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What’s one night?

I make my way up the stairwell as silently as I can. This part of the house is shrouded in darkness, but even in the absence of light, I can see how grandiose everything is. There’s more opulence marking this massive stairwell than there is throughout my house. Muffled noises from the party bounce around the walls as they’re carried inside, reminding me that I am not alone here. Reminding me that someone could walk in on me any moment and catch me.

How thrilling.

My feet make no noise as I rush up to the first floor where I’ll find the room I’m looking for. I’ve been thinking about this day for a long time, and I’ve been training myself too, so all of this goes by as seamlessly as possible. The backpack I have on has a familiar, almost comforting, weight to it. I run my hand along it anyway, my paranoid mind bent on ensuring that I have everything I need for the night’s activities.

I pad across the carpeted floor, my eyes flitting from side to side in case someone walks out of any of these massive doors to either side of me. But no one does – most of the house’s inhabitants are on vacation, and any servants or staff are probably busy serving the guests in the garden.

Which is exactly why I chose tonight for my little excursion.

I still stay as silent as I can – there’s no point putting myself at extra risk – and make my way through multiple rows of rooms, passing paintings and wall hangings that look expensive enough to be worth several years of my salary. I spot the room I’m aiming for: it’s the largest one at the end of the hallway, with a large, golden door for an entrance. Trepidation takes root in my stomach as I approach my target. After all, I’ve never actually been in here before, all my knowledge of the mansion comes from second-hand sources, and although I have no reason to believe that I’ve been lied to, you can’t really blame me for being extra careful.

I take the last few steps up to the door and then take one final look around to ensure that there is no one about. I’m in good enough shape that the little run up the stairs isn’t a problem for me, but I still feel my heart starting to beat a little faster as my hand stretches out for the door handle.

But all the worry and trepidation I had swirling inside me evaporates as soon as I push open the door, replaced with a flurry of butterflies erupting in my belly.

It’s her room.

I can tell just by the scent – but the massive portraits of her likeness hanging on the walls are also useful in way of confirmation.

My heart skips a beat as I take my first step into the room, closing the massive door behind me and locking it so that I’m not followed. Just being in here is enough to make me feel woozy, and I feel all kinds of desires sprouting up from inside me.

How long have I been trying to get in here? How long have I been trying to live the life that belongs to the person who actually resides here?

There is so much I would do, but one quick look at the clock tells me that I don’t have time to screw around.

Where’s the wardrobe?

I dare not turn the lights on for fear of getting spotted from the garden, but my eyes work perfectly well in the dark, and so I scan the room until I find what I’m looking for.

Bingo.

I spot a sliding door on the other side of the room and I make my way to it immediately. I slide open the door and step inside. This time the lights turn on automatically, and I can’t help but jump where I stand due to the sudden illumination. Trails of worry creep into my heart, making it beat faster.

There are no windows in here. I remind myself. You’re completely safe.

I calm the erratic beating of my heart for a few seconds, and then I let my eyes wander the magnificence around me. There are more clothes around me than I have owned through my entire life, rich and shimmering fabrics hanging on every side as if to beckon to me.

If I had the choice I’d just stay here all night, trying on every possible outfit – it would take more than the entire night, in fact, but I still feel like I can manage it if I cut out sleep entirely…

Focus. The voice in my brain speaks up, and the pleasant warmth rushing through my backside reminds me that I have another objective for tonight. One that can be accomplished with just one outfit. And one that has a time limit to it.

I unsling the backpack and throw it to the ground. Within seconds I’m out of my clothes, my body fully naked to the dry, cold air in the room. I peek over at the large mirror to my right and admire myself for a few, lingering moments. I’ve made sure to shave myself completely smooth in preparation for tonight, which leaves the feminine curves I’ve been cultivating on my body on full display.

Five months in the gym. I remind myself. Working to grow larger glutes, shapely hips, and thicker thighs. It’s a shame there’s no exercise to grow out your tits, but I have the next best thing tucked away in my backpack.

