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Dedication

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish transgender, and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


What’s Inside Here

This is the SEVENTH book of the Series – A compilation of all SIX books of the series. Paperback coming soon!!

In this volume you will find SIX hot stories of secretly crossdressing sissies and the transgender women who help to bring these young men “over the threshold” into . . . well, you know! Many of these stories have an element of truth to them, based upon the author’s actual experiences and told in a very entertaining way! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, and I also have links created where you can find ALL of my works on AMAZON/KINDLE for your reading pleasure. Most of these stories are short reads – under one hour. ENJOY!

❤️ JD
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Chapter One

___________________________

____

~Brennan~

My name is Brennan Heth, and I’ve always had a problem with girls, even before I went away to college. I’m a shy type, and I mostly fantasize and watch online porn and get off on the stories of adventures my roommate Doug and my friends tell me. Now I’m not exactly built like a stud either. I’m kind of “invisible.” I’m about five feet, nine inches tall, my hair is curly, and I’m skinny as a rail. Everything was about to change in my junior year when a transfer student name Kylie moved into my dorm.

Kylie was everything I fantasized about, and she was really fucking HOT. She was five feet six inches tall, with raven hair past her shoulders and brown eyes. She had a perfect figure that she loved to show off in stuff like one-piece, mid-thigh PVC dresses that came up to about mid-thigh level. They made her ass wiggle when she walked by, and her hips bounced back and forth like a metronome. I have kind of a shoe fetish; and she wears these strapped high heels and PVC dresses – to class!

I’ve got an intro to economics course with her, and she likes to sit in an aisle seat with her legs crossed. So naturally, I make sure to sit about four rows behind her and in the first seat of the opposite aisle. I’d pretend to be looking at my iPhone and snap pictures of her which I would later pleasure myself to back in my room when Doug was out.

I never had the courage to approach her, but at a dorm party my roommate Doug was talking her up (he’s got balls that guy), and he introduced me. Kylie just gave me a nod and made like I didn’t exist for the rest of the night.

My shyness didn’t escape the notice of my friends, and they constantly teased me for the past three years about my inexperience and lack of interpersonal skills with girls. My looks only contributed to the abuse I took. I hated it and I was ashamed of myself. If they knew about my pictures and what I did with them afterwards, my life would be ruined. So I moved those photos to my trash folder, and before thirty days were up, I’d renew them. At that particular dorm party, I was all alone, feeling sorry for myself, and nursing a red cup of beer from the keg over in a corner of the room.

One evening I was doing my laundry in the dorm basement and Kylie was there doing her’s. She was putting her wash in and didn’t even say hello to me – not even a nod. What a bitch! But I came back and put my stuff in the dryer and noticed that she still had thirty minutes to go on her dry cycle. So I quickly ran to the door and looked out into the hallway, and it was empty. Then I went back inside the room and opened her dryer up. I got a chill down my back when I picked up a deep purple G-String from inside. It was still damp, and I placed it up against my face and inhaled the fresh, floral scent. It was made of satin and as I rubbed it between my fingers I imagined how it would feel on my cock if it was dry; so silky and “girlie.” It really excited me and made my mind go off in all sorts of crazy directions. Reluctantly, I placed it back in the dryer and the cycle resumed.

It seemed we liked to do our washes at the same time, and like clockwork we were always in the laundry room together. But every time it was the same story – she never said a word to me. It was as if I didn’t exist at all. I found out from Doug that Kylie had a boyfriend who lived in an apartment off campus; some asshole football jock named Vern. He was a senior and supposedly he was good enough to go pro. That only increased my feelings of unworthiness and hopelessness about ever getting to know Kylie.

~Kylie~

Kylie wasn’t really thrilled with her boyfriend Vern. He had different ideas about what “pleasure’ meant than Kylie. She met her best friend Jennifer one sunny afternoon outside on the quad for a cup of STARBUCKS Coffee to talk about things.

“So what’s going on between you and Vern, Kylie? You’ve been seeing him for what now – two months?” Jennifer asked. “And you don’t seem happy at all.”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Okay, so are you guys fucking like jackrabbits? I’ve heard these big, dumb jocks practically live by their cocks. Oh, sorry hun, I didn’t mean anything bad.”

Kylie laughed. “Oh that’s all right Jen – he is sort of dumb, but that’s what I like about him, and he’s sweet. The thing is, he’s like a prude when it comes to sex. It’s always the same ‘missionary position,’ or nothing at all. Of course, he loves it when I give him a blow job, but he’s not interested in ‘spicing things up’ a bit, you know?”

“You mean like toys?”

“Yes that’s part of it. I like furry handcuffs, being tied down, ball gagged and sometimes even whipped . . .”

Jennifer held her hands up like a stop signal. “Whoa girlfriend, that’s going a little too far,” she said laughing. “Even for me!” and they both laughed.

The two girls were silent for a bit, sipping their drinks and watching the other students pass by.

Jennifer placed her hand on her chin, turned to Kylie and said, “Kylie can you keep a secret?”

“Sure Jen, what is it?”

“I used to have a similar problem with Bud, but I found a great solution. So maybe I was just kidding when I asked you to stop describing your sex life to me.” Jennifer was grinning.

At this, Kylie’s ears perked up and Jennifer said, “I happened to notice Bud’s laptop open one day when I was in his room. I turned it on because naturally, he gave me – his girlfriend – his password. Now that I think of it, he probably wanted me to look at his files.”

“Okay, so what did you find? Did you discover he was a serial killer with a wood chipper in his backyard or something. A tub of acid maybe?” Kylie said laughing.

“No, but what I did find blew my mind. I discovered that Bud was turned on – very turned on by dressing like a girl, and then having sex with a woman while dressed like one. In other words, he wanted me to ‘feminize’ him; clothing, makeup, wig, the whole works. Well let me tell you something Kylie. I did. And since that day our sex has been incredible. He even loves taking a strap on dildo up the ass!”

Kylie was astonished, and her mouth opened into a big “O.” “C’mon Jennifer. You’re shitting me.”

“No I’m not – swear to God, hope to die, all that.”

Kylie shook her head. “Sorry Jen, that’s one thing I doubt Vern would ever go for. He’s too much of, of a . . . dumb jock.”

“Well you won’t know until you try Kylie. Besides, it’d be my pleasure to help you out. Maybe I could get Bud involved too,” she said as a mischievous grin spread across her face.

Kylie thought about that on her way back to the dorm, and it made her pussy moist just thinking about it. She was going to Vern’s house that night and she would bring it up. But first, she needed to do her laundry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

~Brennan~

Iwonder what would happen if I actually took one of Kylie’s G-Strings out of the dryer and kept it – sort of as a souvenir, Brennan thought to himself, carrying a load of his own laundry down to the laundry room. She’s got so many of ‘em she’d probably never notice as a wide grin appeared on his face.

Sure enough, like clockwork, Kylie was doing her wash. She was placing her wet clothes from the machine into the dryer, set the timer for sixty minutes and left the room.

Brennan put his wash in meanwhile, then left the laundry room only to return one hour later. He knew it would be cutting it close. He never knew how long it took her to collect her clothes from the dryer, or when she came down. So he had an idea. He would see how much time she had left on the dryer and be down there just as her wash finished the cycle. Then he would keep an ear out for footsteps coming down the hallway to the laundry room. He was only planning to take one G-String out. She’d never know it was missing.

Meanwhile, back at his room, Doug, his roommate noticed Brennan sitting at his desk with his laptop open and watching his iPhone all the time. He looked nervous.

“Hey, whatsa’ matter Brennan? You look like you gotta be somewhere. Anything going on tonight?”

“No, just waiting for my laundry to finish drying, that’s all. Got a lot of work to do, and I don’t wanna go down there too late.” He noticed Doug had put on a nice shirt and sprayed some cheap cologne on.

“So where are you going tonight?”

Doug had a big smile light up his face. “Me? Oh buddy boy, I’ve got a date with Monica Cardo from downstairs. Know her?”

“Yeah, isn’t she the hot Brazilian girl Larry dated?”

“That’s ancient history bro’ – she’s really into me and I think I may be staying the night so don’t wait up for me, okay?”

“Can you do me a favor Doug?”

“Sure, what?”

“If you’re not coming back later, can you text me?”

Dumb fucking thing to say! Now I have to make up some bullshit excuse about why I wanna know! Okay, I know what to say . . .

“Why Brennan? You planning to bring someone back here after all?”

“Well, could be. See, in a half an hour I’m taking out a girl from my economics class and I might need the room.”

“Really Brennan? Two minutes ago you told me you were waiting for your laundry and that you had a shit ton of work to do. So, which is it?”

“Well, I do have a lot of work, yeah, but I’m just not in the mood, and this girl – Carol (quick thinking Brennan, attaboy!) from my eco class asked to go out with me any night I was free.”

Doug shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, I mean, I’ve never heard you talk about a girl before, but I guess you’re just a late bloomer. Cool, have a nice time – see ya’ later,” Doug said, giving a mock salute as he left the room shaking his head.

Brennan’s heart was beating fast as he thought about his little game of subterfuge and the now very real possibility that he would be able to pull off his “panty raid.” His iPhone told him it was time to go downstairs to the laundry room. He practically jumped down the two flights of stairs to get there. His cock was throbbing with delight just thinking about what treasures awaited him in Kylie’s dryer.

There was another girl putting away her stuff from the dyer, but she was nothing compared to Kylie. His dryer buzzed and he started putting his stuff into his basket very slowly. Then Kylie’s buzzer went off, and luckily the other girl left. He gave her a solid minute, (counting down from his phone), and went to the door to scan the hallway. It was empty! Now he ran over to the dryer with Kylie’s things and as soon as he opened the dryer he smelled the fresh scent of the paper fragrance sheet used.

Quickly, and keeping an ear out for footsteps, he rummaged through, skimpy blouses, bras, and assorted things. Then he struck gold! He found a purple G-String and emerald green satin panties – two things. Humm, he thought. Should I take out the G-String, OR the G-String AND the hot satin panties?

He wasn’t finished yet – because underneath the panties he saw an emerald green, laced stretch bra. Jackpot! Now he had three items to satisfy his fantasies!

Before his brain could truly register the choice, his hand grabbed onto all three. He quickly shut the door to Kylie’s dryer and put his new prizes in the middle of the clothes in his basket.

Brennan’s cock was rock hard as he mindlessly filled his basket, barely folding anything, thinking of the forbidden pleasure he would enjoy with Kylie’s things. Then Kylie walked in, maybe one minute after he pilfered his treasures. The act gave him new found confidence. He loved it when a devious little plan like this worked out. Wait a second, what’s THIS??? Damn! She looked so hot even when she just comes down to the laundry room. She was wearing a fucking one-piece hot pink silk teddy with the hem practically up to her breasts. There was no bra on underneath, and her tits stuck out like two newly sharpened pencils! She was wearing flip flops. Hell, have some decency girl. If you’re going to walk around looking like a slut, makeup and all – in the ‘laundry room,’ at least wear stiletto heels!

He took a deep breath as she was putting her clothes into her bag and said, “Hi, my name is Brennan. My roommate Doug introduced us at the dorm party the other week.”

She turned to him with a look of surprise on her face. “Oh yeah, hi. I remember. My name’s Kylie.”

Wow, she remembered me!

“Nice to meet you Kylie.”

“Brennan is it?”

“Yes.”

“I, uh, I have a little problem Brennan. I need a guy’s perspective. Do you mind?”

What was this? She noticed me, AND wants MY opinion??? Wow. Okay.

“No of course not,” he said grinning from ear to ear.

“Well it’s kind of personal.”

“Okay, I’m listening.”

“See, my boyfriend . . .” she took a deep breath, and her eyes became teary. “My boyfriend . . . he broke up with me today. Just out of the blue! I never saw it coming, and we were supposed to go to my sister’s wedding next month! I thought he was genuine, sweet, and . . . and,” then she broke down in sobs.

Brennan remembered. Her boyfriend was the big senior jock – the pro football prospect. Why the hell would she break up with him?

Before he could register anything, her head was in his shoulder and soaking his t-shirt. His cock was throbbing, and he was also at a loss for what to do.

“Don’t worry Kylie. If a guy breaks the heart of a beautiful girl like you, he isn’t worth shit.”

She stopped crying, pulled away, and looked Brennan in the eyes. He could see that her mascara was running down her cheeks looking like black tears. Her expression turned from bleak sadness to hopeful in a second.

“Do you really believe that Brennan?”

“Yes, yes I do – really. The guy sounds like an asshole, pardon my French.”

“Well that’s just it. He isn’t an asshole, and there’s nothing wrong with me, but I just don’t understand it.” Of course she didn’t tell Brennan that she wanted to feminize Vern, have him dress like a girl and have explosive sex which he refused.

“Yeah, I suppose guys can be such jerks sometimes.”

Then her expression changed. “But you’re not a jerk Brennan. You seem very understanding and, and really nice. I bet your girlfriend is lucky to have you!”

“I, uh, I don’t have a girlfriend,” Brennan stammered.

Kylie’s hands were on Brennan’s shoulders, and she moved in closer to him and felt his raging boner through his gym shorts. Now her expression turned into a smirk.

“Well Brennan, I guess that leaves an unlucky girl out there somewhere, right?” Fuck, is she rubbing her thigh up against my cock? Is this really happening??

“Uh, maybe.”

“Brennan, could you help me out?”

“Anything.”

“Okay, I’m going to close the door to the laundry room here and place a chair up against the door, and put the rubber door stop on the bottom so no one can come in, and then I’m going to sit myself on top of that utility trunk in the corner with my legs spread open, and I would like it very much if you fucked my brains out, okay?”

Brennan was stupefied. His wildest fantasy was coming true!

Now who can refuse that. Holy shit! Is that a wet stain on her teddy from her rubbing herself on my cock? I guess it is. Okay pal – go for it!!!

***

Kylie hopped on top of the utility trunk, kicked off her sandals and spread her legs open wide. Then she flicked her head, so her luscious, raven-colored hair fell forward, partly covering her face and the front of her shoulders. She looked at Brennan with a misty, faraway look of pure hunger. Her tits looked like they got even bigger and sharper, poking out from the silk teddy. Slowly, she shifted a bit and pulled the teddy up, exposing a beautiful and sweating pussy with engorged lips, and wetness leaking out of the gateway. She slowly took her index finger, not taking her eyes off of Brennan and rubbed it up and down over her sopping clit while moaning and playing with it like a rubber band, snapping it between her thumb and middle finger. She shivered and looked at Brennan, sticking her tongue out at him and licked her lips as she rubbed, her pussy juices pooling on the cover of the trunk.

With her other hand, she crooked her index finger at Brennan to come closer. As soon as he was within reach, she pulled down his gym shorts, and Brennan pulled down his boxers, kicking both off onto the floor.

She scissored her legs around Brennan’s waist, and placed her arms around Brennan’s shoulders and deeply kissed him, biting his lower lip until she drew a little blood. “Ouch! What the fuck, Kylie?”

She laughed. “Sorry, come here,” she said, and tightened her grip on his shoulders, placing her tongue deep inside his mouth.

Brennan pulled off a second and stammered, “Uh, I’ve never done this before . . . and I,”

“Oh that’s so sweet. So you’re a virgin. That means you’ll always remember your first time, satisfying a very horny, hot and bothered woman.”

Now she grabbed for his cock – the trunk being the perfect height for them.

“Wow, such a big, hard cock! I may have trouble fitting this into my pussy,” she said with a fake frown. “But don’t worry,” she said, kissing him, and pulling off him, “I’ll give it back to you,” and kissed him again.

She grabbed Brennan’s cock with her fingers made into a tight fist barely able to cover his girth, and slowly rubbed the head of his cock from her mound to below her pussy, getting it covered in her juice which gave off a sweet-musky fragrance. When she rubbed it over her clit she shuddered.

God – when is she going to put me inside of that??

He didn’t have to wait long. She positioned the head of his cock right over the opening of her pussy and slid it inside of her, going as far as his head. The feeling was incredible; silky, wet and so TIGHT! Brennan thought he was going to cum right away without any more play, but Kylie hooked her legs harder, driving him in deeper. Now Brennan and Kylie got into a natural rhythm; the whole time her head leaning forward kissing him.

He broke off from her mouth – out of breath and moaned as he shot a huge load of cum deep inside her pussy. He kept going, and big globs of cum leaked out from the sides of his cock. They were locked tight to each other, and she let out a scream which could probably be heard all through the dorm.

“OH FUCK BRENNAN! You’re soooo good! And just think! This is only your first time!”

Brennan felt like he was going to collapse, and he was out of breath from the excitement of finally getting laid in such a mind-blowing way. Not only that, but Kylie was also his chief fantasy. Now, he thought, he could really enjoy the two “souvenirs” he had in his laundry basket.

“I have to have you again Brennan. This is such a difficult time for me, and you really helped me to get over my dumb jerk of a boyfriend!”

He was at a loss to say anything profound, and could only say, “Uh, sure, anytime. That was wonderful, Kylie.”

“Brennan, what number did you say your room was again?”

“I didn’t – why?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I just thought I might need to be consoled again soon.”

“Okay, I’m in 237.”

“Good, I’ll remember that Brennan,” She said and pulled him in for a long, good night kiss.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

_____

~Brennan~

The next day, Kylie and Jennifer were at their usual seats in the quad, just outside the STARBUCKS. “So what’s with the big grin Kylie?” Jennifer asked, as she sipped her coffee.

“I got laid last night, and it was incredible!”

“You mean you actually enjoyed fucking Vern?” Jennifer asked, amazed.

“Umm, not exactly. It wasn’t Vern!”

“NOT Vern??”

“No, it’s strange. I was alone in the laundry room with this guy from my dorm named Brennan. It’s funny. I never gave him the time of day before. I think I met him briefly at a dorm party a couple of weeks ago. But anyway, I was wearing my hot pink teddy, the one that drives Vern crazy – down in the laundry room!”

“Such a slut you are Kylie!” Jennifer said laughing. “In the laundry room?”

“I know. There was something about this guy. I seduced him and while we were fucking, I imagined him dressed like a girl – you know, how I wish Vern would let me feminize him. He was just ‘the type,’ you know – skinny, sort of an effeminate face. Like, he would be perfect to feminize, and I suppose I just got carried away. I even lied to him.”

“What do you mean?”

Kylie was laughing. “I told him that I broke up with my boyfriend, and I needed a little ‘consoling.’”

“God, you really are a slut Kylie.”

“Yes, the biggest!!”

“So what are you gonna do about Vern?”

“I don’t know yet. I know that now I want to feminize him even more. When I fantasized that this guy Brennan, who was a virgin by the way, was dressed as a girl, the sex was great. Now I have to get Vern to do what Bud could. I just wish I could find a way.”

“You’re a ‘cradle robber’ Kylie.” The both of them were laughing now.

That evening Brennan and Doug were in their room studying and Doug got a phone call from his parents. Evidently, his grandmother was in the hospital and Doug would have to go home for a couple of days. He only lived about an hour and a half away from the campus.

“That really sucks Doug, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah what can you do? I mean she’s eighty years old and each year it’s something new with her. So I’m gonna leave tomorrow morning after my poly sci class and I’ll call you and keep you posted.”

“Sure. Anything you want me to do?”

“Naw, that’s okay. I got a couple of guys to give me the chapter assignments and I can also tune in virtually.” That was a relic of the pandemic that seemed to stick around – hybrid instruction.

“Well okay. So you got your bases covered.”

Brennan’s mind was in a spin. Hell, he could even sleep in Kylie’s panties for a couple of nights! She’s got my room number too, he thought. Maybe if I see her I can ask her to stay over! The possibilities seemed endless.

The next night, Brennan made sure he flipped his door to the locked position, and opened up his bottom dresser drawer. He kept his souvenirs underneath his socks and gym shorts. He moved a couple of pairs of socks out of the way and ran his hands over the pouch of the G-String and then the emerald green panties. He threw the bra on the bed. That would go on last. His cock was immediately hard and aching. He stepped out of his gym shorts and boxers and decided on the G-String first. The pouch had an elastic lining and would easily hold his junk.

He sat on the bed and slowly pulled the G-String over his smooth, practically hairless legs. It felt cool and delicious sliding up them. Now he stood and positioned the pouch over his cock, and the strap in the rear between his butt cheeks. He loved the way the soft, satin material felt – nestled in snugly. He got a chill, like a strange twitching in his butt. So this is what it feels like when a girl wants cock, he said softly to himself.

He felt so bad. He’d never done anything like this before; so sneaky, so ‘sexy.’ He worked his hand down the front of the pouch and gently took his cock and rubbed it across the emerald satin. Oh my God this feels so fucking good! He didn’t want to cum inside the thong, but already a little bit of pre cum leaked out. So he took a box of tissues and placed it on his bed, wiping the tip of his cock with one of them.

The bra was a little tight when he slipped it on over his head. When he looked in the mirror, the illusion of cleavage was present. No, it wasn’t just an illusion – it fucking was cleavage!

It was like he was having an ‘out-of-body experience,’ because now he touched the tip of his cock again and stood in front of the long mirror behind his room’s door, admiring himself from another person’s perspective. This time he dabbed a bit of pre cum and placed it in his mouth, enjoying the sweet-salty taste. His t-shirt was off, and he actually had the shape of a real girl. His hips were just round enough.

He posed in front of the mirror, talking dirty to himself. Oh how he wished he could be a real slut! He was full of envy for these women who could have these experiences. He wondered how the G-String felt against their pussies, so tight and good.

Next he would try on the satin boxer panties and jerk off in them, letting his jizz go into a bunch of tissues. It felt totally natural to him. He continued to strut in front of the mirror.

Just as he was done admiring himself and ready to slip off the G-String and place the panties on, he heard a knock on his door!! Doug was gone and he wouldn’t knock either, so who could it be? He had better keep quiet. Suddenly the door knob started to turn against the lock. It was smart locking the door he thought – his heart racing so fast he could almost hear it!

Then he heard a pop! The lock mechanism was weak. Now he remembered Doug telling him a while ago that they had to get the doorknob changed! Too late – the door flew open, and standing in the doorway was . . . Kylie.

“WHAT THE FUCK????? Brennan!?”

“Uh, Kylie, I can explain. I have a transgender sociology class.” Sure Brennan – you’re brilliant, as usual. Now you’re DEAD – BUSTED!

“Transgender sociology class my ass!” Kylie said. “With my thong and my bra????”

Instead of charging at him or screaming, Kylie had a big grin light up her face. “Why you little shit,” she said, feigning disgust. “I should have you reported for stealing my clothes.” His body was blocking the bed. “What other things of mine have you stolen?” she said. Then she moved her upper body around Brennan’s and saw the boxer panties on his bed behind him.

Before Brennan could respond Kylie had her iPhone out and was snapping picture after picture of Brennan wearing her thong and bra, and the green satin boxer panties on his bed.

“Boy I’ve got you now! Wait till these go up on my INSTAGRAM page,” she said with an air of evil triumph. Brennan was exactly where she wanted him. This couldn’t have worked out better if she and Jennifer had planned it. Just as that thought crossed her mind, Kylie called Jennifer and was staring and smiling at Brennan the whole time.

“Please don’t Kylie! Please!” Brennan was desperate not to let his secret to get out. His life would be ruined for the next two years, maybe for its entirety. He thought of his family – his parents and sister and even future employers who could easily check his social media.

“Hi Jen. You totally will not believe this! Remember the terrific sex I had like a slut in the laundry room the other night? Yeah, right. Well, you’ll never guess where I am now . . . NO, definitely not with Vern. Yes, I’m in the guy’s room. I walked in on him,” Kylie was choking up with laughter. “ . . . and he’s wearing one of my G-Strings and a bra! Can you believe it? The little shit pilfered it from my dryer. I should have known when I noticed some things missing last night. He’s always in the laundry room the same time as me . . . yes . . . of course not. I’m not telling Vern – I have an idea. Yeah, yeah, I’ll tell you tomorrow! Bye.” And she clicked off her phone.

She now faced Brennan with a look he hadn’t seen before. It smelled of mischief. “We have to talk my dear,” Kylie said. “By the way, I’m not angry but I have an offer for you that you absolutely will not be able to refuse.” She was right. She had Brennan dead to rights. Kylie picked up the box of tissues and looked at them with disgust. “You definitely won’t be needing these Brennan,” she said as she threw the box on the floor.

***

“You’re like a dream come true for me Brennan. I lied to you the other night. See, I never broke up with my boyfriend Vern. His problem is that he doesn’t want to play by my rules. However . . . I’m pretty sure that you would.”

“Are you gonna put those pictures on INSTAGRAM???? Or X?” His voice was trembling, and he looked like he was about to cry.

Kylie saw his distress and tried to comfort him, because she really didn’t want to hurt him – she needed him. “No, no Brennan. I promise those photos won’t go anywhere if you do what I want. I just have a feeling, seeing the way you are now, that you’ll love it too.”

“What do you mean Kylie?”

“Well, now don’t get upset please. I want you to enjoy my devious little plan. Let me explain,” she said as she sat on Brennan’s bed and patted the space next to her, wanting him to sit next to her.

“Okay, here’s the deal. I found that I really, really enjoy sex with a guy who has shall we say, certain effeminate tendencies. In short – I want to fuck a guy who crossdresses; who I can crossdress.”

“But Kylie . . .”

“No buts Brennan! I want you to completely crossdress for me. I’ve been trying to get Vern to do it, but he refuses. He’s boring, dull, a ‘Puritan.’ That’s where you come in. I’m going to let you continue to wear my G-String, panties, and bra . . . and what else have you got of mine?”

“Nothing else, I swear.”

“Okay, I believe you.” Kylie studied Brennan up and down. “You’re a bit taller and slightly heavier than me, but not by much. I’d like to take you shopping and get you your very own sissy wardrobe. You’re going to look fantastic as a real girl, and also act like a girl – if you get my drift. You owe me for your dirty little deeds. But don’t worry, I’ll still let you fuck me. Once Vern sees how much I enjoy fucking you, I think he’ll come around. Now what do you say? Don’t you want to keep geting inside me Brennan,” she said as she batted her eyes at him.

“Well yeah, I suppose I do.”

“Okay, now where’s your computer?”

“What for?”

“I wanna see your browsing history. If it’s anything like I think it is, you’ll be perfect!”

“But”

Kylie quickly interrupted him. “There you go with the ‘buts’ again. If you don’t want to play with me, then I’ll just have to post these pictures. I’m serious Brennan.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” Brennan said, realizing he was completely under the control of this HOT girl. Truth be told, he really did want to please her, and have his little secret shared – with her.

“So here’s what we’ll do. I’m going to get you broken in really good – makeup and all. I even have a best friend, Jennifer, the girl I was talking to just now. You see, her boyfriend Bud has the same likes as you, and he and Jennifer have loads of fun with him dressing up. When things started to suck between me and Vern, she gave me the idea and I fell in love with it right away! I’m going to have Bud break you in Brennan. What do you think? I know he’ll jump at the chance.” On second thought, Bud can wait. I’ll be your first.”

What she meant by that Brennan didn’t really know.

Brennan knew he loved the idea of dressing up, but having sex with another guy who happens to dress like a woman too?? He wasn’t sure.

“I don’t know Kylie. I mean I’m not gay.”

“Oh, I know you’re not, but you see, I want you to get the full experience of what it means to crossdress. Besides, you’ll experience sex just like a girl, and believe me, our orgasms are so much better than guys – just bam, cum, and you’re done. Trust me, you’ll love it. Just think of bud as another girl! By the way, Jennifer tells me his cock is ENORMOUS!”

Brennan was resigned to his fate, and knew that resistance was futile. Also, a little voice in his head said to him ‘do it.’

“Okay Kylie, when do we get started?”

“Attaboy. I knew you’d see it my way. Come to my room tomorrow afternoon after your last class and we’ll go shopping. I want you to pick out the clothes you think are really sexy. Then, on Saturday night, I’ll do you up and you can meet Bud and Jennifer. They live off campus and we’ll go there.”

There was no use pretending anymore, and Brennan’s eyes lit up, getting a smirk from Kylie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

~Brennan and Kylie~

Kylie knew that Brennan would be embarrassed about picking out women’s clothes and trying them on, so she tried to make it as easy as possible for him. He wouldn’t come out of the dressing room. Only Kylie would see him. At the mall, they found a big department store with a nice selection of clothes, and as a way of saying “thank you” to Brennan, she paid for everything – including a nice, long auburn wig.

Brennan knew exactly what he wanted. He loved the one-piece tight PVC dresses that Kylie wore. He also got a couple of really short denim skirts, both blue jeans and black, and camisole shirts that left Brennan’s belly button exposed. She went “full hooker” on him and got him pantyhose with straps, and a garter belt. The G-String she picked out for him had a gaff, since his cock was very large.

After Dinner, Brennan made his way upstairs to Kylie’s room “to play.”

The craziest thing was that Brennan saw his roommate and his friends differently now – not as annoying bullies who chided him constantly, but through the eyes of a girl would look to them as being potential sex partners. What was happening to me? He thought.

“Well hello gorgeous!” Kylie said as she greeted him. They didn’t have to worry about any interruptions because Kylie didn’t have a roommate. Kylie was wearing a deep blue PVC one-piece like she sometimes wore to class, and her makeup was stunning.

“I bet you couldn’t wait to come back here and try your clothes on, right?”

“Yes of course,” Brennan said with genuine excitement.

“After I make you up Brennan, we’re going to put your things on and have a ‘dry run.’ We’ll start with your favorite part, the G-String – so strip!”

Kylie watched Brennan closely as he stepped into the G-String, and smiled as she saw the expression of pure delight on his face. She saw how he took his time pulling the soft fabric over his legs.

“You know Brennan. Soon I think, I’ll have to take you into the bath room and shave you.”

“Is that really necessary Kylie?” Brennan wasn’t too thrilled with that idea until she told him that he would get the most pleasure by having it done to him.

“Yes it is dear, so why don’t we go there now and get it done?”

There wasn’t anything to shave on Brennan’s chest, and after his face, arms, and a bit on his legs, Kylie shaved his cock and under his balls. When Brennan saw his shorn ball sack in the mirror, it turned him on fiercely; along with wearing the G-String and all the pleasant sensations it brought him. The shaving exposed more areas of skin to get the full feeling of, well, femininity.

Kylie put a new stretch bra on Brennan. Kylie, like Brennan loved the way it pulled his chest fat together and made him look like he had a woman’s cleavage. How could I never have done this before??? It feels so . . . girlie, so bad and wonderful, he thought to himself.

Next to go on were the black, sheer nylon panty hose which strapped to the black laced girdle on top of the G-String. Kylie walked slowly up to Brennan and grabbed for his cock, which was warm to the touch and very hard.

“Wow, you certainly are turned on by this whole thing. Remember, if you want to have more sex with me and keep your nasty little secret my sweet little sissy – you have to get Vern to like this too!” This would be a real challenge for Brennan that he sincerely doubted he could pull off. Maybe Kylie wasn’t serious about the Vern part?? He hoped so.

Kylie was a real master with makeup. Brennan’s eyes were such a bright blue, she left off the mascara, opting instead for false, black eyelashes. The finishing touch was the raven haired wig – It had a small braid running across the top and fell to curls that dangled well below the level of his breasts. Kylie was smiling the whole time, and before she allowed Brennan to have a look, she placed lipstick on him – a bright cherry red; with some lipliner too. Now she allowed Brennan to look at himself. The rest of the clothes would be later. Kylie had plans for now.

“Okay Brennan, time to see the new you!” she said.

She watched closely as Brennan approached the long, door mirror. Standing in the reflection was another person – a truly hot-looking woman that Brennan wanted to fuck! But it was himself. How strange and intoxicating it all was. This is where his little panty fetish had led him to. There was no going back now. He would never be the same again. He stared at his massive cock tenting up the pouch of the G-String.

His mouth hung open and a misty-eyed Kylie walked up behind him, leaning her head against his left shoulder and grabbing for his cock. She placed her fingers underneath the pouch and held his cock in her fist. She played with the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath the head, which made Brennan moan with delight. She moved her head in front of Brennan and kissed him hard on the mouth, sticking her wet tongue all the way inside his mouth. He was breathing heavy when suddenly Kylie pulled off him.

“Don’t go anywhere my little sissy. I’ll be right back.”

Where could she be going now?? Brennan was frustrated and his finger tip felt pre cum escaping from his cock tip. When Kylie walked back in the room, she was only wearing her G-String and bra. Her hands were holding something behind her back and Brennan wondered what it could possibly be.

Kylie was grinning and held her hands out in front of her. She was holding a big, black silicone dildo with a curved piece of hard silicone underneath. It attached to a belt which she put on after slipping out of her G-String. The other hand held a tube of K-Y Jelly.

To Brennan, she looked like a “chick with a dick.” He knew intuitively what was about to happen and he didn’t mind. In fact he craved it – he needed it.

Kylie put a glob of the jelly on the dildo and the protuberance, and ordered Brennan to get on the bed on all fours, facing the head. He obeyed and Kylie now removed Brennan’s thong, slowly taking the back strap out from between his butt cheeks, and used her finger to tickle him there. It sent a shot of electricity through him – he loved it.

“You might feel a bit of pain and fullness at first my dear, but trust me – you’ll be begging for more when I’m done!” Her bravado was contagious, and Brennan’s heart was beating fast. He was becoming a real sissy!

Kylie spread Brennan’s butt cheeks apart and lined up the head of the dildo with his cherry ass hole. She gently placed the tip of the silicone cock around it and moved it in a gentle circle, stimulating him. Brennan hissed between his teeth as he felt the tip of the device enter him. It was painful being stretched. After a few gentle pumps, it started to feel pleasurable. Soon, Kylie got into a slow, rocking rhythm and the end of the hard silicone was entering her pussy as well, causing her to moan.

“Say . . . hello . . . to . . . your . . . boy pussy!” she said with staccato breaths. Brennan’s fists were grabbing the bed sheets and soon it was all pleasure as Kylie went faster and faster. He could feel Kylie’s pussy leaking out onto his butt cheeks in total arousal. Inside himself was a pleasure he never knew could exist, as she went faster and faster. So this must be what a girl feels . . . fantastic, he thought.

It wasn’t long before he used his hand to reach around and grab his cock. In the same staggered breathing, Kylie admonished him not to touch his cock, and he obeyed. He soon found out why. Each time she went deeper inside him, he felt that he was ready to cum – and cum big. She managed to hit his “p-spot,” and he moaned loudly as he shot out a huge load of jizz onto the bed sheets. The same time, Kylie screamed out and pressed herself even harder against Brennan’s ass. She kept thrusting on Brennan after they both came. Finally she pulled out and they were both exhausted.

However, Kylie wasn’t done with Brennan yet. She turned him around and placed her lips over his cock which was still hard, and licked and sucked all the cum off him. Her eyes looked up at him, begging him not to take his cock out, as a child who wanted candy. Brennan was about to do no such thing. Kylie’s lips; wet and slick, made a tight seal over his cock and her tongue masterfully played with his cock, licking it around the head and twisting from top to bottom.

