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Chapter One




Harry

I worked on a highway survey crew. Our job required travel to the most out-of-the-way locations. So we stayed in the seediest, cheapest, and remotest of motels. I bunked with the sissy because no one else would.




Typically, Myles, the sissy, and I followed the three other guys in the lead vehicle. I rode with Myles because no one wanted to sit next to him. On this trip, Myles was behind us by himself. Myles was an okay guy, I guess. He was a hard worker and dependable.




So, why didn't we like him?




It wasn't that we didn't like him. The other guys were uncomfortable around him because he lacked their masculinity. We didn't hate Myles and didn't care if he was gay if he is. We asked him once, and he denied it.




As I thought about Myles, he's so effeminate that... well damn, if I'm tempted to... to... well, you know. Make a pass at him. Hell, six weeks on the road with no pussy, and a guy gets desperate. But, up till now, I haven't.

I said. "So what gives? Why did you insist on having me up here." I turned and glanced at Myles.

George, a short, hairy, stocky guy and the foreman of our little crew said. "We have an idea. You know we're on the road for five or six weeks. We end up staying in all these motels in out-of-the-way places, and the guys get horny as shit."

"Yeah." Said Bobby, the youngest member of our crew. "Last time I bought a hooker, I got the clap. Those bitches are nasty out on the road."

I said. "Okay. So jack off."

"How? They got us bunked two to a room." Bobby said.

"Listen, Harry. You always bunk with the sissy. None of us wanted to. But we got this idea. You know how we always tease him about women and whether he's gay and shit. Well, we think he is. But none of us here can get passed getting our cocks sucked by a guy. So Nathan had this idea, why not have him dress up like a girl? We think if he worked on it, he'd look like.... well, he'd look sexy as fuck. Enough so that we could get passed that he's a guy."

"So, you three idiots want me to ask him to get dressed up as a woman and suck our cocks. I'm not getting fired. No fucking way. He already turned us in for making fag jokes."

"No... no... we have this idea,"  Adam said. His deep voice bellowing.

They explained their idea. I hated being on the road as much as the other guys. It was hell getting through six weeks on the road without pussy, or sex of any kind. No sex. Jacking off was... hard to do. You were always around somebody. Everyone does it, and everyone knows everyone else does it. But no one wants to be the one getting caught doing it. So, no one does it by week two; everyone's grumpy and getting on each other's nerves.

I glanced back and thought about it. They were right. Myles would look good as a woman; hell, if he did his makeup right and dressed right, I might not be able to tell, at least in the dark.

But would he go for it? Their plan wasn't foolproof. But it would protect me if he reported us to human resources.


Myles




What the hell were they talking about?




I hated coming on these trips. It was so tempting to slip out of bed and wrap my lips around Harry's cock. But would he go for it? I bet he would if I brought my girly stuff, got all dolled up, and just slid into bed with him. Rubbed his fat, hairy cock. Being on the road with someone, sleeping next to them, and using the same shower and bathroom, you get to know them.




I sneaked a peak at Harry's fat cock when I could. I fantasized about dropping to my knees when he stepped out of the shower, grabbing his manhood, and feeling the hardness grow in my hand. Then encircling his tortured flesh around my lips and, in a slow and steady motion, sucking him off. I fantasized about sucking Harry's cock while he was in the shower or taking a shit. I regretted it afterward because I wanted to jack off. Just about when I thought it was safe to stroke my cock, he'd pop out of the bathroom because he forgot his underwear or soap. Damn, it's hard to find time to jack off on these road trips. You've got no privacy. I hated that I'd have to spend six weeks without crossdressing. I missed my makeup, my wigs, my pantyhose, my soft frilly panties, my heels, and cock.

There probably planning a prank. I know they called me sissy behind my back, and I hated when they called me a faggot. I turned them in once. After a stern warning from HR, they stopped calling me names to my face. But I was more frustrated than mad, I guess.  Frustrated that I couldn't crossdress or go dancing at clubs, and the worst irritation: I couldn't suck cock. I've been called a sissy faggot and loved it, but I was down on my knees, a big fat cock slapping my face.

Harry turned back and looked at me. What were they planning? They were planning something. But what?


Chapter Two


Harry




I kept Myles busy while the guys prepared the room. "So, you have trouble with women? Getting laid, huh?"




"Uh yeah, I can't seem to figure them out. I'm not a stud like you."




"Yeah, I have a way with the ladies. So do the other guys. Maybe, I could help you and give you some tips later."




Myles crossed his arms and frowned. "That would be nice. What's your secret?"




This was going to be easy. Adam, George, and Bobby planned this all out perfectly. Tomorrow night, this sissy would be down on his knees sucking all our cocks. If he didn't go for it, I'd be safe from action from HR.




Adam's girlfriend helped Adam prepare a bag with makeup, perfume, shaving stuff, lotions, and a couple of super sexy wigs. Myles looked like he had soft, smooth skin, but the closer we got to getting Myles to being a woman, the easier it would be for us.

George put together a nice-sized bag full of lingerie, panties, pantyhose, and bras. He'd even found a site that sold fake breasts.   

