,” he said. “All the way. Do that tonight when you buy new clothes.”

He nodded his head quickly. He’d never shaved it before but he wanted to do anything to please the doctor.

“Now,” he said, “let’s see how your little virgin lady-boy cock tastes.”

He bent his head down between his legs and Andy could feel his warm breath against his shaft. Then the doctor’s tongue darted out and pressed against his smooth skin.

Now he couldn’t help himself as he moaned into his hand, doing his best to stop himself but it was unstoppable at that point. His back arched as he tried to press his hips into the doctor’s face.

Dr. Parker’s tongue roamed from his shaft, down to his balls, while he fingered Andy’s ass, sending waves of pleasure shooting through his body.

“Oh my god,” Andy whispered, his body trembling in ecstasy. He couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe this man was licking him there. It seemed so wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. He wanted him bad. An orgasm was fast approaching, and he knew it wouldn’t take much more.

Dr. Parker grabbed his hips, pulled Andy tight to him, sucking his cock with the skill of an expert.

No one had ever made his body feel like this before. And a doctor in a doctor’s office no less. This was beyond anything he could have possibly imagined when he woke up that morning. “I’m going to come,” he said. The muscles in his neck spasmed as he craned his head back, straining to reach his first climax from a man.

But then as quickly as he’d started, the doctor stopped.

Andy opened his eyes and looked down between his trembling knees to see the doctor standing between him, his hands on his hips, a wide grin on his handsome face. Andy’s eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to the noticeable outline of the doctor’s stiff cock against the thin fabric of his pants.

“You’re not bad,” he said. “Your body is young and healthy.”

Andy was out of breath from the pleasure the good doctor had just unleashed on him and didn’t know how to respond.

“But,” he continued, “I don’t know what I was thinking. I wanted you to get some experience with exams so that you can assist me, but how would me giving you an exam help you? I don’t have any girl patients either. It’s absurd if you think about it.”

Andy propped himself up on his elbows, his legs still open and his swollen cock exposed to the doctor. He realized how immodest that was and closed his legs, then sat up on the edge of the bed, the top of the paper gown still pulled down over his nipples.

The doctor frowned and shook his head. “We’ve been going about this all wrong, Mr. Granger. You should be the one doing the exam on me.” He nodded his head slightly down to the bulge in his pants, letting him know that was where the exam would be focused.
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Andy swallowed hard.

“What should I do?”

“You did a pretty good job getting the sample earlier, but there’s a few techniques you could learn for men that don’t cum as fast as a fourteen-year-old boy in heat. And you need to learn to do it more sexy. I don’t want the patients to think they’re getting jerked off by a robot.”

The doctor nodded again down to the bulge in his pants which was now at eye-level with Andy. Andy could make out the outline of the engorged crown at the end of his thick shaft and he had to pull his eyes away from it to pay attention to what the doctor was saying.

“Whatever you say, Doctor. I’m here to learn.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. Now, get down on your knees.” His blue eyes stared at him, not a hint of sarcasm on his face.

Andy paused for a moment, knowing where this was leading, knowing this couldn’t be normal, but he did it anyway. Because he wanted it. He wanted it bad. So, he climbed down off the bed, stepped out of the gown. But then he felt naked, so he put the panties back on, bending over in front of the doctor while he did it, giving him a nice view of his ass, really getting into the role of a flirting girl now. Then Andy knelt down in front of the doctor and looked up at it him, waiting for his instructions.

“Now take down my pants.”

Andy’s small hands fumbled with his belt, trying to keep them from shaking. He finally got it undone then managed to unbutton and unzip his pants, letting them fall to the floor. Dr. Parker wore blue boxer-briefs and his cock pressed against them, wanting to be released. Andy looked up at him.

“Don’t be shy now, Mr. Granger.”

He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of Dr. Parker’s underwear and slid them down. His cock jumped up at Andy and the force with which it sprung up startled him. Everything about it startled him. The size, the perfect shape, his huge shaved balls hanging below. The sight of it made him quiver and he couldn’t fathom taking the whole thing inside him. But he knew the human body had an unbelievable ability to adapt. Just like he was doing now, on his knees, in a doctor’s office in Chicago, far away from home, with the most massive cock he could only imagine in his wildest dreams staring back at him.

“Take it in your hand,” Mr. Granger.

He did as the doctor said and wrapped his small hand around the shaft, his fingers not even touching on the other side because it was so big around. And it was warm. Maybe his hands were cold from being in the office, but the heat coming off his huge hunk of flesh was remarkable.

“Use your other hand to cup the balls,” he said.