Brennan, on his knees on the bed began bucking his hips into her mouth, the two of them in a good rhythm. This was his first blow job, and it was a memorable one. A wave of pleasure came over him as he shot another load of cum into Kylie’s mouth. She was good – not letting a single drop escape. He had never been able to cum twice in such a short period of time.

After he came, Kylie pulled her mouth off Brennan and kissed him, giving him a taste of himself. He loved it. The invisible line had officially been crossed. He was having sex as a girl – a girl with a cock of her own.

It was one am by the time Brennan got back to his room. Doug called and said he would be back tomorrow – Thursday. Before he fell asleep he thought about the events of this afternoon and evening. Did Kylie really like me, or was she, as she said, just extorting me to induce her boyfriend to crossdress and become a sissy for her like she was doing with me? And then what would happen to his relationship with Kylie after he did what she wanted? Did that mean he would “learn a new lifestyle,” only to be left out in the cold with no girlfriend? These were uneasy questions that he would just have to play along with. But what choice did he really have?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________

____

~Brianna & Vern~

At five o’clock Saturday evening, I went upstairs to Kylie’s room to dress and get made up for the little party at Jennifer and Bud’s house. I thought it best to keep those nagging questions to myself for now.

When Kylie opened her door she was very excited to see me. “So this is how it’s going to go down,” she said. “Bud will be dressed and ready to play as he always does with Jen by the time we come over. Then, when Vern comes over he’ll be thinking it’s just another double date with Jen and Bud. Now imagine the shock on Vern’s face when he sees the ‘real Bud’ there, and then you and me! He’ll be confronted by his girlfriend with another girl – you, and Jennifer and Bud! Then the fun will start. I’ve been thinking that I’ll have you feminize Vern. If you aren’t successful, I’ll end it with Vern, but I think I’ll keep you Brennan. You’ve sort of grown on me these last few days, and you really do make a terrific sissy. I believe that deep down inside you want to transition – full time. Now how’s that? I have to have a transgender boyfriend one way or another.”

I was starting to think a little bit about transitioning someday, and the encouragement I was getting from Kylie made me think more seriously about that. But I still had a debt to pay to her first.

“Somehow Kylie, I feel like I’m being used.”

“Well now, you did steal my clothes didn’t you? I think the least you can do is to help me. Or else, like I said, your little secret will be out. Now I don’t think you’re really upset Brennan. I know you loved it. I spent a lot of money and time on you, and I know I loved it.” This was very true.

“I’m sorry Kylie. I was being an asshole. You’re right.”

“See Brennan! I knew you’d want to play along. Also, don’t forget that I picked YOU. Did you think I would just let any guy fuck me in the dorm laundry room? I do have some morals, as corrupt as they may be!” and she laughed. It made me smile too. “And don’t discount my instinct. I had a feeling about you. I also know you were snapping pictures of me in lecture hall! Someday you must show them to me! I’m not an idiot.”

Both of us wore the one-piece PVC dresses. I wore three-inch stiletto heels. I practiced Thursday night, and I picked up on it quick. My calves hurt, but that would get better the more often I wore heels, which I knew I would. But before Kylie and I left the room there was one small thing.

Kylie said, “Brennan, we need a girl’s name for you. I’ve given it some thought, and I think ‘Brianna’ suits you well. Do you like it?”

“Yes! Brianna sounds wonderful. From now on, that’s what I’ll be – Brianna the cum-slut whore. Brennan’s on vacation,” and we both laughed.

“Oh one more thing. Here, we both have to smoke like sluts. I know that turns Vern on – watching hot girls smoke.” With that said, she reached into her black leather bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette for herself and “Brianna.” She lit us both up. I had never smoked before, that is cigarettes, but I did smoke a joint now and then, so I didn’t choke. I thought I looked really sexy as fuck. That really completed my slut makeover, and it’s what kept me hard.

My dress was a deep blue, and Kylie’s was a hot pink. We both looked stunning and when the two of us walked out of the dorm, guys (and girls) heads turned. We looked like two hookers out for a night on the town; quite a change from usual upstate campus dress. It wasn’t just my looks. I had an aching boner, and I wanted to be fucked by a guy really badly. I was glad that Kylie wanted me to take the lead and get the first piece of Vern. I think that would make Kylie very happy.

Kylie drove us to Jennifer’s. It only took about ten minutes. Even though it was a nice night, I didn’t feel like walking in stiletto heels!

We both strutted up to Jennifer’s door. “Well hello guys!” Jennifer said.

“Hi Jen,” Kylie said as they kissed on the cheek. “This is Brianna. She is going to be having lots of fun helping Vern become all he can be!” and the two girlfriends laughed.

“Hi Brianna! Kylie has told me so much about you. Thank you for agreeing to help her out with Vern.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said without going into the whole story which he was sure she knew already.

When we walked in, Bud came to greet us. He was wearing a long, blonde wig, had green eyes, and a very hot figure. His little boyish features lent themselves very well to feminization. He looked hot in his blue denim short skirt, and one piece white camisole. I couldn’t help noticing his cleavage was something ‘a little bit more’ than just having chest fat pushed together.

“Well let’s move into the living room and get started on the drinks before Vern comes in,” Jennifer said.

“I told him to come at eight thirty,” Kylie said.

“Perfect Kylie,” Jennifer said. “Oh by the way – Bud brought over a couple of outfits for Vern to put on.”

“Thanks Jen,” Kylie said. “So how do you like Brianna? Stand up honey and show ‘em whatcha’ got!”

I was very embarrassed at first, but when I saw the way Bud was looking at me and smacking his lips, my embarrassment quickly faded. So, I decided to ask Bud a question.

“So Bud, what is your ‘girl’s name?’”

Bud was thrilled to speak to me, and his interest was very evident. “Danielle. Jennifer calls me Danielle.”

“Oh cool, okay.”

“Hey, listen Brianna,” Danielle said to me. “You can have first crack at Vern. I’ll watch – it really turns me on.”

“Sure thanks. I’m curious. How did you first start crossdressing?”

“Well, Jennifer and I wanted to spice things up a bit in our relationship, and transgender women, or femboys, crossdressers really turn her on, so it was a no brainer. I’d do anything for Jen. And what about you?”

This is where it got embarrassing for me. Jennifer and Kylie were speaking amongst themselves and paid no attention to what Danielle, and I were saying to each other.

“Well, it’s a bit complicated. I live in Kylie’s dorm, and I have a thing for girl’s clothes, and I always felt ‘different,’ you know. So I got to know Kylie and she helped me with my transitioning.” I didn’t know how much Jennifer told her transgender woman boyfriend about me, so I thought best to keep my story short and sweet.

Well, if Danielle did know, she didn’t show it, and that was that. The way that Danielle eyed me made me very aroused, and I moved around on the couch trying to get my stiff cock as comfortable as possible.

“It’s close to eight thirty and I just got a text that Vern is on his way,” Kylie said. I saw Vern as competition for Kylie’s affections, but there was little I could do about it now.

After becoming mellowed out by a few drinks, I decided that with Kylie’s ‘permission,’ I would put the moves on Vern, and take him upstairs, while the other three did their thing down here. The first hurdle would be to see how Vern reacted to Bud’s feminine alter ego.

***

The bell rang and we all smiled at each other as Kylie went to the front door. Vern was a big boy – six feet, two inches tall, and with broad shoulders. He’d make a big woman. Although he was top heavy; his waist could pass for a girl’s nicely. This boy had possibilities. After Kylie and Vern kissed at the door, she took him inside to the living room. The first thing the star quarterback saw when he and Kylie came into the living room was Jennifer and . . . some new crazy version of Bud, but Vern wasn’t sure.

“Bud . . . Is that YOU????”

Bud smiled and was very matter of fact about it. “Yes, it’s me Vern. I was gonna tell you eventually, but you see, Jennifer and I decided that things would really heat up between us if I let her feminize me. It really has made a difference in our relationship!”

Vern’s jaw dropped as he just stared. His voice seemed to disappear, and all he could do was stare at “Bud turned Danielle.”

“Damn, it is you!! Fuck! I can’t believe it. I mean, what do you do exactly?”

We all started laughing, including Kylie.

“Well, we fuck a lot bro,’’” Danielle said.

Vern looked around at everyone, suddenly got the drift of what was going on and he said, “Wait! No fucking way am I going to dress up like a woman.” He looked at Kylie remembering what they had discussed. When Kylie wanted something she usually got her way, but Vern was still very much on the fence about the whole thing.

Then Kylie spoke up. “Here Vern. I’m giving you permission to take my new friend Brianna here, upstairs. I promise you won’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

There was an uncomfortable silence in the room, but I was attracted to Vern in some curious way, and I imagined how it would feel if Vern unleashed his cum all the way inside my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.” Vern was hot – steaming hot as a matter of fact.

“I got this Kylie,” I said.

I stood up, sashayed over to the bar, and brought a beer over to Vern. He was turned on immediately by my appearance and tight, compact ass. As he took his beer from me I saw how his eyes were checking me out from top to bottom.

“Okay, deal. I’ll take; what’s her name again?”

“Brianna,” she said.

“Yeah, okay. I’ll take Brianna upstairs and see what happens.”

I took Vern’s hand and brought him upstairs to Jennifer’s large bedroom. The beer seemed to have mellowed him out a bit, as I smoked seductively in front of him. My first football player I thought with a big smile inside. This was a real mind fuck for me.

I walked slowly towards the bed ahead of Vern. “How’d you like it if I sucked your cock first,” I said smacking my lips and exhaling a blue cloud over Vern’s head.

“I’d love it. Hey! Just because I let a shemale or whatever suck my cock doesn’t make me gay, does it? And you have to promise me that you won’t let this get out on campus, okay.”

“Scout’s honor,” I said. “I won’t say a thing.”

“Now come over here, sit on the bed and let me do my thing,” I told him in a low growl.

Vern was seated on the bed with his legs spread apart and I got down on my knees, taking my cues from the YOUTUBE videos I watched, and I undid his belt and slowly pulled down his zipper. When I reached inside his jeans and placed my hands on my first cock it felt so natural – weird even.

“Oh my, such a big boy you are! I’m gonna love putting this inside my mouth and making you cum baby!”

“Well go right ahead bitch! Do your thing. Lemme see what ya’ got!”

I was as horny as hell and very turned on, and it didn’t take very long for Vern’s cock to be sliding in-between my lips, my tongue at first going up and down on Vern’s slit.

Vern put his head back and supported himself on the palms on his hands in back of him.

“Oh fuck this is sooo fucking good Brianna,” he moaned.

I tried hard not to think that this was the first cock I had ever tasted. My dress and heavy slut makeup was a sort of a mental shield against any feelings of guilt or remorse. It was all pleasure.

As I started sucking, my eyes turned upwards to Vern, and my cherry lip gloss coated the tip of Vern’s cock. His head was so massive that my mouth was almost stretched to the limit taking it in. Vern lifted his body up from the mattress and bucked into my mouth. He went in easily because my mouth was so wet. I used my tongue as skillfully as Kylie had; roping around the tuft on the bottom of Vern’s cock and sliding all around his cock.

Vern took one hand and ran it through my silky, lush hair. He was staring down at my cleavage (which turned me on even more) and was impressed with how real it looked. I loved the way his pre cum tasted; the sweet/salty mix. I let gravity take me and I went faster and faster keeping my lips tightened over his shaft.

“Ahhhhh . . .” Vern hissed out between his teeth, as he shot his load into my mouth hitting the back of my throat. He came several times, and I couldn’t help leaking out cum which dribbled down my cheeks and chin. It was a big turn on for me and fit my idea of a perfect cum slut to a tee. Next to come was something I had fantasized about for a long time.

I came off Vern’s cock and sat on the bed next to him, with a full, creamy cum face. “Come on Vern, lick me clean baby.”

Vern was hesitant at first, so I leaned into him and kissed him giving him a taste of myself. He didn’t pull back away and licked the inside of my mouth. I pulled off and let Vern lick his cum off my chin and the sides of my mouth until I was wiped clean. We stayed kissing for a while, and I loved it. Now was the real test, and another first for me.

“Now it’s my turn to get off Vern. I’m a very horny girl. Please get on the bed and kick your jeans and your boxers off.”

Vern said nothing and did as he was told, which surprised me. I guessed, correctly it turned out that he had “caught the vibe” so to speak.

He was on all fours on the bed facing the head. “Is this gonna hurt?” the manly star quarterback and pro pick of the college football team asked.

“It may just a little bit doll, but I promise I’ll go easy on you your first time.”

“Okay, okay I’ll do it. I don’t want to lose Kylie.”

That comment hurt me now because I was attached to Kylie and Vern. Did breaking in Vern mean I would lose my lover and

mentor? I was getting feelings for Vern because underneath that rough exterior was really a sweet guy. I felt conflicted, but acted “as if,” and completed my deal with Kylie. What choice did I have?

In Jennifer’s dresser draw was a tube of K-Y Jelly just where she said it would be, so I took it out, and told him “This will make it much easier on you Vern, trust me.”

“Okay Brianna, whatever you say. I wanna prove to Kylie that I’m open to this thing. Hell, if Bud is man enough to take a dick in the ass, then I can too.” I laughed at that bit of jock head bravado. 

Actually the only “dick” that Bud had taken in the ass was the same as me– a silicone dildo. But that would change too.

I squeezed out a glob of K-Y onto my hand and rubbed it all the way down Vern’s taint. For added effect I stuck my jellied index finger into Vern’s asshole which made him squirm and hiss through his teeth. My “gurl cock” was throbbing and I slowly caressed the entrance to Vern’s boy pussy or “bussy” with the tip of my cock. I rubbed it around in a circle on the outside, tickling Vern and he stiffened and moaned. Next, I pushed in slightly with just the head of my cock, and pulled out, causing Vern to squirm. I wanted to break him in gently, so I repeated it a few more times until Vern dilated a little more before going in further. Vern was so good, so tight, and felt so delicious.

I picked up speed and went faster and faster, deeper and deeper, spreading Vern’s butt cheeks apart. He didn’t complain. I suspected he was in great discomfort, so I slowed it down, for that reason as well as I didn’t want to cum yet.

I went in even deeper than before, in and out, and then Vern took hold of his cock with one hand and screamed in orgasmic bliss – he shot a full load onto Jennifer’s bed. He just had his first sissygasm. I could hold back no longer and came myself, letting a tidal wave of warm, gooey cum enter Vern’s bussy. It made me go even faster and faster, and some of my jizz started dripping out of Vern’s bussy, down his butt cheeks. I held myself still inside him, rubbing my cock along his insides around and around like a wooden mixing stick. It was a good comedown for Vern who squirted out several loads of jizz.

“Oh God Brianna. That was fucking wonderful! But you gotta swear to me you won’t tell anyone about this!”

I had to stop from laughing because it was really very funny. I felt that way the first time with Kylie’s dildo treatment on me.

“Don’t worry Vern, your secret is safe with me,” I said as I kissed Vern softly on the lips. We kissed and embraced tenderly on the bed. Vern was a natural romantic. Will surprises never cease? I thought, amused.

“I think we should go downstairs now Vern. Oh! Leave your jeans and your boxers up here.”

Vern said nothing and treated my request as if it was routine. But I couldn’t help wondering what was going through his mind. I’d find out soon enough.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

____

~Three Dicks and Two Chicks~

When Vern and I came downstairs, we were greeted with a sight that caused Vern’s eyes to pop open. Jennifer and Danielle (Bud) were on the big couch, with Jennifer behind Danielle, wearing a strap on dildo with the same contraption as Kylie’s, thrusting furiously into Danielle’s bussy. Danielle had on her long, blonde wig, and tons of whorish looking makeup which made my cock do summersaults inside her G-String.

Jennifer was nonchalantly smoking a Virginia Slims as she pounded Danielle. I saw that Vern was a bit uneasy, noticing his state of shock seeing what Danielle was doing, and I reassuringly placed my arms around his waist and pulled him closer into me, whispering, “See, look. Bud, er, rather ‘Danielle’ is taking it and loving it just like you did. Danielle is Bud when she goes around campus, and only gets dressed here for Jennifer. Now don’t you think you could be with Kylie and do with her what we did upstairs,” I said, lightly kissing Vern on the neck and cheek.

“Yeah, I suppose I could if he can. But, Brianna, I have to ask you. I enjoyed us together upstairs very much. Do you think Kylie would want to share?”

That lit me up like a four alarm fire. I tried to suppress my elation at that.

“I don’t know Vern. You’ll have to ask her that question.”

Kylie was sitting on a loveseat close to the couch and really into what Danielle and Jennifer were doing. She had her legs spread apart like that night in the laundry room and running her wet index finger up and down her sopping pussy. It was clear that Kylie loved to watch and “play along” as much as she loved to fuck anyway that she could. As soon as she saw me and Vern her eyes lit up and she fixed me with an expectant stare.

“I think Vern here will do just fine Kylie.”

Kylie just nodded as she was sweating and squirting on the love seat, enraptured by Jennifer and Danielle. She stopped what she was doing and was breathing hard. She looked at Vern with misty eyes. He had never seen his girlfriend so excited, and a smile lit up her face.

“Vern stay where you are!” Kylie gasped out.

Kylie reached into her bag and pulled out her own dildo contraption, the same one she had used with me to break me in, along with a tube of her K-Y Jelly. She placed a bunch of throw pillows on the floor, and beckoned for Vern to come closer.

“Are you ready to have some fun now with me Vern?”

“Sure babe! Let’s get to it.”

Without any prodding Vern got down on the floor on top of a few throw pillows and Kylie got behind him, her belt firmly secured. She took the K-Y Jelly and slathered it over the silicone cock and the protuberance. Then she squeezed out some more and was pleased to see that Vern’s bussy was already glistening with gel and my cum.

“Oooh, lookie – someone’s been a bad boy!” she said looking at Vern and laughing.

“Well, this is what makes you happy, right babe?”

“Oh, you’ll never know honey.” Now be a good little sissy and stay there.

I thought that the macho quarterback would wince at having his girlfriend call him a sissy, but he didn’t seem to mind at all.

Just like I had some minutes before, Kylie mounted Vern from the rear and inserted the dildo into his broken in and red bussy. She went slow at first, arching her torso so the back end entered her pussy at the same time. She was far up Vern in no time, and in a continued state of bliss which she started by herself watching Jennifer and Danielle.

Speaking of which, Jennifer was moaning loudly as she leaked out down her legs, and Danielle grabbed his gurl-cock and shot a huge load on a sheet on top of the couch.

I stood off to the side, lit a cigarette and watched the two couples go at it. I laughed to myself as I thought of me as the “odd sissy out.” Vern had clearly found something new in his relationship with Kylie, with some help from me. But this whole experience made up my mind to fully transition into a real transgender woman and not just a crossdresser. I needed to prepare for all contingencies, and I wanted some amount of independence in case things didn’t work out. I knew I could never have sex with a woman or a man unless I was dressed as Brianna.

The question was, where would I fit in with Jennifer, Danielle, Kylie, and Vern? So for now I contented myself by watching and stroking my gurl cock in a chair. I had a lot to discuss with Kylie – tomorrow.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

___________________________

____

~Brennan~

My name is Brennan Heth, and I’ve always had a problem with girls, even before I went away to college. I’m a shy type, and I mostly fantasize and watch online porn and get off on the stories of adventures my roommate Doug and my friends tell me. Now I’m not exactly built like a stud either. I’m kind of “invisible.” I’m about five feet, nine inches tall, my hair is curly, and I’m skinny as a rail. Everything was about to change in my junior year when a transfer student name Kylie moved into my dorm.

Kylie was everything I fantasized about, and she was really fucking HOT. She was five feet six inches tall, with raven hair past her shoulders and brown eyes. She had a perfect figure that she loved to show off in stuff like one-piece, mid-thigh PVC dresses that came up to about mid-thigh level. They made her ass wiggle when she walked by, and her hips bounced back and forth like a metronome. I have kind of a shoe fetish; and she wears these strapped high heels and PVC dresses – to class!

I’ve got an intro to economics course with her, and she likes to sit in an aisle seat with her legs crossed. So naturally, I make sure to sit about four rows behind her and in the first seat of the opposite aisle. I’d pretend to be looking at my iPhone and snap pictures of her which I would later pleasure myself to back in my room when Doug was out.

I never had the courage to approach her, but at a dorm party my roommate Doug was talking her up (he’s got balls that guy), and he introduced me. Kylie just gave me a nod and made like I didn’t exist for the rest of the night.

My shyness didn’t escape the notice of my friends, and they constantly teased me for the past three years about my inexperience and lack of interpersonal skills with girls. My looks only contributed to the abuse I took. I hated it and I was ashamed of myself. If they knew about my pictures and what I did with them afterwards, my life would be ruined. So I moved those photos to my trash folder, and before thirty days were up, I’d renew them. At that particular dorm party, I was all alone, feeling sorry for myself, and nursing a red cup of beer from the keg over in a corner of the room.

One evening I was doing my laundry in the dorm basement and Kylie was there doing her’s. She was putting her wash in and didn’t even say hello to me – not even a nod. What a bitch! But I came back and put my stuff in the dryer and noticed that she still had thirty minutes to go on her dry cycle. So I quickly ran to the door and looked out into the hallway, and it was empty. Then I went back inside the room and opened her dryer up. I got a chill down my back when I picked up a deep purple G-String from inside. It was still damp, and I placed it up against my face and inhaled the fresh, floral scent. It was made of satin and as I rubbed it between my fingers I imagined how it would feel on my cock if it was dry; so silky and “girlie.” It really excited me and made my mind go off in all sorts of crazy directions. Reluctantly, I placed it back in the dryer and the cycle resumed.

It seemed we liked to do our washes at the same time, and like clockwork we were always in the laundry room together. But every time it was the same story – she never said a word to me. It was as if I didn’t exist at all. I found out from Doug that Kylie had a boyfriend who lived in an apartment off campus; some asshole football jock named Vern. He was a senior and supposedly he was good enough to go pro. That only increased my feelings of unworthiness and hopelessness about ever getting to know Kylie.

~Kylie~

Kylie wasn’t really thrilled with her boyfriend Vern. He had different ideas about what “pleasure’ meant than Kylie. She met her best friend Jennifer one sunny afternoon outside on the quad for a cup of STARBUCKS Coffee to talk about things.

“So what’s going on between you and Vern, Kylie? You’ve been seeing him for what now – two months?” Jennifer asked. “And you don’t seem happy at all.”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Okay, so are you guys fucking like jackrabbits? I’ve heard these big, dumb jocks practically live by their cocks. Oh, sorry hun, I didn’t mean anything bad.”

Kylie laughed. “Oh that’s all right Jen – he is sort of dumb, but that’s what I like about him, and he’s sweet. The thing is, he’s like a prude when it comes to sex. It’s always the same ‘missionary position,’ or nothing at all. Of course, he loves it when I give him a blow job, but he’s not interested in ‘spicing things up’ a bit, you know?”

“You mean like toys?”

“Yes that’s part of it. I like furry handcuffs, being tied down, ball gagged and sometimes even whipped . . .”

Jennifer held her hands up like a stop signal. “Whoa girlfriend, that’s going a little too far,” she said laughing. “Even for me!” and they both laughed.

The two girls were silent for a bit, sipping their drinks and watching the other students pass by.

Jennifer placed her hand on her chin, turned to Kylie and said, “Kylie can you keep a secret?”

“Sure Jen, what is it?”

“I used to have a similar problem with Bud, but I found a great solution. So maybe I was just kidding when I asked you to stop describing your sex life to me.” Jennifer was grinning.

At this, Kylie’s ears perked up and Jennifer said, “I happened to notice Bud’s laptop open one day when I was in his room. I turned it on because naturally, he gave me – his girlfriend – his password. Now that I think of it, he probably wanted me to look at his files.”

“Okay, so what did you find? Did you discover he was a serial killer with a wood chipper in his backyard or something. A tub of acid maybe?” Kylie said laughing.

“No, but what I did find blew my mind. I discovered that Bud was turned on – very turned on by dressing like a girl, and then having sex with a woman while dressed like one. In other words, he wanted me to ‘feminize’ him; clothing, makeup, wig, the whole works. Well let me tell you something Kylie. I did. And since that day our sex has been incredible. He even loves taking a strap on dildo up the ass!”

Kylie was astonished, and her mouth opened into a big “O.” “C’mon Jennifer. You’re shitting me.”

“No I’m not – swear to God, hope to die, all that.”

Kylie shook her head. “Sorry Jen, that’s one thing I doubt Vern would ever go for. He’s too much of, of a . . . dumb jock.”

“Well you won’t know until you try Kylie. Besides, it’d be my pleasure to help you out. Maybe I could get Bud involved too,” she said as a mischievous grin spread across her face.

Kylie thought about that on her way back to the dorm, and it made her pussy moist just thinking about it. She was going to Vern’s house that night and she would bring it up. But first, she needed to do her laundry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

~Brennan~

Iwonder what would happen if I actually took one of Kylie’s G-Strings out of the dryer and kept it – sort of as a souvenir, Brennan thought to himself, carrying a load of his own laundry down to the laundry room. She’s got so many of ‘em she’d probably never notice as a wide grin appeared on his face.

Sure enough, like clockwork, Kylie was doing her wash. She was placing her wet clothes from the machine into the dryer, set the timer for sixty minutes and left the room.

Brennan put his wash in meanwhile, then left the laundry room only to return one hour later. He knew it would be cutting it close. He never knew how long it took her to collect her clothes from the dryer, or when she came down. So he had an idea. He would see how much time she had left on the dryer and be down there just as her wash finished the cycle. Then he would keep an ear out for footsteps coming down the hallway to the laundry room. He was only planning to take one G-String out. She’d never know it was missing.

Meanwhile, back at his room, Doug, his roommate noticed Brennan sitting at his desk with his laptop open and watching his iPhone all the time. He looked nervous.

“Hey, whatsa’ matter Brennan? You look like you gotta be somewhere. Anything going on tonight?”

“No, just waiting for my laundry to finish drying, that’s all. Got a lot of work to do, and I don’t wanna go down there too late.” He noticed Doug had put on a nice shirt and sprayed some cheap cologne on.

“So where are you going tonight?”

Doug had a big smile light up his face. “Me? Oh buddy boy, I’ve got a date with Monica Cardo from downstairs. Know her?”

“Yeah, isn’t she the hot Brazilian girl Larry dated?”

“That’s ancient history bro’ – she’s really into me and I think I may be staying the night so don’t wait up for me, okay?”

“Can you do me a favor Doug?”

“Sure, what?”

“If you’re not coming back later, can you text me?”

Dumb fucking thing to say! Now I have to make up some bullshit excuse about why I wanna know! Okay, I know what to say . . .

“Why Brennan? You planning to bring someone back here after all?”

“Well, could be. See, in a half an hour I’m taking out a girl from my economics class and I might need the room.”

“Really Brennan? Two minutes ago you told me you were waiting for your laundry and that you had a shit ton of work to do. So, which is it?”

“Well, I do have a lot of work, yeah, but I’m just not in the mood, and this girl – Carol (quick thinking Brennan, attaboy!) from my eco class asked to go out with me any night I was free.”

Doug shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, I mean, I’ve never heard you talk about a girl before, but I guess you’re just a late bloomer. Cool, have a nice time – see ya’ later,” Doug said, giving a mock salute as he left the room shaking his head.

Brennan’s heart was beating fast as he thought about his little game of subterfuge and the now very real possibility that he would be able to pull off his “panty raid.” His iPhone told him it was time to go downstairs to the laundry room. He practically jumped down the two flights of stairs to get there. His cock was throbbing with delight just thinking about what treasures awaited him in Kylie’s dryer.

There was another girl putting away her stuff from the dyer, but she was nothing compared to Kylie. His dryer buzzed and he started putting his stuff into his basket very slowly. Then Kylie’s buzzer went off, and luckily the other girl left. He gave her a solid minute, (counting down from his phone), and went to the door to scan the hallway. It was empty! Now he ran over to the dryer with Kylie’s things and as soon as he opened the dryer he smelled the fresh scent of the paper fragrance sheet used.

Quickly, and keeping an ear out for footsteps, he rummaged through, skimpy blouses, bras, and assorted things. Then he struck gold! He found a purple G-String and emerald green satin panties – two things. Humm, he thought. Should I take out the G-String, OR the G-String AND the hot satin panties?

He wasn’t finished yet – because underneath the panties he saw an emerald green, laced stretch bra. Jackpot! Now he had three items to satisfy his fantasies!

Before his brain could truly register the choice, his hand grabbed onto all three. He quickly shut the door to Kylie’s dryer and put his new prizes in the middle of the clothes in his basket.

Brennan’s cock was rock hard as he mindlessly filled his basket, barely folding anything, thinking of the forbidden pleasure he would enjoy with Kylie’s things. Then Kylie walked in, maybe one minute after he pilfered his treasures. The act gave him new found confidence. He loved it when a devious little plan like this worked out. Wait a second, what’s THIS??? Damn! She looked so hot even when she just comes down to the laundry room. She was wearing a fucking one-piece hot pink silk teddy with the hem practically up to her breasts. There was no bra on underneath, and her tits stuck out like two newly sharpened pencils! She was wearing flip flops. Hell, have some decency girl. If you’re going to walk around looking like a slut, makeup and all – in the ‘laundry room,’ at least wear stiletto heels!

He took a deep breath as she was putting her clothes into her bag and said, “Hi, my name is Brennan. My roommate Doug introduced us at the dorm party the other week.”

She turned to him with a look of surprise on her face. “Oh yeah, hi. I remember. My name’s Kylie.”

Wow, she remembered me!

“Nice to meet you Kylie.”

“Brennan is it?”

“Yes.”

“I, uh, I have a little problem Brennan. I need a guy’s perspective. Do you mind?”

What was this? She noticed me, AND wants MY opinion??? Wow. Okay.

“No of course not,” he said grinning from ear to ear.

“Well it’s kind of personal.”

“Okay, I’m listening.”

“See, my boyfriend . . .” she took a deep breath, and her eyes became teary. “My boyfriend . . . he broke up with me today. Just out of the blue! I never saw it coming, and we were supposed to go to my sister’s wedding next month! I thought he was genuine, sweet, and . . . and,” then she broke down in sobs.

Brennan remembered. Her boyfriend was the big senior jock – the pro football prospect. Why the hell would she break up with him?

Before he could register anything, her head was in his shoulder and soaking his t-shirt. His cock was throbbing, and he was also at a loss for what to do.

“Don’t worry Kylie. If a guy breaks the heart of a beautiful girl like you, he isn’t worth shit.”

She stopped crying, pulled away, and looked Brennan in the eyes. He could see that her mascara was running down her cheeks looking like black tears. Her expression turned from bleak sadness to hopeful in a second.

“Do you really believe that Brennan?”

“Yes, yes I do – really. The guy sounds like an asshole, pardon my French.”

“Well that’s just it. He isn’t an asshole, and there’s nothing wrong with me, but I just don’t understand it.” Of course she didn’t tell Brennan that she wanted to feminize Vern, have him dress like a girl and have explosive sex which he refused.

“Yeah, I suppose guys can be such jerks sometimes.”

Then her expression changed. “But you’re not a jerk Brennan. You seem very understanding and, and really nice. I bet your girlfriend is lucky to have you!”

“I, uh, I don’t have a girlfriend,” Brennan stammered.

Kylie’s hands were on Brennan’s shoulders, and she moved in closer to him and felt his raging boner through his gym shorts. Now her expression turned into a smirk.

“Well Brennan, I guess that leaves an unlucky girl out there somewhere, right?” Fuck, is she rubbing her thigh up against my cock? Is this really happening??

“Uh, maybe.”

“Brennan, could you help me out?”

“Anything.”

“Okay, I’m going to close the door to the laundry room here and place a chair up against the door, and put the rubber door stop on the bottom so no one can come in, and then I’m going to sit myself on top of that utility trunk in the corner with my legs spread open, and I would like it very much if you fucked my brains out, okay?”

Brennan was stupefied. His wildest fantasy was coming true!

Now who can refuse that. Holy shit! Is that a wet stain on her teddy from her rubbing herself on my cock? I guess it is. Okay pal – go for it!!!

***

Kylie hopped on top of the utility trunk, kicked off her sandals and spread her legs open wide. Then she flicked her head, so her luscious, raven-colored hair fell forward, partly covering her face and the front of her shoulders. She looked at Brennan with a misty, faraway look of pure hunger. Her tits looked like they got even bigger and sharper, poking out from the silk teddy. Slowly, she shifted a bit and pulled the teddy up, exposing a beautiful and sweating pussy with engorged lips, and wetness leaking out of the gateway. She slowly took her index finger, not taking her eyes off of Brennan and rubbed it up and down over her sopping clit while moaning and playing with it like a rubber band, snapping it between her thumb and middle finger. She shivered and looked at Brennan, sticking her tongue out at him and licked her lips as she rubbed, her pussy juices pooling on the cover of the trunk.

With her other hand, she crooked her index finger at Brennan to come closer. As soon as he was within reach, she pulled down his gym shorts, and Brennan pulled down his boxers, kicking both off onto the floor.

She scissored her legs around Brennan’s waist, and placed her arms around Brennan’s shoulders and deeply kissed him, biting his lower lip until she drew a little blood. “Ouch! What the fuck, Kylie?”

She laughed. “Sorry, come here,” she said, and tightened her grip on his shoulders, placing her tongue deep inside his mouth.

Brennan pulled off a second and stammered, “Uh, I’ve never done this before . . . and I,”

“Oh that’s so sweet. So you’re a virgin. That means you’ll always remember your first time, satisfying a very horny, hot and bothered woman.”

Now she grabbed for his cock – the trunk being the perfect height for them.

“Wow, such a big, hard cock! I may have trouble fitting this into my pussy,” she said with a fake frown. “But don’t worry,” she said, kissing him, and pulling off him, “I’ll give it back to you,” and kissed him again.

She grabbed Brennan’s cock with her fingers made into a tight fist barely able to cover his girth, and slowly rubbed the head of his cock from her mound to below her pussy, getting it covered in her juice which gave off a sweet-musky fragrance. When she rubbed it over her clit she shuddered.

God – when is she going to put me inside of that??

He didn’t have to wait long. She positioned the head of his cock right over the opening of her pussy and slid it inside of her, going as far as his head. The feeling was incredible; silky, wet and so TIGHT! Brennan thought he was going to cum right away without any more play, but Kylie hooked her legs harder, driving him in deeper. Now Brennan and Kylie got into a natural rhythm; the whole time her head leaning forward kissing him.

He broke off from her mouth – out of breath and moaned as he shot a huge load of cum deep inside her pussy. He kept going, and big globs of cum leaked out from the sides of his cock. They were locked tight to each other, and she let out a scream which could probably be heard all through the dorm.

