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Chapter 1

The first time I saw Kat was during my Junior year in college.

My best friend Sam and I were walking into the ethics course we’d enrolled for on a whim when I first laid eyes upon her. She was tall, that was the first thing I noticed about her. Almost as tall as me, in fact. Her strawberry blonde hair sparkled even under the dull fluorescent lights. There was a vibrant smile on her face, and her body…

Oh, her body.

She was lean. She didn’t have the biggest breasts, but what she lacked up there she more than made up for with a toned and athletic butt. Her denim shorts stretched tightly over her tush, and hugged her plump thighs beautifully. She was narrow at the waist, and the crop top she wore left a lot of her midriff on display.

“Dude?” Sam said, knocking me out of my trance. “You’re making it way too obvious.”

“Huh?” I asked, scratching the back of my head sheepishly from the embarrassment of being caught. “What are you talking about?”

“Drop it.” He punched me lightly in the ribs. “You were totally staring at that girl.”

“I wasn’t staring,” I stressed the last word. “I was just looking. And last I checked, that isn’t a crime.”

“Look at you.” Sam laughed. “First day at the ethics class and you’re already talking about crime and punishment.”

“Shut up.” I punched him back, and he laughed as we made our way into the classroom and assumed our seats.

Kat, whose name I did not know at that point, came in a little after us. And to my surprise, she took the seat right in front of me. Which earned me a poke in the ribs and a sly smile from Sam. “Looks like it's your lucky day,” he whispered to me. “She’s saved you the trouble of anxiously looking around to find her.”

“Drop it,” I told him, acting unfazed. “It isn’t like that.” But the real reason I wanted Sam to stop talking was because I didn’t want Kat to hear any of the crude things that Sam had a penchant for saying. Something like that would definitely hurt my chances with her.

Chances with her… I repeated in my mind. You’re thinking too far ahead Jimmy. You don’t even know her name yet.

Thankfully, Sam stopped tormenting me when the professor walked into the room and started the lecture, but I found it hard to focus on anything that was going on in the classroom. Anything other than the pretty girl in front of me, that is.

Even though I tried to look away multiple times, my eyes kept finding their way back to her. I could only see her from the back, but even that was enough to keep my attention. For the entirety of that 40-minute lecture, I spent maybe 5 minutes when I wasn’t looking at her.

Every time I would try to look away her body would move in a way that drew my eyes back. At first, it was the way she adjusted the straps of her crop top over her exposed shoulders. Then it was how she tried to push her top down when it kept rising, exposing more and more of her lower back to my hungry eyes. And finally –  and this was the point where I started getting hard in my pants –  it was when she leaned a little too far forward in her chair, making her shorts drift lower and lower.

My eyes widened as the back of a pink thong came into view, and I couldn’t resist covertly feeling myself under the table as I took in that delicious sight. I had a faint thread of guilt gnawing at the back of my head even as I stared at her, but there was just something about her that kept me from looking away.

She must have eventually realized that her shorts had dropped too low because she brought a hand back to pull them up, but by then the damage had been done. And by damage, I mean the fact that I had been completely mesmerized by the girl.

The class ended without me having taken any notes, and when we exited into the hallway I heard a voice call from behind me.

“Hey,” she said, her voice every bit as beautiful as her body was. “You’re Jimmy, right?”

I turned around a stunned expression on my face, and looked around like a fool as if I would find some other Jimmy in the vicinity even though she was looking directly at me. “Me?” I asked, bewildered, pointing a weak finger at myself.

“Of course, silly.” Kat laughed, and butterflies exploded inside my stomach. “Who else?”

“Oh.” I was acting like a complete fool. “Yes.” I didn’t know what else to say. “I mean hi.” I held out my hand. “I’m Jimmy, nice to meet you.”

She smiled before taking my hand in hers. “Kat,” she said, introducing herself. “And I know who you are. I took a class with you freshman year. Introduction to Creative Writing 106.”

“Oh,” I said again, taking in the warmth that her soft hand offered. “I’m sorry I don’t quite remember much from that time. I think I was drunk or hungover for most of my freshman year.” And while that was true, there was no way I wouldn’t remember a girl as sexy as Kat if she had ever taken a class with me. She had to be mistaken about the class we took. But she knew my name, and I wasn’t about to hamstring my chances by arguing with her or correcting her during our first meeting.

“You don’t have to be sorry if you don’t remember me,” she said, rows of perfectly white teeth gleaming from under her glossy lips. “I looked a lot different back then.”