Andy’s free hand reached below his cock for his sack, cradling his testicles in his palm one at a time because that’s the only way they would fit.

“Very good, Mr. Granger. Now stroke the shaft. Squeeze it ever so slightly and move your hand up and down.”

Andy had no idea where this was going, but the whole situation was driving him wild. He wanted his cock so bad. Wanted it inside him. Wanted to do anything he could to please this demanding doctor. As Andy stroked his cock up and down, he massaged his balls. A small bit of liquid had collected at the tip and it glimmered in the florescent light of the office.

As if he knew what Andy was thinking, the doctor said, “Taste it. Put it in your mouth.”

He was hoping that’s what he would say. Without hesitation, Andy reached his tongue out and licked the glob of pre-come away, savoring the salty, sticky substance. Then he took the whole head into his mouth, wrapping his lips tight around it, suctioning onto him as his tongue probed against his flesh.

The doctor grabbed the back of his hair, pulling the edges of his scalp tight, as he brought Andy’s head forward to him.

Andy opened his mouth wide, letting the doctor guide him. It was his first time giving a blow job after all and he had no clue what he was doing. But he was a good student and eager to learn.

The doctor was gentle at first, letting him get used to the size of his penis, pressing Andy’s mouth onto his manhood a few inches, then pulling it off again, using a slow and steady motion. But then he gradually got faster, pushing Andy’s dainty head farther and farther onto him.

Andy strained his mouth as wide as it would go, trying to accommodate all of him. The tip of his cock hit the back of his throat and he fought against the urge to choke, wanting to please him so bad, not wanting him to stop having his way with him.

His pace became furious then, his hips pumping back and forth into his face as his hand moved Andy’s head around as if he were just a doll. His other hand reached down and cupped Andy’s chest, squeezing hard, pinching the nipple.

Spit was streaming down Andy’s chin, flying everywhere, as he let the doctor fuck his tight mouth, loving every dirty second of it.

Then the doctor pulled hard on Andy’s hair, forcing him all the way down onto his cock. The doctor’s legs twitched and he let out a deep groan as a spurt of hot liquid splashed against the back of Andy’s throat.

Instinctively, he tried to pull away, but the doctor held him there as another spurt of his come exploded into his mouth, then another and another. He groaned with each deposit of semen and his grip on Andy’s hair stayed iron-tight until he was finished and then he relaxed all at once.

Andy’s mouth was full of cum and cock as he looked up at the doctor’s relaxed face.

He opened his eyes and looked down at Andy. As he slid his dick from Andy’s mouth, he said, “Now swallow it.”

Andy gulped the semen. It took two swallows to get it all down and when he was done, he stuck his tongue out to show him that he’d done what he asked.

Dr. Parker smiled slightly. Then his smile cracked into a wide grin. As he pulled his pants up, his grin turned into a chuckle and finally gave way to a loud and guttural laugh.

Andy stood up, wiping spit from his chin. “What’s so funny?”

The doctor looked at him and kept laughing. He was laughing so hard that tears started to come out of his eyes. He had to lean his hand down on the bed to keep from falling over, he was laughing so hard. “I’m sorry. It’s just so rich.”

“What is?” Andy folded his arms in front of his naked chest, feeling rather exposed then, wishing he had his clothes on.

Dr. Parker managed to control his laughter for long enough to say, “Come on, tell me the truth. Did you really think you were going to be helping me with exams?”

The back of Andy’s neck burned as he stared at the doctor. “What are you talking about?”

The doctor kept laughing. Every time he met Andy’s eyes his laughter intensified.

Andy stared at him, anger starting to build deep within his belly as the truth of the situation donned on him. How could he have been so naïve?

The doctor saw his expression. “Oh don’t be mad. You won’t be helping me do exams. I mean come on. You’ve never had any training. You’re just going to be answering the phones. Well, jacking off patients too. Not sucking their cocks to get semen samples though. That wouldn’t be very sterile would it? But mainly you’ll just be looking cute. That’s your job.” He burst out into another fit of laughter.

The advice Andy’s mother gave him that morning came back to him: to not let anybody take advantage of him, to remember where he came from.

Andy couldn’t believe he’d been so stupid. The way the doctor was laughing at him made his blood boil. There was a pair of scissors on the table and he stared at them for a moment, imagining what it would be like to snatch them up, shove them into that smug face of his. His mom didn’t raise him to take crap like this from anybody, especially someone as cocky and rude as this asshole. But there was no denying the way Dr. Parker made his body feel. It was pure ecstasy. His cock was perfect in every way except one: it was attached to a prick of a man.