“OH FUCK BRENNAN! You’re soooo good! And just think! This is only your first time!”

Brennan felt like he was going to collapse, and he was out of breath from the excitement of finally getting laid in such a mind-blowing way. Not only that, but Kylie was also his chief fantasy. Now, he thought, he could really enjoy the two “souvenirs” he had in his laundry basket.

“I have to have you again Brennan. This is such a difficult time for me, and you really helped me to get over my dumb jerk of a boyfriend!”

He was at a loss to say anything profound, and could only say, “Uh, sure, anytime. That was wonderful, Kylie.”

“Brennan, what number did you say your room was again?”

“I didn’t – why?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I just thought I might need to be consoled again soon.”

“Okay, I’m in 237.”

“Good, I’ll remember that Brennan,” She said and pulled him in for a long, good night kiss.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

_____

~Brennan~

The next day, Kylie and Jennifer were at their usual seats in the quad, just outside the STARBUCKS. “So what’s with the big grin Kylie?” Jennifer asked, as she sipped her coffee.

“I got laid last night, and it was incredible!”

“You mean you actually enjoyed fucking Vern?” Jennifer asked, amazed.

“Umm, not exactly. It wasn’t Vern!”

“NOT Vern??”

“No, it’s strange. I was alone in the laundry room with this guy from my dorm named Brennan. It’s funny. I never gave him the time of day before. I think I met him briefly at a dorm party a couple of weeks ago. But anyway, I was wearing my hot pink teddy, the one that drives Vern crazy – down in the laundry room!”

“Such a slut you are Kylie!” Jennifer said laughing. “In the laundry room?”

“I know. There was something about this guy. I seduced him and while we were fucking, I imagined him dressed like a girl – you know, how I wish Vern would let me feminize him. He was just ‘the type,’ you know – skinny, sort of an effeminate face. Like, he would be perfect to feminize, and I suppose I just got carried away. I even lied to him.”

“What do you mean?”

Kylie was laughing. “I told him that I broke up with my boyfriend, and I needed a little ‘consoling.’”

“God, you really are a slut Kylie.”

“Yes, the biggest!!”

“So what are you gonna do about Vern?”

“I don’t know yet. I know that now I want to feminize him even more. When I fantasized that this guy Brennan, who was a virgin by the way, was dressed as a girl, the sex was great. Now I have to get Vern to do what Bud could. I just wish I could find a way.”

“You’re a ‘cradle robber’ Kylie.” The both of them were laughing now.

That evening Brennan and Doug were in their room studying and Doug got a phone call from his parents. Evidently, his grandmother was in the hospital and Doug would have to go home for a couple of days. He only lived about an hour and a half away from the campus.

“That really sucks Doug, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah what can you do? I mean she’s eighty years old and each year it’s something new with her. So I’m gonna leave tomorrow morning after my poly sci class and I’ll call you and keep you posted.”

“Sure. Anything you want me to do?”

“Naw, that’s okay. I got a couple of guys to give me the chapter assignments and I can also tune in virtually.” That was a relic of the pandemic that seemed to stick around – hybrid instruction.

“Well okay. So you got your bases covered.”

Brennan’s mind was in a spin. Hell, he could even sleep in Kylie’s panties for a couple of nights! She’s got my room number too, he thought. Maybe if I see her I can ask her to stay over! The possibilities seemed endless.

The next night, Brennan made sure he flipped his door to the locked position, and opened up his bottom dresser drawer. He kept his souvenirs underneath his socks and gym shorts. He moved a couple of pairs of socks out of the way and ran his hands over the pouch of the G-String and then the emerald green panties. He threw the bra on the bed. That would go on last. His cock was immediately hard and aching. He stepped out of his gym shorts and boxers and decided on the G-String first. The pouch had an elastic lining and would easily hold his junk.

He sat on the bed and slowly pulled the G-String over his smooth, practically hairless legs. It felt cool and delicious sliding up them. Now he stood and positioned the pouch over his cock, and the strap in the rear between his butt cheeks. He loved the way the soft, satin material felt – nestled in snugly. He got a chill, like a strange twitching in his butt. So this is what it feels like when a girl wants cock, he said softly to himself.

He felt so bad. He’d never done anything like this before; so sneaky, so ‘sexy.’ He worked his hand down the front of the pouch and gently took his cock and rubbed it across the emerald satin. Oh my God this feels so fucking good! He didn’t want to cum inside the thong, but already a little bit of pre cum leaked out. So he took a box of tissues and placed it on his bed, wiping the tip of his cock with one of them.

The bra was a little tight when he slipped it on over his head. When he looked in the mirror, the illusion of cleavage was present. No, it wasn’t just an illusion – it fucking was cleavage!

It was like he was having an ‘out-of-body experience,’ because now he touched the tip of his cock again and stood in front of the long mirror behind his room’s door, admiring himself from another person’s perspective. This time he dabbed a bit of pre cum and placed it in his mouth, enjoying the sweet-salty taste. His t-shirt was off, and he actually had the shape of a real girl. His hips were just round enough.

He posed in front of the mirror, talking dirty to himself. Oh how he wished he could be a real slut! He was full of envy for these women who could have these experiences. He wondered how the G-String felt against their pussies, so tight and good.

Next he would try on the satin boxer panties and jerk off in them, letting his jizz go into a bunch of tissues. It felt totally natural to him. He continued to strut in front of the mirror.

Just as he was done admiring himself and ready to slip off the G-String and place the panties on, he heard a knock on his door!! Doug was gone and he wouldn’t knock either, so who could it be? He had better keep quiet. Suddenly the door knob started to turn against the lock. It was smart locking the door he thought – his heart racing so fast he could almost hear it!

Then he heard a pop! The lock mechanism was weak. Now he remembered Doug telling him a while ago that they had to get the doorknob changed! Too late – the door flew open, and standing in the doorway was . . . Kylie.

“WHAT THE FUCK????? Brennan!?”

“Uh, Kylie, I can explain. I have a transgender sociology class.” Sure Brennan – you’re brilliant, as usual. Now you’re DEAD – BUSTED!

“Transgender sociology class my ass!” Kylie said. “With my thong and my bra????”

Instead of charging at him or screaming, Kylie had a big grin light up her face. “Why you little shit,” she said, feigning disgust. “I should have you reported for stealing my clothes.” His body was blocking the bed. “What other things of mine have you stolen?” she said. Then she moved her upper body around Brennan’s and saw the boxer panties on his bed behind him.

Before Brennan could respond Kylie had her iPhone out and was snapping picture after picture of Brennan wearing her thong and bra, and the green satin boxer panties on his bed.

“Boy I’ve got you now! Wait till these go up on my INSTAGRAM page,” she said with an air of evil triumph. Brennan was exactly where she wanted him. This couldn’t have worked out better if she and Jennifer had planned it. Just as that thought crossed her mind, Kylie called Jennifer and was staring and smiling at Brennan the whole time.

“Please don’t Kylie! Please!” Brennan was desperate not to let his secret to get out. His life would be ruined for the next two years, maybe for its entirety. He thought of his family – his parents and sister and even future employers who could easily check his social media.

“Hi Jen. You totally will not believe this! Remember the terrific sex I had like a slut in the laundry room the other night? Yeah, right. Well, you’ll never guess where I am now . . . NO, definitely not with Vern. Yes, I’m in the guy’s room. I walked in on him,” Kylie was choking up with laughter. “ . . . and he’s wearing one of my G-Strings and a bra! Can you believe it? The little shit pilfered it from my dryer. I should have known when I noticed some things missing last night. He’s always in the laundry room the same time as me . . . yes . . . of course not. I’m not telling Vern – I have an idea. Yeah, yeah, I’ll tell you tomorrow! Bye.” And she clicked off her phone.

She now faced Brennan with a look he hadn’t seen before. It smelled of mischief. “We have to talk my dear,” Kylie said. “By the way, I’m not angry but I have an offer for you that you absolutely will not be able to refuse.” She was right. She had Brennan dead to rights. Kylie picked up the box of tissues and looked at them with disgust. “You definitely won’t be needing these Brennan,” she said as she threw the box on the floor.

***

“You’re like a dream come true for me Brennan. I lied to you the other night. See, I never broke up with my boyfriend Vern. His problem is that he doesn’t want to play by my rules. However . . . I’m pretty sure that you would.”

“Are you gonna put those pictures on INSTAGRAM???? Or X?” His voice was trembling, and he looked like he was about to cry.

Kylie saw his distress and tried to comfort him, because she really didn’t want to hurt him – she needed him. “No, no Brennan. I promise those photos won’t go anywhere if you do what I want. I just have a feeling, seeing the way you are now, that you’ll love it too.”

“What do you mean Kylie?”

“Well, now don’t get upset please. I want you to enjoy my devious little plan. Let me explain,” she said as she sat on Brennan’s bed and patted the space next to her, wanting him to sit next to her.

“Okay, here’s the deal. I found that I really, really enjoy sex with a guy who has shall we say, certain effeminate tendencies. In short – I want to fuck a guy who crossdresses; who I can crossdress.”

“But Kylie . . .”

“No buts Brennan! I want you to completely crossdress for me. I’ve been trying to get Vern to do it, but he refuses. He’s boring, dull, a ‘Puritan.’ That’s where you come in. I’m going to let you continue to wear my G-String, panties, and bra . . . and what else have you got of mine?”

“Nothing else, I swear.”

“Okay, I believe you.” Kylie studied Brennan up and down. “You’re a bit taller and slightly heavier than me, but not by much. I’d like to take you shopping and get you your very own sissy wardrobe. You’re going to look fantastic as a real girl, and also act like a girl – if you get my drift. You owe me for your dirty little deeds. But don’t worry, I’ll still let you fuck me. Once Vern sees how much I enjoy fucking you, I think he’ll come around. Now what do you say? Don’t you want to keep geting inside me Brennan,” she said as she batted her eyes at him.

“Well yeah, I suppose I do.”

“Okay, now where’s your computer?”

“What for?”

“I wanna see your browsing history. If it’s anything like I think it is, you’ll be perfect!”

“But”

Kylie quickly interrupted him. “There you go with the ‘buts’ again. If you don’t want to play with me, then I’ll just have to post these pictures. I’m serious Brennan.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” Brennan said, realizing he was completely under the control of this HOT girl. Truth be told, he really did want to please her, and have his little secret shared – with her.

“So here’s what we’ll do. I’m going to get you broken in really good – makeup and all. I even have a best friend, Jennifer, the girl I was talking to just now. You see, her boyfriend Bud has the same likes as you, and he and Jennifer have loads of fun with him dressing up. When things started to suck between me and Vern, she gave me the idea and I fell in love with it right away! I’m going to have Bud break you in Brennan. What do you think? I know he’ll jump at the chance.” On second thought, Bud can wait. I’ll be your first.”

What she meant by that Brennan didn’t really know.

Brennan knew he loved the idea of dressing up, but having sex with another guy who happens to dress like a woman too?? He wasn’t sure.

“I don’t know Kylie. I mean I’m not gay.”

“Oh, I know you’re not, but you see, I want you to get the full experience of what it means to crossdress. Besides, you’ll experience sex just like a girl, and believe me, our orgasms are so much better than guys – just bam, cum, and you’re done. Trust me, you’ll love it. Just think of bud as another girl! By the way, Jennifer tells me his cock is ENORMOUS!”

Brennan was resigned to his fate, and knew that resistance was futile. Also, a little voice in his head said to him ‘do it.’

“Okay Kylie, when do we get started?”

“Attaboy. I knew you’d see it my way. Come to my room tomorrow afternoon after your last class and we’ll go shopping. I want you to pick out the clothes you think are really sexy. Then, on Saturday night, I’ll do you up and you can meet Bud and Jennifer. They live off campus and we’ll go there.”

There was no use pretending anymore, and Brennan’s eyes lit up, getting a smirk from Kylie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

~Brennan and Kylie~

Kylie knew that Brennan would be embarrassed about picking out women’s clothes and trying them on, so she tried to make it as easy as possible for him. He wouldn’t come out of the dressing room. Only Kylie would see him. At the mall, they found a big department store with a nice selection of clothes, and as a way of saying “thank you” to Brennan, she paid for everything – including a nice, long auburn wig.

Brennan knew exactly what he wanted. He loved the one-piece tight PVC dresses that Kylie wore. He also got a couple of really short denim skirts, both blue jeans and black, and camisole shirts that left Brennan’s belly button exposed. She went “full hooker” on him and got him pantyhose with straps, and a garter belt. The G-String she picked out for him had a gaff, since his cock was very large.

After Dinner, Brennan made his way upstairs to Kylie’s room “to play.”

The craziest thing was that Brennan saw his roommate and his friends differently now – not as annoying bullies who chided him constantly, but through the eyes of a girl would look to them as being potential sex partners. What was happening to me? He thought.

“Well hello gorgeous!” Kylie said as she greeted him. They didn’t have to worry about any interruptions because Kylie didn’t have a roommate. Kylie was wearing a deep blue PVC one-piece like she sometimes wore to class, and her makeup was stunning.

“I bet you couldn’t wait to come back here and try your clothes on, right?”

“Yes of course,” Brennan said with genuine excitement.

“After I make you up Brennan, we’re going to put your things on and have a ‘dry run.’ We’ll start with your favorite part, the G-String – so strip!”

Kylie watched Brennan closely as he stepped into the G-String, and smiled as she saw the expression of pure delight on his face. She saw how he took his time pulling the soft fabric over his legs.

“You know Brennan. Soon I think, I’ll have to take you into the bath room and shave you.”

“Is that really necessary Kylie?” Brennan wasn’t too thrilled with that idea until she told him that he would get the most pleasure by having it done to him.

“Yes it is dear, so why don’t we go there now and get it done?”

There wasn’t anything to shave on Brennan’s chest, and after his face, arms, and a bit on his legs, Kylie shaved his cock and under his balls. When Brennan saw his shorn ball sack in the mirror, it turned him on fiercely; along with wearing the G-String and all the pleasant sensations it brought him. The shaving exposed more areas of skin to get the full feeling of, well, femininity.

Kylie put a new stretch bra on Brennan. Kylie, like Brennan loved the way it pulled his chest fat together and made him look like he had a woman’s cleavage. How could I never have done this before??? It feels so . . . girlie, so bad and wonderful, he thought to himself.

Next to go on were the black, sheer nylon panty hose which strapped to the black laced girdle on top of the G-String. Kylie walked slowly up to Brennan and grabbed for his cock, which was warm to the touch and very hard.

“Wow, you certainly are turned on by this whole thing. Remember, if you want to have more sex with me and keep your nasty little secret my sweet little sissy – you have to get Vern to like this too!” This would be a real challenge for Brennan that he sincerely doubted he could pull off. Maybe Kylie wasn’t serious about the Vern part?? He hoped so.

Kylie was a real master with makeup. Brennan’s eyes were such a bright blue, she left off the mascara, opting instead for false, black eyelashes. The finishing touch was the raven haired wig – It had a small braid running across the top and fell to curls that dangled well below the level of his breasts. Kylie was smiling the whole time, and before she allowed Brennan to have a look, she placed lipstick on him – a bright cherry red; with some lipliner too. Now she allowed Brennan to look at himself. The rest of the clothes would be later. Kylie had plans for now.

“Okay Brennan, time to see the new you!” she said.

She watched closely as Brennan approached the long, door mirror. Standing in the reflection was another person – a truly hot-looking woman that Brennan wanted to fuck! But it was himself. How strange and intoxicating it all was. This is where his little panty fetish had led him to. There was no going back now. He would never be the same again. He stared at his massive cock tenting up the pouch of the G-String.

His mouth hung open and a misty-eyed Kylie walked up behind him, leaning her head against his left shoulder and grabbing for his cock. She placed her fingers underneath the pouch and held his cock in her fist. She played with the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath the head, which made Brennan moan with delight. She moved her head in front of Brennan and kissed him hard on the mouth, sticking her wet tongue all the way inside his mouth. He was breathing heavy when suddenly Kylie pulled off him.

“Don’t go anywhere my little sissy. I’ll be right back.”

Where could she be going now?? Brennan was frustrated and his finger tip felt pre cum escaping from his cock tip. When Kylie walked back in the room, she was only wearing her G-String and bra. Her hands were holding something behind her back and Brennan wondered what it could possibly be.

Kylie was grinning and held her hands out in front of her. She was holding a big, black silicone dildo with a curved piece of hard silicone underneath. It attached to a belt which she put on after slipping out of her G-String. The other hand held a tube of K-Y Jelly.

To Brennan, she looked like a “chick with a dick.” He knew intuitively what was about to happen and he didn’t mind. In fact he craved it – he needed it.

Kylie put a glob of the jelly on the dildo and the protuberance, and ordered Brennan to get on the bed on all fours, facing the head. He obeyed and Kylie now removed Brennan’s thong, slowly taking the back strap out from between his butt cheeks, and used her finger to tickle him there. It sent a shot of electricity through him – he loved it.

“You might feel a bit of pain and fullness at first my dear, but trust me – you’ll be begging for more when I’m done!” Her bravado was contagious, and Brennan’s heart was beating fast. He was becoming a real sissy!

Kylie spread Brennan’s butt cheeks apart and lined up the head of the dildo with his cherry ass hole. She gently placed the tip of the silicone cock around it and moved it in a gentle circle, stimulating him. Brennan hissed between his teeth as he felt the tip of the device enter him. It was painful being stretched. After a few gentle pumps, it started to feel pleasurable. Soon, Kylie got into a slow, rocking rhythm and the end of the hard silicone was entering her pussy as well, causing her to moan.

“Say . . . hello . . . to . . . your . . . boy pussy!” she said with staccato breaths. Brennan’s fists were grabbing the bed sheets and soon it was all pleasure as Kylie went faster and faster. He could feel Kylie’s pussy leaking out onto his butt cheeks in total arousal. Inside himself was a pleasure he never knew could exist, as she went faster and faster. So this must be what a girl feels . . . fantastic, he thought.

It wasn’t long before he used his hand to reach around and grab his cock. In the same staggered breathing, Kylie admonished him not to touch his cock, and he obeyed. He soon found out why. Each time she went deeper inside him, he felt that he was ready to cum – and cum big. She managed to hit his “p-spot,” and he moaned loudly as he shot out a huge load of jizz onto the bed sheets. The same time, Kylie screamed out and pressed herself even harder against Brennan’s ass. She kept thrusting on Brennan after they both came. Finally she pulled out and they were both exhausted.

However, Kylie wasn’t done with Brennan yet. She turned him around and placed her lips over his cock which was still hard, and licked and sucked all the cum off him. Her eyes looked up at him, begging him not to take his cock out, as a child who wanted candy. Brennan was about to do no such thing. Kylie’s lips; wet and slick, made a tight seal over his cock and her tongue masterfully played with his cock, licking it around the head and twisting from top to bottom.

Brennan, on his knees on the bed began bucking his hips into her mouth, the two of them in a good rhythm. This was his first blow job, and it was a memorable one. A wave of pleasure came over him as he shot another load of cum into Kylie’s mouth. She was good – not letting a single drop escape. He had never been able to cum twice in such a short period of time.

After he came, Kylie pulled her mouth off Brennan and kissed him, giving him a taste of himself. He loved it. The invisible line had officially been crossed. He was having sex as a girl – a girl with a cock of her own.

It was one am by the time Brennan got back to his room. Doug called and said he would be back tomorrow – Thursday. Before he fell asleep he thought about the events of this afternoon and evening. Did Kylie really like me, or was she, as she said, just extorting me to induce her boyfriend to crossdress and become a sissy for her like she was doing with me? And then what would happen to his relationship with Kylie after he did what she wanted? Did that mean he would “learn a new lifestyle,” only to be left out in the cold with no girlfriend? These were uneasy questions that he would just have to play along with. But what choice did he really have?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________

____

~Brianna & Vern~

At five o’clock Saturday evening, I went upstairs to Kylie’s room to dress and get made up for the little party at Jennifer and Bud’s house. I thought it best to keep those nagging questions to myself for now.

When Kylie opened her door she was very excited to see me. “So this is how it’s going to go down,” she said. “Bud will be dressed and ready to play as he always does with Jen by the time we come over. Then, when Vern comes over he’ll be thinking it’s just another double date with Jen and Bud. Now imagine the shock on Vern’s face when he sees the ‘real Bud’ there, and then you and me! He’ll be confronted by his girlfriend with another girl – you, and Jennifer and Bud! Then the fun will start. I’ve been thinking that I’ll have you feminize Vern. If you aren’t successful, I’ll end it with Vern, but I think I’ll keep you Brennan. You’ve sort of grown on me these last few days, and you really do make a terrific sissy. I believe that deep down inside you want to transition – full time. Now how’s that? I have to have a transgender boyfriend one way or another.”

I was starting to think a little bit about transitioning someday, and the encouragement I was getting from Kylie made me think more seriously about that. But I still had a debt to pay to her first.

“Somehow Kylie, I feel like I’m being used.”

“Well now, you did steal my clothes didn’t you? I think the least you can do is to help me. Or else, like I said, your little secret will be out. Now I don’t think you’re really upset Brennan. I know you loved it. I spent a lot of money and time on you, and I know I loved it.” This was very true.

“I’m sorry Kylie. I was being an asshole. You’re right.”

“See Brennan! I knew you’d want to play along. Also, don’t forget that I picked YOU. Did you think I would just let any guy fuck me in the dorm laundry room? I do have some morals, as corrupt as they may be!” and she laughed. It made me smile too. “And don’t discount my instinct. I had a feeling about you. I also know you were snapping pictures of me in lecture hall! Someday you must show them to me! I’m not an idiot.”

Both of us wore the one-piece PVC dresses. I wore three-inch stiletto heels. I practiced Thursday night, and I picked up on it quick. My calves hurt, but that would get better the more often I wore heels, which I knew I would. But before Kylie and I left the room there was one small thing.

Kylie said, “Brennan, we need a girl’s name for you. I’ve given it some thought, and I think ‘Brianna’ suits you well. Do you like it?”

“Yes! Brianna sounds wonderful. From now on, that’s what I’ll be – Brianna the cum-slut whore. Brennan’s on vacation,” and we both laughed.

“Oh one more thing. Here, we both have to smoke like sluts. I know that turns Vern on – watching hot girls smoke.” With that said, she reached into her black leather bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette for herself and “Brianna.” She lit us both up. I had never smoked before, that is cigarettes, but I did smoke a joint now and then, so I didn’t choke. I thought I looked really sexy as fuck. That really completed my slut makeover, and it’s what kept me hard.

My dress was a deep blue, and Kylie’s was a hot pink. We both looked stunning and when the two of us walked out of the dorm, guys (and girls) heads turned. We looked like two hookers out for a night on the town; quite a change from usual upstate campus dress. It wasn’t just my looks. I had an aching boner, and I wanted to be fucked by a guy really badly. I was glad that Kylie wanted me to take the lead and get the first piece of Vern. I think that would make Kylie very happy.

Kylie drove us to Jennifer’s. It only took about ten minutes. Even though it was a nice night, I didn’t feel like walking in stiletto heels!

We both strutted up to Jennifer’s door. “Well hello guys!” Jennifer said.

“Hi Jen,” Kylie said as they kissed on the cheek. “This is Brianna. She is going to be having lots of fun helping Vern become all he can be!” and the two girlfriends laughed.

“Hi Brianna! Kylie has told me so much about you. Thank you for agreeing to help her out with Vern.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said without going into the whole story which he was sure she knew already.

When we walked in, Bud came to greet us. He was wearing a long, blonde wig, had green eyes, and a very hot figure. His little boyish features lent themselves very well to feminization. He looked hot in his blue denim short skirt, and one piece white camisole. I couldn’t help noticing his cleavage was something ‘a little bit more’ than just having chest fat pushed together.

“Well let’s move into the living room and get started on the drinks before Vern comes in,” Jennifer said.

“I told him to come at eight thirty,” Kylie said.

“Perfect Kylie,” Jennifer said. “Oh by the way – Bud brought over a couple of outfits for Vern to put on.”

“Thanks Jen,” Kylie said. “So how do you like Brianna? Stand up honey and show ‘em whatcha’ got!”

I was very embarrassed at first, but when I saw the way Bud was looking at me and smacking his lips, my embarrassment quickly faded. So, I decided to ask Bud a question.

“So Bud, what is your ‘girl’s name?’”

Bud was thrilled to speak to me, and his interest was very evident. “Danielle. Jennifer calls me Danielle.”

“Oh cool, okay.”

“Hey, listen Brianna,” Danielle said to me. “You can have first crack at Vern. I’ll watch – it really turns me on.”

“Sure thanks. I’m curious. How did you first start crossdressing?”

“Well, Jennifer and I wanted to spice things up a bit in our relationship, and transgender women, or femboys, crossdressers really turn her on, so it was a no brainer. I’d do anything for Jen. And what about you?”

This is where it got embarrassing for me. Jennifer and Kylie were speaking amongst themselves and paid no attention to what Danielle, and I were saying to each other.

“Well, it’s a bit complicated. I live in Kylie’s dorm, and I have a thing for girl’s clothes, and I always felt ‘different,’ you know. So I got to know Kylie and she helped me with my transitioning.” I didn’t know how much Jennifer told her transgender woman boyfriend about me, so I thought best to keep my story short and sweet.

Well, if Danielle did know, she didn’t show it, and that was that. The way that Danielle eyed me made me very aroused, and I moved around on the couch trying to get my stiff cock as comfortable as possible.

“It’s close to eight thirty and I just got a text that Vern is on his way,” Kylie said. I saw Vern as competition for Kylie’s affections, but there was little I could do about it now.

After becoming mellowed out by a few drinks, I decided that with Kylie’s ‘permission,’ I would put the moves on Vern, and take him upstairs, while the other three did their thing down here. The first hurdle would be to see how Vern reacted to Bud’s feminine alter ego.

***

The bell rang and we all smiled at each other as Kylie went to the front door. Vern was a big boy – six feet, two inches tall, and with broad shoulders. He’d make a big woman. Although he was top heavy; his waist could pass for a girl’s nicely. This boy had possibilities. After Kylie and Vern kissed at the door, she took him inside to the living room. The first thing the star quarterback saw when he and Kylie came into the living room was Jennifer and . . . some new crazy version of Bud, but Vern wasn’t sure.

“Bud . . . Is that YOU????”

Bud smiled and was very matter of fact about it. “Yes, it’s me Vern. I was gonna tell you eventually, but you see, Jennifer and I decided that things would really heat up between us if I let her feminize me. It really has made a difference in our relationship!”

Vern’s jaw dropped as he just stared. His voice seemed to disappear, and all he could do was stare at “Bud turned Danielle.”

“Damn, it is you!! Fuck! I can’t believe it. I mean, what do you do exactly?”

We all started laughing, including Kylie.

“Well, we fuck a lot bro,’’” Danielle said.

Vern looked around at everyone, suddenly got the drift of what was going on and he said, “Wait! No fucking way am I going to dress up like a woman.” He looked at Kylie remembering what they had discussed. When Kylie wanted something she usually got her way, but Vern was still very much on the fence about the whole thing.

Then Kylie spoke up. “Here Vern. I’m giving you permission to take my new friend Brianna here, upstairs. I promise you won’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

There was an uncomfortable silence in the room, but I was attracted to Vern in some curious way, and I imagined how it would feel if Vern unleashed his cum all the way inside my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.” Vern was hot – steaming hot as a matter of fact.

“I got this Kylie,” I said.

I stood up, sashayed over to the bar, and brought a beer over to Vern. He was turned on immediately by my appearance and tight, compact ass. As he took his beer from me I saw how his eyes were checking me out from top to bottom.

“Okay, deal. I’ll take; what’s her name again?”

“Brianna,” she said.

“Yeah, okay. I’ll take Brianna upstairs and see what happens.”

I took Vern’s hand and brought him upstairs to Jennifer’s large bedroom. The beer seemed to have mellowed him out a bit, as I smoked seductively in front of him. My first football player I thought with a big smile inside. This was a real mind fuck for me.

I walked slowly towards the bed ahead of Vern. “How’d you like it if I sucked your cock first,” I said smacking my lips and exhaling a blue cloud over Vern’s head.

“I’d love it. Hey! Just because I let a shemale or whatever suck my cock doesn’t make me gay, does it? And you have to promise me that you won’t let this get out on campus, okay.”

“Scout’s honor,” I said. “I won’t say a thing.”

“Now come over here, sit on the bed and let me do my thing,” I told him in a low growl.

Vern was seated on the bed with his legs spread apart and I got down on my knees, taking my cues from the YOUTUBE videos I watched, and I undid his belt and slowly pulled down his zipper. When I reached inside his jeans and placed my hands on my first cock it felt so natural – weird even.

“Oh my, such a big boy you are! I’m gonna love putting this inside my mouth and making you cum baby!”

“Well go right ahead bitch! Do your thing. Lemme see what ya’ got!”

I was as horny as hell and very turned on, and it didn’t take very long for Vern’s cock to be sliding in-between my lips, my tongue at first going up and down on Vern’s slit.

Vern put his head back and supported himself on the palms on his hands in back of him.

“Oh fuck this is sooo fucking good Brianna,” he moaned.

I tried hard not to think that this was the first cock I had ever tasted. My dress and heavy slut makeup was a sort of a mental shield against any feelings of guilt or remorse. It was all pleasure.

As I started sucking, my eyes turned upwards to Vern, and my cherry lip gloss coated the tip of Vern’s cock. His head was so massive that my mouth was almost stretched to the limit taking it in. Vern lifted his body up from the mattress and bucked into my mouth. He went in easily because my mouth was so wet. I used my tongue as skillfully as Kylie had; roping around the tuft on the bottom of Vern’s cock and sliding all around his cock.

Vern took one hand and ran it through my silky, lush hair. He was staring down at my cleavage (which turned me on even more) and was impressed with how real it looked. I loved the way his pre cum tasted; the sweet/salty mix. I let gravity take me and I went faster and faster keeping my lips tightened over his shaft.

“Ahhhhh . . .” Vern hissed out between his teeth, as he shot his load into my mouth hitting the back of my throat. He came several times, and I couldn’t help leaking out cum which dribbled down my cheeks and chin. It was a big turn on for me and fit my idea of a perfect cum slut to a tee. Next to come was something I had fantasized about for a long time.

I came off Vern’s cock and sat on the bed next to him, with a full, creamy cum face. “Come on Vern, lick me clean baby.”

Vern was hesitant at first, so I leaned into him and kissed him giving him a taste of myself. He didn’t pull back away and licked the inside of my mouth. I pulled off and let Vern lick his cum off my chin and the sides of my mouth until I was wiped clean. We stayed kissing for a while, and I loved it. Now was the real test, and another first for me.

“Now it’s my turn to get off Vern. I’m a very horny girl. Please get on the bed and kick your jeans and your boxers off.”

Vern said nothing and did as he was told, which surprised me. I guessed, correctly it turned out that he had “caught the vibe” so to speak.

He was on all fours on the bed facing the head. “Is this gonna hurt?” the manly star quarterback and pro pick of the college football team asked.

“It may just a little bit doll, but I promise I’ll go easy on you your first time.”

“Okay, okay I’ll do it. I don’t want to lose Kylie.”

That comment hurt me now because I was attached to Kylie and Vern. Did breaking in Vern mean I would lose my lover and

mentor? I was getting feelings for Vern because underneath that rough exterior was really a sweet guy. I felt conflicted, but acted “as if,” and completed my deal with Kylie. What choice did I have?

In Jennifer’s dresser draw was a tube of K-Y Jelly just where she said it would be, so I took it out, and told him “This will make it much easier on you Vern, trust me.”

“Okay Brianna, whatever you say. I wanna prove to Kylie that I’m open to this thing. Hell, if Bud is man enough to take a dick in the ass, then I can too.” I laughed at that bit of jock head bravado. 

Actually the only “dick” that Bud had taken in the ass was the same as me– a silicone dildo. But that would change too.

I squeezed out a glob of K-Y onto my hand and rubbed it all the way down Vern’s taint. For added effect I stuck my jellied index finger into Vern’s asshole which made him squirm and hiss through his teeth. My “gurl cock” was throbbing and I slowly caressed the entrance to Vern’s boy pussy or “bussy” with the tip of my cock. I rubbed it around in a circle on the outside, tickling Vern and he stiffened and moaned. Next, I pushed in slightly with just the head of my cock, and pulled out, causing Vern to squirm. I wanted to break him in gently, so I repeated it a few more times until Vern dilated a little more before going in further. Vern was so good, so tight, and felt so delicious.

I picked up speed and went faster and faster, deeper and deeper, spreading Vern’s butt cheeks apart. He didn’t complain. I suspected he was in great discomfort, so I slowed it down, for that reason as well as I didn’t want to cum yet.

I went in even deeper than before, in and out, and then Vern took hold of his cock with one hand and screamed in orgasmic bliss – he shot a full load onto Jennifer’s bed. He just had his first sissygasm. I could hold back no longer and came myself, letting a tidal wave of warm, gooey cum enter Vern’s bussy. It made me go even faster and faster, and some of my jizz started dripping out of Vern’s bussy, down his butt cheeks. I held myself still inside him, rubbing my cock along his insides around and around like a wooden mixing stick. It was a good comedown for Vern who squirted out several loads of jizz.

“Oh God Brianna. That was fucking wonderful! But you gotta swear to me you won’t tell anyone about this!”

I had to stop from laughing because it was really very funny. I felt that way the first time with Kylie’s dildo treatment on me.

“Don’t worry Vern, your secret is safe with me,” I said as I kissed Vern softly on the lips. We kissed and embraced tenderly on the bed. Vern was a natural romantic. Will surprises never cease? I thought, amused.

“I think we should go downstairs now Vern. Oh! Leave your jeans and your boxers up here.”

Vern said nothing and treated my request as if it was routine. But I couldn’t help wondering what was going through his mind. I’d find out soon enough.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

____

~Three Dicks and Two Chicks~

When Vern and I came downstairs, we were greeted with a sight that caused Vern’s eyes to pop open. Jennifer and Danielle (Bud) were on the big couch, with Jennifer behind Danielle, wearing a strap on dildo with the same contraption as Kylie’s, thrusting furiously into Danielle’s bussy. Danielle had on her long, blonde wig, and tons of whorish looking makeup which made my cock do summersaults inside her G-String.

Jennifer was nonchalantly smoking a Virginia Slims as she pounded Danielle. I saw that Vern was a bit uneasy, noticing his state of shock seeing what Danielle was doing, and I reassuringly placed my arms around his waist and pulled him closer into me, whispering, “See, look. Bud, er, rather ‘Danielle’ is taking it and loving it just like you did. Danielle is Bud when she goes around campus, and only gets dressed here for Jennifer. Now don’t you think you could be with Kylie and do with her what we did upstairs,” I said, lightly kissing Vern on the neck and cheek.

“Yeah, I suppose I could if he can. But, Brianna, I have to ask you. I enjoyed us together upstairs very much. Do you think Kylie would want to share?”