“Right,” I said again, cursing myself inwardly for my complete lack of flirting skills.

“And I’m Sam.” This was when, as you can probably guess, Sam cut into the conversation. “And I definitely didn’t take any classes with you. Trust me, I would remember.”

I gave Sam a rather sinister-looking look as she shook his hand, which spurred him on to do his duty as a friend. “Alright then,” he said, waving to her and then to me. “I better get going now. Lots of assignments and whatnot. Catch up with you later Jimmy.”

With that, he was gone.

“Your friend is funny,” Kat said to me as we watched him leave. “I like him.”

That was a punch to the gut.

“He is funny,” I admitted begrudgingly, cursing him for stealing my thunder.

“But you know what they say,” she poked me with her elbow, looking up at me with a grin. “The funny ones are always terrible in bed.”

I felt a light flush on my cheeks at her forwardness, but hearing her laugh at her own joke helped settle my nerves. “I’ll have you know,” I said, looking into her deep, brown eyes. “That I am not funny at all.”

She raised her eyebrows at me and smirked. “Is that so?” She asked. 
 

“Yes ma'am.” I folded my arms across my chest and held my chin up high. “Not a single funny bone in my body.”

“How about we put that to the test?”

I definitely hadn’t been expecting that, and she could see she that had startled me. “Uhh,” I stuttered. “Sure. But how would we do that?”

“I know a place.”

For a few seconds, I wasn’t sure if she was being serious, but when she grabbed my hand and started leading me through the hallway my heart started beating faster.

Was this really happening? Why was a bombshell like Kat interested in someone like me? I wasn’t muscular like the guys that girls usually liked. Neither was I overly confident or charismatic. Kat was so far out of my league that it was almost funny. And yet here she was, her fingers clasped around my wrist, her hips swaying right in front of me, as she walked me to ‘a place she knew’ to do… something.

I wasn’t really sure.

We took a turn from the main hallway into the old wing of the university.

“Uhh, Kat,” I said from behind her. “I don’t think we’re allowed to be here. The old wing is closed until renovations are completed.”

“Don’t worry about it.” We had reached a part of the hallway that had been cordoned off with pieces of yellow tape. She ducked and stepped through it, and then beckoned at me to do the same. On the other side of all that tape was the old wing, a building much similar in design to the wing of the university that we studied in, but much more run down and devoid of any lighting save for the sunlight that filtered in through the windows.

“It’s right around here.” She grabbed my hand and started leading me through the narrow, dark hallways of the old wing. As excited as I was, I have to admit that there was also a pocket of fear somewhere in the back of my mind. On more than one occasion on our way there, I thought about something sinister happening to me.

And who could blame me? Girls like Kat didn’t drag guys like me off into dark corners. It just didn’t happen.

So when she stopped and looked back at me, smiling brightly as she pointed to an empty room on our right, forgive me for being in two minds. “We’re here,” she said and then pulled me into the room.

Don’t get me wrong, I wanted things to happen between me and Kat, I just wasn’t sure that they would.

“Umm, Kat,” I said, looking around the dark room as my eyes adjusted to the lack of light. “I don’t think we should be in here.”

“We won’t be here for long,” she said, and before I could reply she pushed me against the wall, stood on her tippy toes, and planted her lips against mine. Every doubt and reservation and fear leaked out of my brain, replaced with the hot sensation of Kat’s tongue wriggling its way into my mouth.

I felt myself grow hard inside my boxers once more as her tight little body pressed firmly into me, and she must have felt my bulge too because she slipped a hand down my torso and began to massage me through my pants.

I wrapped my arms around hers, ran them down her back, and gripped her backside firmly, letting my fingers dig into her tight little bottom as she stroked me through my pants. Her tongue was hot in my mouth, and her lips were soft against mine.

It was hard to believe this was really happening to me.

My cock continued to grow harder as she stroked me, and pretty soon it was no longer good enough to just feel her through the pants. “Take my pants off,” I whispered, breaking off the kiss for a second. “I can’t wait any longer.”

“I like eager boys.” She shot me a playful smirk and then took her hands to my belt. She undid my pants and dropped them to my knees. Then she yanked down my boxers and fished out my cock, wrapping her fingers around my modest shaft as she continued to kiss me.

To be frank, I had always been a little shy of my size down there. I wasn’t exactly the biggest guy, and my lack of experience with girls had compounded my confidence issues. But even though I had been expecting Kat to be disappointed by my tiny cock, she didn’t seem to mind.