He kept laughing, unable to control himself, and Andy couldn’t take it anymore. He raged at him. “You think I’m just going to be your little fuck toy? That I’m going to just suck your cock any time you want? Let you use me for your sick fantasies?” Even as he said the words, knowing that he wouldn’t stand for any man using him, there was a part of him that was turned on by it, turned on by this sexy bastard.

The doctor just kept laughing though.

He got in his face and screamed, “Stop laughing!”

Dr. Parker’s expression turned serious then. “If you want to keep this job, you will be my little fuck toy. And don’t act like you don’t like it.” He ogled his naked body, running his hand down his cheek.

Andy slapped his hand away, taking a step back.

The doctor continued, “If you want to keep this job you’ll do exactly as I say. You’ll dress more sexy, you’ll keep that little cock and ass of yours shaved. I’m going to need to be servicing myself a lot with you. Do you know that my testosterone is four times higher than a normal man’s? That means I need to fuck a lot.”

Dr. Parker grabbed his cock, still semi-hard and big as ever as if to emphasize that last point.

Andy couldn’t help but stare at it. Despite everything, the doctor had awoken a hidden desire inside him and he wanted to ride that thing so bad. It was more than a want. It was a need. A primal need he felt deep within him.

“And,” the doctor said, “if you don’t want to do it, there’s a line of girls willing to take your place.”

The doctor pulled his pants back up. “I want you to be here tomorrow at 8am sharp. You better be shaved and you better have on some sexy new clothes.”

Andy stared at him, considering his options. There was no way in hell this man was going to get the better of him. But he wasn’t raised to back down from a fight either. He could tuck tail and run back home, abandon his apartment, put his dreams on hold. Or he could make the best of a bad situation. It wasn’t clear to him just what that might look like but he was willing to try it.

“I can’t hear you, Mr. Granger. Are we in agreement?”

Andy flared his nostrils, wanted to slap the shit-eating grin off the bastard’s face. But he realized at that moment that if he wanted to win this fight, it wouldn’t be with strength. The doctor had that department covered. No, if he wanted to beat this cock-sure, misogynistic asshole he was going to have to be more cunning than him. And the beginning of a plan was starting to form in his mind. “I agree,” he said, shrugging his shoulders and even managing a smile.

“Good, that’s very good. I think you won’t regret that decision Mr. Granger.”

He wouldn’t, he thought to himself, but Dr. Parker might.

As the doctor left the room, he started laughing again. He paused and stopped his giggling long enough to say, “I’m going to take the rest of the day off so I want you to stay and answer the phones.”

After work, on the way to the train station, wearing his own clothes again, Andy’s thoughts raced, a million different ideas rushing through like a waterfall, until a plan started to gel. A plan that would take some serious balls to pull off, but if it worked he was going to be in a very dominant position over Dr. Douchebag.

A tap on his shoulder interrupted his scheming.

The same man from that morning was standing there, smiling at him. “Excuse me,” he said, “I left my wallet in a cab, and–”

Andy pushed the man back, and said in a voice loud enough that the people around him could hear, “Get the fuck away from me, asshole. You already ran your little scam on me this morning. I’m not going to fall for it twice.”

The man’s fake smile disappeared and his eyes shifted from side to side.

He raised his voice even more, “You should be ashamed of yourself trying to take advantage of people’s generosity.”

The man turned and started to walk away quickly, avoiding the stares of everyone around.

Andy couldn’t believe the nerve of some people. Were there no decent human beings left in the world? His phone rang. He saw it was his mother and considered letting it go to voicemail but she was probably just wanting to know how his first day went. He didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to have to lie to her. But sometimes you had to do things you didn’t want to.

Putting on his best happy face, he answered, “Hi, Mom.”

They spoke for a while, his mother telling him about how things were going at home, how their dog was doing, that they missed him but were happy he was doing what he wanted, making his own way in the world.

When they hung up, he was in a better mood. And even more, he knew exactly what he was going to do. A smile crept across his face as he walked the rest of the way to the train.
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The next day he showed up at the office wearing a skirt so short if he bent over the slightest bit, anyone standing behind him would get a perfect shot of the black panties barely covering his ass. On the walk from the train station to the office that morning, he felt the cool air against the freshly shaved skin between his legs and it started to make him hard. He savored the looks of all the men staring at his new outfit, a short skirt and tight-fitting top he’d picked up at the mall. At least he could be thankful to the doctor for making him realize he felt so right about dressing as a woman.