That lit me up like a four alarm fire. I tried to suppress my elation at that.

“I don’t know Vern. You’ll have to ask her that question.”

Kylie was sitting on a loveseat close to the couch and really into what Danielle and Jennifer were doing. She had her legs spread apart like that night in the laundry room and running her wet index finger up and down her sopping pussy. It was clear that Kylie loved to watch and “play along” as much as she loved to fuck anyway that she could. As soon as she saw me and Vern her eyes lit up and she fixed me with an expectant stare.

“I think Vern here will do just fine Kylie.”

Kylie just nodded as she was sweating and squirting on the love seat, enraptured by Jennifer and Danielle. She stopped what she was doing and was breathing hard. She looked at Vern with misty eyes. He had never seen his girlfriend so excited, and a smile lit up her face.

“Vern stay where you are!” Kylie gasped out.

Kylie reached into her bag and pulled out her own dildo contraption, the same one she had used with me to break me in, along with a tube of her K-Y Jelly. She placed a bunch of throw pillows on the floor, and beckoned for Vern to come closer.

“Are you ready to have some fun now with me Vern?”

“Sure babe! Let’s get to it.”

Without any prodding Vern got down on the floor on top of a few throw pillows and Kylie got behind him, her belt firmly secured. She took the K-Y Jelly and slathered it over the silicone cock and the protuberance. Then she squeezed out some more and was pleased to see that Vern’s bussy was already glistening with gel and my cum.

“Oooh, lookie – someone’s been a bad boy!” she said looking at Vern and laughing.

“Well, this is what makes you happy, right babe?”

“Oh, you’ll never know honey.” Now be a good little sissy and stay there.

I thought that the macho quarterback would wince at having his girlfriend call him a sissy, but he didn’t seem to mind at all.

Just like I had some minutes before, Kylie mounted Vern from the rear and inserted the dildo into his broken in and red bussy. She went slow at first, arching her torso so the back end entered her pussy at the same time. She was far up Vern in no time, and in a continued state of bliss which she started by herself watching Jennifer and Danielle.

Speaking of which, Jennifer was moaning loudly as she leaked out down her legs, and Danielle grabbed his gurl-cock and shot a huge load on a sheet on top of the couch.

I stood off to the side, lit a cigarette and watched the two couples go at it. I laughed to myself as I thought of me as the “odd sissy out.” Vern had clearly found something new in his relationship with Kylie, with some help from me. But this whole experience made up my mind to fully transition into a real transgender woman and not just a crossdresser. I needed to prepare for all contingencies, and I wanted some amount of independence in case things didn’t work out. I knew I could never have sex with a woman or a man unless I was dressed as Brianna.

The question was, where would I fit in with Jennifer, Danielle, Kylie, and Vern? So for now I contented myself by watching and stroking my gurl cock in a chair. I had a lot to discuss with Kylie – tomorrow.
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Chapter One

______________________

_________

Finals were over at last and now I had the three month summer vacation to look forward to. I just finished my freshman year at Warren State, and I really needed a job. I’m an only child and I lived with my mom. Going away to college was a big adjustment for the both of us since my dad left us when I was in elementary school. He found a secretary from his textile business and that was that – he just left us. That first summer home from school was one I’ll never forget.

“Derrick, could you come in here please?”

“Sure mom.” This was my first day home, and I was on my laptop looking for local jobs. I wasn’t without skills. I could push a lawn mower, throw a coat of paint on a wall, and use a weed whacker, and trim hedges pretty well. I could fix things too; I was kind of a handyman. I was the man of the house, and I did all the chores and mechanical stuff around the house for my mom. We didn’t have a lot of money, so I learned things out of necessity – including auto repair. I constantly worried about mom and the house when I was at school. She always called me when something was on the fritz, and from school I negotiated with different handymen for mom. I had been thinking of discussing with her the possibility of selling the house and downsizing to a condo in a gated community.

“Honey, I just might have a job for you this summer.”

“Really mom? Like what?

“Well the Cardevans next door, Edith and John moved out. The house was too much for them to take care of, so they moved to New Jersey to live in a condo community. It was funny. I knew they were thinking of selling and one day I saw a moving van in front of their house.”

I thought mom was friends with Edith and John, but they just moved out without saying a word.

“Anyway the new owner is really nice. She’s a divorced woman named Tiffany, Tiffany Harleigh, and she told me she’s looking for someone to do different odds and ends in her home. She wants to repaint her house interior, and I couldn’t help telling her how handy you are with a paintbrush and repairs.”

“Nice mom. Painting a house interior. After deducting the cost of the paint and materials I bet I could make a nice amount of change for school, in addition to my job in the school fitness center.”

“Yes, so why don’t you go over there and speak to her. I told her you were coming home this week.”

“Thanks mom, I think I will.”

“What can you tell me about her mom?”

“Well, as you know she’s divorced, so we hit it off pretty well, and I know she’s in her early forties with no kids. Not sure what she does for a living, but she leaves her house early in the morning and she comes home late.”

“Okay, I’ll stop by later. I didn’t see a car in the driveway, so maybe I’ll go over after dinner.”

“Good boy. I wish you didn’t have to work honey, but this is the way it is, unfortunately.” My mom sounded sad. Since I turned eighteen, the child support was over, and we had to tighten out belts, what with the economy being what it is now.

“It’s okay mom. You’re always telling me things work out.”

After dinner I was upstairs in my bedroom unpacking and I looked out my bedroom window at her backyard dug-in pool. Mrs. Harleigh was going for an evening swim, and what I saw made my cock bulge, and my heart was beating like a drum. She was doing a backstroke and wearing a skimpy purple bathing suit. She had an incredible figure, long auburn hair, and her breasts were on full display. Holy shit! She was swimming topless! I had a birds eye view. I ran to the top shelf of my closet and pulled out my pair of binoculars to get a better look. I was on my knees, wearing just my gym shorts, and rested the binoculars on my window sill. The bottom of her bathing suit was very thin, and I saw her pubic hair sticking out from underneath the purple material.

What the hell was this woman up to? Granted, she thought she had complete privacy; there was a white polyvinyl fence that ran all around her yard, and it wasn’t nice for me to spy but shit, I couldn’t help it. After all, I’m a virile young man at his sexual peak – eighteen years old. Plus it helped that my bedroom was on the second floor with an excellent view.

Suddenly, she looked up at my bedroom window! She was wearing Ray Ban sunglasses, and I wasn’t quite sure she saw me because she went right back to swimming. I’d give her some time to finish her swim and go inside and change before I went over.

After dinner I told mom that I was going next door. I rang the bell and Mrs. Harleigh apparently was in no hurry to dress – she wore a white silk robe, more like a teddy, with a silk belt, loosely tied in front. Her nipples were sticking out like two pencil points, and she had piercing green eyes that bore into me. Her long, auburn hair fell freely down her front past her breasts. I was wearing gym shorts and sandals, and it was hard to hide my boner. I turned bright red.

“Well hi! You must be Derrick. I’m Tiffany. Come in, come in. Would you like something cold to drink?”

“Sure. A Coke would be nice.”

“Okay, coming right up, but it’s a ‘generic cola.’ Hope you don’t mind,” she said laughing. “Why don’t you come into the kitchen Derrick, and we can talk.” She seemed nice, with a personality that drew you in.

As I followed her into the kitchen, I saw her tight butt wiggle, and her long, shapely legs almost floating over the wooden floor.

I looked around, and it was obvious the place needed a paint job, and God knows what else. The Cardevans really let the house go to shit on their way out.

“So, your mom is very nice and speaks very highly of you and your handyman skills. As you can see,” she gestured around the kitchen, “this place is in need of a redo. I’d love to start with a paint job first – the living room, kitchen, and then the upstairs bedrooms. What do you think?”

“I could do that. Think of some colors and I can come by tomorrow with some swatches for you to pick.”

“Sounds great Derrick.” Her hands landed on top of mine on the table which only made my cock ache more. This was turning into a fantasy come true – or maybe I was jumping the gun.

“Tell me Derrick. Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Uh no. I’m pretty busy with school, and I haven’t really found anybody yet. Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no particular reason. I just wanted to make sure that you had time to do the work without, you know, distractions.”

The biggest distraction was sitting right across the table from me.

“Oh no, I have plenty of time Tiffany, and it’s only May. We have till the end of August.”

“Yes I guess we do,” she said with what sounded like a double entendre.

“Tell me Derrick. Do you like ‘mature women?’”

“Uh, sure, I suppose so.” She laughed playfully and stood up, turned my chair around and fucking sat on my lap crossways, placing her arm around my shoulders!

“Well it just so happens that I like handsome young men.”

I did the only thing I could do in a situation like that. I gently placed my hand on the back of her head and kissed her moist, cherry glossed lips. She smelled like vanilla and strawberries, and had a very heady, sensual scent that drove me wild. She stuck her tongue inside my mouth and wrapped it around mine, pressing hard on my lips. I could feel the wetness from her sopping pussy coming through the thin layer of the teddy, leaking on my thigh.

She now went for the obvious – my hard cock sticking up through my gym shorts. The soft pads of her fingers pressed against my cock buried underneath the layers of my shorts and my boxers, but she applied just the right amount of pressure and sliding to allow some pre cum to escape, wetting my boxers and leaving a dark spot on my shorts. I think she felt it because now her fingers slid underneath the elastic top of my shorts and were touching the engorged head of my cock. My mind was on sexual autopilot, and I wanted those luscious lips to be wrapped around my boner. I thought I would cum right then and there, when she broke off from the kiss and whispered, “Stand up Derrick.”

I obeyed and first she stood up straight and pulled down my shorts and boxers and left them hanging around my ankles and feet. With her hands she spread my legs apart, and took off my t-shirt. She got down on her knees right in front of me, her knees on the hard kitchen linoleum.

In a husky, seductive voice she said, “Play before work Derrick. That’s what I always say.”

“Yeah, I like that Tiffany.”

She laughed. “You’ll definitely like this.”

Then she firmly grasped my cock in her fist. “My God Derrick – you’re so big! Look, I can barely wrap my fingers around your large, pink shaft.” She paused and smiled up at me, rubbing her fingers along the top of my cock, from head to base; kind of exploring, and staring down at my cock.

“Tell me something Derrick: Are you a virgin. Come on, don’t be embarrassed.”

She knew me. What sense was there in lying to her. “Yes I am Tiffany.”

“Great, then I’ll be a good teacher.” She took hold of a thick lock of her hair and tickled my chest and my tummy with it, and then kissed my nearly hairless chest all the way down to my cock, paused, and looked up at me with a grin.

Very slowly and deliberately, she placed her cherry glossed lips on the tip of my cock and stuck her tongue out and placed it in the slit of my throbbing cock, and tasted the pre cum which was on top.

“Umm, Derrick. I love your taste.” She placed her index finger on top of it and put it up to her lips, licking all around her finger. She was torturing me. No other way to describe it.

She placed her tongue back on the head of my cock, and keeping a tight seal with her lips, covered my helmet, making her tongue go around and around, driving me out of my fucking mind. I thought I would cum right there. It took every ounce of my concentration and a lot of masturbation training not to.

Now she got down to business. She was hungry, practically devouring me. Her lips pressed tightly against my shaft and her mouth was wet and slippery as it took all of me in, making slurping and sucking noises. I pressed her head onto my lap, her silky hair adding greatly to my excitement. I bucked my hips up and down to keep in rhythm with her. Then came the explosion. I came harder than I ever did in my life – blowing my thick, warm cum all the way to the back of her throat. She drank it all in, not letting a drop leak down the sides of her lips. I came at least three big shots, and she squeezed my shaft with her mouth to get every last drop out. All the while I had a great view of her beautiful cleavage between the folds of the silk teddy.

Finally she came off me and stood up, leaning over to kiss me, eyes half-closed and cum dripping down the sides of her lips. I got a good taste of my own jizz, and I kind of liked the salty sweetness of it. I thought nothing of it at the time. I licked her whole face. She had me now. I was all Tiffany’s, and would do anything she asked of me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_________________

_____

“You were terrific Derrick. I think I’m going to like having a handyman around the house this summer. So how was your first time with a mature woman,” she said with that seductive voice that could make a dead man get a hard on.

“Perfect, I mean, it was . . . uh, you’re nice Tiffany.”

She laughed. “So cute and sweet you are Derrick,” she said as she poked the tip of my nose gently with her index finger.

“And to think I didn’t even take you upstairs to my bedroom yet.”

I was feeling brave and assertive now. “So when is that going to happen.”

“Just be patient dear, sooner than you know. Oh! By the way. I saw you earlier when I was in my pool. You were spying on me with your binoculars from your bedroom window, you dirty little boy!”

I knew she did, but I thought it best to let her say something about that to me.

“Let’s see. Tomorrow is Saturday, so why don’t you come over with the swatches in the afternoon and you can get the paint and start in the living room on Sunday. How does that sound? I might even help you. But of course I’ll still pay you.” She laughed. “Union wages of course.”

So we went into her large living room, and she told me what colors she wanted, and I knew what to get from the LOWES for her. She gave me her credit card and told me to get whatever I thought I needed for the job. I knew the summer wouldn’t be all sex. I had a job, and I also had a woman twice my age to fuck and suck as much as I wanted. Standing there in her living room, I was quickly hard again.

I was curious about what she did for a living. I mean this house was not cheap, and it was a struggle for my mom and me to keep ours in this neighborhood. It was then I noticed the credit card said “T.H. Productions and Graphics.”

“Tiffany. Mind if I ask you a personal question.”

“Sure Derrick, and no, I’m not a lesbian,” she said with a big throaty laugh.

“What exactly do you do for a living?”

“Good question. Well my business credit card is a bit vague, now isn’t it?”

I didn’t know what to say. “Uh, I don’t know. I guess you’re like some kind of graphic artist or something?”

She laughed and came closer to me and kissed me.

“Or something. All in good time my dear. Now I’ll see you tomorrow. Come over about one o’clock, okay?”

“Sure Tiffany, and thank you.”

She laughed. “Don’t mention it. Thank you!”

***

So I did the shopping for painting supplies and color swatches, and came over to Tiffany’s at one like I said. She looked stunning. She had lots of makeup on like she was going out somewhere, but I knew it was for me, and it really made me feel special. But I never expected her to be dressed like she was. She wore a long-sleeved white blouse, collar up, and no pants – just a purple G-String!

“Hi lover,” she said and practically dragged me inside her house. I flew through the entranceway. I don’t think my feet touched the ground. She grabbed me with a strong grip and tongue kissed me before I could even put the packages down.

She grabbed my cock and made me drop the bags on the floor – all the brushes, rollers and drop cloths. It made her laugh hysterically. “What’s the matter Derrick? Trouble concentrating?”

After she got me harder than I was, she just switched gears – what a fucking tease!

“Let me look at the swatches first.” She picked a couple of different shades of blue to paint the walls of the living room with. “These two will do just fine,” she said.

“Now that that’s out of the way, let’s go upstairs. I know you’re dying to go honey,” she said.

“Okay, lead the way.”

“I promise I’ll go easy on you baby.”

I was hoping she wouldn’t “go easy on me.” In the back of my mind I wondered why a woman like Tiffany wasn’t married or had a boyfriend. My mom told me she was divorced, but I didn’t want to press her.

Her bedroom was expansive and overlooked the famous pool which I explored the other day with my binoculars. She sat on her bed and pulled me over, staring at me with those penetrating green eyes. Again I was hard as a rock from her flirtatious play downstairs.

“I’d like you to fuck me Derrick.”

She certainly didn’t waste any time. My voice caught in my throat. “Wh -what would you like me to do?”

Her laugh made me feel stupid, but she saw my distress, and told me, “First I want you to relax, okay. I want you to really enjoy yourself Derrick, so I’m going to have you fuck me in my ass!”

In my virgin innocence I asked, “Umm, is that even possible?”

I thought her laughter would make the unpainted walls fall down on us. Now I really felt like an idiot.

“Of course it is my dear. Once you taste this, you won’t want it any other way, I can promise you that. Now take your shorts and your boxers off.” Tiffany was looking at my raging hard on and grinned at me.

“Just trust your instincts. I know you want it.”

I did as she told me, and then she got on the bed, on her hands and knees with her butt in the air facing me, and she moved the strap from  her G-String out of the way. She reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly.

“Here honey. Take this and put a nice amount all over my asshole, and rub some on your cock, but I don’t want you coming just yet – I know you’re excited.” That, I was.

I squeezed out a generous helping of the jelly and spread the slick, cool gel all over her, which made her moan.

“Place some on your finger and stick it inside me; rub it around me inside good.”

As I did so, she moaned louder and stiffened. The rest was pure instinct, and she said, “Okay Derrick, do it,” she said in a faraway, dreamy voice.

I lined my slick, wet cock up against her hole and played around, moving it in a circle around it, and she hissed through her teeth. Then, I slowly went inside her, just up to the end of the head of my cock, carefully because I didn’t want to cause her any discomfort. She kept moaning as I went deeper and deeper inside her. It felt amazing; so tight and good. I picked up my speed and went in deeper and deeper.

She bucked her hips backwards on top of me and added to my pleasure. I could take no more and I felt my orgasm welling up inside me, until finally I burst – shooting a cannonball of cum all the way up inside her. Some of my cum leaked onto her butt cheeks, but not much. I came like that three times, the tightness and slick feeling on the bottom of my cock adding to my pleasure. I had crossed a line and was a virgin no more. Now I could brag like my friends at school, although I didn’t think I wanted to go into specifics with them.

Finally we stopped and I pulled out of her slowly. She turned around and faced me, kissing me hard on the lips, running her tongue deep inside my mouth. I felt her silky hair against my chest. To my amazement I was still hard. She reached down and grabbed my cock, laughing.

In a second, she was down on me and licking my own cum off my cock. Her lips made the tight seal again, and she went faster and faster. I closed my eyes, and pressed her head against me. My hips were going back and forth almost by pure instinct, grabbing onto every moment of my carnal enjoyment.

It wasn’t long before, to my surprise, I came again with another large load that went all the way to the back of Tiffany’s throat. She made a loud slurping noise as she swallowed my entire load. Then she looked up at me with her green eyes half closed, and a misty, faraway look on her face, cum dribbling down her chin.

“You’re terrific Derrick,” she said and kissed me again, giving me a full taste of my own sweet/salty jizz. You would think that would be revolting to me, but I kind of liked it. Maybe I saw Tiffany’s enthusiasm and it was contagious, or maybe it was uncharted territory that I enjoyed exploring.

I should have expected it, but I wasn’t quite sure what she meant when next she said, “Now it’s my turn to get off Derrick.” I said nothing in response. This was her show.
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We went downstairs for a little lunch that Tiffany prepared. This gave me a chance to “recharge my batteries” as it were, and also to learn some more things about Tiffany. I took what I considered a bold step, and I asked her about her marriage.

“So you’ve been divorced for five years? That’s a long time for such a beautiful woman like yourself to be alone for,” I said. She blushed and took my hands over the table.

“Well thank you Derrick. That’s very sweet of you to say.”

“I mean it. I find it hard to believe that you don’t even have a boyfriend.”

“It doesn’t mean that men haven’t tried – because they have. It’s just that I have, you might say, ‘high standards,’ and no one has been able to meet them. Until you came along that is.”

I was full of myself after she said that. Traditionally I’ve had low self-esteem, a problem which was my constant companion throughout high school, and so far, in college too. But now, with Tiffany in my life, for two whole days, things seemed to be changing.

She licked her lips very slowly and deliberately, then sticking her tongue out at me with lascivious intent. I was hard again. She was still wearing just the G-String and the open cotton shirt with no bra.

“Let’s go back upstairs. It’s not polite to deny a woman with intense sexual desires Derrick.”

She took my hand and practically pulled me upstairs to her bedroom.

“Have a seat on the bed Derrick.”

I sat there and she moved away from me, slowly taking off her blouse, like a strip tease. She had me hypnotized, watching those gorgeous breasts revealed fully. Then she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String pouch, looking at me and biting her lower lip seductively. I saw a mound of her light brown pubic hair, and it was glistening in the sunlight which shone in through the window. She had a peculiar smile on her face which I’d never seen before. Then she slowly moved the G-String down, and it looked like her thumb was tenting out of the material, but as it went farther down her leg, I saw I was wrong – very wrong.

She revealed, or rather it revealed itself – one of the largest cocks I ever saw. I was speechless, and my mouth was frozen in an “O.”

“Tiffany what the fuck?!!”

“What’s the matter Derrick? You’ve never seen a lady with a cock before,” she said laughing.

“Uh, it’s just the last thing I would have expected, that’s all.” I was starting to calm down a bit, though I was still conflicted. I mean, the last thing I wanted to be was a homosexual.

“I’m a transgender woman Derrick. I have been since my early twenties, although I prefer to call myself a shemale as we’re known in Thailand. Obviously, I enjoy having a cock. It’s more ‘to play with,’ shall we say. I think you enjoyed me. Am I correct my love?”

“Uh, yes, yes, I did very much.”

“Well good! I’m glad to see you aren’t frightened away, like some guys I’ve entertained over the years.”

“Is that what happened to your ex-husband?”

“No,” Right then her expression turned bitter. “George, that’s the prick’s name, was fine with me. I mean we were married for ten years, but he ended up running away with a biological woman half his age from work – the prick!”

“Oh I see. Sorry.”

“Why should you be sorry? It’s not your fault. Besides, I think he was bisexual too.”

I was quiet. Obviously George left some scars.

“Now I think we’ve spent enough time on him. Let’s forget about him and not mention him again, okay Derrick?”

“Sure.”

“Now like I said. It’s my turn to have some fun, but you’ll enjoy it too. Please get up on the bed again Derrick, but this time I’d like you to face the head of the bed.”

So I turned and faced the massive oak headboard on all fours. I was curious more than anything, but as soon as I got in position, I felt Tiffany’s soft hands stroking my cock. She was laughing and had her tube of K-Y which she spread all over my butt this time. She did a thorough job, and she even stuck her finger inside my hole like I did, and It made me moan – it felt sooo fucking good!

She spread my butt cheeks apart and said, “Now Derrick, you may feel a bit full, and probably some pain, but I promise you it’s worth it. Soon you won’t want my cock to leave you. It will become all pleasure.”

“You’re the boss Tiffany.”

She laughed. “I like that. You’re cute Derrick.”

The next thing I felt was a fleshy cock head pressing up against my asshole. I didn’t know at that time it was called a “boy pussy,” or “bussy” for short. It was strange, yet it also felt natural. We weren’t exactly making historical firsts here.

“Just go with it Derrick – let it carry you away. But under no circumstances do I want you touching your cock – understand?”

I didn’t understand the request then, but I agreed and said, “Sure Tiffany.”

She was ramrod stiff and slowly entered me – just the head and she took it in and out. Each time I felt full, and a little sore, which lessened after a while. The pain intensified as she went farther in and I gripped the sheets with my fists and tears were welling up in my eyes, yet I kept at it, remembering what she told me. Tiffany was moaning the whole time.

“You’re so tight and good Derrick. I love it.”

As she hammered in and out, the pain lessened, and a peculiar sense of pleasure ensued. I wanted more and more. I didn’t want her to stop. Tiffany was like a drug – an addiction against which I was powerless.

She was relentless, her moaning reaching a blistering crescendo and I felt a wet warmth fill up my asshole. This strange feeling tipped me over the edge, and it felt like a sneeze welling up from deep inside of me. My cock was as hard as it ever was, or maybe more so, and I yelled out wordlessly and shot a tremendous load of cum onto the bedsheets underneath me.

She was still hard and thrusting, and I could feel my gooey wetness dripping down the inside of my butt cheeks. My perception of myself changed. I actually felt as a woman would feel. 

With her gurl cock still inside me, she collapsed on my back in post-coital bliss. I stayed perfectly still, breathing heavy, as stars rolled around in my head, trying to process what just happened to me. Finally Tiffany pulled out and turned me around. My ass was throbbing, but her kiss took that away, and I loved the feel of her tongue inside my mouth. What turned me on more than anything was that a shemale twice my age would find me appealing. I reveled in it.

“You’re terrific Derrick. Feel any different?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Would you like to do this again and again?” she asked, testing me.

“Of course I would.” At this rate, her house would never get painted, but I didn’t care.

“Good, good,” she said and tenderly hugged and kissed me. I kissed her silky hair and bare shoulders as she giggled with delight.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

Icame over the next day, Sunday. I stopped at LOWE’S and purchased the paint for the living room and hallway downstairs, the two different tones of blue. But if it’s any indication of the day to come, they just sat there in the hallway with the rollers and drop cloths.

“We need to talk Derrick.”

“Oh sure. What about?” I said as I pointed to the paint and things. “About this?”

“No, not today,” she said with an evil, playful sort of grin. “It is about work, just not the job you would think.”

Now I was interested and I wondered what it could possibly be.

“Come upstairs with me.”

Once more she took me by the hand and my eyes were drawn to those shapely, beautiful legs as they made their way up the stairs. For a change, she was wearing a blue denim miniskirt and a yellow camisole with a low neckline. She held her arm outstretched as we approached the bedroom for me to take a peek at what was inside. On her bed were women’s clothes laid out: everything from G-Strings to a couple of blouses, short skirts and makeup. I looked at Tiffany as if to say, “what gives,” but all she did was smile back at me.

“I can understand your surprise Derrick, but this is job-related. Just not the job you expected for the summer.”

“I gave you my business credit card, and now it’s time to give you the rest of the story. I think you’ll fit into my company just fine.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked, my eyes going between Tiffany and the stuff on the bed.

“My work is in video production Derrick. I need models – transgender woman models, or shemales as I told you I like to call them.”

“But, but Tiffany! I’m not a shemale! I wouldn’t know the first thing about what to do!”

“Derrick. You like money don’t you? Your mother and you aren’t exactly sitting pretty are you? Your mortgage is about two hundred and forty five thousand dollars and fifty two cents, and you guys were late on one payment already. I think Midland Savings and Loan sent mom a letter saying they would take the house back with two more late payments, and the way things are looking for this month sweetheart, it seems like you might not make it by June fifteenth.”

My eyes were popping out of my head. Who the fuck was this woman??? How did she know so much, and what else did she know?

“And your college loans? Well Derrick, I know that you’ve been looking at the National Guard to help with school. While admirable, and I admire your patriotism sweetie, even that might not cut it with your job at the campus fitness center.”

Then Tiffany came closer to me and placed her arms around my shoulders, held me close and kissed me tenderly. “Derrick, if I didn’t think you had potential I wouldn’t even have offered you this opportunity. You see honey, your mother is fine with it. Oh yes, (My eyes were hanging out of my skull by the optic nerves by now) she knows all about our little tryst, and she practically begged me to help out. My move here was all planned in advance. It was your mom who approached me.”

“My job offer will help you and your mom out of your mortgage difficulties and the problem of your school loans. You won’t need army boots, just stiletto heels. Now how does that sound?”

I was speechless. What could I say? But there was more.

“You see, the old couple who used to live here, the Cardevans – sweet couple really, had no choice but to leave.” She laughed now. “See, I made them an offer they couldn’t refuse. I offered them double market value to move. They were stubborn you see. They really didn’t want to go.”

“Honestly Derrick, when I first saw you at school, (she saw me at school???) I wasn’t sure you would be good femboy material. But now, after I spent such ‘electric’ time with you, I knew I had to have you in my collection. Your mom is more than happy. She’s also got some spending money for vacations and necessities. So if you turn me down, you lose your home, your education, let down you poor mother who went through so much trouble, and you will be missing out on the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“Okay, okay, I get it. I’ll do whatever you say Tiffany.”

“Such a good boy,” she said, holding my chin between her fingers. “Well let’s get started. I have a little feeling that you really enjoy this – which is great. You’ll be a star. What you’ll be doing is making videos for me. Typical stuff really – men who like to have sex with shemales. You’ll really be getting paid to get off and have a good time. You don’t even need any acting skills. All you have to do is to get on all fours and be tossed around a bit.”

She said it like I was getting a job at a fast food place.

“Now we’re wasting time. I want you ready to come to my studios tomorrow. We have some work to do.” She studied me up and down. “The only problem will be with walking in heels, but I know you’re a fast learner. Shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”

I moved closer to the bed and picked up a pair of emerald green boxer panties, and sheer black, nylon hose. They felt really good between my fingers, nice and soft, silky. If my cock was any indication if I would enjoy this or not, it was standing at attention.

“Get dressed. Tomorrow it looks like the girls will shave you. We can’t have you with hairy balls, chest or legs, now can we?”

“Uh, I guess not,” I said muttering under my breath.

“Come on honey, let me see that smile I fell in love with. Yes, love Derrick. I’ve fallen for you. We’re going to be a couple you and I. I can even visit you up at school, and we can do some filming on weekends at a motel near your college.”

This was all too much for me to process, so I didn’t. I just went along with everything.

I got dressed, and Tiffany took me into the bathroom to apply makeup. After that, came the wig. I was shocked because when I looked in the mirror I thought I looked beautiful. I looked like someone I would love to fuck! Amazing how quickly I adapted to this “new me.”

Tiffany thought so too. She ran her hands through my hair. “Ooooh, so soft and nice. My, my, you do transition well. And, with the hormones, you’ll put some curves on those hips and your breasts will come in very nicely!”

“Hormones?”

“Yes, of course. You want the full experience don’t you? It will make your work so much easier and turn you into the most beautiful version of yourself that you can be!”

At this point I could see no down side to Tiffany’s offer. I would become beautiful and be the hottest girl in the world! I practiced walking in the heels, and I was clumsy as hell.

“Don’t worry about the heels Derrick. In no time at all you’ll be a pro. Now let’s go have some fun, because I’m horny as fuck looking at you. I want to tear you apart! Then tomorrow, you come to work with me.”

“What about the paint job?” I asked.

Tiffany was laughing hard now. When she stopped she said, “I’ll just hire someone, don’t worry about it. You didn’t think after yesterday I wanted you to paint did you? If you didn’t work out, maybe you would have, but now? Forget it!” and she laughed even more.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_________________

______

Tiffany’s studio had the entire floor of a large building in the city. I saw women coming and going, most of them looking like hookers. In fact, I looked like a hooker. A real cum slut. I was proud of the way I turned out. As soon as I got there, Tiffany assigned a girl named Maribel to wash and shave me. I didn’t ask, but I assumed that she was a shemale as well. After Maribel finished with me and applied a new coat of makeup, she gave me a tight latex one piece dress to wear, made of latex. It hugged my hips, and the one piece bra I wore gave me some good cleavage. Then she turned me over to Tiffany who was running around in between cameramen and sets. They had everything from master bedrooms in mansions, to classrooms, and even an office.

Tiffany brightened when she saw me. “Thanks Maribel honey, she looks terrific!” I really did.

“Okay now Derrick. We need a new name for you. What do you think of ‘Crystal?’ Your eyes sparkle like crystals. What do you say, humm?”

“You’re the boss Tiffany, but I like it.”

“Attagirl. You’ll be fine. Crystal it is then. Now here’s where you’ll make your debut. You’re going to be on my channel live today. Just act natural. You’re going to be a bimbo secretary the boss calls in for a scolding, okay. He decided to punish you, but of course you can offer the old sleazebag something to make him forget about that. Got it?”

“Yeah, it seems simple enough.”

“You’re a smart guy Derrick, er., Crystal. Just let the words come naturally and you’ll be fine, okay?”

Tiffany was holding a clipboard which she scanned, and she was wearing a headset and a microphone. Lots of people were running in all different directions around the studio, demanding her attention.  She was talking about me I think.

“Yeah, Charlie, get Ben ready for our new girl Crystal . . . right, the office skit . . . uh huh. Well fuck! Then make him ready, okay. I’m paying this asshole good money . . . to fuck! Lots of cocks around. I can replace him easily enough. Okay, right. I’ll send her in.”

“Okay honey, you’re ready. Just be yourself. Talk dirty, they love that, and it will help get you off. The more people enjoy what they see, the more subscribers I get.”

“Sure Tiffany.”

She leaned in and kissed me. “Just remember honey, tonight you’re mine. Now go to work! Remember, there’s a lot riding on your performance today.”

I walked past the other sets to mine. The director was standing outside, a guy named Charlie. Probably the same one Tiffany was speaking to on the headphones. Inside the set which looked like the boardroom of a corporate office was an obese guy with suspenders behind a desk, pretending to read a report. I looked at a cue card with a brief summary and then I was ready to go in. I got the signal from Charlie when I was ready, and I saw there was another cameraman seated on a suspended production chair inside, who could film different angles. Here goes nothing, I said to myself. Just be calm Crystal, you can do this. I was assimilating into my persona.

I knocked on the closed door.

“Yes, come in,” said an authoritative voice from inside “the office.”

I walked into the room and Ben was ready. He looked up from his paperwork and said, “Ah, Miss Miller. It has come to my attention that you have exceeded your allotment of sick days, putting this company at a severe disadvantage. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Well Mr. Bancroft, it wasn’t exactly me that was sick. You see I have a cat named Godfrey who needs to go the vet’s office a lot. There is no one else available to take him, so it’s really up to me to make sure my cat gets the care he so desperately needs sir.”

“You know Miss Miller; your supervisor wants me to fire you. Can you give me a good reason why I shouldn’t? Over . . . a CAT?”

There was silence. I didn’t say a word.

“Well, don’t you have anything to say for yourself dammit!”

I sashayed over to his desk, my long black hair falling down the middle of my chest into my cleavage, and my stiletto heels made a “clack-clack” sound on the floor. Mr. Bancroft (Ben) was staring at me with his mouth open, totally taken by my voluptuous appearance. When I got to the front of the desk I leaned over two inches from his face. I was really enjoying myself. I felt a power I never knew I had before, even though this was only scripted play acting.

“Yes Mr. Bancroft, I do.”

“Well, let’s hear it,” he said, his eyes following every curve of my body, and his right hand obviously moving up and down behind his desk, diddling himself.

“What I have to say sir is that I can give you the best blowjob of your life!”

“Humm, I see.”

“I’m gonna make you cum so hard, you’ll need an IV to rehydrate your fat, disgusting ass,” and I grabbed him around his collared shirt and tie, studying his face.

“Disgusting and pitiful – but you’ll do I suppose.” Then I don’t know where it came from, but I smacked him – hard – across his fat face. I tried very hard to resist the urge to laugh.

Without saying another word, I walked behind his desk and turned his swivel chair around, so it was facing me. I looked him straight in the eyes and stuck my tongue out, moving it seductively across my lower lip, and I rubbed my hands over my breasts. He was hard as a rock – now that, he couldn’t fake. The fat bastard was really turned on by me, and play or not, I loved it.

I unbuttoned his trousers and with my long, fake, painted nails I dug into his ball sack through his boxers. His eyes were turning in his head, and he was moaning.

“Humm, I’ve seen bigger, but this will do nicely. I love sucking cock in the morning before work – especially yours Mr. Bancroft.”