I throw open the zipper on the backpack and pull out a padded bra. It’s tailored perfectly for my body, and once put on properly, gives the impression that I have cute little B-Cup tits. There’s a pair of panties tucked away in my bag too, but I feel my adventurous side taking over, and so I leave them in there.

I throw the bra on and turn my attention to the drawers in front of me. The first one I pull open reveals a number of bras, something that I don’t currently need, so I move on to the next one.

Bingo.

It’s a drawer stuffed full of panties of all colors and types. From thongs to bikini bottoms to french cuts. I feel my mouth watering just looking at all the choices I have in front of me, and for a few moments, my brain is paralyzed by the decision. But then the voice inside my head sends out its timely reminder.

You don’t have all night.

I pick out a pink thong made out of extremely soft silk and wrap it around my bum, tying the strings around my waist until the fabric is hugging me completely. My tiny little cock springs to life as it makes contact with the cool silk, but my lack of size down there ensures that there isn’t a visible bulge.

I turn back to the mirror and turn my body around to get a better look at my ass. The silk looks lovely against my body, and the way the string on the back rides up my crack is enough to make any man’s mouth water. I check the front again and ensure that there’s nothing untoward visible.

After I’m convinced that the fit is perfect, I turn my attention to the clothing. Again, I could spend hours here picking out the perfect outfit, but the lack of time dictates that I pick out something sexy, wasting as little time as possible – which isn’t a particularly hard task given the size and quality of this wardrobe.

Hello There.

My eyes fall on a body-con dress made out of black, shimmering fabric, and I decide immediately it’s what I’m going to wear. I walk over to where it’s hanging and pull it off the hanger, feeling the soft, shimmery cloth in my fingers before I put it on. The fit is a little tight – but not in a bad way. It flares around my bulging ass, making me appear even sexier. My long, shapely legs are on full display underneath, and the silicone padding underneath the bra makes it seem like I have a healthy amount of cleavage.

Perfect.

I glance at the clock again and confirm that I’m still on track on that front.

No time to waste.

I pull out a blonde wig from my backpack and make my way over to the vanity. The makeup process doesn’t take too long – after all, I’ve had a lot of practice. And so, in about fifteen more minutes I find myself completely transformed. The reflection staring back at me from the mirror is that of a busty, hot babe. My face is dolled up with makeup, a look dominated by the bright red lipstick I’ve put on, and the dress shows off my delicious curves perfectly.

The last thing I do before I leave is to put on the pair of heels I brought with me. And then one last look at the mirror before I’m out of the wardrobe, out of the room, down the stairs, and out into the garden to join the party.

I turn heads as soon I walk onto the scene, men craning their necks to take a better look at me. And I enjoy it too. The long-awaited thrill thrums through my body and I milk the moment for all its worth, sticking my butt out as far as I can, walking as slowly and as sensually as possible.

I see the need in their eyes as they glance at my body, drinking in the thickness of my curves. I feel their throats tightening as they look at my legs, hear their hearts thumping as they stare at my lush ass.

So many of them want me, but none can have me.

My body is reserved for the host of this party. The man whose wife’s clothes I’m wearing right now. The most powerful man in this gathering – no. The most powerful man in this city.

I find him standing by a bunch of other guests, and as soon as he lays eyes on me I feel him freeze.

Can he tell that I’m wearing his wife’s dress?

His eyes stay locked on my body, and my heart begins to beat to an irregular rhythm once more. I feel the nervousness from before leaking back into my body, and my legs begin to waver underneath me. I like to think that I’ve thought this plan through, but I wasn’t banking on Roy McMillan recognizing his wife’s dress on someone else’s body.

Still, no point backing out now.

I steel myself, take a deep breath and start walking towards him. His body shifts even as he stands there, but his eyes remain locked on me, staring right into my soul as I take slow, calculated steps towards the richest billionaire in the country.

“Hello,” I say, in the girl voice I’ve been practicing all these months. It comes out sounding way better than I’d expected.

“Hello yourself.” He raises his glass of champagne in front of him as a way of greeting, and his eyes narrow suspiciously on my body.