I grew harder in her delicate, yet firm, grip, her palm sliding across the skin of my shaft as her fingers teased my tip. My hips bucked as she squeezed my tip running her tongue across my neck.

“Jimmy,” she said. “Lift your shirt up for me.”

“Huh?” I asked, startled by her request. But she squeezed my cock once more and kissed my neck before speaking.

“Just do it.”

And I did. I took my hands from her ass and pulled the shirt up until my belly was visible.

“Higher,” she said, continuing to stroke my cock. “All the way up to your neck.”

And again, I obeyed.

As soon as my chest was visible she dove in and kissed me there. I squirmed once more, my cock quivering in her grip. She pushed me harder into the wall, placed herself on my left, and took her mouth to my chest. She grabbed both of my nipples –  one between her free hand and the other between her lips –  and then she started to stroke me even harder.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my entire body squirming with hot flashes of pleasure as her tongue lashed across my stiff nipple and her hand stroked my cock. “I don’t think I can hold it,” I said. My hips jerked once more, as I felt the heat and pleasure expanding inside my body. “I’m going to come.”

She looked up at me with those large doe eyes of hers and smiled. “Do it then,” she said. “Come for mommy.” And then she sucked on my nipple once more, and she squeezed the tip of my cock one last time.

I moaned as I came, my cum splattering on the empty floor as my body convulsed in the aftermath of the mind-shattering orgasm. I came more than I’d ever come before, and if it wasn’t for the support that the wall offered, I might just have collapsed to the ground.

“That… was… amazing.” I was panting. It was hard to get the words out.

“I’m glad you thought so.” She was already adjusting her shirt. “Here you go.” She handed me a small piece of paper that had been folded neatly. “Call me.”

And with that she was gone, leaving me standing there with my pants around my ankles, my body still enjoying the warm afterglow of a mind-bending orgasm.

The room was still very dark, but my eyes had adjusted. It was still hard to see, but I could just about make out a faint bulge in the crotch of Kat’s shorts as she walked away, and suddenly, I had a lot of questions about what I’d just done. 


Chapter 2

Despite the almost crippling confusion in my mind, I still held on tightly to the piece of paper Kat had given me as I walked back to my dorm room.

Again and again, my mind flashed back to what my eyes had so clearly seen even in the darkness of the room. There had been a bulge inside Kat’s shorts. I was one hundred percent sure of that.

I tried to convince myself, multiple times, that I had been mistaken. That what I had seen was a trick of the light. Something to do with the moving shadows. But the more I tried to prove myself wrong, the more the memory of that mysterious bulge imprinted itself onto my mind.

The shape was right too…  I thought to myself. A clear outline of a penis. One that looked, at least from a cursory glance, bigger than my own.

I walked around aimlessly for a long time before I finally decided to go back to my dorm room and lay down. Thankfully, my roommate was out when I got back. I definitely didn’t want to go through the trouble of explaining my sour mood to him.

As I lay on the bed I tried to forget about Kat.

It wouldn’t be that hard, would it? I could just tear up the paper with her number, and go on with my life like nothing had happened. After all, it wasn’t like I’d really had sex with her or anything. All we did was make out and some hand stuff. I could forget that any of it happened, and the next time I met Kat I could tell her that I didn’t want things to move forward.

But even as I tried to convince myself to forget it all, memories of her tongue inside my mouth kept me reconsidering. There had been something about the way she touched me that still lingered on my skin. I ran a hand up my body, slipping it under my shirt and feeling around my nipples.

I had never really considered my nipples a particularly erotic body part, but she had pleasured me so expertly there that they still felt warm and electric to the touch. The way she touched my cock had also been exceptionally pleasurable. I’d been with a couple of women before, but it hadn’t felt anywhere near as good with them as it had with Kat.

But she’s a man. I said to myself. You have to remember that. You weren’t making out with a woman. You were making out with a man in some tight little shorts. Shorts that hugged her –  or his –  curves beautifully.

My efforts at talking myself out of it were backfiring horribly. Even though I tried to convince myself that Kat was a man and not a woman, my mind kept flashing with images of her tight little bottom as she smiled at me.

I grew hard within my pants as I remembered how her panties had peeked out from her shorts in the classroom. And I snuck my hand and held my hardening shaft as I recalled how her ass had jiggled as she hurried us through the old wing.