He was a nice size. The head was bulbous and fleshly, and his veins were nicely engorged. A bit of pre cum was dripping out of his slit, evidently from his own play when I first walked in. I got some on the tip of my index finger and I placed it up to his lips. He said nothing, and like an obedient puppy dog, he took my finger in his mouth.

I unbuttoned his shirt and traced my nails along his hairy, fat chest and belly, and gave his nipples a good squeeze. (That was unscripted and made him howl!). I spread his legs apart and got down on my knees, shuffling even closer to him, taking down his trousers and boxers so they fell around his ankles. I grasped my fingers around his cock like a fist, and slid it up and down his shaft, looking him in the eyes.

“Now don’t cum yet. I want all of it in my whorish mouth – got it?”

“Yes, Miss Miller,” he said in a very subservient voice.

I pressed my cherry-glossed lips up against his fleshy cock head, and stuck my tongue out like a pointer into his slit. He stiffened as my tongue circled his head and licked the soft undersurface of his cock. I kept a really tight seal with my lips and slid down his whole shaft – a nice size. I made “ummm” noises as I worked, mostly acting for the camera.

Turns out, I enjoyed this new career/summer job of mine. I tried not to overthink things – doing that can really fuck with your head when you’re planning to transition. 

My mouth was really wet, and I was slurping, sucking and going faster and faster. Ben, (Mr. Bancroft) was bucking his hips to the rhythm of my sucking and it wasn’t long before he came in my mouth. However I added a “little flair” to it by withdrawing my mouth and letting him cum all over my face – my eyes, cheeks and lips. My face was covered in cum and I was hard as a fucking rock – why? Because I LOVED being a dirty cum slut. In fact I would do that with Tiffany just to show my appreciation for the new job she gave me.

Now I placed my mouth back on his cock and licked off all the gooey cum from it, till it was whistle clean. Ben’s head was back in his chair, and he was moaning. I turned to the camera with my face full of cum and my eyes pasted shut. My heavy mascara job was dripping down my cheeks, and I was a mess. I wondered how good it would be for the video if I could do a slut “walk of shame” through an actual office set. I knew I’d be doing this video again and again in different outfits, and it would be a real fucking hit.

“Now it’s my turn to get off Mr. Bancroft. How does that sound?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well Sir, it’s only fair. If you don’t I’ll just have to go to HR and tell them you raped me. You wouldn’t want that would you?”

He turned as stiff as a stone and with a mock look of horror he said, “Miss Miller, you can keep your job and take off as much time as you need for your cat!”

“Now that’s better Mr. Bancroft Sir. I knew you’d see it my way. Now get your filthy knees on the rug and take your trousers and your boxers off – NOW!!” The yelling was a nice touch, and the out-of-sight cameraman gave me a thumb’s up.

Ben obeyed, I knew he liked what was about to happen, but for the video he was whimpering like a child.

“Now stop that! You owe me fucker. DO AS I SAY!”

“Okay, okay, please Miss Miller. Don’t yell at me.”

Ben stood up and stepped out of his pants and boxers, and pushed his suspenders out of the way and got down on all fours. My cock was throbbing. This was my favorite part. I enjoyed giving almost as much as receiving.

“Brace yourself Mr. Bancroft,” I hissed between closed teeth.

I spit on my hands and then rubbed the saliva all over his asshole and placed a nice amount on my cock. I was lined up perfectly. My favorite part was just going in slowly, head first, and then out, feeling the slippery tightness against me, causing pre cum to leak out. Ben was pretty much dilated. I knew from Tiffany that this wasn’t his first rodeo, so he really didn’t need to be broken in.

Now I went in a little more with each thrust, and Ben backed himself up against me, and we got into a nice rhythm. The cameraman got behind me and got a nice shot of my perfect ass molded in the short blue latex dress I wore.

Ben was moaning with pleasure, and I was grunting with each thrust. Faster and faster I went until I could take no more and released a volcanic eruption of cum all the way up inside Ben’s ass. I expected to see jizz come out of his ears. It made his insides more slippery, and I kept going. Maybe I’d even cum twice – why not? I was getting paid for this after all, and making my video debut as “Crystal.”

I hit Ben’s p-spot exactly and he let out a loud “Ahhh,” and shot a huge load on the carpet in front of him without touching his cock. I came a second time, keeping his ass cheeks spread apart. Some of my cum leaked out and ran down his ass cheeks. The camera got a close up of that.

After a few more good thrusts I pulled out, and stood up, pulling my G-String up and straightening up. My face stayed a gooey, slutty mess which was a real turn on for Ben as he looked at me.

“Thank you for your generosity and understanding Mr. Bancroft. You make an excellent sissy.”

“I’d do anything you want Miss Miller. Please don’t tell HR.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t, as long as you remain at my beck and call any time I need to unload some of my gurl-cum. Is that understood?”

“Perfectly Miss Miller.”

“You can call me Crystal Mr. Bancroft. Now I think I deserve a nice raise too, all right?”

“Of course. How about if I double your salary Crystal?”

“Yes, that’s just what I was thinking.”

I turned to the camera and smiled.

“Okay, that a rap! Cut!” said a voice from outside the room.

“EXCELLENT!” When I came out of the set Tiffany was standing there, and was all smiles.

“Crystal you were perfect! Do you know that your video brought in SIXTY new subscribers to my channel???”

“Wow, I’m guessing that’s good, right?”

She looked at me like I was a child learning a lesson. “It’s better than good, honey! Now you’re all mine, and tomorrow will be a fresh video. Tomorrow you’ll be in a parochial school uniform and the headmaster gets ‘a little fresh with you,’ and ends up with a cock in his ass. How’s that? You’re my new star. Do you think you can handle it?”

“Sure I can Tiffany.”

“Yes Crystal, and the best part of all this is – YOU’RE ALL MINE! On and off camera!”

***

So my summer job turned out even better than I expected. I found a new identity was lying dormant until Tiffany brought it out of me. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was. I had myself a true MILF to fuck and have anytime I wanted, but with a slight “kink,” which was fine with me.

I never discussed specifics with my mom, but she was more than pleased that our financial difficulties were in the past. I also had a new career path. The money I was now making in Tiffany’s company was unbelievable. Over the next few years I transitioned full time like Tiffany, and we lived together happily as a transgender (shemale) couple. The Master’s Degree in Business I got helped her business, and as it grew, I had more management responsibilities. But I always found time to be Crystal, the star of Tiffany’s online video sex empire. I guess you could say I became something of a legend.

And to think it all started out by taking a summer job painting, but I ended up “painted wet” – very wet indeed.

❤️❤️❤️


Story Three

FEMBOY MOB BOSS RUSSIAN STYLE

First time with a transgender woman, crossdressing

A new “twist” on a Russian Mob family
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Chapter One

_______________

____

Coney Island, Brooklyn, NY – The Present Day

Semyon Zubkov sat brooding in his expansive office on top of the nightclub he owned in Coney Island called “Moscow Nights.” He had a slight family problem he needed to get resolved – and fast. In addition to owning the nightclub, Vladimir owned several car washes, laundromats, a couple of BMW dealerships, and several Brooklyn Borough Councilmen, cops and judges. He was the PAKHAN, or godfather of the largest Russian Mafia syndicate in the United States.

His tentacles reached all the way back to Mother Russia – the black market, arms trafficking, drugs, underage prostitutes, and vices that would make a hardened killer blush. He was deemed untouchable, and had enough contacts in the media which meant that any reporter who even mentioned his name would meet with a quick, most unpleasant, and untimely death.

Semyon’s dream was to one day hand over his empire of evil to his oldest son, Viktor. This was the promise he made to his late wife Katerina, over six years ago, just before her death from cancer. He had her flown to the best hospital for her disease in the world – in Switzerland, but even the best on Earth, was no match for the Will of God. Like most Russian mafia chiefs, Semyon was fiercely devoted to the Russian Orthodox Church, and now carried a grudge against God.

He had another reason for a grudge – his son Viktor. Now approaching sixty, Semyon knew that he had to prepare his playboy son to take over the family business. However, Semyon thought Viktor soft, spoiled by the good life in the United States. A bright young man, he sent him to Harvard, where he majored in political science, thinking he would become a lawyer, the family “consigliere,” however that turned out not to be. Viktor’s love for drink and fast cars and gambling made this dream of Semyon’s impossible. The boy simply had no sense of responsibility.

However, there was no one else that Semyon trusted, no one to replace him. Viktor’s younger sister, Madeline, lived in Chicago and had no interest whatsoever in the family business. So what was he to do?

Semyon had a glass of brandy before him and a good Cuban cigar and thought hard. He took a deep breath and sighed. It was time to make a humiliating phone call to an old friend, someone he spent five years with in a Siberian work camp, during the last years of the Soviet Union.

His tattooed right hand, missing a pinky finger, picked up the old land line rotary phone and made the call.

***

Viktor was sleeping in the family mansion on Staten Island, face down on the bed, just wearing his tight undershorts. The eighteen year old newly imported Russian prostitute lay next to him after giving him a night of blowjobs and performing other acts of debauchery which Viktor loved so well that only a girl from the old country would know how to perform. She had a gorgeous figure, blue eyes, a Slavic face, and long, platinum blonde hair. A mountain of coke was on top of a mirror on the table of Viktor’s chest of drawers.

Heavy sets of footsteps ran up the grand staircase leading to Viktor’s room and two of Semyon’s bodyguards knocked hard on the door.

“Okay, okay, I’m coming,” Viktor answered, turning around, his head banging with a headache, the morning sunlight preventing him from opening his eyes. It was eleven AM.

The door burst open, the two men impatient, not giving Viktor a chance to get on his feet to walk over to the door.

“Get rid of her Alexi,” a burly, bald man named Nikolai said to the other, a muscular man with close cropped red hair, and a scar running down his face from his right eye to his neck. Alexi shook the hooker awake and barked at her in Russian to put her clothes on and get out.

“What the fuck Nikolai?” Viktor whined; his eyes half closed.

“Your father wants to see you Viktor, NOW. Hurry up and get dressed.”

“All right. What is so important?”

“I just told you,” Nikolai answered, his tone showing no respect for Viktor whatsoever. Viktor just mumbled, forcing his eyes opened, grabbing for a bottle of Bourbon on his night stand, and taking a quick swallow before Nikolai could stop him.

“I don’t think the pakhan wants to smell alcohol on your breath today Viktor.”

“Well fuck the old man,” Viktor said under his breath. He needed a bit of “the hair of the dog,” after last night’s heavy partying.

“Come on, hurry up,” Nikolai said, handing Viktor a shirt from his closet and a pair of hanging slacks. His clothes from the night before lying on the floor were in no condition to be worn now.

“Marta has breakfast for you downstairs. I suggest you hurry up and eat. We’ll wait ten minutes for you in the car.”

The last thing Viktor wanted was food, but he suspected it would be a long day, so he forced himself to eat. Alexi called an Uber for the hooker who barely had time to put on the short, glittery party dress from last night.

Nikolai double parked in front of Moscow Nights and he and Alexi escorted Viktor up the stairs to his father’s office. The door was cracked open and two armed bodyguards stood on either side of the heavy oak door. The three of them walked in.

“Good morning gentlemen,” Semyon said, his voice deep and serious. “Nikolai, Alexi,” wait downstairs until I call you up.”

“Yes Pakhan,” Nikolai responded. Both of them turned around and left, smartly closing the door on their way out.

“Viktor,” Semyon said, gesturing with his hand. “Have a seat.”

Viktor sat in the plush, red velvet seat in front of the desk.

“You look like shit today son,” Semyon said, snarling, looking over his son from top to bottom.

“The best private schools, vacations in Greece, Harvard University, and all the opportunities I and this great country can offer you, and what do you have to show for it, eh? Drinking, drugging, and consorting with cheap prostitutes.”

“But they’re your prostitutes, father.”

Semyon shook his head in disgust. “You know, if you were anyone but my son, I should shoot you in the balls for that!”

On his desk, Semyon was spinning a .45 caliber handgun with a pearl handle and a blue steel barrel.

“So, how are you doing with the gambling collections I asked you to make last week?”

“I . . .”

“No don’t answer. Nikolai already told me. What are you trying to do Viktor? You are twenty five years old. I had hoped for you to take over for me someday, and I see no promise in you – none. Do you know the others do not fear you, or respect you. They call you a ‘pussy’ behind your back, among other things. To the other gangs – my competition, you are a joke. They smell blood in the water. But I have no choice. I have to turn you into something that maybe you are not. Do you not see my problem here Viktor? What am I to do with you? You’re an intelligent young man. But you’re lazy, you’re soft. Madeline should take over the family business. SHE is more of a man than you are! What do you have to say for yourself, eh?”

Viktor looked down at the plush, red carpet in front of the desk and was defiant.

“Just give me a chance father! I know I can still learn the business.”

“But it’s not just that Viktor. You have no presence on the street. My businesses don’t even know you. You’re a laughing stock, a joke. You don’t even know how to shoot!”

Viktor was silent. He knew his father was right. But he didn’t have the right temperament to be a mob boss, or any type of boss period. He wasn’t even sure he was a man, never having any steady girlfriends, just having prostitutes around. He didn’t even have any real sex with them so to speak, just blowjobs, and then they would drink or drug themselves to sleep. Prostitutes were easy. He was the boss’s son, so he didn’t have to worry about any insults or ridicule from women. He could easily get a new girl every night, and never repeat a single one for a year. He was a lost cause.

At his father’s last comment Viktor smirked. Would someone even take him seriously if he pulled a gun?

“So I’ve come up with a solution for you Viktor. I contacted an old friend of mine in Moscow; another Pakhan I do some business with. I told him about you, and he and I think you could use some ‘toughening up,’ Russian Style. You will leave tonight from JFK. I’ve booked a flight for you, and you will stay at his dacha (summer house) for two months. By that time Viktor, you’ll either be ready to be my successor, or be a garbage man in Moscow. Now what do you say?”

Viktor swallowed hard. This would not be an English boarding school or a week at SANDALS with a prostitute. This would be something else entirely.

“Don’t thank me yet Viktor. You can do that when you return. My friend’s name is Sergei. Sergei Tupolev. Now get out of my sight. Nikolai will take you home and help you pack, then take you to the airport.”

Semyon opened his desk drawer and handed Viktor his passport and airline ticket.

“Have a nice flight Viktor, and remember: Sergei will be giving me regular updates on your progress.”

“Yes father.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

So Viktor found himself in the passenger lounge at JFK of Aeroflot, waiting for the seven fifteen night flight to Moscow’s Sheremetyevo International Airport. He was to stay for two months at Sergei’s dacha on the Black Sea. What could he possibly learn from this trip? Accounting? How to forcibly take over a legitimate business and turn it into a Mafia plaything? Business management of the most powerful Eastern European crime syndicate on the east coast? Stamp collecting? That was the passion of his youth, but like most of his past interests, it went nowhere. He laughed to himself. Father, father, he thought. How can you turn a lemon into an apple?

At the passenger gate at Sheremetyevo a man in a black suit and chauffeur cap stood with a sign saying “ZUBKOV” in English. Viktor waved to him, and they both collected his two suitcases from the carousel and got into the limo waiting curbside.

Standing outside the limo were two guards, presumably armed with small submachine guns. These guys took no chances. They drove through Moscow, stopping about twenty miles outside the city at a private airstrip where they then boarded a private Leer jet which would take them to an airport outside Odessa on the Black Sea. From there, it was a short drive to Sergei’s dacha on the water.

They came to an isolated, ornate mansion which would make a Czar blush. From labor camp in Siberia to mansion on the Black Sea – The Russian Dream in the Twenty First Century. Like many, Viktor’s father and Sergei had made a killing on the black market from the collapse of the former Soviet Union.

Viktor was escorted inside. His mouth dropped open at the opulence of the mansion. It was enormous, even by European standards with a large circular driveway, and submachinegun toting bodyguards patrolling all around the grounds. Once inside, Viktor’s jaw dropped at the gold-plated banisters, marble stairways, and expensive paintings on the wall. The smart money these days was in art, and Sergei Tupolev was very smart.

“Welcome Viktor how was your flight?” a rotund, muscular and bald man wearing heavy gold chains, rings, and a silk bathrobe asked as he hurried across the marble floor to shake his hand. The same as Viktor’s father, Sergei’s right hand pinkie was missing from the first knuckle out. Yet his grip, as he shook Viktor’s hand was as strong as a vice. “Please, come inside. I will have your bags brought upstairs. You will be treated as family. Your father and I are blood brothers. I assume he told you this, no?

“Yes he did, Mr. Tupolev.

“Good. Please, call me Sergei. His tone turned serious, and his tone lowered as he came closer to Viktor. “Your father and I went through some hard times together in the Gulag. However, we both rose above that most unfortunate period in our lives in the ‘New Russia,’ the land of the oligarchs, as you can see. During your two month stay, I will teach you to run your father’s empire, and to be . . . a pakhan.”

“SASHA!” he called out in Russian. “Take Viktor’s bags upstairs to the guest room.” A tattooed bodyguard with a black tank-top t-shirt and tattooed arms came running and carried Viktor’s bags away.

“Now Viktor, come into the parlor for drinks.” With a wave of his hand he pointed to a wall filled with every type of liquor imaginable. “Make yourself at home and have whatever you like. After dinner, we will talk business. But for this afternoon, you can relax, and I have a little something for you to help with that.” Sergei smiled at Viktor and clapped his hands together loudly, twice.

A tall, svelte brunette longhaired girl with long legs, lots of makeup, and a short, one-piece blue latex dress came from the staircase across to the parlor. Her stiletto heels announced her arrival with a clacking sound before Viktor could even see her. She was absolutely radiant, with magnificent cleavage, and a big smile on her beautiful face.

Sergei smiled as he saw her enter the room.

“Viktor, this is Nadia. She will help your relax, and get you ready to concentrate on your education which will start tomorrow.”

Viktor barely heard Sergei as the huge boner in his pants betrayed his arousal. Nadia, standing in front of the two men., noticed it and smiled at Viktor.

Sergei patted his hands on his thighs and rose from the couch. “Well, I have some work to do Viktor. Nadia, why don’t you take Viktor out to the balcony overlooking the grounds and get acquainted.” Then turning to Viktor he said, “You will see she speaks excellent English. I will see you for dinner at six.”

Nadia wasn’t shy at all and took Viktor’s hand and slowly walked with him upstairs and to his room, then through sliding glass doors to the large marble floored balcony. There were plush, red velvet chairs, a table, and a large couch outside.

“So Viktor, I will make your stay here pleasant,” she said in a soft voice with a surprisingly slight accent.

“Thank you Nadia. If you don’t mind my asking, what is your relationship to Sergei?” Normally Viktor wouldn’t ask such an invasive question, but he knew that Nadia “had to” answer. She wasn’t just a guest – she came with the house. That’s how it was.

“Sergei is a lovely man, and my job is a hostess for his many guests. There are four girls, of which I am the boss. If you have me, then it means you are special. In addition, I help him with his business, which I teach you too.”

“I’m, uh, flattered,” Viktor said, his cock practically following her movements like a magnet. It was even interfering with his speech.

“You seem nervous Viktor. How about I bring your scotch outside from the parlor. I’ll have a vodka. Sergei has his own brand. It’s quite good.”

“Okay, then I’ll have one too.”

“Good, just have a seat and I’ll bring the bottle with a couple of glasses.” Viktor’s eyes were drawn to Nadia’s ass as she slowly walked back inside the house. He started to rethink his early opinions of this trip.

When she came back outside, she sat down next to him placing the bottle and glasses on a small table in front of the couch. As she leaned forward and Viktor got a good look down the front of Nadia’s dress, he saw that she wasn’t even wearing a bra. This only made him more distracted, restless, and unable to converse in a manner than made any sense. She was wearing perfume, not a heavy amount, but just enough to make him bulge even more.

She poured a glass for Viktor and herself. “Let’s drink a toast.”

“What will we drink to?” he was able to squeak out. Nadia laughed at his obvious shyness.

“Why don’t we drink to a successful completion of your training.” How did she know about that? Viktor thought to himself. Did she know that his father had no faith in his ability to become a pakhan, and that his trip was to make him into something that he had no faith in his ability to become?

“Okay then,” they klinked glasses, and he said, “to a successful completion of my training.”

“Tell me something Viktor,” Nadia said as she lit up an all-white, long 120mm cigarette, and did a snap inhale, “do you have much experience with women back home.” So forward, he thought.

“Uh, nothing steady.” What he meant to say was that he never had actual sex, but just blowjobs from his father’s hookers from the club. So really, he was technically a virgin – at twenty five.

“I see. Maybe we can change things a bit,” she said as she touched her shapely ass to his, and rubbed it a bit with hers. Viktor quickly swallowed his vodka and Nadia laughed and poured him another glass.

“I’m looking forward to that Nadia,” Viktor said with the voice of a high school kid. He remembered those days; endless taunts about his lack of masculinity, and slim body build that girls never paid attention to. His thoughts turned to his best friend in high school, a girl named Stacy who one day said to him, “Maybe you aren’t meant to be a boy Viktor. You interact better with girls.” A shiver ran down his back as he remembered.

Nadia turned to Viktor, and her long, painted fingernails gently turned his face towards her as she softly planted her lips against his and slowly moved them around his. Her tongue stuck out from her tight lips and entered his mouth, finding his, and twirled it around turning him on even more. Her smoky breath made his cock throb – this was a bit of a fetish of his; attractive women smokers. Without saying a word or breaking contact, Nadia rubbed his cock through his trousers and boxers, causing a drop of pre cum to escape.

She kept this up, and Viktor had a feeling about what was to come next. But it seemed she knew what he was thinking when she said, “Don’t worry Viktor, we have complete privacy out here.”

Her hand now reached for his zipper and pulled it down, then up again, toying with him, making him moan through his closed mouth. Then she left his zipper down, and reached into his trousers with her probing fingers and gabbed the head of his cock with her fingertips, squeezing more pre cum out. She felt the wetness on her fingertips and pulled off him, staring him in the face with her emerald green eyes, and placed her wet fingertip inside her mouth, a doe-eyed, girlish expression on her face.

She undid his belt and pulled his pants down, causing him to raise his butt, and pulled them down to his ankles. She did the same with his boxers.

“Oooh, I see your Russian blood has blessed you with a giant cock!” She laughed. “I am very hungry for this. I love to suck cock very much.”

Taking a large, cheek-hollowing drag from her cigarette, she placed her mouth over his cock, exhaling a large smoke stream from her mouth and nose. It turned him on even more. She took her lips off him, and smiled, stroking his bare cock and said, “Such a nice cock you have Viktor.” Then bending her head down, she kissed the tip of his cock with open lips.

Now with her lips tightly closed around Viktor’s cock she moved slowly, the velvet smooth lip gloss she wore painting his cock tip a bright red. Her tongue circled and rubbed his cock, especially the soft tuft of skin on the sensitive underside. The slowness with which she moved made Viktor moan involuntarily. The depth of her sucking increased and she placed his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

She could only place it three quarters into her mouth, but it was enough. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she went up and down, faster and faster. Viktor met her sucking motions by bucking his hips up to meet her thrusts.

Her lips were so tight that after just a few minutes of this he exploded a huge load of thick, white cum all inside of Nadia’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat, forcing her head back. Greedily she sucked and swallowed a huge bolus of his jizz. Not a drop ran down the sides of her mouth.

She licked him clean and came off him, kissing him and giving him the first taste of his own, sweet/salty jizz. It surprised him that he loved it so much. It was like a nectar of the gods to him. What that meant, if anything, he tried to push from his mind, but it was no use – he loved it. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure and satisfaction. She smiled and was hungry for more of Viktor.
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“Let’s go inside now Viktor. We have some time before dinner, and my pussy is aching for you,” she said as she squeezed his cock again through his trousers.

“Lead the way!”

Nadia grabbed his cock through his pants and took him in through the sliding doors to his bedroom.

He was still horny as fuck and flattered at the same time. No woman had ever paid him attention like this. His self-esteem was always in the gutter, but now for the first time, he was somebody who he could look in the mirror and be proud of. Yet something was missing that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“I’m as you Americans would say ‘so hot’ for you Viktor.” She pushed him down on the bed by his shoulders into a sitting position, and then backed away from him a few steps. He watched spellbound as she lifted the tight latex dress over her head, and was treated to a full view of her gorgeous, smooth breasts; her nipples sticking up into the air like two pencil points.

Nadia moved closer to him, wiggling her hips, clad only in a lace-topped green satin G-String, and pushed her breasts into his face, moving them in a circle around his mouth. Viktor somehow knew what to do by instinct. He stuck his tongue out and circled her nipples with it, alternating between right and left. Then he placed his lips over each nipple, suckling them and taking his mouth off, kissing each breast. She threw her head back and moaned, her long, auburn hair falling down the middle of her back. Nadia placed her right hand underneath the pouch of her G-String and moved it up and down, stroking her pussy in a continuous motion.

Viktor used his hands, squeezing her firm breasts, using his fingertips to tickle her, which made her stiffen and hiss between her teeth, saying his name over and over again. Down below his beltline, Viktor’s cock was throbbing, so soon after he had just cum in her mouth on the balcony.

Suddenly, she pulled off Viktor’s mouth, and he looked up at her puzzled. She was smiling at him, and shifted from side to side, like a rhythmic dance, hooking her thumb down the front of the thong.

She bit her lower lip and looked at him with those piercing emerald eyes, and slowly pulled down the G-String. He could see that her pubic area was shaved and looked smooth.

What he saw next made his jaw drop and his eyes to pop open wide. Nadia had just revealed a cock to him. He stared at it in disbelief.

“Nadia! What the fuck is this? Is this real?”

She laughed at him, the thong now around her ankles covering the straps of her high heels.

“I assume you have never seen cock on woman before, right Viktor. I know they have women like me in United States, no?”

“Yes but . . . here? In Sergei’s home? He know this about you??”

“Of course Viktor. Sergei has women like me, or should I say ‘ladyboy’ or ‘shemale’ as they call us in Thailand. We work for him in powerful positions in his organization. He finds that we get a lot of respect. Trust me, we do.”

“But I’m not gay? Am I?” Viktor asked, scratching his head, confused as hell about what he just did – getting a blowjob from a girl with a cock.

“I don’t know Viktor. You are who you are.” She paused and saw Viktor’s troubled state, and picked up his chin with her hand.

“I think Viktor that you should not be troubled and just go along with what you want to do – what your body tells you to do, okay? You listen to me – this is right for you. Nadia knows.”

He swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Good boy,” she said with a mellow, soothing voice, and took two steps toward him, placing the tip of her fleshy, bulbous cock against his lips. Viktor’s lips remained closed, and she bounced her cock on and off his lips. Nadia stuck her index finger in her mouth and took it out, rubbing the wetness over Viktor’s lips. To her it was like giving a child candy for the first time.

“You can think of this as my ‘clit.’ I like to have it sucked by other ladyboys.”

She placed her cock on top of his lips once more, but this time she forced it, causing them to open up, just enough to place her tip inside his mouth. Viktor stuck his tongue out and placed it onto her slit and moved it around the head of her cock, causing her to moan and place her hands gently on the back of his head.

Nadia pushed her hips deeper against Viktor, making her cock to go deeper into Viktor’s mouth. He liked it. Against everything he knew – he enjoyed it. His mouth was very wet, and he went back and forth, sucking her cock like a kid who hadn’t had a favorite candy cane in a long time. He surrendered completely to the act, licking and sucking. His tongue slid up and down over the tuft of soft skin on the bottom of her huge “she cock.”

She rocked against him faster and faster, her arms wrapped across his shoulders. Now he felt the same sweet/salty taste leak from the tip of Nadia’s cock. It tasted the same as his own.

Nadia let out a large “Ahhh,” filling Viktor’s mouth with a warm, thick explosion of jizz. Not once, or twice, but three large spurts filled up his mouth. She kept thrusting, and he swallowed almost all of it, but some leaked down from the corners of his mouth onto his chin.

He licked her cock clean, and she pulled off Viktor and ran her tongue over her cum that had escaped his mouth, kissing him deeply, sucking up the cum she missed from inside Viktor’s mouth. Their foreheads touched for a minute, and she came off Viktor, touching his face tenderly with her fingertips, and said, “That was not so bad was it? You were wonderful Viktor.”

“I loved it. I didn’t think I could ever do that, but I really enjoyed it.” This was a real revelation to him.

“That’s right Viktor. Think of it as my boy clit. It’s my ‘pussy,’ but a different type than maybe you are used to.”

“I have something to tell you Nadia. I’m a, or I was a virgin until now. You’re my first.”

“Oh Viktor that is so sweet,” she said and pulled him up off the bed and kissed him deeply with her arms around his shoulders.

“I’m still not satisfied Viktor. You must do one more thing for me to please me.”

“Oh? What would that be?” he asked, really curious. The woman was insatiable. Wait a minute, he thought. Is she really a woman? Yes she is, but she happens to have a cock. So what? This was more than rationalization, it was desire. He wanted her. She was much different than the unfeeling hookers of his father that gave him blowjobs at home.

She tugged at his pants, opening his zipper, unfastening his jeans, and pulled them down around his ankles, along with his boxers.

“Please step out of these.”

He did as he was told.

“Now get on the bed on your knees and face the front.”

“But I’m . . .”

“No, you do it. I promise you enjoy this Viktor. It, how you say, will open new world for you.”

Viktor thought of the double meaning of that statement, and he didn’t object, doing as he was told.

Nadia hopped on the bed behind him and spit on her hands. She spread his ass cheeks apart and rubbed her spit around Viktor’s ass, and her cock, pulling his butt cheeks apart. Her she cock was even harder than before. She played around with it against his cherry, puckered virgin asshole. An electric shock of pleasure ran through his body.

“Viktor, you will feel some pain, but soon it will turn to pleasure unlike anything you have ever experienced before. I promise you this,” she said reassuringly. “You trust me no?”

“Yes, yes Nadia, I do.”

“Good. Now relax, and enjoy me Viktor.”

With his butt cheeks spread apart, Nadia slid the head of her cock just inside Viktor’s asshole, making him wince, and causing him to grab the sheets of the bed with closed fists. The pain was almost intolerable as she went deeper and deeper, but he remembered what she told hm. Gradually, he was consumed by a pleasure he never thought possible. It was so strange to him, this mixture of pain and pleasure; where pain became pleasure . . .

He felt comfortable enough to buck his hips backwards against her thrusting and she began to moan; her fingernails digging deep into his flesh. They got into a furious rhythm, both caught up in the moment.

There soon came a point where the pleasure became total for him, and his cock was erect again. He started to stroke it, amazed by the connection between his hardness and her actions. Each time she went deeper, a wave of impending orgasm shot through him. Nadia yelled out wordless sounds and he felt a familiar wet warmth, but this time deep inside of him. She went faster and faster now and soon, like a sneeze welling up from deep withing he shot a tremendous load of cum onto the bedsheet below him. Not once, but twice.

Her thrusting slowed like it was at the beginning. She was letting him down gently. Tenderly, still inside him, she spread herself across his backside, and they stayed still for what seemed a long time, both spent.
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They came down for dinner like Sergei requested at six o’clock. Gathered around the table in his impressive dining room, servants brought out the dinner in courses, like in any other great house. Sergei looked from Nadia to Viktor and a smile crossed his face.

“So Viktor, I assume Nadia taught you some new things, yes?”

Clearly embarrassed and turning beet red, Viktor weakly replied, “Yes, Sergei, she revealed much to me.”

Sergei’s heavy belly laugh filled the room, and Nadia was laughing and smiling as well.

“Yes, I’m sure she did. Did you know that Nadia plays a key role in my operations here?”

“Uh, she told me that women were very powerful in your operations, pakhan, but she didn’t tell me much about what she did.”

He pointed his fork at Nadia after putting the roasted duck in his mouth, and said, “She will teach you much Viktor. Not just things in the bedroom, although that is a very important part of your time here. Believe it or not, she is one of my best enforcers. If you do not yet understand, you soon will. I am going to return you to your father very strong and powerful, just as he asked of me. However, you will be a little ‘different.’ Believe me, the both of you will thank me. I sense a ‘connection’ of sorts between the two of you. This is good!”

Viktor assumed correctly now that he was headed for a transformation from a carefree playboy son of the biggest pakhan in the Russian Mafia in America, into a powerful . . . but somewhat “changed” son. He knew that his first duty was to his father, and if this is what father thought was best for him, then it was his duty to go along with it. He would have to see what the next days brought.

“Now Viktor, tomorrow morning I must go to Moscow for a week, and you will be here with Nadia and the servants, yes?”

“Whatever you say pakhan, it is my pleasure.”

“Good boy. I know Nadia will take good care of you.”

***

After Sergei left, NADIA came to Viktor’s room and said, “Viktor, come to my room, I want to show you something.”

“Sure. What is it?”

She smiled wickedly. “You’ll see, come.”

On Nadia’s bed were an assortment of women’s clothes – HOT women’s clothes, including some lingerie that elicited a large boner to arise through Viktor’s jeans. Nadia noticed this and said:

“Viktor, I think you enjoy this, yes?”

“Yes I think I do.” It didn’t pay to hide anything from Nadia. She was very intuitive and would see for herself anyway. What the hell, he thought. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment a little, right? Viktor didn’t waste any time and slipped off his jeans and his boxers, kicking them off to the side. He picked up a purple G-String and stepped into it, feeling the softness against his almost hairless legs as he slowly pulled it up over his legs, thighs, and then settled it around his junk. He loved the way the satin material felt on the soft underside of his cock. The expression on his face told Nadia everything she wanted to know.

On the bed was also a case of makeup that she would skillfully apply to Viktor’s face. The dress she picked out for him was a low cut one-piece satin short, black evening gown with earrings, and also a long redhaired wig to match his hair.

The bra was a one-piece stretch elastic with lace that pulled the skin on his chest together to give him the illusion of cleavage. The heels he would have some trouble with, but it was something that he had to learn. He was determined.

“Wow, Viktor, you look beautiful,” Nadia said as she walked around her new creation. Now she took him into the bathroom and made him up in front of the vanity with his chair turned sideways so he couldn’t look into the mirror until she was finished with her job.

She used heavy mascara to make up for his light, sparse eyelashes. The finishing touch was the long, redhaired wig. Viktor ran his hands over the smooth satin of the dress and felt his boner rubbing against the G-String. He felt feminine, but also powerful.

“Okay, now you may look. What do you think Viktor?”

Viktor was in awe of the beautiful women staring back at him in the mirror. He wanted to fuck himself; that was how good he looked.

Nadia stood back admiring him, and reached into her bag for a long, all-white cigarette. She gave him one too, and said, “If you want to be a domineering woman in the Bratva, (Russian Mafia), you have to smoke and look powerful my love.” So she lit him up and Viktor held the cigarette the American way and it turned him on even more. He loved the way the lipstick looked around the white filter. He wanted to be a slut, a tough, but elegant slut.