Andy made sure to get there extra early to get things set up and by the time the doctor strolled in that morning he was sitting behind the receptionist desk, waiting, trying to cool the nerves in the pit of his stomach that threatened every moment to morph into a full-blown panic attack. But he wasn’t going to let anything—especially not some jittery butterflies—get in the way of his plan for the good doctor.

Andy stood up and came out from behind the desk, letting the doctor see his new outfit.

Dr. Parker’s eyes widened as he stared at him. “I see you haven’t changed your mind about our little arrangement, Mr. Granger. You made the right decision.” He walked closer to him, staring at his padded chest. “And I have to admit, you don’t look half-bad.”

Andy forced a smile. He looked better than half-bad. He looked absolutely stunning, and he knew it. Any doubts about what he was going to do quickly left his mind as a wave of confidence enveloped him.

He straightened his tie for him and ran his hand slowly down the doctor’s muscular chest, over his chiseled abs, and down between his legs, cupping his package for a moment, smiling at him.

Then slowly he lifted the front of his skirt up to show him his freshly shaved legs and black thong panties. Being close to him was actually turning him on and he felt the tingling already building inside him. “I shaved everything for you, just like you asked,” he said.

The doctor grinned, looked down, and nodded. “I see that.” He ran a finger along the edge of Andy’s panties, before slipping it inside, touching his hardening dick. “And you’re enjoying it I see,” he said.

Andy moaned as Dr. Parker fondled his cock. This part wasn’t even acting. Something about him turned Andy on to no end. He wanted the doctor to fuck him so bad. Take that perfect cock of his and ride him like there was no tomorrow. Make himself come all over it, make him his little fuck toy.

“Are you ready,” Andy said, “for your morning blow job, Doctor?”

Dr. Parker took his hand out of Andy’s panties, saying, “Mr. Granger, I was skeptical about you at first but I can see now you’re going to do just fine here.”

“I want to do the best job I can, Doctor. Meet you in Exam Room 2 in five minutes?” And without waiting for a response, Andy turned and slowly walked away from him, letting his ass waggle back and forth, giving the doctor a good view of what was to come, his heart beating faster than a field mouse being stalked by a tom cat.

Once inside Exam Room 2, he quickly checked his phone that he’d setup on the shelf earlier, turned the camera on, then sat down on the bed, rehearsing in his mind what he was going to say.

Adrenaline was pumping through him but he steeled himself, ready to do whatever it took to make this work. He leaned back on the bed, crossed his legs, and waited.

When the Doctor came in, he could see his rock hard dick through the front of his pants. Dr. Parker walked up in front of him, his hands on his hips, not saying anything, waiting for him.

It’s go time, he thought.

“Dr. Parker?” he said.

“What?” The doctor was staring at Andy’s crotch.

“I think I’m having second thoughts about this,” he said.

Dr. Parker sighed, shook his head, then unbuttoned the front of his pants.

Andy uncrossed his legs and continued, “How do I know you’ll keep your word that if I fuck you I’ll get to keep my job?”

The doctor pulled out his cock, started stroking it. “I’m a man, sweetie-pie. And a man always keeps his word. Like I said before, you do everything I ask: blowjobs, fucking whenever I want, then you have a job for the summer. I guarantee it.”

He pulled his pants and underwear down, presenting Andy his huge cock. “But I don’t have time for any bullshit. What’s it going to be?”

Andy climbed down off the exam table and got down on his knees in front of him. He was even more turned on now, and he reached between his legs, touching his own dick, through his panties. “You make me so excited,” Andy said, then started to lick Dr. Parker’s balls, taking one into his mouth, sucking it, then moving on to the other.

“And your cock—” It really was a thing of beauty, even if it was attached to a douche bag. “—it’s so fucking big.”

As he stroked his shaft up and down with his small hand, he tugged at himself with short, fast strokes, getting closer to climax.

Dr. Parker grabbed the back of his hair, pulled his mouth onto the tip of his cock and started to have his way with Andy.

Andy moaned; the dick buried deep into his throat muffled the sounds he made. Spit streamed out of his mouth and dripped off his chin. This was the hottest he’d ever felt in his life.

Andy collected some spit off his chin on to his finger and reached between his legs, pressing it into his ass.

“I want you to fuck me,” Andy said.

“Don’t mind if I do,” the doctor said, pulling Andy up to his feet. Forcefully he turned Andy around, and bent him over the exam table. Then he ripped the thin piece of black material covering Andy’s asshole to the side and pushed the tip of his cock against Andy’s channel.

Doing his best to relax, Andy stroked his shaft, waiting for the doctor to penetrate him.

Slowly, the doctor pressed himself inside Andy, inch by inch, filling him up until he got all the way in. With the same deliberate motion, he pulled out again.