“Luna.” I’m standing inches from him. Inches from his large and muscular body.

“Roy.” His eyes are still narrowed, and he seems to want to say something to me.

“Why are you looking at me like I’m a thief, Mr.Roy?” My heart skips a beat as I say this line, but I’ve been finding myself more and more daring as the night has gone on.

He seems taken aback by my directness, and his features soften as a result. “Nothing of the sort, Ms.Luna. I was just thinking about how pretty that dress is. I think my wife has just one like it.”

“Your wife?” I raise an eyebrow. “I’d love to meet a woman with such good taste.”

“Not possible sadly,” he replies. “She’s on vacation.” The hunger in his eyes is palpable, and I can all but feel the waves of desire washing off his body.

I step in even closer, closing the distance between us even further. “And why would a married man be having such a lavish party in the absence of his wife?” I can almost feel his heartbeat.

“Comes with the territory.” He extends his arms out to either side, as if to remind me that he owns everything around us.

“And does flirting with young women who remind you of your wife come with the territory?” I know I’m being way too brazen, but there’s no way I’m going to back off after coming all this way.

I hear him suck in a large breath, and then I feel his body shifting right next to mine. My cock is getting hard inside the panties again, the tip rubbing against the soft silk as the man of my dreams stands mere inches from me.

“What gave you the impression that I was flirting with you, Miss Luna?” His eyes are staring directly into mine, his breath is falling on my face. There’s a half-smile breaking out across his lips, almost like he’s trying to stop himself but his body isn’t listening to him.

Now’s your chance, Luna.

I put my hand on the bulge in his pants, feeling his manhood throbbing through the fabric of his trousers. I lean in even closer to him, until my mouth is right next to his ear. “This,” I say, running my fingers through the outline of his cock. A cock that shudders delightfully in my grip as the most powerful man in the city struggles to maintain control.

All pretense is dropped, and I feel his breathing become heavier. “As I’ve already told you, Miss Luna,” he says, speaking each word as slowly as he can manage. “I’m a married man.”

My mouth is still next to his ear, so I don’t have to move at all to say this next part, but I squeeze his cock gently all the same. “What’s one night, Mr.Roy?”

And just like that he’s dragging me behind him as he hurries off. There are people all around us, and many of them watch on as the married billionaire walks out of the party with the hottest chick in there. But none of them say anything, and if they know what’s good for them, they’ll keep their mouths shut about everything that happens tonight.

He leads me, in a state of utter frenzy, to the pool room on the edge of the garden. He has his hands slipping down my backside even before we’ve entered the room, his tongue forcing its way inside my warm and wet mouth the instant we’re alone.

I feel his bulge grow in his pants, and as he presses his body tightly against me I feel his manhood throb against my belly. He moves on from my mouth to my neck, his tongue leaving wet trails along the sensitive flesh. I squirm in his grip, and his fingers squeeze into my tush, forcing a quick moan from my lips.

“Who are you?” He’s already short of breath, his cock is already grown to twice its original size.

“Not important.” I slip my hands into his belt and undo it as he keeps kissing my neck. “The only thing that matters tonight is you fucking me.”

His cock throbs violently at the mention of the word ‘fuck’, and I fish it out of his boxers as soon as the belt is undone. He groans as I run my fingers along his hot, throbbing shaft, his legs nearly quivering underneath me.

I stroke him once, his entire body shakes.

I stroke him twice, and he lets out a powerful grunt.

The feeling of having this hot, pulsing cock in my hands is unexplainable. It’s a feeling that I’ve been chasing for longer than I can remember, and now that I have it here in front of me I’m not going to squander it.

My first instinct is to drop to my knees and suck him off, but a warm buzzing in my asshole serves as a vital reminder that these things never last as long as you want them to.

Seize the moment.

It’s the voice in my head, and I see no reason to disobey it. I grip the cock tighter in my hands and turn around to face the wall. “I want you to fuck me,” I say, pulling my dress up to my hips with my free hand, leaving my ass bare save for the tiny thong-string I have between my cheeks. “In my asshole.” His cock throbs within my grip as he hears these last words, and that is confirmation enough that he wants this just as much as I do.