Bobby had put together a collection of clothes: a cheerleader outfit, a schoolgirl outfit, and one to make Myles look like a cheap whore.

I figured Myles might as well serve us sexually, with a little cock as he had; no coaching from me would get him a woman. He might get one, but he wasn't going to keep her. I felt guilty when I looked at his cock, but sometimes you couldn't help but see it. On the road, there's little privacy.

Adam stepped out of the office and walked toward Myles and me. He handed me one key and Myles another. "You two ladies have a good time in there."

I was worried his comment might tip Myles off that something was going on, but Adam said the same thing every time he got us checked in.


Myles




I snatched my key from Adam and said. "Oh, that's so funny. It might have been funny the first time you said it. But after ten thousand times, it's lost some of its zing. Maybe you should work on some new material while bored tonight."

I turned and headed for my room. Room eighteen was at the end of this shithole. Like always, there was nothing out here but cornfields, steers, and queers. I laughed.

Harry caught up to me and said. "What's so funny?"

"Oh, nothing. Another six weeks of boredom. I hate this job, but it pays well. I try to think of the three weeks I'll have off."

"Oh yeah? What do you do on your days off? Got a girlfriend?"

Like always, I wished I was at home, or anywhere else but here, with these macho assholes. So, why am I here? After I got laid off, I took this course to become a highway surveyor and thought it would be great. Get to see new places, dress up in big cities, cruise the bars, and meet other crossdressers. They didn't tell us what the travel would be like. 

Like always, I lied. Harry asked me the same damn questions every time. He was hoping I'd come clean and tell him the truth. I love getting dressed up as a woman and spending my time off cruising the bars, drinking, partying, and taking cock up my ass. "I wish. I can't seem to find one. I mostly hang around my apartment, playing video games and stuff. How's yours doing?"

"Good. But, you know... women can't live with them, can't live without them. But she's an animal in bed. She... I don't miss her; I miss the sex."

There it was, the extent of our conversation for the next six weeks. Harry picked up his pace and got to the room first. He entered, and I followed. The room was typical: Stained carpets, mismatched furniture, rattling pipes, and the odor of stale cigarette smoke and weed lingered.

I set my bag on the bed. Harry said, "Uh... Myles, can I have that one?"

"Sure." I moved my bag and fell into the hard mattress—only forty-one days to go. 


Chapter Three


Harry




Myles fell into the bed, turned, curled up, and fell asleep. We all figured it would be good to wait a day or two before moving forward with our plan.




On the third day, I was ready. I waited till Myles took a shower after work. After he finished, I was on the floor, staring under the bed.




Myles said, "What do we have bedbugs again? Or rats?"




"No, check this out. There are like three gym bags under here.   Someone left their shit here. What do you think it is? Drugs? Money? I don't know if I should check what's in them or tell hotel management or call the police."




Myles dropped and looked. Then he did what I was hoping and pulled one of the bags out. It was the lingerie. We hoped he would pull that one out first. We positioned it toward the front, but one never knew. Myles tossed the bag on the bed.




He said. "It was light. Open it."

"Okay." I unzipped the bag like there was a bomb. When I got the zipper open, I glanced down into the bag and said. "What the fuck?"

Myles said. "What's in it? Come on..."

I started with a super tiny pink thong. I glanced at Myles, wondering what he'd look like in it and if it would fit. His body was petite, and his legs were smooth and lean. I saw Myle's bare ass once. I wasn't trying to look, but as I said, you can't hide some things when bunking with someone for six weeks. His ass was silky smooth and fleshy, and if I didn't know, he was a guy... holy shit... My cock swelled. When Myles got done in the bathroom, I had to turn to my side.

Are we going through with this?  Am I going through with this? 

Myles couldn't take his eyes off the thing dangling between my fingers. "It's a thong."

At first, he smiled, licked his lips, and all tension left his face. Then his mouth fell open, and his face flushed. He said. "What's that stuff doing under the bed? What else is there?"

I put the thong on the bed and pulled out the rest. Two more pairs of panties, a couple of thigh-high stockings, lingerie, a bra, and then the fake breasts. "Not money or drugs, at least. Maybe some guy was trying to... to... let me check out what's in the other bags."

I rummaged under the bed, pulled out the other two bags, and unloaded everything onto the bed. I took a long, deep breath and said. "Interesting."


Myles




"It's a thong," I said.

Harry dangled the thong between his fingers. I felt light in my chest and became breathless. After taking a deep breath, I fantasized about how great those silky panties would feel wrapped around my cock. How great it would feel to have the slender strip of fabric splitting my cheeks.

My cock tingled, throbbed, and started to swell. I struggled to keep my cock from swelling, with just sweatpants on and no underwear. Harry would notice. I fought it back.

I said. "Yes, interesting. What do you think they're doing under the bed?" I  admired every item sprawled out on the bed. Especially the schoolgirl uniform. No stranger to roleplaying, I pictured myself in the super short black and white plaid skirt, the white turned-down collar, and the tie that matched the dress.  A pair of white thigh-high stockings with a pretty black bow on top would look good.