Then he started thrusting harder, holding Andy in place by the hips, his body slapping against Andy’s bare ass with every forceful stroke.

Something in his ass tingled with pleasure, slowly building up as the doctor pounded him. That new feeling of a g-spot in his butt, combined with the thought that he was being fucked like a girl was the most pleasurable thing he’d ever experienced.

Then the tension that had built up between his legs suddenly let loose like a dam bursting. He came hard, moaning and squirming. Warm liquid coated his fingers as he pulled on his cock.

Almost in unison with Andy’s orgasm, the doctor roared and with one last hard thrust, Andy could feel the doctor coming inside him, filling his passageway with warm semen.

After he finished coming, the doctor slapped Andy on the ass and watched the cum leak out of him.

Dr. Parker grinned at Andy. “I could get used to this.” He wiped himself off, got his pants back up and as he was leaving the room, the good doctor said, “Make me some coffee sweetheart. I’m beat.”

Andy’s heart raced as he used a paper towel to wipe the cum off his ass and then his own mess he’d made on the exam table. It was amazing how he could dislike Dr. Parker’s personality so much yet be so turned on by his body. Then he reached up to get the phone he hid earlier. It was still recording, and he blew a kiss at the screen before hitting stop. Perfect. Of course, he emailed a copy to himself and one to a friend back home, just in case, with a note not to look at in unless it was necessary. There was no point in going to all this trouble and not keeping some insurance.

Andy straightened his skirt, fixed his hair and pulled his shoulders back before he strutted out of the exam room and into the reception area to take a seat behind the front desk.

Dr. Parker looked at him, frowning. “Did you forget something?”

Andy put on his most innocent smile for him. This was going to be good. “I don’t think so.”

“The fucking coffee. I just asked you two seconds ago.”

Still with the smile, “I heard you.”

“So?”

Andy rose from the desk and sauntered over to Dr. Parker, then gave him a little smack on that perfect, muscular ass. “So you can make it yourself.”

The look on his face was priceless, and Andy wished he had his camera out to capture it. Dr. Parker’s ears turned red first and then it spread to his entire face until he’d taken on a nice crimson hue. This was a man who had taken too much testosterone and the rage that was spewing out of his pores was the proof.

“What the fuck did you just say?” he screamed at him, spit flying.

Andy took a few steps back. “You heard me.” Still confident but his heart pounded, nevertheless. The man wasn’t looking particularly stable at the moment.

“What the fuck is this?”

“This is me,” he said, “giving you a little taste of your own medicine. From now on you can make your own coffee because things are going to be different around here.”

“Get the fuck out of here. You’re fired!”

“Am I? I don’t think so. First, I’ll go to the police. You’ll be arrested, lose your license, your business. And once you’re in jail, I’ll sue you for everything you own.”

Dr. Parker’s face softened then, turning into a smile. “Wow,” he said. “You really are that naïve aren’t you? Just a little farm boy in the big city.” Now he was laughing. “Oh man. That’s rich.”

“I don’t know why you’re laughing,” Andy said.

“Because nobody will believe you.”

“Really? I have a video—” He held up the phone. “—that says otherwise.”

He pressed play and when Dr. Parker heard what was on it a switch flipped in him and he grabbed the phone from Andy, snapped it in half and threw it against the wall, shattering it into a million pieces.

But Andy kept his cool still. “Breaking it won’t matter. I made copies. And if anything happens to me, people will know.”

Dr. Parker’s shoulders slumped then; he sighed, shook his head before sitting down behind the desk, resting his face in his hands.

“Just relax,” Andy said. “Everything’s going to be okay. I hate to see you all depressed. It’s not very sexy. I need you to keep up your manly disposition you know? I’m going to keep working here. I’ll get a raise of course. No, actually you’ll make me partner—fifty, fifty. Your company—excuse me, our company—will pay for my college, and then med school. Then you’ll help me start my own clinic.”

“Fuck me,” Dr. Parker said, the words barely audible.

Andy smiled. “That’s what I was going to say next.” He put his hand on Dr. Parker’s shoulder. “And the best part is you’re going to be my little sex toy.”

He kissed Dr. Parker’s cheek and grabbed his cock. “Starting right now.”

THE END


More from Jackie



Want to read more books by Jackie Starr?

Click the link below to sign up for her mailing list and we’ll send you an exclusive, free book, that you can’t get anywhere else!

GET MY FREE BOOK

OEBPS/image_rsrc2PD.jpg
&)
o

TRANSFORMATIGN

TRANSGENDER CROSSDESSING
COLLECTION






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc2PE.jpg