If not more.

I undo the thong and watch it fall to the ground between my feet. There’s almost no light in the room, and I’ve already made sure to trap my cock in the folds of the dress so it isn’t visible. The only thing Roy sees is my asshole, and from the way his cock dances in my hands I am assured that it appears inviting.

“You’re an awfully direct woman, aren’t you Miss Luna?”

I guide the head of his cock to my needy hole, and only reply when I feel the heat of his manhood throb between my cheeks. “Comes with the territory I suppose.”

And then, before he can say anything else, I push backward, enveloping his cock within my tight, needy hole. Almost instantly I feel a strong electric current rush through my body, and I feel his hands slapping into my hips as he holds on for dear life.

We stand there for a few seconds, enjoying the feeling of each other’s bodies. “Do you like that, Mr.Roy?” I ask even as his cock throbs inside my asshole.

“Yes,” he replies, short of breath already.

“Then we should get a move on.” I brace my hands against the wall in front of me and start to push back ever so slightly.

“I guess we should.” He tightens his grip around my thighs, and then he begins to thrust.

The first few times his cock goes in are painful, but very soon I find my asshole expanding around his magnificent girth, and it’s not long before his cock is sliding in and out of me with complete ease, our hips working together in tandem as his pelvis slaps against my tush.

“You’re so fucking tight.” His voice is strained. I can feel him near the edge of the line.

“And you’re.. soo… big.” I begin to move my hips even faster, sucking more and more of his humongous cock inside my boy-pussy. His engorged head is hitting the naughtiest spot inside my hole, lighting my entire body up with pent-up pockets of euphoria.

His grip on my hips is getting tighter. The twitching of his cock inside my asshole is getting faster, and the moans spilling from my lips are getting louder.

The pleasure builds and builds until there’s too much of it. Until there’s nowhere for it to go. I scream as the heat of his cock runs through my body, ripping through me like a tsunami of pleasure.

“Fuuuck,” I moan as the best orgasm of my life thrashes through me, my cock erupting along my own belly, my knees becoming weak underneath me.

I nearly fall, but his strong, reassuring grip holds me up – holds me up so he can keep going at it. He pumps my ass again and again even after I’m spent, pounding my hole with merciless abandon until he’s reached the end of his own line.

Then his cock quivers one last time, and he pauses balls deep inside me, his body shuddering violently before his release.

And what a release it is. He floods my hole with his cum, his cock all but exploding inside me, drowning my G-spot in ropes of his love juice. He comes and he comes until he can’t come anymore. Until his balls are emptied into the tight depths of my asshole.

And when he finally pulls out of me the cum splatters onto the ground underneath, spilling out in trails down my shapely legs.

I’ve pulled down my dress before he’s had a chance to collect himself, and I’m out of the door before he realizes what’s happened. I only realize I don’t have any panties on when I’m already at the door, and at that point, there’s no reason to go back.

The end.
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About the Author

Luna is a young writer from the lush Grasslands of Oregon in the United States. She grew up loving reading and writing, spending most of her free time writing everything from stories, scripts, articles, and even comic books. Taken with the mysteries behind love, and intrigued with the practices of sex Luna aspired to become an author of erotic and romantic fiction.
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Trapped on the Camping Trip: First time Transgender short story

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CW1HH1P

‘She let go of my wrist and I slipped my hand downward, down all the way until it was right between her legs. That’s when I felt it when I first learned about Amber’s secret and the possibilities it held.’

I never expected to meet a girl like Amber on my first camping trip in ages. She has a tight little body that I can’t keep my eyes off of, and a smile that makes my heart melt. I didn’t think she would notice how I kept staring at her, how I kept glancing at her slender thighs, her curved hips, and her round butt.

But she did.

And instead of chastising me, she asked me to follow her into the woods.

Now I’m all alone in the middle of the forest with the hottest girl I’ve ever seen, and the only thing I can think about is the secret between her legs.
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