“Here, let me put these on you.” She said.

“Are these real, Nadia?” They were large diamond earrings, hanging from a gold chain.

“Yes they are – a present for you from Sergei.”

Now he was complete. He felt a tingling in his ass, with the feeling that he wanted to be fucked – badly, by a real cock too. Maybe it was the way the G-String felt between his butt cheeks? Whatever, he liked it.

“Now my love, I am going to teach you how to control a man, and ensnare him for your purposes.”

“What do you mean?” Viktor asked, trying to hide his enthusiasm. But he couldn’t fool Nadia. She picked up her cell phone, and made a quick call in Russian. Viktor understood pieces of conversation, and in this case just enough to get what was going to happen next, and he was getting nervous.

A muscular young man in his early thirties with a crew cut, tank top, tattoos all over both arms, a gold tooth in his top front came into the room. Immediately, Viktor was hard as a rock, but gave up trying to analyze how he felt. He was immediately attracted to this specimen of absolute manhood.

“Viktor, this is Piotr. He is your lesson for today. You will seduce him.” She thought for a minute. “Actually, I think “fuck” is a better word.”

Without saying anything, Piotr took his jeans and boxers off, and smiled, golden tooth showing at Viktor.

“She is beautiful Nadia,” he said admiringly.

“Yes she is Piotr, enjoy her.” And with that, Nadia took a seat off to the side, spread her legs and began playing with her gurl cock as Piotr obediently got on the bed.

Nadia lit a cigarette and threw Viktor a tube of K-Y Jelly which he applied all over Piotr’s ass and surrounding areas up to his balls. He then took a small amount and applied a thin layer to his cock.

It felt cool and silky on his cock, causing a small drop of pre cum to leak from his tip.

Spreading Piotr’s butt cheeks apart, Viktor placed the tip of his cock against Piotr’s ass. A prison tattoo on his right butt cheek told Viktor that Piotr was a “fan” of this kind of treatment. It made him wonder about his father and Sergei, but the thought didn’t last long.

He rubbed his cock in a circle around Piotr’s asshole and Piotr moaned. It filled Viktor with a sense of power. He smacked Piotr’s butt which made Piotr wince and Nadia laugh. She looked on approvingly at Viktor.

Viktor slowly slid just the tip of his cock into Piotr’s asshole, and then withdrew. The next time he went a little farther, withdrew, and then went farther each time. Now he got into a steady rhythm of thrusting. Piotr moved his butt back onto Viktor matching each thrust with his own. The smooth silkiness was almost too much to take, and Viktor was close to cumming. His dress and makeup aroused him more.

Piotr was moaning with pleasure and Viktor felt it too. It felt different to be on the giving end for the first time in his life, and he thrusted faster, the tightness of Piotr’s “boy pussy” adding to his pleasure. With a loud sigh, Viktor unleashed a torrent of his cum all the way up into Piotr. So much so that a stream ran down Piotr’s butt cheeks. Now Piotr stiffened and cum shot out of his erect cock onto the bed.

Like an obedient slave, Piotr pulled off of Viktor’s still erect cock and got down on his knees off the bed, facing Viktor. Viktor turned to Piotr and Piotr grabbed hungrily for Viktor’s cock and placed it in his mouth.

Piotr licked all of Viktor’s cum off his cock, and it made Viktor as hard as he was before. Viktor loved blow jobs and at this point it didn’t matter to him who it came from. But that wasn’t entirely true. It was a big turn on for him to get it from a man while he was dressed as a woman.

Soon Piotr’s lips had Viktor’s cock tightly inside of his mouth, and his tongue was circling the head; his lips making a tight seal. Viktor spread his legs apart more and stiffened his back and threw his head back, moaning with pleasure. It took him a little while longer to cum so soon after he fucked Piotr, but he did – all through Piotr’s mouth. Piotr made sucking noises as he swallowed all of Viktor’s load, and Piotr eagerly licked Viktor clean.
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Nadia taught Viktor everything she knew about managing a syndicate in the Bratva, and he was a fast learner. He accompanied her on her rounds, and he saw the respect she gained wherever she went. She introduced Viktor to people who appeared as if they would never take instructions from a woman, yet they did. In fact, they feared Nadia. He wanted to be just like her, and wondered how he would do in his father’s organization. Certainly, as a beautiful woman he would be a curiosity, but Nadia taught him that he must be tough at all times, and be ready to back it up with force.

On the grounds of Sergei’s dacha, Nadia taught him how to handle different firearms and how to fight barehanded. He looked on incredulously as she “manhandled” several of Sergei’s men in physical combat, and she spent time teaching Viktor these methods.

There was another part of Viktor’s training that he didn’t see coming, but Nadia assured him that this part was necessary. He was to begin a regimen of HRT. She told him that he would enjoy the sex much more and even feel more powerful.

What Viktor lacked as a weak man; he would gain as a strong transgender woman. 


By the end of six weeks, he was starting to show signs of the transition. His breasts grew larger, and his hips rounder. He also got stronger through weight lifting and endurance training.

At night, Viktor and Nadia slept together. He was becoming very attached to Nadia and he didn’t want to leave her when it would be time to go back to Brooklyn. He thought about extending his stay to maybe another four months. Sergei was impressed with the progress Viktor was making and he told him that he would speak to his father and tell him the good news, that Viktor would return to him “a new man.” Indeed. There was just one test that Viktor had to pass. He was to come to Sergei’s room one night after dinner.

Nadia took him aside. “Don’t worry Viktor, everything will be fine. This is a test that Sergei gives to people who come to him for training.”

“Uh Nadia, how many men has Sergei put through this ‘training?’”

Nadia laughed. “Not many. I think you are the fourth, but because of the close bond between Sergei and your father, he is paying special attention to you.”

“Now there is one more thing. We need a woman’s name for you. We can’t have you being ‘Viktor’ anymore. It just doesn’t fit you now,” Nadia said laughing. “Do you know what you would like to be called?”

Before he could really think, “Valentina” popped out of his mouth.

“Ah Valentina! Yes, this is excellent and sexy name for you. Valentina you shall be then!”

***

Before Valentina entered Sergei’s room, Nadia took her aside and said, I am going to give you something new which will teach you to climax like a real woman Valentina my love. You will feel strange at first, but Sergei enjoys.”

Valentia was fully made up and wore a pink silk teddy and a bra because after two months, she had decent tits and needed it, and also a satin G-String which felt indescribably good between her butt cheeks, nestled in the crack.

“I may take you first before Sergei,” Nadia said and came close and rubbed Valentina’s hard cock under her silk teddy. Valentina’s gurl cock was throbbing and aching for her “mistress,” and what Nadia did next to her hurt a bit. Nadia pulled out a pink plastic “cock cage” that she applied to Valentina’s cock and then locked it with a gold padlock. Nadia kept the key as a sign of “ownership.”

Nadia took her and kissed her deeply. “When he is through with you tonight, you will come to me in my room. Sergei never sleeps with his girls. Now go.”

Valentina, full of confidence went to the room of her father’s best friend.

“Ah Valentina. You look magnificent. Good enough to eat!” he said with a husky laugh. “Come here. I was dying here thinking of you. How would you like to suck the best cock of your life?”

“Oooh, sounds nice Sergei.”

Sergei got on his bed with red satin sheets and took off Valentina’s robe and her bra. She was on her knees on the bed in front of him as Sergei fondled her breasts and kissed her nipples, even taking them between his teeth. This sent shivers down Valentina’s spine, and her cock was pressing painfully against the cage. This just made her want to get fucked even more. It was too much for her to ignore, so she said to Sergei, “Please Sergei, I want you to fuck me badly in my pussy.”

He laughed heartily and said, “But of course.”

So they switched places and Valentina got on her knees and faced the foot of the bed and Sergei got on his knees behind her. He was a gentlemen as he reached for a tube of K-Y Jelly from his night stand draw. Squeezing out a good amount, he spread it generously over Valentina’s ass after moving the G-String from between her butt cheeks. He then placed a nice amount on his hard, throbbing, veiny cock, which made Valentina lick her lips with delight.

She loved the feel as his thick, fleshy head touched her cherry boy pussy. He rolled it around, just teasing her, all the while her gurl cock was straining at the plastic cock cage. She moved her butt in a circle. He started off gentle, only going in a little bit at a time, head first. Valentina moaned with ecstasy. Each time she was fucked like this the feeling became better and better. Sergei’s was the biggest cock she ever had.

Now he went in slowly, but as far as he could go. Valentina let out a loud moan, and gripped the bed sheets in her fists. He went faster and faster, grunting, and Valentina was nearing her orgasm, her p-spot being hit with each thrust.

Sergei cried out and shot a huge load all the way up Valentina’s ass, and he smacked it hard a couple of times, adding to her enjoyment immensely. Valentina let her load loose too, but her cock was not fully erect, being confined in the cage. This was not her first, but a true “sissygasm” nonetheless, and it was incredible.

Sergei was panting, and lay across Valentina’s back. He was still hard, and Valentina was overcome with the urge to suck Sergei’s cock, and that’s just what she did. She slipped off the bed and got down on her knees facing the side of it.

“Ohhh, Valentina, you are marvelous my dear! Yes, yes, of course you can,” he said with a smile lighting up his whole face.

He sat on the bed facing her with his legs spread apart. She was overcome with desire, proudly acknowledging that she had become a real cock whore. She grabbed his cock in her fist, but her fingers barely went around it’s girth.

Moving in closer on her knees, she looked up at Sergei, and placed are mouth over his cock head and began sucking it hard, like a vacuum, her tongue running circles around it. Sergei hissed and threw his head back in pure awe of this shemale that Nadia created. She was, he thought, by far the best. He wished he could keep her in Russia, but he had made an agreement with his friend.

Valentina was full on sucking and playing, trying out new tricks with her tongue and even closing her teeth gently on his shaft, biting it, which Sergei loved even more. Her mouth was very wet, and she now went faster and faster. Sergei slid on his ass to be closer to her, as her tongue worked it’s magic on the soft underside of his cock.

He could take no more and shot a huge load into Valentina’s greedy mouth. She pulled her mouth off and let Sergei shoot his load all over her eyes and face, making her heavy mascara run down her cheeks.

She looked up at him with a puppy dog expression, and he pulled her up by her shoulders and licked all the cum off her face. This only made her cock throb more inside the cage.

They kissed and hugged for a while longer. Finally Sergei said, “Go to your mistress Valentina. She did an excellent job with you, and she tells me you are learning the business very well. Someday your father will have a very strong heiress he can be very proud of.”

This was music to Valentina’s ears.
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Valentina made her way to Nadia’s bedroom and found her sleeping. She took her place next to her and they cuddled and then fucked in the early morning hours. They later came down for an early breakfast.

“I think in a week you go back to New York my love.”

“Yes I think so. Nadia do you think I’m ready?”

“You are more than ready my dear. You will be very strong. You have learned the business very well. Sergei is very pleased with your progress as a shemale and as a boss. I must tell you,” she said laughing, “I’m a little jealous of what a great lover Sergei says you’ve become. I’m going to miss you very much. But I have a surprise for you!”

“Oh, and what’s that Nadia?”

“I’m going back with you for a while. I’m going to help you run things in New York for a while. Of course we will be together in Brooklyn.”

Valentina couldn’t believe her ears. This was better than she could have hoped for. She got up off her chair and ran over to Nadia and hugged and kissed her, running her hands through her thick dark hair.

“This is wonderful Nadia!”

“Tell me. How do you think your father will react to two women helping him run his business?”

“When he sees all the money rolling in he will be very pleased I think.”

“And how will he react to having a second daughter?”

“Well from what Sergei tells me, he is already very happy.”

“See, I knew it would be okay.”

“Nadia, come back upstairs with me. It’s still early and my pussy needs a lot of attention,” she said and smiled.

“With pleasure my dear, with pleasure.”

***

When Viktor, aka Valentina returned to Brooklyn with Nadia, her father was very pleased. She earned a reputation as a no nonsense boss and made her father a lot of money, acquiring new business ventures, some legit and some in “the gray area,” but with Nadia to guide her along it went very well. Valentina was respected by those in the Bratva and more importantly she was also feared.

However, Nadia could not stay since she was too valuable for Sergei’s operation be in Brooklyn for too long. So the two lovers made a pact and every six months they saw each other; sometimes in New York, and sometimes in Moscow.

Some years later, both Sergei, and Semyon retired. Nadia taking over her father’s organization, and Valentina taking over her father’s. The two of them decided to merge and became the most powerful Bratva group in Russia and the United States. Of course they kept the hiring of men to a minimum and trained many transgender women. Breaking them in was always fun. They made many femboys over in the “Russian Style.”
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Chapter One

_______________

___

Iwas happy that dad finally started dating again. Ever since he and my mom got divorced when I was only eleven years old, he never dated anyone. He doted on me and my older sister Sally, and sacrificed a lot for us.

Now I’m twenty, and a junior in college, so I started bugging him to “circulate” and find someone. When I came home from school one weekend in October, he told me he was dating. No one girl in particular, just people from an online dating site. It surprised me  because I thought only Gen Zeers did that. He was only fifty, too young to hang up his hat so to speak.

Now it was May, finals finished, and I was home, and I was looking for a job for the summer. I was a major in information technology, (IT), and when I saw an opening at the local BEST BUY, I jumped at the chance. They immediately put me on “The Geek Squad” – installing TV’s, computer equipment, home internet stuff.

My situation with girls wasn’t as cut and dried. The girls I knew at school were more like friends. They loved to confide their deepest, most intimate secrets to me, but it was never anything romantic. In fact I was still a virgin – at twenty. I talked about it with my best friend from school Cindy.

“Devon, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I don’t see you in a sexual way – wait – I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to insult you . . .”

“No Cindy, it’s okay. I think I know what you’re going to say. I’m not built like a linebacker or some kind of gym rat. I know that. You probably see me as, as effeminate,” I said with my arms out from my sides, looking down at my body shape.

Cindy felt sorry about what she said, and she put her arm around me; we were sitting on her bed in her dorm, and she tried to comfort me. “Oh no Devon, you’re such a sweet guy. I’m sure you’ll figure it out. In the meantime keep looking. I’ve always got my eye out for someone who might be your type. No one is hopeless,” and she laughed, trying to make me feel better.

“Someone who might be my type,” huh. I liked girls, but there were strings attached to that statement. It wasn’t as cut and dried as you might think.

On a Saturday afternoon I got a job handed to me by Ernest, our Geek Squad supervisor to perform a minor adjustment on a TV my buddy Frank and I had installed last week. It sounded like a simple job involving a loose cable, so I went by myself. I remembered the customer, a woman in her early thirties named Donna. I forgot what she did for a living, but she was attractive. Hey, a guy can fantasize, right?

I pulled up with our signature blue and yellow van to the house, I was wearing my tool belt, and carried my box of stuff  from the back of the car. I rang the bell – a “Ring Cam” and just waited.

“Have you been scheduled to come today?” said a strange voice.

I didn’t recognize the voice, so I said, “Donna, it’s Devon from BEST BUY. I’m  here to adjust the TV.”

“I’m not Donna,” the voice answered. “I’m her housemate, but I can let you in. Just a second.”

“Okay,” I said.

The door opened and my eyes popped out of my head. I mean they were practically hanging off my Optic Nerves. This woman was dressed like she was ready for bedtime . . . or something. Like, maybe she just got up. She was about five six, long, dark brown hair, huge cleavage, and she wore this very skimpy pink silk teddy with a loosely tied belt, no bra, and had a big smile. Her perky tits were sticking right through the silk.

“Hi, I’m Marla,” she said. “Donna can be really dizzy sometimes. She didn’t tell me she had an appointment scheduled today, or else I would have worn something more appropriate,” she said with an embarrassed laugh., and a seductive grin across her face.

Immediately, I got a tremendous hard on, which almost burst through my tan BEST BUY uniform trousers. At least I didn’t have a problem with “the plumbing.” She looked at my waist, and pointing to my tool belt she said, “Well I see you came prepared. You look a little young to be a service tech.”

I was almost positive she noticed the hard on, but I pretended of course like she didn’t and said, “I’m pretty good with IT stuff and I’m gonna start my senior in college. This is just a summer job.”

“Oh nice. Where do you go to school?”

“Boston College.”

“Good school. What are you majoring in?”

“Computer engineering, and internet tech.”

“Wow, you must be really smart,” she said, smiling at me.

“Can I offer you something cold to drink?”

“Uh, sure. An ice water would be nice.”

“Coming right up,” she said as she sashayed into the kitchen, with her tight little ass wiggling. I could see the outline of her G-String nestled between her butt cheeks perfectly through her teddy. She was barefoot.

She came back in a couple of minutes, and she found me standing in the living room in front of the TV. I used the remote to turn it on, and diagnosed the problem right away.

She handed me my glass and was looking at the TV.

“Yeah, we can’t seem to get the fuzziness to go away.”

I picked a small wrench from my belt and got behind the set.

“Okay, I’d like you to tell me if this makes it any better,” and I tightened the cable in the back of the set, wiggling in the small space between the flat screen TV and the wall.

“Oh perfect!” she said almost immediately. “You’re wonderful. What’s your name?”

“Devon, at your service,” I said with a corny bow. God, why am I such a jerk!?

“Well Devon,” she said laughing. “You certainly are very talented.”

I blushed. “Thanks, I get that a lot.”

“I’m sure you do,” she said with a flirty tone. Classic, I thought. The beautiful woman and the TV repairman. Well, a guy can dream, right?

I thought I was dreaming, because in the next second, she was standing right in front of me, pressing the front of her waist into mine. Stroking her index finger under my chin, she asked me, “Is there anywhere you have to be now Devon ?”

I swallowed hard and answered truthfully. “Uh, no I don’t. I was supposed to be off today, and they’re a bit short-handed, so I picked up some extra money.”

“Wow, you’re so industrious too.”

My heart was practically beating outside of my chest, and she came closer to me and kissed me hard, not wasting any time and sticking her tongue in my mouth, twirling it with mine. Her lips were moist with cherry lip gloss, and I caught a whiff of some exotic perfume. My world was flipping upside down, but she started it. I didn’t try to seduce her. She was a bit shorter than me, and her arms were hanging around my neck.

“I’m so glad you have extra time today Devon,” she said, breaking off from me and breathing heavily.

Her thigh was pressing up close to my boner and it only made it throb inside my pants. This was insane! I thought that maybe I fell asleep in the truck and that I would wake up any second from now, but her next action flipped my thoughts.

Her hand grabbed for my crotch on top of my trousers, and rubbed the head of my cock, causing a bit of pre cum to leak out into my boxers. She walked her fingers up my crotch, long nails digging into my skin, and tugged playfully on my zipper, pulling it down, and unfastening my belt. Next thing I knew, my pants were around my ankles and the same hand was now tugging at my boxers, slipping them down my waist and thighs. They would now join my trousers around my ankles.

She pulled off me and smiled, getting on her knees in front of me on her plush carpet. Her bright green eyes looked up at me with an “innocent look,” like she was looking for permission before doing a very dirty thing. She now forcefully grabbed my cock, squeezing it inside the fist she made.

“Oh my Devon, such a big cock you have! You must be driving the girls at that college crazy!”

I was in too much bliss to answer coherently, and closed my eyes as I felt two lips touch the head of my eager cock. She stuck her tongue out from between her lips and it played with my slit. She made an “umm” sound as she tasted the pre cum that was leaking out of my cock.

“I want you to cum all over my face like the cheap cum slut that I am Devon.”

Wow this girl was wild. The filthy talking turned me on a lot.

The next thing I knew was that tight, moist, glossy lips were taking the head of my cock inside them, pulling off and then going back on. I was in the middle of the most indescribable pleasure I’ve ever had. The closest I’ve ever gotten to this was heavy petting in high school.

Now she slid her mouth all the way up and down my cock reaching the base. She bobbed her head faster and faster, and I placed my hands on the top of her head as she went through her savage motions on me. I felt a sharp pinch as her teeth playfully closed around my flesh. “Oooh!” I yelled out. I heard a muffled laugh from the girl in front of me with an acute case of “cock mouth.”

I bucked my waist back and forth keeping in time to her bobbing until I could take it no more. I spewed a huge geyser of cum into her mouth, when she suddenly pulled off me, squeezing my cock in her fist, and spraying my entire load on her face, causing her mascara to run down her cheeks and pasting her eyes half shut.

She placed her mouth back onto me and got the last few drops into her mouth, swallowing everything she could. Her tongue rolled around me, cleaning all the cum off my cock.

Marla made a little sound of satisfaction like a huntress who trapped her prey, and stood up kissing me on the lips, and then taking her mouth off me so I could lick the cum off her face. I licked her cheeks, her eyes, her chin; every place where I exploded onto her. I loved it – the look of my own cum on a girl’s face as she begged me to lick it off her.

“Umm,” that was so good Devon, we must do this again soon, My roommate Donna goes away quite often. You could come over some time.”

“Yeah, uh, sure Marla. Anytime.”
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On the drive back to BEST BUY to drop off the truck and pick up my car, I went over the insane events of the afternoon. I mean, all I did was go to someone’s house to fix a TV, and I ended up with the most, no, the first blowjob of my life, and it was incredible. Wait till I called Cindy to tell her! Maybe she would see me now as more than just a friend! Keep dreaming Devon. Cindy will always be just a friend. I’m the sad poster boy for men who have women as just “friends,” not even with benefits. Anyway, I got Marla’s cell number, and she was up for more which was great. I was set for the summer!

I had to call Cindy when I got home. She and I both lived in Needham, Mass, about a half hour drive from BU.

“Hey Cindy, guess what?”

“Oh hi Devon. What’s up?”

“You’re never going to believe what just happened!”

“Don’t tell me – you won the lottery and you’re going to split it with me.”

I laughed and said, “No, better than that. I think I found a girlfriend for the summer!”

“No way! Who is she?”

“Well, this afternoon I went to some woman’s house that me and my friend installed a smart tv for last week. She was having trouble with it, and this time I went alone, but another woman was home – her housemate. Only she was wearing, um, some skimpy silk thing and she seduced me! Not only that, but she had to be in her early forties.

Can you believe that!?”

“Wow,” it’s like a porn movie! So did you, um, ‘get some?’”

I never really talked dirty to Cindy before, but since we were just good friends I told her. “Well, she gave me an incredible blowjob!”

“Your first one, right Devon.”

My shame didn’t last long, and I said, “Yeah, my first, and it was amazing. She told me that she’s home a lot and that I should call her again.”

“Oh well, good for you. Keep me posted. I wanna hear all the dirty details,” she said laughing.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be the first to know, I promise.”

“Great Devon, I’m glad to hear that. See, what did I tell you – stuff can always happen.”

“Yeah, well, something sure did.”

On Wednesday night, I knew that I didn’t have to be at BEST BUY until one o’clock in the afternoon, so I could sleep in. I decided to call Marla and see what she was up to. Could last weekend have just been a one time thing? I’d soon find out.

“Hey Marla, it’s Devon. How are you? I was thinking I might see you this evening if you’re not doing anything.”

“Oh hi Devon. You must have ESP or something. I was just going to call you. I’m not doing anything tonight. You wanna come over?”

I swallowed really hard. She may have heard it over the phone. “Sure, oh wow! Yeah, I’d love to. What time?”

“Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock. I’ll have some wine and cheese put out.”

“Sounds great. I’ll  see you then.”

So things were really starting to happen. At dinner my dad was home from work early. Most days, we don’t have time to eat together, so he asked me if I wanted to see a Red Sox – Brewer’s game tonight at Fenway. One of his clients had tickets.

“Ohhh sorry dad. I have a date.”

“Really? That’s good for you. Who is she?”

“Uh some girl I met at the store.” There was no need to tell him it was a customer who was twice my age and that she sucked my cock the first time I went to her house.

“Okay, well, I’m sure I can get one of the guys from the office to go with me. Maybe next time. I should have got them in advance. This was a last minute thing. Well, okay. You go and have a good time.”

“Sure dad. I’m sorry, but this girl is special. Don’t wait up for me. Go Red Sox!”
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My cock was three times its size by the time I got to her house. When I rang the bell I got a surprise. Donna answered the door – Marla’s roommate. Was tonight going to be a cock block?

“Oh hi Devon. So I hear you met Marla.” She was smiling. “By the way, thanks for fixing the tv on Saturday.”

“Oh it was nothing.”

Marla came down the stairs and walked right past Donna and gave me a big kiss on the lips, throwing her arms around my shoulder.

“Well I guess I should leave you two love birds alone,” Donna said and walked towards the kitchen. In the living room there was a wine and cheese platter set up.

“Oh no Donna, stay,” Marla said with a wicked grin on her face. “Why can’t the three of us have some fun.” She looked at Donna and said, “I know it’s been a while since you had any fun Donna.”

Smiling, Donna said, “This looks like the kind of fun I might enjoy. Don’t go anywhere,” she said and ran up the stairs.

“You know Devon,” Marla said, placing her index finger on my nose, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

This revelation almost made me drop dead right there, but I didn’t, but then the second revelation came pretty close.

“ – and neither is Donna,” Marla said with a wicked laugh.

She resumed kissing me and guided me to the couch next to the wine and cheese table.

“Here,” she said. “Have some wine,” and she poured me a glass of Merlot from the table and took one for herself. “It’ll help to loosen things up a bit,” she said laughing.

When she poured me the glass I couldn’t help but get a good look at her magnificent cleavage. Like Saturday, she wasn’t wearing a bra either, making her nipples tent up from her silk blouse. That, combined with the earlier statement about no panties just made my cock go into hyperspace. I even wondered about Donna. The thought of being “double-teamed;” a threesome, made me insane.

“Oh, look at my pal from Saturday,” she said as her nails dug into my trousers. “He seems happy to see me again,” she said tittering away.

Just then Donna came downstairs. Donna however, was wearing a bra, but like Marla, no panties. Instead, she had what looked like a huge black latex dildo strapped to her waist, attached to a belt. In her hand she was carrying a tube of K-Y Jelly.

“Now here’s what’s going to happen Devon,” Donna said excitedly. “You’re going to get to consummate your little affair with Marla, while I get to begin one with you! Now how does that sound?”

“Hold on here! You mean . . . that thing is for me???”

Marla pouted and both she and Donna looked at me, both pleading like little kids, “Please Devon, please? Pretty please??” They were jumping up and down like little kids. What made it so bizarre was the fact that they were both twice my age!

“We promise you’ll really have fun. If you don’t like it, then you can just fuck whichever one of us you like, okay?”

Well, I decided. I went from virgin to sexual trapeze artist in less than a week, with a threesome to boot. Might as well play along. What could it hurt, right?

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll bite.”

“Yea!!!!” Both of them screamed and clapped at the same time.

Now it was Donna the redhead with the deep blue eyes and the fake cock that came towards me and tongue kissed me, rubber cock pushing up against my waist. Her bra was rubbing up against my shirt. From the rear, Marla lifted off my t-shirt, and then Donna unzipped and unfastened my jeans, and pulled them and my boxers to the carpet where I stepped out of them.

Donna quickly got down on all fours and started sucking my aching cock, licking a dew drop of pre cum off me.

The couch pulled out to a bed, and unlike most pull-outs, this one didn’t have a middle bar that broke your back while you slept or fucked on it. Marla pulled it out while Donna was busy licking and sucking on my cock, the black dildo banging on the floor. I noticed it had a little attachment on the back that gave the woman wearing it a little bit of “pleasure too.”

Marla quickly took over sucking me from Donna while she spread some K-Y Jelly all over her dildo, and told me “Get on the bed Devon, on all fours.”

I obeyed, and Marla slipped underneath me, and she continued sucking me while laying on her back. Behind me, Donna spread some more K-Y Jelly on my ass as she spread my butt cheeks apart. Marla’s silky brunette hair was tickling my balls from underneath, adding immensely to my pleasure.

“Okay Devon, this may hurt a bit at first, but I promise you that soon you’ll be begging for more.”

I was too busy concentrating on Marla to really pay attention to Donna until I felt the silicone cock knock at my asshole. When Donna rubbed the K-Y on my ass, she went all the way down to my balls and stuck her slick index finger carefully inside me, causing me to shiver and tense up.

“Relax Devon,” Donna said trying to reassure me. Meanwhile Marla was working magic on me like she did before, and I was trying desperately to hold back.

Then I felt the head of Donna’s toy penetrate me, causing me to ball my fists up. She slowly went in and out and I exploded inside Marla’s mouth, but like last time, she grabbed my cock in her fist and made the whole load go over her face and her eyes.

Donna was now slipping and sliding back and forth inside me and the pain I felt at first now mingled with a sort of pleasure. She was moaning from the little contraption on the back of the dildo as she thrusted, and it entered her pussy. I could feel her juices dripping on my butt cheeks. My cock was still hard, and Marla moved and placed her face next to mine and I licked all my cum off her cheeks and eyes, getting a taste of her mascara and perfume as well.

Donna’s moaning increased and her thrusting slowed to almost nothing, as a tremor ran through her body.

“So Devon, how did you like your first “sissygasm?” Donna asked me after she pulled out.

“What? Is that what it’s called?”

Both women looked at each other and laughed.

“Oh yes Devon. You’re perfect. We have lots of goodies in store for you that I think you’ll love! Marla and I have big plans for you!”

“Like what?” I asked. Looking back on it, it was a stupid question, but I played along. This wasn’t exactly my idea of breaking my virginity, but I suppose it was better than nothing.

“You know Devon, we think you have a really beautiful body,” Marla said. “In fact, we think you would make an awesome girl!”

Just a month ago the idea would have seemed absurd to me, but when my best friend Cindy said, “you’ll figure it out,” it got me to thinking a little bit. Maybe a walk “on the wild side” was what I needed.

“Okay I’ll bite,” I said spontaneously, without giving much thought to the repercussions of what I said.

“Oh goody!” Marla said, clapping her hands and jumping up and down.

“You know what Devon? Donna and I will get some nice, sexy, soft clothing for you, and if you like them, you can keep them. Both of us have been dying to feminize a guy to play with. We promise you the sex will be mind-blowing!”

“Yes Devon, Marla and I will do some shopping for you. Consider it a gift from us,” Donna said. “I think I have your size down pretty good, and we’ll call you later this week and let you know.”

I didn’t realize what I had just agreed to. So I left and waited for the phone call.
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Ineeded to speak to Cindy. I mean, who else could I speak to about this very personal thing; someone that knew me really well.

“Okay, so let me get this straight,” Cindy said on the phone the next day. “Two women, at least twice your age, are both having sex with you, and they want to dress you up like a girl because they think you’ll love it, and they want it too?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly right.”

“Well Devon, what can I say? I don’t think there’s any harm for you to try. If you don’t like it, then you know it’s not for you, but if you do like it . . . it can open some doors for you. I say go for it. Just take some pictures because I definitely want to see this!!”

That being said, I was looking forward to it when Marla called me on Friday afternoon just after I had left work.

“Hey Devon, I have good news for you!”

“You bought stuff and want me to come over?”

“Yes! Donna and I are very excited to see you in some very sexy outfits – can you come over tomorrow night?”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

“Okay honey. I want you to know we put a lot of effort into getting these things for you.”

“I’m sure you did. I’m excited, so is eight o’clock good for you?”

“We’ll see you then Devon. Oh! Think about a new feminine name for yourself,” she said laughing.

A feminine name? Weren’t they rushing things just a bit? So Saturday night I left my house. Dad had a date, and he was pretty happy and didn’t say anything to me about my going out. I thought to myself, two bachelors in the house – how nice.

This time, when I got there, Marla answered the door.

“Devon, hi!” and she gave me a long kiss on my lips.

“Hey wait Marla. How come you get all the action?” Donna said, walking into the entrance hall pretending to be hurt and “pulled” Marla away. Then she took over and kissed me, wrapping her tongue around mine. I was as hard as a rock, ready to surrender myself to the new world of crossdressing, and these two beautiful women.

“Let’s have some drinks,” Marla said, after getting glasses of wine for us. We went into the living room and sat on the famous couch, savoring the Merlot. I made them laugh by swishing the wine around in the crystal wine glass and sniffing it with a serious expression like a connoisseur before taking a little in my mouth.

Marla said, “See, I told you he was funny.”

They told me about how they went to VICTORIA’S SECRET and the look on the salesgirl’s face when they told her it was for “their” boyfriend who wanted to experiment a little.

“I’m so excited!” Donna said, taking me by the hand and leading me upstairs with Marla following. She smacked my ass on the way up and giggled.

I trusted my instincts, chief among them my throbbing cock as I anxiously awaited what I would find in the bedroom.

“Welcome to my room,” Marla said, with a sweeping gesture. Arrayed on the bed was an entire ensemble of lingerie, blouses, and dresses.

“You two bought all this stuff for me?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes Devon,” Marla said. Why are you surprised? You know you’re very special to us.”

They really had spent a lot of money on me. A change came over me. I was no longer on the fence. I was really into this whole “thing,” and wherever it would take me.

I picked up a pink satin G-String thong with a bow tied on the front. I loved the soft feel of the material on my hand and thought about how good it would feel  wrapped around my cock.

“See, what did I tell you Donna? I knew he’d pick that up first!”

I was absorbed in rubbing the thong between my fingers, and noticed black, sheer pantyhose with straps that would attach to a girdle, and also a pink laced elastic bra that would pull the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“What are you waiting for Devon?” Marla said. “It’s not going to put itself on – get undressed. Here, I’ll help you.”

Marla came over to me and kissed me on the lips, running her tongue all over mine, and rubbing her waist over my cock, causing it to drip a bit of pre cum, wetting my boxers. Her hands went to my belt, unfastening the buckle and opening the button on my jeans. She broke off from my mouth and pulled my jeans down quickly, along with my boxers, leaving both to settle around my ankles. They both laughed as my cock, suddenly freed from its constraints, bounced up and down.

I stepped out of them and placed the G-String on the carpet, putting in one foot first, and then the other. My legs didn’t have a lot of hair on them to begin with, so the satin felt amazing when I slid it up my legs, and settled the front pouch over my cock. A chill ran through me. It felt like the most natural thing in the world. A wet stain appeared on the front pouch.

“Oooh look Donna, I think Devon is really enjoying himself!”

Marla laughing agreed. “Yeah, I think so.”

I said nothing, but I smiled and slipped on the pink laced bra, and looked down and saw the “faux cleavage” it gave me.

I looked at the short black satin skirt and the white satin blouse and made a move towards them when Donna said, “No Devon, not now. Let’s do the beautiful wig and then Marla will do your makeup to really complete you!”

The wig they picked out was long, auburn, with a high top and braids on each side of my head. It fell down to the small of my back. It was so arousing when I felt the silky hair on my shoulders.

I was so turned on by all of this I wondered how come I never found this sooner? Well, no matter. I had it now.

After the luxurious, silky wig was settled on my head by Marla, she took me into her bathroom to apply the makeup. She studied my face and said, “First I have to shave your face and trim your eyebrows a bit Devon.”