Was she really a man? Surely the only thing defining gender wouldn’t be what you had between your legs. Did Kat’s marvelously plump bottom not count as a feminine trait? Did her firm –  if small –  breasts not make her a woman? Should I have paid no consideration to her warm smile, her narrow waist, and her curving hips?

Surely there was more to being a woman than just having a vagina.

I looked at the wall clock in my dorm room. It read half past nine.

“There’s still time.” I pulled out the paper she’d handed me and typed in the number on my phone. “I can’t believe I’m about to do this.” My pulse raced as I hesitated, unsure whether I should press send or not. Everything else aside, it had barely been eight hours since I’d last met her. Was this too early to call?

“Fuck it,” I muttered to myself. “It’s now or never.” And with that, I hit send on a message that read ‘Hey, you up?’

I only had to endure about thirty seconds of soul-crushing anxiety before she responded with a ‘yes :)’.


Chapter 3

Her student apartment was all the way across campus. The long walk gave me many opportunities to reconsider my decision, but the still-hot memory of her hands on my body kept me on my path.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she said as I entered her room. The door had already been open, and she was sitting on the bed in her darkened room wearing a pair of cotton shorts and a tight shirt. 

“You were sure I’d come?” I stepped in and closed the door behind me.

“Of course.” She smiled at me, and leaned back, putting her feet on the bed and bending her legs, almost as if to beckon me to the opening between. “I knew you’d come. How could you not after how easily you squirmed at my touch today?”

My cock throbbed within my pants. She was right. She had me the moment she first undid my belt and slipped her hand down my pants.

She gestured with a crooked finger, her lips stretched in a playful grin as she beckoned me over. “Now come here,” she said. “And take what’s yours.”

My cock pulsed at the sound of her voice. My body was screaming at me to run up to her and fuck her tiny little hole, but there was something that needed to be said before I could get to all of that. “I know,” I said, crossing my arms across my chest. “About your secret.”

To my surprise, Kat only smiled. “I knew you’d figured it out when you took this long to text me,” she said. “But I’m guessing since you’re here, you don’t have a problem with it?”

Was she bluffing?

No.

I could tell by the look on her face that she wasn’t.

“You don’t think that’s a problem?” I asked, still standing firmly by the door. “The fact that you lied to me?”

“Ouch,” she said. “I’m sorry you see it that way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean.” She straightened up a little. “That I didn’t lie to you. Not really. I never said I was a girl, and even if I had, that wouldn’t have been a lie. Your genitals don’t define what your gender is.”

“Even still,” I said. “I deserved to know.”

“And I would have told you.”

“When?”

“When you were ready to fuck me.”

“I’m ready to fuck you right now.”

“Then.” She grinned, and leaned back again, opening her legs wide once more. “What are you waiting for?”

And that was a really good question.

I closed the distance from the doorway to the bed in about two seconds. I threw myself on the bed, put my hands on her chest, and planted my lips on hers as I snuck my tongue into her mouth. Her hand came up underneath me, and she started massaging my bulge through the fabric of my pants.

Her tits weren’t massive, but I was pleased to see some firmness there. I squeezed her chest, probing with my fingers until I located her nipples through the fabric of her top. I pinched her like she’d pinched me this afternoon, and her body reacted in the hottest way.

She squirmed underneath me, her fingers working extra hard against my bulge as she moaned into my mouth.

As we continued to make out, she raised her feet and hooked her toes against my pants. Then she pushed, yanking my pants and boxers down in one swift movement. My cock sprang to life underneath me, and she immediately wrapped her fingers around it, sending hot electric pulses of pleasure coursing up my body.

“Fuck,” I whispered between kisses. “How do you do that? How do you make it feel so good?”

“If you think this feels good.” She pushed me away a little, and then put her knee against my chest, flipping me over until I was lying on my back and she was sitting by my side stroking my cock. “Then I’m not sure what you’ll think about this.” She spat in her hand, and stroked me a few more times, lathering up my cock before she gathered her hair into a ponytail and leaned against my crotch.

I groaned, arching my back, as she wrapped her tiny little lips over my cock.

As I’ve already mentioned, I’m not so big down there, which was one of the main reasons why I had never gotten a blowjob until that point in my life.

And boy, had I been missing out.

The feeling of her wet and warm mouth working against my cock left me thrashing on the bed. I clawed at the sheets and kept flexing and unflexing my buttocks as she dove in and out of my cock, lashing with her tongue and squeezing with her lips at just the right moments.

“That feels amazing,” I said, putting a hand up her shirt and cupping her tiny breast underneath. I had kind of been expecting her to have a padded bra under there, but I was pleasantly surprised to find that she had real breasts. “Keep going,” I whispered, rolling her nipple between my thumb and my forefinger.

My breathing became shallower, and the waves of pleasure rushing across my body became more intense. Kat clearly knew what she was doing with her mouth. And I was loving every single second of it.

The pleasure kept mounting and mounting. My grip on her breast got tighter, and the speed with which her mouth moved across my cock became faster. I felt the bubble of ecstasy within me grow to newer heights, and I could tell it was only a matter of time before I would blow my load inside her mouth.

“I’m close,” I whispered, my words rushed. “Keep going. Keep going and you’ll make me cum.”

But she didn’t. And I didn’t.
 

“What?” I bolted up, as she removed her mouth from my cock. “I was so close.”

“I know,” she said, her eyes glistening in the low light of the room. There were streaks of spit running down her cheeks, but she still had that smile on her face. “But I don’t want you to finish in my mouth.”

“Oh,” I said, realizing that I wasn’t entitled to coming inside her mouth. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think of that.”

“No, silly,” she giggled. “It’s not that.” She stood up on her knees, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, and then pulled them down. “I don’t want you to cum in my mouth. I want you to come in my hole.”

The shorts slid down her plump thighs, revealing her cock in all its naked glory.

It looked nothing like I had been expecting.

It was still a cock, don’t get me wrong, but it looked almost… feminine? I don’t know how else to explain it, just that went those bright pink shorts slid down Kat’s legs, the thing that sprung out from between her thighs was a girl cock.

“Are you ready?” She asked, pulling the shorts off her body and throwing them away. 
 

She didn’t need to ask, because the only answer she needed was how my cock throbbed with impatient need at the sight of her disrobing.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she giggled once more and then stood on her feet. She put her right leg on one side of my hip, and her left on the other. She bent her knees until she was almost squatting right over my erection and then she grabbed my cock between her fingers once more. “He can’t wait.” She grinned at me, squeezing my cock a little to make it apparent that she was talking about it.

“Neither can I,” I added, trying to adopt the same playful tone as her.

“Well lucky you.” She lowered herself some more. “That you don’t have to.”

The moment my tip made contact with her asshole I knew I wasn’t going to last very long.

She was tight down there. And hot.

Tighter and hotter than I could have ever expected. I groaned as she came all the way down. All the way until the plump cheeks of her tush were resting against my thighs. Until my cock was fully inside of her, the walls of her tight hole clamping down on my length.

“Do you like that?” She leaned in again, adjusting how my cock rested against the walls of her asshole.

“Yes,” I said through gritted teeth, focusing every bit of my attention on not creaming myself instantly. “I like it very much.”

“Then.” She leaned forward a bit more, putting her hands on my chest, her fingers closing themselves around my nipples. “You’re going to love this.”

And with that, she started to rock her hips.

The only thing I could do was moan and thrash in pleasure as her ass came down again and again on my thighs, skin, and flesh clapping skin and flesh as the tightness of her hole squeezed the ever-living-fuck out of my cock.

The added stimulation of her fingers against my nipples was too much, and in the end, I lasted all of thirty seconds.

“Kat,” I half yelled and half moaned. “I can’t hold it anymore. I’m going to cum.”

“Do it,” she said, smiling down at me as she rode me to the hottest orgasm of her life. “Cum inside me. Cum inside mommy’s tight little hole.” Her hips fired away a few more times, her hole squeezing extra hard on the last pump.

And that was it. That was the end of the line.

I moaned at the top of my lungs as I came, flooding her insides with hot sticky cum. She smiled as I orgasmed, and leaned in to kiss me, slipping her tongue inside my mouth even as I filled her asshole up.

After I was finally spent, she got off me and crashed onto the bed, leaving me lying there breathing heavily.

“That … was … amazing.” It was difficult to get the words out with how hard I was panting.

“I’m sure it was,” she said. “But we’re not done yet. Because It’s my turn next.”

I looked over at her crotch to see what she was talking about. And of course, her girl cock was hard as rock, standing at attention as she lay there. “You better get to it,” she said, putting her hand on my chest. “So we can start preparing for round two.”

I sat on my knees, bent at the waist, and took her in my mouth.

Sucking cock for the first time in my life felt a little odd, but I grew into it quickly, and I had her shooting rope down my throat a few minutes later.

My life was about to change forever.

To be continued.
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