I wondered how it would appear at work because people would notice. Still I let Marla make me up. When I got up from the chair I looked stunning. I was never so hard in my life. The strap from the G-String between my butt cheeks was making me tingle and I felt a “growling” from deep inside me that made me want cock! Amazing. I wanted Donna to fuck me HARD with the silicone dildo again and again, non-stop.

Now Marla led me out of the bathroom for Donna to see.

“Oh my God Marla, he looks sinfully delicious if I do say so! Excellent work honey.”

“Why thank you Donna.”

Then something unexpected happened. Donna moved closer to Marla, and they kissed and started groping each other. I watched in wonderment as Donna put on her strap and led Marla to the bed. Donna spread K-Y Jelly on Marla’s ass and fucked her doggy style. She then turned to me but was speaking to Marla.

“Isn’t it cool that we have another girl watching us?”

“Yes, delightful. It just makes me want you more Donna,” Marla said.

I started rubbing my cock through the G-String and I watched them fuck themselves to orgasm.

After they finished, I needed relief badly, when Donna said, “The night is still young. Why don’t we finish dressing Devon and take him out with us. You know, three sluts on the town.”

“Excellent idea Donna. Why don’t we get Devon some real cock. I think he wants it badly. Don’t you Devon?”

I had to be brutally honest. I wasn’t ready to go home, and I really need to satisfy myself.

“Okay, sounds good. Where are we going?”

“There’s a club on the edge of town called “SIXTY NINE,” that sort of, well, caters to all sorts of things,” Donna said, giggling at some secret joke with Marla.

Donna drove and we pulled into a packed parking lot. They had a DJ playing loud techno music that we could hear from the parking lot. Bot Marla and Donna took one of my hands and the three of us walked in. I was proud of the way I looked, and with my boyish face, and slight build, no one could tell I was a crossdressed guy. If only Cindy could see me now. I’d have them take a picture of me later and send it to her.

The girls stopped and looked at me. Donna turned to Marla and said, “Now we need a girl’s name for Devon. Something a bit on the exotic, sexy side.”

“Humm,” Marla was thinking out loud. “How about Vanessa?”

Donna slowly shook her head up and down. “Vanessa. Yeah, I like the sound of it. What about you Devon. Shall we christen you ‘Vanessa?’”

“Sounds good to me. I like it.”

The girls were all smiles. “Then Vanessa you shall be,” Donna said, and that was that. I was on my way.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

___

Ichose a one-piece emerald green satin dress that hiked up really high on my thighs, and I wore pumps with straps tied around my ankles, so I didn’t have any trouble walking. My shoulders were uncovered, and it was a low cut dress, so my “cleavage” showed itself nicely. I loved the feel of the hair on my bare shoulders, and the wind at my back. I was ready “to sail.”

As soon as we entered, we got looks from everyone. I was a bit taller than the girls. The crowd looked mixed. I could tell there were some transgender women, guys with guys, girls with girls – everything. We made our way to the bar, and Marla waved at the bartender. She knew him.

“Hiya Joe. This is our new friend Vanessa,” Marla said, shouting over the club noise.

“Nice to meet you Vanessa. You know I would be careful if I was you. These two can be trouble,” Joe said laughing. “So what’ll it be ladies?”

“Get us three vodka and cranberry juice. No skimping on the vodka Joe,” Marla said.

“Coming right up,” Joe said and went to make the drinks.

We were scanning the crowd, each of us looking for likely prospects. But I was a priority. The girls wanted to be sure that I was “set up” properly. “Set up” for what I wasn’t sure, but I had an idea.

I didn’t have to wait long. Walking over to us by himself was a guy who was the spitting image of the actor David Hasselhoff; same wavy hair, same muscular, tight body. Marla gave me a nudge in my side. Both girls maneuvered so I would be the first one he approached. Joe placed our drinks on the bar. “Hasselhoff” was within arm distance from us already and caught the bartender’s attention.

“The ladies drinks are on me,” Hasselhoff incarnate said.

The three of us looked at each other and smiled. Joe nodded to him while he ordered himself a scotch and soda.

“Good evening ladies,” he said, exuding confidence. Then a surprising thing happened to me – another first. My eyes caught his tight, black dress slacks and a huge cock bulge. The girls saw it too, and saw how it captivated me.

Donna was our spokesperson. “Hi, I’m Donna, this is Marla, and this beauty here is Vanessa.”

“Nice to meet you, I’m Paul. How come you girls aren’t on the floor dancing?” His eyes were practically drilling me as he spoke.

Marla spoke up. “Well, we’re just hanging out around the bar tonight, but I think that Vanessa would just love to dance. Wouldn’t you Vanessa?”

MY cock was throbbing. All pretense to the contrary was thrown to the wind. My G-String had a gaff, so my bulge wouldn’t give me away. That was Donna’s idea. I didn’t know for sure, but I had a good feeling that I wasn’t Donna and Marla’s first “experiment.”

“Okay, sure. Let me finish my drink first.”

“Good idea ladies,” Paul said.

The girls gave me plenty of space. Marla winked at me.

“So Paul, what do you do?” I said. I wasn’t used to picking up guys, but a girl has to start somewhere, right?

“I’m not that exciting. I’m an actuary. I play with numbers.” He was quick to add, “But I play a lot of rugby in a league, and I work out a lot at the gym.”

I felt bold that night, so I reached for his right arm, and I squeezed it. My ass was tingling, and my cock was bulging.

“Oh wow, you really do work out. I can feel it . . .” Now if that wasn’t a hint, I don’t know what is.

“Paul, would you excuse us for a second. I just want to grab Vanessa,” Marla said.

“Sure, I’m not going anywhere,” Paul said and started making small talk with Donna.

She took me by the arm and walked me to the edge of the dance floor. “Okay, I’m gonna go dance with Donna, and you can let Paul take you out to the floor. If the mood hits you,” she said, giving me a playful shot in the arm, “they have rooms in the back of this place for ‘intimate encounters,’ if you get my drift. You can break your cherry here for real! He doesn’t even have to know you have a cock!”

That was perfect. I would live out my newly acquired fantasy – the solution to my problems. I smiled my most evil grin at Marla and we made our way back to the bar where I finished my drink.

“You want a refill on that?” Paul asked.

“No I’m good. What I’d really like is for you to take me to the dance floor.”

“I was waiting for that. I was just about to ask you,” Paul said.

Donna called out to me as Paul took me by the hand and led me to the floor. “We’ll be right here.”

I looked back at them, and they smiled at me. The floor was crowded with gyrating, sweaty bodies, pressed against each other. We began moving to the music and the colored strobe lights, and I got closer to Paul and grinded my hip into his cock which was standing at full attention, which pleased me greatly.

I faced him and pressed up to him fully, kissing him deeply on the mouth, sticking my tongue out between his lips. He wanted it too, and was breathing heavy as his hands wandered down my back to my waist, feeling my silky hair. I was wearing just the right amount of perfume.

We continued for several minutes like that, really getting into it. I felt my cock drip a bit of pre cum out and I couldn’t stand it any longer. If I could, I would take him back to an alleyway and rip him apart, but then I remembered what Marla said about the rooms in back of the club.

I moved closer to Paul and whispered in his ear. “I know a place where we can go.”

“I’ve been here before. I know exactly what you mean; let’s go.”

He took me by the hand, and we made our way through the crowd of writhing bodies to the back. There was a hallway with two thickly painted red arrows on top pointing down to a sign that said, “COMFORT AREA.’

The hallway had several doors, and we picked one close to the end. There were “glory holes” in the walls of this particular room which we didn’t pay much attention to. We saw them and both laughed.

“Let’s make our own,” Paul said.

I didn’t waste any time, and I got down on both knees on the plush carpeting. How thoughtful, I said to myself – padding for my knees. I would be a full-fledged slut tonight and my ass was tingling, and my cock was hard – a perfect combination.

I slowly pulled his zipper down, unbuckled his belt and unsnapped his pants. I placed my hands underneath his boxers, mindful of my long, painted false nails. I gently stroked the tip of his cock, looking up at him, and slid my fingers along the length of it. It was big and thick, about the size of Donna’s silicone friend. I teased him, taking my hand off and on, grinning at him as I did so. I reached my limit of this play and went in for the kill.

I pulled his boxers down, sliding them over his thighs and knees, on top of the jeans on the floor. He leaned against the wall, and placed his hands in my silky hair. He unbuttoned his shirt and placed my hair against his chest and moaned.

I played around with his cock some more and felt a drop of pre cum which I placed on my finger tip, making a show of slowly licking it, which made his eyes open wide. Then, another first – I placed a flesh and blood cock against my moist, painted lips for the first time. He groaned and gently placed his hands on top of my head. I slid my lips a bit farther down and slipped his entire cock head between my lips. I was amazed – my lips were practically opened all the way for him. I played with it, slowly going around the head with my tongue, the tip reaching the sensitive tuft of skin on his bottom, sliding it back and forth as I went.

I tasted more of the sweet-salty pre cum mix, loving it. I placed his cock farther into my mouth, straining the limits of space as I did so. My mouth was very wet, and I went faster and faster, my tongue sliding up and down and around the girth of his cock. His moaning became louder, and then he yelled, “OH FUCK!!” and shot a huge load of warm, sticky cum which flew to the back of my throat. I swallowed everything as fast as he could shoot it. Some of it dribbled down my chin. He pulsed out three shots, which made me think he hadn’t cum in a year.

He hissed between his teeth and bucked his hips agains my head, moaning in pleasure. As he did so I licked his cock clean, playfully biting it gently. Now I knew why girls liked this so much.

I came off him, eyes misted over, and half closed, and looked up at him. He took me by the shoulders and pulled me up, kissing me hard on the lips, tongues intertwined again. He loved the taste of his own cum from my mouth, licking the cum that dribbled down my chin.

We broke off and I knew I was dying for his cock “the other way,” so I said like a real cum-slut, “Paul, I want you to fuck me now.” After all he came, I wasn’t sure he would, but he jumped at the chance.

“Of course! Fuck yeah!”

“In my ass,” I was quick to add.

He looked at me in amazement. “Oh my God, you are one wild girl Vanessa!” If he only knew.

I placed both my hands against the wall, hiked my short dress over my backside and pulled the G-String to the side of my butt cheek.

“Oh,” he said. In case you’re wondering babe, I took a Viagra just before I got here tonight.”

I smiled. So that was his secret eh? I should try that sometime.

“Boy, you really came prepared, didn’t you Paul?”

He didn’t respond verbally, manhandling me, spreading my butt cheeks apart and treating me like the dirty cum slut that I was.

He spit on his hands and rubbed it all over my ass, and then stuck a finger in my hole, moving it around and around, causing me to tense up with pleasurable thoughts about what was to come next. I was hungry for it. He spat again, and rubbed it over his cock, then positioned himself on top of my doorway to paradise.

Just to my right, a cock appeared through the hole next to me. I looked at Paul and grinned.

“Do it,” he said, smiling at me. So I decided to give the strange cock a hand job as Paul fucked my boy pussy.

He lined up against me, and the head of his cock just entering me. I moaned, and started touching the stranger’s cock. I pressed my nails into gently, and I heard a moan from the other side of the cheap plywood wall.

I concentrated on Paul as he went deeper and deeper. The pain was there, but thanks to Donna’s drilling it was a bit easier on me. The pleasure came too. Soon he was up me entirely and going faster and faster. At the same time I had the other cock in my hand, stroking it up and down. I felt pre cum leak onto my fingertips.

Paul had reached my p-spot, the magical spot for transgender women, which I was starting to think of myself as. I bucked my hips backwards onto Paul, making his cock almost come out of me, and then feeling it work its way back into me. The difference between Paul’s cock and the silicone toy was incredible.

I heard Paul let out wordless nonsense, and then felt a warmth fill me entirely, a few drops sliding down my butt cheeks. I felt the “sneeze” welling up from deep inside me. I was desperate to cum as soon as I laid eyes on Paul’s cock, and so I shot a huge load into my G-String, screaming out in pleasure.

“Does my little cum slut like this?” he asked rhetorically.

“Oh FUCK YEAH!!” I exclaimed, not holding back anything.

The cock in the other room was so turned on by what he heard that I felt an explosion of his jizz on my hand, filling my palm. I turned to Paul and licked it up.

“God, you’re so fucking wild,” he said.

“Want a taste?” I asked, grinning.

“Sure, why not,” and Paul took my hand and licked it up. When I got my hand back I took what he missed.

We kissed in the room for a while, and got ourselves together before returning to the inside of the club. We both made our way through the dance floor where Donna and Marla were waiting.

“Oh wow, look at you two!” Marla exclaimed. “Bet I know where you were!”

I wasn’t embarrassed at all and looked at both of them  triumphantly.

“So Paul,” Donna asked, “did you have a good time with our little sister Vanessa?”

“What do you think,” Paul said, all smiles.

We hung out at the bar for a while longer, Paul buying us all more drinks.

Paul asked me, “Vanessa, can I have your number? I’d like to . . . no, I need to see you again.”

“Sure honey, any time.”

So after Paul said good night, we hung out a while longer then we went back to Donna’s and Marla’s place.

“So what do you think Vanessa? Which identity do you like more. Have we seen the last of all male, wimpy Devon?”

I wasn’t insulted and responded truthfully. “Yes, I love being Vanessa, and I think I may actually become her. I’m gonna find a doctor to give me the HRT.”

Donna looked at Marla. “Look what we’ve created Donna!”

“Yeah, we just got ourselves a new girlfriend with a ‘little something extra.’”

I loved it. I loved Donna and Marla and was looking forward to seeing Paul again. I wondered how he would feel about the “real me.” I didn’t think he would mind at all. In fact, I thought he would be turned on by it.

***

I saw Donna and Marla about three times a week that summer. At the same time, my dad told me he was seeing a girl steadily for about three months. I was happy for him.

“So dad, do you think this is serious? You talk a lot about her. When am I going to meet her.?

“You know something Devon. I’m thinking about asking her to move in here with me.”

“Really? Wow. Then I guess this is serious. I’m glad for you pops. You’ve been alone for too long.”

“Soon Devon. I think I’ll bring her over to the house for you to meet her.”

“Good,” I said. So that Sunday, about a week before I was to return to college, dad brought her over to the house for dinner. Dad and I had a lot to discuss. I wondered about how I would tell him about Vanessa, and that I would be transitioning. Well, I would have to ask Cindy about that.

I came home from my last day at BEST BUY. I couldn’t wait to meet his new girlfriend.

I came in the front door and walked into the kitchen. I heard them talking and I had a sense of déjà vu. I know I knew that voice . . . and that laugh.

As I came into the kitchen I thought I would keel over.

“Devon, I’d like you to meet my sweet heart. This is Marla.”

I froze. “What’s wrong Devon, it looks like you’ve seen a ghost. Do you two know each other?” my dad asked, a curious expression on his face.

“Uh, no dad, I just had a hard day at work, it’s good to be home,” I said, staring at Marla, totally in shock.

“Hi Devon,” she said, grinning. “It’s nice to meet you. I just know we’re going to be great friends,” she said.

I composed myself a little bit, the thinking would come later, and I said, “Yes Marla, I know we will. If my dad thinks you’re right for him, then I’m all for it.”

“Good, good,” Marla said, grinning.

❤️❤️❤️
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A Word On This Story

Dear Readers,

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

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

I do it all for you!

❤️JD


Preface

__________________

________

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

_______________

___

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh really? And?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wow! She sure didn’t mince words.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up Dan,” she said, grinning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s right – with a hot girl.”

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

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

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

“Yes, that Arabella.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Probably, but nothing definite yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“I see.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pleased to meet you,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Arabella was excited.

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

“What is it, like Chamomile?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Before I could say anything, her lips were locked on mine, her tongue inside my mouth, exploring.

❤️❤️❤️
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Her arms draped over my shoulders, and my hands found their way to her breasts, underneath her black-laced bra. Her nipples were like two sharp pencil points, and I played with them, rolling them lightly between my thumb and index fingers, causing her to moan and kiss me harder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Completion . . . that word. It sounded ominous.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I listened in stunned silence as she continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I listened, half believing as Lila continued.

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

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

“Yes Dan, that’s right,” Lila said.

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

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

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

I had a puzzled look on my face.

“Newbies!” Lila said, laughing.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, of course not,” I said considering this very important aspect of my transition. I would “go easy” on my family and my friends. The being immortal part would somehow work its way out. I had my new sisters to help me with that part. I was no longer a pathetic loner. I was now immortal, and powerful! It was a lot to take in all at once.
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Chapter Five

_______________
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The question was how would I break the news of my transition to my corridor mates and Harry? I knew I would endure torment and endless hell. But in the end I decided, it would be worth it. I decided that I would seduce Devon. I wondered how he would react to the new me. Would he defend me on pain of being outed as someone who had tastes for a “shemale?” Or would he try and beat the shit out of me. Well, that he couldn’t do. Scumbag prick that he was, I wanted him – muscles, big chest and cock, no brains and all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey Harry,” I said. “Can we talk.”

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

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

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

“Oh sure, the weird chick from upstairs?”

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

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

“Yes she is.”

“Well good for you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re shitting me, right?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said. “Thank Luna.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s cool. How are you Diana?”

“I’m good, and you are?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you Peter,” Arabella said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked shocked and his eyes lit up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But since when?? How did you . . .?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was silent; contemplating this whole turn of events.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now just do what I say, okay?”

“Okay, I trust you Diana.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure, anything, what?”

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

“You really mean that? You and Arabella?”

“Sure.”

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

___

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Story Number Six

THE BABYSITTER’S SISSY

OR:

How I Thought The Bitch Would Ruin My Life
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Chapter One

_______________

___

For the most part, my wife Paula and I have a pretty normal marriage. We’re both thirty five, have a three year old daughter named Courtney who we love to the Moon and back, and have a nice home in the suburbs. I’m not home as much as I’d like to be because I’m an orthopedic surgeon, and sometimes I’ll get hospital cases at weird hours. Paula worked in the corporate world since college where we met, but when Courtney was born she decided on being a stay-at-home mom. It’s fine with me.

I said that for the most part Paula and I have a normal marriage, if such a definition exists, but here’s the thing: Paula can be, how shall I put it? Adventurous. Yeah that’s one way to describe it. I’m talking about our sex life. She’s never cheated on me, nor I on her, but she likes to try out new things. For example, on the advice of one of her crazy friends, she got interested in “light bondage,” where she’ll ask me to put those toy, furry handcuffs on her, and fasten her hands to the bedposts, and well, you know – “crazy stuff.” Or sometimes she’ll dress up like a teenage slut and pretend that I’m a teacher who “has to punish her.” She went out and bought a skimpy school uniform for that one. The “role-play” games are outrageous and kinky as hell.

Some of the other stuff she does is a lot of fun and makes me totally crazy – delaying my orgasms is a favorite of hers. She can be such a tease at times. She’s even thought of writing erotic romance short stories based on the stuff we do and selling them online; she’s that talented and has plenty of material to work with. Of course, she’ll use a pen name. The latest one she uses is “Lea Taylor,” a nice, innocent sounding name. So, bless her heart, I’ll let her do what makes her happy.

I gotta admit that some of these things she does really turn me on! Paula is an exceptionally beautiful woman. She’s got deep green eyes, long auburn hair done up nicely that falls down to the small of her back, large, firm, pear shaped breasts, and tall, slender legs that when she wears a short skirt (which is pretty often when I’m home), makes me get hard as a rock. She likes to wear button down blouses with the first three or four buttons open that give a teasing view of her cleavage.

Sometimes I fantasize about what it would be like if one of her friends who feeds her these ideas came over and got a little intimate with us. That wouldn’t really be cheating, right - just some harmless fun? 

Occasionally, to keep our relationship going like any other couple, we have to go out. Paula’s mom can’t come over that often anymore; not since her father got sick, so we’ve been looking for a babysitter.

One morning during breakfast Paula had some news. “Richard, I think I may have found a babysitter so we could go out to dinner and a movie this weekend.”

“Yeah babe? That sounds good. Who is she?”

“My friend Tiffany’s daughter.” Tiffany was a woman my wife got friendly with about a year ago. We belonged to the same country club, and they played tennis together. I didn’t know that much about her except for that. I wasn’t even sure I had the right person.

“Tiffany, Tiffany,” I strained my brain to remember because I heard Paula mention her before. “Is she the one who gets kicks out of making her husband wear a leash and walk around the house like a dog and beg for sex, or some shit like that?”

“Yes, good memory! But she’s been divorced for about a year now. She lives with her daughter, Robin.”

“I guess the guy couldn’t take it anymore, huh? I don’t know. She sounds a little nuts to me. I worry about the apple not falling far from the tree, you know?”

Paula scrunched up her face in that cute way that makes me want to bend her over a table sometimes. “Come on now, don’t get crazy on me. Tiffany is perfectly normal – just a tad eccentric. I’m sure her daughter will be fine.

Perhaps I was being too hasty, and I would hear her out. “Okay, sounds good. Tell me about the girl.”

“Well, she’s a nineteen year old student at Lakeland Community College. She’s a good kid, not into any drugs, gets good grades, and is looking to make some money on the side like all the kids.”

I nodded my head and figured, okay why not? “Alright then. Call up Tiffany and have her ask Robin to give you a call, set something up and we’ll meet her.”

“Thanks honey, I love you!” she said and ran over to me, sat on my lap and kissed me deeply. Then she ran her hands over my scrub pants and got my old boner going. I let nature take its course. I had a surgical case that morning and I just made it in time to the hospital. The room was already set up and they were waiting for me to start. “Traffic,” I told everyone, blushing a little at my white lie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

Thursday night that week I was home early. A case got cancelled and Paula spoke to Robin and asked her to come over at eight o’clock for an informal interview. I was the one to open the door, and the sight that greeted me will forever be etched in my brain. At first I thought it was my wife in concert with Tiffany playing some sick joke on me. The girl who stood before me was a gorgeous blonde with brilliant blue eyes wearing a short black miniskirt with a high slit up the side, smelled like strawberry vanilla, had long legs, high strapped heels, and wore a white button down shirt with the top three buttons open, revealing incredible cleavage and a red laced bra. My mouth hung open. I thought I would have a heart attack – family heredity catching up with me at the young age of thirty five. If I didn’t know better I’d say she was a young looking thirty year old.

“Hi, my name’s Robin, and you must be Dr. Burnside.”

“Uh, hi. Yes . . . uh, you can call me Richard.” I probably sounded like an ass, because she just grinned at me, and stood there because I forgot to ask her to come in. When I came back to Earth, I said, “Oh! Where are my manners. I’m sorry! Come in Robin, come in. We heard so much about you from your mom, er, I mean Paula did – Paula heard so much about you from your mom.”

She gave a small laugh and stepped through into the hallway. Just then Paula came downstairs. “Hi Robin, thanks for coming” she said, holding her hand out to shake. “Please, come in, come in. Would you like something to drink? Coffee, tea, anything?”

“Thanks Mrs. Burnside, I’ll have a cola if you have one.”

“Call me Paula, please. Everyone else does! Mrs. Burnside is my mother in law.” They both laughed at the joke, and my wife led the way into the kitchen. I felt like an intruder. “Come on, you too Richard.”

I was still stunned and was in a fog – a fog of pure lust. I just smiled and took my seat at the kitchen table. Paula did the talking.

“So mom tells me you have two younger nieces you’ve babysat for, is that right?

“Yes. Sophie is fifteen, and Margaret is ten. I’ve watched them both over the years. I started babysitting at thirteen.”

“Well Courtney is three. She’s playing in her room now. Let’s talk a bit and I’ll take you upstairs to meet her. It’s past her bedtime, but we really wanted her to meet you. She’s excited.”

“That sounds great Paula. My mom thinks I really have a way with little kids.”

“See Richard? What did I tell you? I think that Robin will work out just fine.”

“It sure seems that way,” I said, trying very hard not to stare. I was still in my scrubs, and I was afraid to stand up because my boner would definitely be making a cameo appearance.

When Paula took Robin upstairs I made my way up to the bedroom to change out of my scrubs. Courtney really liked Robin, and Paula thought it would be fun if Robin read her one of her favorite bedtime stories and put her to sleep. So the deal was sealed. She would start on Saturday night and give Paula and me some couple’s time.

After Robin left and she read Courtney to sleep I was in my study doing some charting on my laptop. Paula snuck up behind me and put her arms around my neck. “It seems that someone was very aroused tonight – pretty hard I’d say,” as Paula grabbed for my cock through my jeans.

“Oh you noticed.”

“Of course I did Richard. I’m not stupid, and besides, Robin is a very attractive and sexy young lady if I do say so myself.”

I was surprised at her remark and my mind started going in all sorts of crazy directions. She kept rubbing my cock and said, “It would be a shame to let this go to waste, now wouldn’t it?”

How could I refuse. I was busting out of my seams thinking all sorts of deliciously naughty thoughts about Robin.

“Tell you what Richard. Let’s do a little roleplay. Would you like that,” she said as she stuck her tongue inside my ear, rubbing it all around.

“Hell yeah babe! Let’s do it.”

“Just wait there, I’ll be right back.”

Paula was a very dramatic person; lately more so about our sex lives. She didn’t disappoint either.

“Well, how do you like me?” she said, all giddy and spinning herself around. She was wearing the “school girl outfit,” with dark framed glasses on and a gaudy makeup job she hurried through. She screamed total slut. The skirt was like a short, plaid parochial school girl’s, and my eyes were glued to her tits underneath the pressed cotton blouse with a fake school shield on it.

“Okay, here’s the scenario. You’re the school headmaster, and this is the fifth time I’ve been caught smoking in the girl’s room. You MUST punish me!”

My cock was already dancing at the idea. I ad-libbed as best I could.

“Oh! My name is Casey, and I’m an eighteen year old senior.”

I laughed at my wife’s creativity. Paula stood behind my computer desk, her hands folded palms up in front of her waist, and she was swaying side to side with a pouty look on her face.

“Well Casey,” I began, clearing my throat. “This is the fifth time Mrs. Pearsall caught you smoking in the girl’s room. You know perfectly well that smoking is not permitted anywhere on school property. I hoped that after five times in detention you would have learned your lesson. I think that now you leave me no choice but to call your parents in Switzerland and have them take you out of school. Of course, you’ll miss your graduation, and you won’t get a high school diploma.” (I raised my voice a bit – Paula loved that.) “So, what do you have to say for yourself young lady?”

She started a fake (but convincing) crying act. “Oh please Mr. Burnside, I’m so sorry, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m just a hopeless addict. Isn’t there some kind of arrangement we can come to??” She batted her long, fake eyelashes at me, and looked at me hopefully.

“I’m sorry Casey, but my mind is made up.” I shuffled through some papers on my desk. “Ah, here. I found your father’s phone number.”

Paula swayed her hips and walked towards me, running her long fingernails down over her pressed cotton blouse. I stopped what I was doing and stared at what she was doing, my wife’s magnificent cleavage practically glowing. She wasn’t wearing a bra either.

“Are you sure there’s no way I could convince you not to Mr. Burnside?” she said and stood in front of my chair, pouting her lips and gently pressing her legs against the front of it, pushing me back a little.

My cock was enraged at this assault from my wife’s excellent play acting. There was no way she was leaving this room without a good fucking, that was for sure.

“Uh let’s see . . . what did you have in mind Casey?” I said in an “innocent” way.

“Oh, I don’t know Mr. Burnside, but I see that your hard cock sticking up through your jeans may have some ideas,” she said as the hand that was stroking her nipples through her blouse came down south and grabbed the tip of my cock with the pads of her fingers. As she rubbed gently, I felt a drop of pre cum leaking out from the tip of my cock, and I wasn’t sure how much of this “play” I could take any longer.

“Yes Casey, I think that it may have very definite ideas!” I said as I started unbuckling my belt and pulling my zipper down. “In fact Casey, it may not be necessary to call your father after all. I think that we can find a suitable punishment for you right now!”

Paula dropped down on her knees and unfastened the remaining buttons of her blouse. “So what do you want me to do Mr. Burnside?”

I shuffled my ass up off the chair and slid my jeans and my boxers down around my ankles. “Why I’d like you to wrap those gorgeous, moist lips around the tip of my little friend here Casey.”

“Oh! You mean you want me to suck your cock?” She said as her lips bobbed on and off the top of my “helmet.”

“Um humm,” I moaned out, eyes closed.

“I’ll try Mr. Burnside, but I’ve never done this before. I’m just an innocent little girl,” she said looking up at me as her fingers wrapped themselves around my thick, throbbing shaft.

Now her lips made a tight seal around the head of my cock, and her tongue went to work, swirling itself around my bulbous head, which was leaking drops of pre cum. She came off me and said, “You taste pretty good Mr. Burnside,” she said, smacking her lips. “Are you sure this is a punishment?”

“Yes, just keep going Casey – please don’t stop!”

Paula laughed. She was really enjoying our little game. Her mouth was nice and wet and now she went down the whole length of my shaft, her tongue rubbing the underside of the sensitive skin on the bottom of my cock’s tip. Faster and faster she went, audibly sucking and slurping her saliva and making me totally crazy. I lifted my ass off the chair with each bob of her head, her silky hair on my bare thighs adding to my enjoyment.

Finally, I could take no more and her lips closed even tighter around me as I shot my load off the back of my wife’s throat. I shot out about three good spurts and some of my cum ran down the sides of her mouth onto my thighs. Her eyes were glazed over, and she picked up her head, her mouth dripping my cum as she kissed me on my lips, giving me the sweet/salty taste of myself.

Her arms were around my neck as she raised herself up a little. “Am I punished enough yet Mr. Burnside?”

I had some definite ideas. I had only started. “No Casey, I think there is one final lesson you must learn, and then I think your punishment will be complete.”

“Oh? And what would that be Mr. Burnside?”

“Stand up please, you little slut!”

Paula stood up and I got off of my chair and walked behind my wife. “Yes Mr. Burnside. Anything you say.”

“Good,” I said as I swept my laptop off to the side, and placed Paula bent over the desk with her arms spread out. I was dying to see what she wore underneath her little schoolgirl outfit. So I unfastened her skirt from the front and pulled it down. I wasn’t disappointed. She had on sheer, black, nylon pantyhose which strapped onto a red laced girdle with a G-String underneath. I was getting my hard on back. I just couldn’t resist because I was so turned on by the play.

I spit on my hands and moved the G-String across my wife’s butt cheek. Then I rubbed my wet fingers all the way down her taint, but that wasn’t really necessary because Paula’s pussy was leaking enough. So I mixed my spit with it and lubed up her cherry asshole. I stuck my slick fingers inside her asshole and rubbed them around in a circle and Paula moaned.

Then I quickly got back into character, and I slapped her butt hard a few times and yelled out “This should teach you to obey the school rules I think!”

She was panting and said practically out of breath, “Yes Mr. Burnside, I’ll be a good girl from now on!”

“Well, we may have to continue this punishment for the rest of the week. I wouldn’t want you to forget these lessons you know!”

“Anything you say Mr. Burnside!”

I spread her butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of my cock on top of her asshole. She loved this kind of sex, and so did I. I slowly entered her, and she was slick and tight. I pulled out slowly and re-entered her again a few times, swirling my cock in a circle around her insides. Now I went all the way in, and she gasped and balled her fists up on the desk. In sync with me she raised her ass off the desk and backed into my thrusting, again and again.

Paula moaned and squirted on top of the green blotter on my desk as I picked up my speed. Finally I shot out a load of warm cum filling up her insides. I was so fucking turned on by the whole thing and that I was able to have enough jizz to do the job and satisfy. I pressed my face into her hair that flowed down on her back and inhaled the delicious smell. Then I withdrew.

She turned to me and said, “Mr. Burnside that was so much fun! I think I need to be punished more often.”

“Anytime babe – just surprise me,” I answered with a lusty grin. Just then, Courtney’s crying brought us back to reality.

“Stay here honey,” I said. “I don’t think you want to answer her when she asks you ‘Mommy, why are you dressed funny?’ I’ll go.”

We both laughed and I went upstairs to take care of our daughter.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

___

Robin came to our house at eight o’clock on Saturday night. Our plan was to go to this new Thai restaurant and see a rom com that we easily could have waited to see on cable, but we just had to get out. Paula answered the door and let her come in. I was in the kitchen, getting a bottle of water from the ref when both of them came in. Robin had a knapsack with what I assumed were books and probably her laptop for class work. However, that wasn’t what made me almost spit the water out of my mouth. She was dressed like the first night I met her only on steroids!

She wore this pink camisole with a very low cut so I could see the full extent of her massive cleavage that seemed way too big for her age. She reminded me of a nurse from my residency with huge jugs like that, that I couldn’t help staring at – but that’s a story for another time.

“Hi Richard,” she said with that sweet, airy voice.

“Hi Robin. Thanks for coming, we really appreciate this.”

“Oh no problem, Courtney is an angel!”

“I see you brought some schoolwork with you Robin?” Paula said.

“Yeah. I have a psych test on Monday. But I won’t study until Courtney is asleep of course.”

“Well she had a playdate today and she’s fast asleep. But the monitor is in the living room, so if she cries you can just go upstairs. In the meantime,” Paula said with a sweeping hand gesture, “the house is all yours. We should be home around midnight to one. Sound good?”

“Sure Paula.”

“Okay then,” Paula said, smiling at Robin, and gathering up her jingling keys and her bag. “Call us if anything comes up.”

“Okay Paula. I have both of your cell numbers.”

“Great, see you later Robin, and thank you!”

I was still dazed and couldn’t take my eyes off her. My cock was bulging in my jeans, and I felt a little guilty. But hey, I’m married, but I’m not dead, I reasoned. Paula gave me a little smirk when Robin wasn’t looking.

“Come along now Richard,” Paula said, on to my little not so secret.

Once we were outside Paula said to me, “Richard, you’re such a horn dog. Do you think you could make it a bit less obvious next time??”

I laughed as I opened the passenger door for her, and bent down to kiss her. “You know I only have eyes for you honey.”

“Uh huh,” she said playfully.

***

We got home about twelve thirty, having had dinner and making the last show. I couldn’t remember the last time Paula and I had a night out to ourselves since Courtney was born. We found Robin sitting on the sofa watching a lecture and taking some notes. The tv was playing low in the background.

“So everything go okay Robin?” Paula asked.

“Oh yeah. Courtney woke up crying about ten o’clock and she was so excited to see me. It took a while for her to get back to sleep again. I made her some warm milk and read a story to her.”

“Great,” Paula said. “That’s just what we do. You’re going to make a great mom someday Robin.”

“Well not right away I hope,” Robin said laughing. This time she was looking at me when she said that. It only made my hard on go right back to attention. I fantasized, wondering if she was getting wet thinking about me. I wanted to smack myself in the face. What the hell was I thinking? All these stories about famous men impregnating their kid’s nannies came to my mind. I don’t think Paula would take too kindly to that!

We had a wedding in two weeks – some niece of Paula’s upstate. Fortunately Robin was able to babysit for us. About a week before that, I came home from work and Paula had some news for me. Her friend Tiffany’s house had a fire in it. The damage was pretty moderate, but thankfully, Tiffany and Robin weren’t home. Since Paula and Tiffany were best friends and we had a spacious house with four bedrooms, Paula offered Tiffany and Robin a place to stay while her house was rebuilt from the fire damage. It would save them a lot of money to stay with us.

Of course, it was the decent thing to do, but it made some crazy wheels turn in my brain. I would be living under the same roof with the hottest babysitter I could imagine. I knew nothing would come of it, but Jesus – talk about temptation! I started daydreaming about it at work. It got so bad that I was thinking about what I would do if Robin made moves on me. I swore from that first night she babysat for us that she was eyeing me when she made that remark about not having a kid so fast.

After spending two nights at a hotel, Tiffany and Robin moved in. They estimated it would be for about three months. They had to find a contractor, painter, all that stuff, and straighten the insurance out which her ex-husband would pay for.

The wedding came and went. It was a no-brainer because we had Tiffany and Robin to watch Courtney. The next Saturday, Tiffany and Paula went to the mall, and I was home doing some office charting and Robin was in the living room studying. I felt like ordering in a pizza, so I asked her if she wanted to have some with me when I came downstairs.

“Sure Richard sounds great. Mom and Paula are probably eating out at the mall anyway. I don’t mind because I’ll work it off at the gym later,” she said. Typical nineteen year old girl. Probably thinking of all the guys that were chasing her. I had only just gotten to know her, a little better since she and Tiffany moved in, and she never mentioned any guys to me. I was curious. Now I admit it was none of my business, but I decided to cross that line of the unknown and ask her about it. You know, just some harmless banter – which naturally had my cock on edge, imagining that I was a guy on her campus.

The pizza came, and I brought the box into the living room and set it down on the coffee table, along with a couple of cans of soft drinks with it. I thought I would broach the subject with some kindness. I sat down on the couch next to her and broke off a slice saying to her, “You know Robin, if you happen to have a date, you can always use my car to get somewhere.”

How innocent sounding was that? “Thanks Richard, that’s so sweet! I really appreciate it, but I haven’t found any guys on campus that I’m interested in. They’re all such little boys. I like mature men, you know?” she said eyeing me directly. She couldn’t have sent a better signal if she carved it on my chest. Not to mention the fact that she wore complete makeup and was dressed in a very revealing short skirt as well that made her nice long legs stick out for me too.

I always said later on that it was she who crossed the line. As she said those last words she was licking her bottom lip with her tongue, and running her hands down the front of her blouse. What she was doing was the same damn thing that Paula did during our roleplay games – but this was real.

“Robin,” I said. “What’s going on here?”

“What do you mean Richard?” she said “innocently,” and batting her eyes at me.

“Well, I mean it seems that you’re coming onto me.”

“Tell me you don’t like it,” she said, with the seductive voice of a thirty year old horny hot wife.

“That’s not the point. I’m flattered. I really am. It’s just not appropriate. I’m a married man.”

“Come on Richard. No one has to know. Look, I’m not stupid. I see how you look at me.” Her eyes went down to my crotch where my boner was obvious, and she said, pointing to it, “I also see how turned on you are. You probably dream about bending me over the coffee table and fucking the daylights out of me, don’t you Richard. Besides, you and Paula are so good to my mom and me. I would never do anything so dumb as to get caught.”

Then I must have sounded like a whiny kid, but I was putty in her hands. “Yeah but, I mean, what about the guilt? I don’t think I can live with that. Paula and I have a solid marriage.”

She made a “tsk tsk” sound, staring at me, those bright blue eyes burning a hole in my head. “Those are just voices in your head Richard. Come on. Like I said, no one has to know,” and with that she slid her butt closer to me on the couch, her face just inches from mine. She pressed her index finger into my nose. I was totally helpless. Her pressed white blouse had the top three buttons open and swear to Christ she wasn’t even wearing a bra, which made her nipples stick out like two little pencil points.

I was dumbfounded as she gently pressed her lips against mine and grabbed for my cock through my jeans and rubbed. “That’s it Richard, go with it,” she said, hot breath on me. At this point anything she said would give me the excuse I needed to follow through with this.

“Relax Richard,” she said. “My mom called me just before you came down and said they were having ‘a girl’s night out,’ so we have plenty . . . of . . . time,” she said, kissing me after each of those three words.

Then she slowly placed her fingers underneath my belt line and slid them against my cock through my boxers.

“Umm, so nice and hard. My pussy is leaking just thinking about this,” she said, laughing, and slipping her hand under my boxers and giving my cock a big four-fingered squeeze along the length of my shaft. I leaked a drop of pre cum, and she withdrew her hand and licked the tip of her index finger, looking at me with the innocent “little girl “ look I loved so well. “Mmmm, you taste so good Richard.”

Then she abruptly stood up and undid the zipper and fastener of her short denim skirt and looking at me, slid it down her long legs and kicked it off to the side. She undid the straps to her pantyhose and slipped off her girdle and G-String, letting them fall to the floor too. There’s something that really turns me on about watching a girl take off her lingerie, wondering how the soft, silky fabric feels against her pussy. I was staring at eighteen year old pubic hair wet with arousal and engorged folds. She saw me staring and laughed. “Don’t worry Richard, I’m on the pill.” I thought she didn’t have any boyfriends, but I didn’t pursue the matter. She lie back on the couch and hooked her legs over my shoulders giving me full access to the candy store. The musky smell made me crazy, and she moved closer to me until the springy hair was touching my lips.

My tongue came out from between my lips and started exploring. It pushed deep into her folds, and she pressed the back of my head in closer to her. She spread her legs farther apart and I stuck my tongue onto her clit and then put my whole mouth over her, tasting her juices which were leaking onto my face. I licked her up and down, and was directly over her opening. She stiffened and moaned as my tongue did its furtive dance in and out of her, exploring.

I took my face off of her after a few minutes of this play and licked my fingers, replacing my tongue. I felt her clit as hard as a knob, and played with it, snapping it like a rubber band, each time causing her to shudder with exquisite delight. Soaking wet, she got up off the couch and she spread her legs hovering over my lap, my legs between hers. She grabbed my cock again in her fist. She pushed my legs farther apart and sat down on top of my lap, guiding my cock finally into her. She played by squatting on top of it and lifting off, going up and down; teasing and letting just the head of it enter her. My cock was sopping wet with her juices leaking like a sieve all over it.

The game was fully on, all caution left to the wind, and I was fully inside her as she went up and down on me faster and faster. I bucked my ass off the couch and got in sync with her motions. Her pussy was so tight and so good. I could take no more of this, and her screams of ecstasy sent me over the edge, and I came with full force, shooting load after load of warm, gooey cum deep inside her. She pulled on my hair as she shuddered and cried out. I was still thrusting, and pushed until it was as if we were one.

I stopped thrusting and she bent down and kissed me hard, our tongues wrapping together with lips sealed, long blonde hair falling over my chest and shoulders. 

“There now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said just above a whisper.

I grunted and said, “It was far from bad. It was amazing, Robin.”

“Yes and just think Richard. We can do this again and again.”
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That last sentence of hers; we can do this again and again Richard, kept playing over and over again in my head. I’m not gonna lie. It became more difficult to be around Robin as the days wore on. I was able to place my guilt towards Paula in the back of my head, and did my best to rationalize it – I was a helpless male in the hands of a young, yet skilled seductress.

She kept stealing me these looks; sticking her tongue out at me when Tiffany or Paula weren’t looking. I was constantly hard and did my best to conceal it from Paula. Sometimes I wasn’t successful, but Paula took it as a sign of my arousal towards her, so our sex life even became better. I think that Robin may have been a bit jealous of Paula.

One night, after coming home late from an emergency ED admit that my residents called me to the hospital for, I decided to do my laundry. Paula was fast asleep, and I had just put my wash in, and planned to go upstairs and watch tv while my wash was finished. As I was about to leave, Robin came into the laundry room, wearing nothing but an oversized college football jersey.

As I looked at her in shock, she jumped up on me (I was wearing my boxers and a t-shirt) and hooked her legs around my waist, arms around my shoulders, kissing me hard on the mouth, her tongue sailing between my lips. I noticed she wasn’t wearing  panties underneath the Jersey. Before I knew what was happening, I turned us around, and had her bent back over the washing machine, my cock thrusting inside her wet, slick pussy. Her nails dug into my shoulders, and if I wasn’t wearing a shirt, she would have drawn blood. Her pussy was so tight it practically swallowed my cock in a vise grip. I came so hard I thought cum would shoot out of her mouth and nose. She liked it fast and hard – there was no messing around with Robin. She was very definite about how she liked it. Then, just as suddenly as she came into the laundry room, she left. This was her way of saying I can take you anywhere and anytime I want to Richard. I had to take a good shower before I went to sleep.

I think the fear of Paula walking in on us actually turned me on in a sick sort of way. I even fantasized about the three of us together! That’s how sick and twisted I was becoming. But there was more to that which I think I need to confess here.

She always made a point of showing me briefly how she liked to play with herself. Sometimes, before she came onto me, she would rub her pussy on her satin thong, making herself wet. Now it was her lingerie that was becoming a turn on for me.

One Saturday afternoon, Paula and Tiffany took Courtney and went out to the mall. I was upstairs in our bedroom and was on my way downstairs to do some work in my office off the living room when I noticed the door to Robin’s bedroom was open. Temptation struck. I wondered what sorts of things she had in her drawers. So I walked into the room, and I smelled Robin – the scent of her perfume and clothes hung heavy in the air. I made my way over to her dresser with the mirror on the top and decided to open one of the drawers. I didn’t go for the top. A giddy excitement came over me and I went for the bottom drawer thinking that’s where “the good stuff” was.

Inside, neatly folded were her panties, bras, and pantyhose. I can’t remember ever being so hard. The fact that I was so turned on by the undergarments of an eighteen year old seductress who fucked me like she was an experienced thirty year old increased my arousal greatly. I stared at what I was sure were the panties she wore the first time I let her seduce me – a red satin G-String. I picked it up gingerly, and it smelled nice and fresh from the dryer sheet. I placed it up to my nose and inhaled deeply. I rubbed the cool material over my face, and rubbed it between my fingers.

Then I did what I never thought I would be doing in a million years. I stepped out of my jeans and boxers quickly and placed the G-String on the carpet in front of the dresser. Slowly, I pulled it up over my legs and felt a chill as I wondered if Robin felt the same way as she got dressed in this each day. I had a skinny waist, yet I was able to fit it comfortably, not too tight around my cock and over my balls.

I rubbed the cool material over the tip of my cock and closed my eyes, fantasizing about Robin. But I didn’t stop there. I took off my t-shirt and reached inside the drawer and pulled out the matching red laced bra she had on that day as well. The cups were nicely formed and as I slipped it over my head and felt the soft straps settle over my shoulders, I felt so good. It was tight enough that it gave me the illusion of cleavage.

I didn’t just want to try Robin’s clothes on, I wanted to actually become her! Where this came from I have no idea. Then my mind briefly drifted to the thought of a game that I could play with Paula! Yes! She could dress me up as a slut . . . and I wouldn’t mind. Just a couple of months ago, this whole scenario would have been crazy – unthinkable! But now, I was surrounded by pussy! I was losing my mind. Paula was becoming Robin, and Robin was becoming Paula. And what was I? Some twisted crossdressing hybrid of the two of them?

I stared at this version of me in the mirror. Something was missing, and it was then I realized I had crossed the line between a simple fetish and what had become an obsession. There was a tube of cherry lip gloss on top of the table. I opened it, sniffed it, and gently touched it to my lower lip, spreading a small ribbon across it. I did the same to the top and then I leaned into the mirror and slid my lips over each other. I was shocked at how hard I was becoming from this one simple act.

My hair was short and didn’t look feminine at all, so I would really need a wig to complete myself. I scanned the top of Robin’s closet and found nothing. But then I struck gold. I remembered that Paula had a “play wig” in her closet! So dressed as I was I ran into our bedroom and found the box containing Paula’s wig on the top shelf. My heart was beating fast as I pulled out the black, long wig with the curls on the bottom and the top done up in some kind of braid – perfect!

I placed it on my head and the illusion was almost complete. I needed eye makeup, but I knew nothing about it. Could I chance putting it on, and do a horrible job of taking it off, leaving telltale signs for Paula, Tiffany and especially Robin to see? No, I couldn’t chance it. Satisfied for now, I went back into Robin’s room and stood in front of her dresser mirror.

I made faces in the mirror. I tried a steamy, slutty look, and talked dirty to myself, calling myself a dirty little whore who needed to be punished. I was using pieces of my roleplay with Paula – on myself! I stood to the side and looked at myself, and said “Hey big daddy, wanna fuck??”

After loving what I saw and what I became, I lied down on Robin’s bed and took her G-String off. While pulling it off I discovered how good the strap felt between my butt cheeks, cradling my ass; interesting . . . I rubbed the cool satin over my cock and a drop of pre cum came out and wet the fabric! Shit, shit, shit! I grabbed a bunch of tissues from the nightstand next to Robin’s bed and rubbed it out as best I could.

Then I went into full jerk-off mode and pulled the thong away at just the right second, shooting a tremendous white, creamy load into the tissues. I lie there a second to catch my breath and wait till my heart stopped beating so fast. It was the kinkiest orgasm I ever had. Whoever said masturbation couldn’t be fun? I slowly swung my legs off the bed and went into her bathroom and rubbed and washed the lipstick off and carefully put the bra and thong back into Robin’s bottom drawer.

I had crossed a line. I found something new. Something that I don’t think I could ever share with Paula. Or perhaps maybe I could.
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Now I had another reason for guilt. I reasoned that this wasn’t as bad as actually cheating on my wife. I considered the clothing to be an act of autoeroticism; nothing to be ashamed of. But still, it was something I had to hide from Paula, AND Robin.

My sexual trysts with Robin continued in the oddest of places – the laundry room, sometimes the kitchen (when Paula and Tiffany were out), and even the garage of all places. One time we did it in the freestanding shed in the backyard! The girl was wild. As the weeks went by I started to wonder what I was to her. We never discussed our relationship. Did she think there was hope for a future between us? Could I have stumbled into a “Fatal Attraction” scenario? I hoped not. Besides, we didn’t own a pet bunny rabbit! For now, I was content to keep things as they were. Yet I had a feeling that Paula suspected something. It could have just been my guilty conscience talking to me. I was in a sense of semi-denial.

One night Tiffany and Paula went out for a “girl’s night” with a few other friends of theirs. So I would be alone with Robin. I wondered what sort of wild time she had planned with me. I came home early, and I had no work to do, so I decided to join Robin in the living room where she had a NETFLIX movie on.

When I found Robin on the couch she was looking at me funny. I acted like nothing was unusual and I went into the kitchen for a beer. “Robin,” I called out. “Would you like a beer from the fridge?”

“Sure Richard, bring me whatever you have.”

So I opened two bottles of Corona Lite and brought the two bottles into the living room. I handed her a bottle and sat on the couch next to her and smiled, expecting her to jump my bones like she always did. Instead she stayed put, staring at me. My nerves were starting to get on edge.

“Something’s going on Richard, and I think you know what it is.”

I should mention at this point that I had ventured into her room several times and played around with different pairs of her lingerie over the course of a few weeks now without getting caught. I had no reason to suspect that my secret was discovered, so I played innocent.

“No Robin, sorry I don’t. What’s going on?”

Robin reached into the pocket of her sweatpants and pulled out a bunch of crumpled tissues. “I found these on the carpet next to my bed Richard,” she said with an evil-looking grin. “Did you know that they were a bit wet and sticky, and smell like jizz?” she said as she suddenly shoved the wad into my face.

I had done the nasty last night when the three of them were out at the gym. How could I have been so careless????? SHIT! How was I supposed to talk my way out of this. Denial. That was how I would play this.

“Those aren’t mine Robin. Why would I even be in your room unless we were together in there?” I said trying my best at a sly grin.

“Don’t bullshit me Richard!” She was raising her voice. “That isn’t all,” she said as she pulled out the red satin G-String from her pocket as well. “How do you explain this . . .” she said as she held the thong out to me and pointed out a soiled and somewhat stiff area in the middle of the front pouch. She then angrily threw it in my face. I knew then she had me, but I would try to continue my game of denial a while longer.

“And that’s not all! I think you’ve been messing with my lip gloss and the other panties and hosiery and bras too in my drawers. They are not how I had them neatly arranged. You see I notice these things. So I’ll ask you again Richard. What THE FUCK were you doing with my things??” It sounded a bit like a rhetorical question.

Now I tried “the complimentary approach.”

“Well, uh, what I mean is you’re right Robin, You caught me. But I am just so taken with you that one day I just wanted to feel your G-String and smell them and think about you. It was just a daydream that got out of control, I suppose. You should really feel flattered I suppose.”

“Flattered? Flattered Richard? Really? How about ‘invasion of privacy’ Richard? Just because we’re fucking, and enjoying it too I might add, doesn’t give you the right to perv all over my shit! Besides, I thought you were a grown man and not like the little boys in my school!”

There was an uncomfortable silence, and I took a couple of good slugs from my beer as Robin sat there thinking. Then an evil little smirk/smile crept on her face.

“Now I’m pretty sure you have some sort of a cross dressing fetish Richard. I just happen to be here, and I guess you thought I would never notice what you did. I had my suspicions a week ago when I found my clothes in some disarray.”

I must have looked like a kid caught in the act jerking off because that’s exactly how I felt. She had me dead to rights.

“Okay Robin. Yes I did try your under garments on, and yes, I even put your lipstick on and a wig that Paula had in her closet. You see Paula and I like to play dress up games.” Her eyebrows raised in surprise.

“You mean, like you dress up in her stuff too?”

“No, no. Paula likes to dress up in like a parochial school girl uniform and we play pretend like she has to go to the principal’s office – that’s me – for punishment.”

Then her expression changed, and she started laughing. “Oh my, this is getting very interesting Richard. Tell me more!”

“Well there’s not much to tell. We play out a scenario like I described, and we always end up fucking. It really heightens our sexual excitement.”

“Wow – now that is very cool, and inventive. It sounds like something I would want to do! But not quite like you described. You wouldn’t want Paula to know what we’ve been doing together, now would you Richard?”

“God NO! I could never tell Paula we’ve been, you know, sneaking around behind her back!”

“Okay, okay. Well here’s the good news. She doesn’t have to know. But know this: I own you Richard. After what you did I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you. I don’t really care if you enjoy it or not, but I think you will.” Now I got a little frightened. What was she planning?
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Here’s what’s going to happen Richard,” she said with a domineering tone like someone who knows they have the upper hand, which she did. “I’m going to feminize you Richard. Far beyond anything you’ve done. Have you ever gone farther than what you did with my stuff?”

“No I haven’t,” I answered honestly.

“I’m going to go shopping for you Richard. I think I have your sizes. I’m going to get you your own lingerie, and even buy you a couple of dresses, skirts and blouses. I’ll take a look at Paula’s wig, but I’d like to buy you another one, and also some costume jewelry, and guess what?”

“What?” I asked, getting truly excited which I tried to hide from Robin. “You’re going to pay for everything Richard. I’ll just use one of your rich doctor credit cards. It will be so much fun turning you into my personal little faggot sissy!” She squealed and clapped her hands and bounced up and down on the couch.

That weekend, Robin left the house on Saturday and announced to her mother and Paula that she was going shopping, and wouldn’t be back for a while because she was going with one of her girlfriends from school. That way, Paula or Tiffany wouldn’t ask to tag along.

Call it serendipity, or just dumb luck, but the next day Paula and Tiffany had an announcement to make. They would be going away on a three-day weekend, and taking Courtney with them. It was Memorial Day weekend coming up and I had to work on Saturday. It also meant that I would be alone with Robin for three nights.

As they pulled out of the driveway, Robin went outside to say goodbye to them and then ran back into the house. She had that same mischievous grin on her face.

“Let’s get started Richard! I can’t wait.” She said with glee, rubbing her hands.

“Now don’t get any ideas of wimping out on me because you know I’ll tell Paula EVERYTHING!”

“Oh no. A deal’s a deal,” I said.

Robin came up close to me and her eyes looked me over up and down. She held my shoulders and kissed me tight. “I know that you love the idea of becoming my little sissy Richard, and you’ll be my sissy even after mom and I move back into our house because I can still tell Paula you know,” she said, touching my nose with her index finger. “So there’s no getting away from me!”

“Now come upstairs to my room!” she said, pulling me up by my hand. I had the largest boner of my life. I really did look forward to being her sissy slave after all. I was just curious about all the “fine points,” and see where the imagination of a very sexually active nineteen year old would take me.

When we got up to her room I saw all the clothes she bought laid out on the bed. She got me an emerald green satin sleeveless dress with a low neckline, a pair of high heels – three inch with straps that went around my ankles, and the G-String and girdle she got me were black lace. I was dripping pre cum in my excitement. I couldn’t have done a better job if I picked everything else out myself. For a wig, she picked out a longhaired auburn one done up on the top, that went down past my breasts. There was a case of makeup near the foot of the bed.

“See,” she said. “I even got you your very own sissy makeup! But the surprises I have in store for you come later,” she said, grinning.

“I even have thick, false eyelashes for you with long, fake nails as well,” she said picking up a plastic case and turning it around for me to see. “You’ll be set!”

Now when I took my clothes off and dressed in the G-String, it felt better than when I did it myself. There was something about being “forced” to cross dress by a hot girl that was more of a turn on then when I did it myself.

She looked at me standing there in the lingerie, minus the pantyhose and bra and said with her hand underneath her chin, “You know Richard, I really need to shave you.”

“Really?” I said. “Is that really necessary?”

“Yes it is Richard. Of course, if you won’t let me shave you, I can’t dress you, and if I can’t dress you, I’ll just have to tell Paula . .”

“Okay, okay! I’ll do it,” I said, realizing that I had no choice. But truthfully, I was looking forward to putting on the G-String with shaved legs and really feeling the difference. So she took me into the bathroom and made me take a bath first, and shaved me in the tub – including my pubic hair, and all around my ass too.  She also did a little trim of my eyebrows. How I would explain that one to Paula I had no idea, so I bargained with Robin.

“Robin, if you shave my eyebrows then the game is up. My legs and chest I can make excuses for, even my groin, but my face? Not my eyebrows, please!?”

“Humm. Maybe you’re right. I can do something with the eyebrow pencil.”

She realized I was right, and agreed to compromise. After I was dried off, I put the G-String back on. My hard on was of course right there in all its glory and it made Robin smile. “We’re going to have so much fun Richard! Think of it as a new game!”

So I got dressed in the pantyhose, girdle and bra, and Robin said, “Wait there Richard. Don’t put the wig or the dress on yet. I have something for you,” and she reached into the top drawer on her nightstand. She pulled out a hard silicone pink contraption that looked like a cage of some sorts.

“Now here is something that no self-respecting sissy can ever go without,” she said proudly, holding the cock cage out for me to see.

She walked over to me, and adjusted it over my cock and balls. I made a hissing sound because it was tight on me and quite painful. The pain subsided as my boner went away. Then she pulled out a small gold padlock and snapped it shut. She produced a little key which she placed inside her pocket.

“Now you’ll really feel like a girl with a clitty,” she said laughing. “Come, let’s go into the bathroom. Take a seat in front of the vanity mirror.”

She turned me sideways as she did the makeup on me. Everything including foundation, blush, mascara, the false eyelashes – everything. Last to go on was the wig. She was an artist. I didn’t even recognize myself when she was through with me, and I turned around to look. I was incredibly turned on.

After the dress and the costume jewelry and nails went on, I was completely transformed. My cock was straining against the cage, aching to get out, but it was no use.

“Now bend over the bed,” my new mistress said. I did as she told me, and she flipped the dress up over my back. The next thing I felt was a hard WHACK across my left butt cheek. Then I felt another whack across my right side. I winced with pain and turned around shocked to look at Robin. Her face was contorted like a demon as she administered four more whacks with a small wooden paddle she pulled out from somewhere. I yelled but it did no good. There was no one home to hear me scream anyway. I didn’t think I’d be able to sit for a week.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this even more than you Richard. Oh! You know what? We need a sissy name for you. Something hookerish and slutty. How about ‘Raven.’”

I wasn’t sure how my voice would sound after that thrumping, but I tried. I squeaked out, “Raven is fine Robin.”

“Ha, ha. Good! Raven you shall be henceforth whenever we play. Remember. You’re just a cheap slut whore,” and she sprayed some cheap, gaudy perfume on me. “Great, now you even smell the part.”

It’s funny. Every time she whacked me with the paddle, my cock started pressing against the plastic cage. This was a real learning experience for me.

“Okay now Raven, you’ve been a bad girl,” she said in this new playacting game. “Your earnings from the street this week have been rather poor. I think it’s time you got a good lesson.”

“What are you going to do with me Mistress Robin?”

“Mistress Robin . . . humm, I like that! Very creative Raven,” she said, clearly impressed with my choice.

“You’re about to find out. Now get on the bed on your fours facing the front of the bed.” I did as I was told, and Robin went to her dresser and rummaged around her middle drawer. That was one place I never looked before. She pulled out a long, thick, veiny, flesh colored dildo with a strap attached to it. There was a thick hook attached to the back, for when she thrusted, it would be like a cock going inside her too. This girl thought of everything, I had to admit.

“Now Richard, you’re about to feel what it’s like to have a ‘boy clitty.’ At first there will be some pain, some fullness as I fuck you like the cheap slut you are, but then you’ll have the most indescribable pleasure. Do you trust me?”

What could I say? Did it matter? So I said, “Yes Mistress Robin, I believe anything you say,” staying in character.

“Great, because maybe this will teach you to stay in line and keep your earnings high!”

She spread my butt cheeks apart and I felt a cool, slick gel being spread around my asshole and down to my ball sack. I recognized it as K-Y Jelly, which Robin had in her drawer. I looked behind me curiously, and she got off the bed for me to see better. Robin spread the K-Y Jelly all over the dildo and especially on that rear hook thing. The belt she wore was flesh covered and the illusion of her having a cock was so real. She saw me looking.

“You like this, huh?” she said. “Who knows Raven. Maybe you’ll become a ‘super slut,’ and become my biggest earner on the street. There’s a big market out there for totally developed ‘pretty sissy boys’ who take a good cock up their ass!”

She hopped back on the bed and spread my cheeks apart again, and I felt a new and strange sensation: A soft, silicone “cock tip” pressed against my lubed asshole. It sent chills through my body and made my cock press up against the cage giving me pain. The odd thing was that I wanted to feel this. I wanted to feel the meshed, pink silicone of the cage press up against my cock.

Then I felt the head of this dildo actually spread my asshole apart and go in about two inches. Robin moved back and forth. It stretched me and I hissed between closed teeth and balled my fists up on the bed.

“You’re doing fine Raven,” she said, twisting her lower body around to get that plug into her pussy as well.

Then she went in farther and I felt the shaft of that thing sliding in and out of my ass or, as Robin liked to call it, my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.” I’m not gonna lie and say all was peaches and cream. This hurt like fuck, but my cock was pressing harder and harder against the cage, semi-erect in the confines of the cage, and it felt sort of good.

She went faster and faster, in and out, and also up and down making that end thing go into her pussy. She was moaning with each thrust. I moved my ass back and forth to meet her thrusts because now the pain was mixed with an odd sort of pleasure I had never experienced before.

I was gasping – the pleasure was unreal and soon my semi-erect cock shot out a huge load of jizz and a tremor went through my body with the most intense orgasm I ever had in my life. At the same time as I made the loud moan, Robin screamed and ground herself against me, the dildo fully inside me, her thighs slamming my butt cheeks.

She slowed down, exhausted, and still inside me, collapsed against my back, her hard nipples pressing my skin and her silky hair falling all over me. Then she pulled out and stuck her face in front of my ass hole, licking it with her tongue. This made me shiver again, as her tongue went inside me, licking, exploring. I shot another load from the cock cage.

“Congratulations Raven,” she said. “You’ve had your first of many sissygasms to come!” she said proudly.

“I need more,” she said, seemingly to herself, and walked over to dresser drawers. She pulled out what looked like a silicone ring from the top drawer.

Like a college professor she held it up to me. “Now Raven, I’m going to slide this over your cock, and I want you to see the magic happen!” She pulled the key to the cock cage from the pocket of her sweat pants on the floor and took the cage off me. As soon as she put the ring on, and slid it down to the base of my newly liberated cock, I got hard again.

She grabbed my still slippery cock with her fist and stroked it, making me even harder. Then she got on the bed again, facing me and kissed me hard, her tongue slipping through her slightly parted lips.

“Now I want you to fuck me hard Raven.” I’ve always dreamed about being fucked by a cross dressed guy! “Take me doggy style, Raven.”

We switched positions and her pussy was sopping wet from our earlier play, and I lined my swollen cock up against her opening, and rubbed my cock up and down her folds, and reached in front, grabbing her clit with my thumb and forefinger, snapping it like a rubber band.

She moaned in total abandon, and grunted “Fuck me Raven!”

What can I say? I did as I was ordered, and soon found myself thrusting deep inside that delicious pussy I knew as well as my wife’s. I discovered then that I enjoyed fucking dressed as a girl more than anything.

I went faster and she bucked up against me, matching my thrusts. I heard her scream wordless noises, and her fingernails were clutching the bed sheets. Both of us were covered in sweat, and I came again, filling her pussy with my warm jizz. I loved the feeling of sweat, and her scent mingled together on me.

The front of my dress had a small stain on it after we were through, and my wig was all misshapen falling down over my face. I really looked like a true cum slut. I was proud of myself.

“I know you totally love this Raven!” She laughed. “Can you imagine what Paula would say if I called you ‘Raven’ in front of her???”

I didn’t think that was so funny. The rest of that weekend, we played more games, and I had different outfits to put on. On Sunday evening, after our last session Robin told me that she would keep my clothes for “safety.” The next day Paula, Tiffany and Courtney came home. In another week, Tiffany and Paula’s home would be finished with the repairs, and both of them would leave. Of course, Robin would still babysit Courtney, and we would get together in different motel rooms, and wherever Robin’s creativity would lead us. The threat of telling Paula was still real, but I think that Robin knew it was a moot point, because we both enjoyed these “games” more than anything, so that wasn’t a real concern anymore.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

________________

____

MANY MARRIED MEN let their dicks stray, but I don’t know of many that have had the same experiences as me. I was lucky because I had the best of both worlds. I had a wife who was willing to try different, exotic ways of keeping our sex life active, and a (I hate using the word, but what other way is there to describe it?) girlfriend half my age who introduced me to a side of myself I never knew I had inside of me. I think Robin knew I enjoyed playing along with her. The idea of “telling my wife” was a thrill for her, and honestly, for me too. Deep down I knew she enjoyed our times together too much to really do anything to make them stop.

One day I came home from work and Paula was in the kitchen in an unusually chipper mood – she was singing to herself as she stirred the stew on the stove, Courtney was happy and coming up with new vocabulary words every day that made us laugh like crazy, and our life was good (my dalliances safe from discovery – for now).

“Honey, what are you so happy about?” I asked as she kept singing.

She looked at me and smiled – one of her “naughty thoughts” smiles. “Okay, what is it,” I asked, almost afraid of what the answer might be. She stopped stirring and put the lid back on the pot. Then she scooted over to where I was sitting, and jumped sideways across my lap. Her long fingers quickly found my cock, stroked it through my scrub bottoms, and made it stand like the Washington Monument.

She kissed me hard on the lips, and had her arm around my shoulders. “Richard, aren’t you getting a little tired of the ‘schoolgirl punishment game?’”

“Oh, I don’t know. We keep putting new twists on it, and it kinda doesn’t get old. But if you have any other suggestions, I’d sure like to hear them.”

“Really??”

“Sure, why not honey. What’re you thinking of?”

“You’ll never guess who I spoke to about it.”

“Uh okay. So who did you speak to about it?”

“Well, today I met Tiffany for lunch. Tiffany is still seeing that guy from the online dating app and their relationship is really heating up. As it turns out, they like ‘to play games’ too!”

Now I was interested. Tiffany was never a focus of my interest in that way, so I was curious what Paula had in mind.

“I don’t know if this would be the sort of thing you’d be interested in Richard.”

“Try me babe.”

Paula grinned. “Would you believe that Tiffany got the idea from her daughter Robin? When I heard it I was shocked. I mean completely shocked!” At this point I thought I was headed for real trouble that would cost me millions and destroy my life. So I played it cool.

“Well apparently Robin gave Tiffany the idea to feminize Mike, that’s the guy’s name. I mean really dress him up like a girl and then fuck him, do all sorts of things with him. She had this idea that most men get a kick out of dressing like a woman and fucking, and even getting fucked. I was thinking my God, where does a nineteen year old girl come up with these things???” Then Robin told me later on she watched videos online where this stuff really takes place.”

I swallowed hard. “And?”

“Tiffany has been dressing Mike now for two weeks and their sex is DYNAMITE Richard! What do you say?” Paula asked me gripping me by both shoulders and looking at me straight in the eyes.

“You mean you want me to dress like a woman, er, uh, cross dress and make that our new thing!?”

“Yes Richard! I could buy you clothes and we could have all sorts of fun! I even think you’d look really sexy in another wig than the one I wear. Come on honey, can we play??? If you don’t like it we don’t have to, but I’ll be disappointed,” she said, pouting in the way that only my wife could turn me on. “Haven’t you ever had the urge to try on my G-String and wrap it around your cock to see what it felt like? Come on,” she said, tugging at the front of my scrub shirt. “I know you’ve thought of it you pervert!!”

“Well, maybe once or, uh, I don’t know . . .” I said, my voice trailing off.

“So you’ll do it then? Let me pick out some cute outfits for you? You’d really do it??”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Yeah, okay babe, sure. I’ll play.”

Paula squealed in a way that sounded too familiar. “Oh, there is one other small thing Richard.”

“And what’s that?” I asked.

“Well, Robin called me later at home and we had a long talk.” Now I was getting scared but tried hard not to let it show.

“She asked me if I did cross dress you, if she could come over sometime and join in on the fun! Just think of it Richard! A threesome! Two women and a sissy cross dresser. I wouldn’t even mind if you fucked her! How would you feel about me with another woman? Come on, what do you say Richard? I’m down with it!”

Now if this was a movie dear reader, this would be the part where I turned and looked at you in the camera and grinned from ear to ear!

❤️❤️❤️


MORE JUICE FROM JACLYN

Dear Reader,

You can easily get more stories like this one.

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).
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https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD
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https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD

OEBPS/image_rsrc2XP.jpg
CROSSDRESSING, FIR

¢7dc

IME WITH A TRANSGENDER WOMAN

o(()la?/





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XR.jpg
First-Time with a transgender woman, crossdressing

EEMBOY):

%cém o@/cc/






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc2XS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XN.jpg