"What do you think it's doing here?" Harry said.

"I don't know." I didn't want to tell Harry what I thought. Probably a crossdresser left them here. Maybe she was having a great time out on the road, playing for her Daddy. "No idea. I don't go out much or anything. Not into stuff like that."

Even as I said the words, I couldn't keep my mind off putting the stuff on, and I glanced at Harry's groin. Realizing what I'd done, I looked at the walls, the bed, and everywhere else, but where his powerful masculinity was.

Harry held up one item after the other, and I fantasized about wearing the clothes. There was no way I could control my urges to crossdress with women's clothes around. No way. This trip was going to be torture. I tried my best to stay away from temptation on our road trips.  When I shopped, I avoided the women's department. How would I make it another thirty-eight days knowing all this stuff was under the bed?

I said. "How long do you think that stuff has been there? Who'd leave all that stuff here? It's expensive stuff." Realizing that maybe I had made a mistake by knowing that the stuff was expensive. I said. "I guess it is, anyway."

Harry shrugged. "Don't know. But, they should fire the cleaning ladies. Hell, they should have found it. How the hell do you know it's expensive?"

"That's a lot of stuff, is all."

"Yeah. Here that. It's nice stuff. I think someone was doing a little roleplaying in here. Having some wild fun. Or... Oh, never mind."

Harry picked up the thong again and dangled it between his fingers. "Wonder if it smells like pussy." He sniffed it, then handed it to me. "You smell anything?"

I didn't want to touch them, worried I'd get a hard-on. I said. "No, thanks."

"What, you don't like pussy? Smell it."

Not wanting to reveal my true nature, I reached for the panties with my shaking hand. My cock stiffened as I embraced the lacy, silky fabric. As Harry asked, I sniffed them feeling the softness cradling my face, wishing they were cradling my cock instead of my face. My gaze drifted to Harry's groin again, and I got the surprise of my life. Harry was getting hard.

Harry noticed my gaze. "Oh, sorry." Harry covered himself, then readjusted his cock. "I thought about all the times I removed panties from a girl. You know... I guess maybe you don't."

I handed the thong back to Harry, putting my hands over my crotch, hiding my hard-on. Harry didn't notice; thankfully, he was too busy trying to explain away his hard-on.


Chapter Four


Harry




I could tell Myles was excited about having the panties in his hand. Poor guy hasn't been laid yet; he told me once. Every trip, we all asked Myles the same question. "Get some pussy, yet?"

"No... not yet. Can't seem to figure women out."

That was always his response, and that response was key to our plan. "It's hot feeling a girl's panties, isn't it?"

"I guess. No... no way. I don't like girls' clothes."

"Still haven't got your dipstick wet, huh? I've met quite a few ladies on the road who thought you were cute and sexy. I'm sure you could get some action if you knew how to approach women. That's all I'm saying."

"Yeah, I suppose your right."

"Or are you gay? It's cool. But, if you want to get laid, I know a surefire way."

"Gay? No fucking way. What? What made you think that? Hey, just because I got a small body... doesn't mean I'm gay. As I said, I can't figure women out."

That was the answer I hoped for and the key to our plan. "Maybe you need to experience being a woman and get a feel for what makes them tick."

I held up the thong and dangled it in front of Myles's face. "Put it on; get a feel for it. Learn what a woman wants."


Myles




"What the fuck, Harry." Was he serious or trying to trick me into revealing who I was? 

I sounded repulsed, but I wanted to slide those panties into my jeans and rub my throbbing cock. There was nothing more sensual than feeling a woman's panties. The silky, lacy fabric would feel so good on my wooden cock. I didn't grab the thong because it might expose the stiffness under my sweatpants.   

I wondered if he could see the excitement in my eyes. My body heat rose, and my face burnt with warmth, with desire. My cock ached, begging me to reach out, grab the panties and slide them on. Harry dangled the panties in my face. I glanced at his crotch, and the adjustment he'd made moments ago was lost. His hard-on was obvious.

What was he excited about? Me? The panties? Or was he thinking about his girlfriend? 

Harry said. "Well, grab them. If you're not gay, what harm can it do? Go on. What are you waiting for?"

Harry tossed them at me, and instinctively I snatched them out of the air. With the thong in my hand, I covered my hard-on again. Had he seen my excitement?

I said. "They're girls' panties. Guys don't wear those." Sticking to my story, pretending I'd never worn women's clothes. Even as I craved them rubbing against my tiny aching cock.

"I guess you want to be a virgin for the rest of your life. It's like a scientific experiment and harmless unless your gay and get all hot and bothered with them on."

I played along and acted stupid. Maybe I could get into these clothes and not have Harry think I was gay or a crossdresser. "What do you mean?"

Harry shook his head and readjusted his swollen cock."It's not you. I'm not thinking of wearing the panties, but I can't stop thinking about this girl I fucked who had a pink thong just like these. I fucked her silly. Anyway, you don't know? About the secret to womanizing? No wonder you don't get any snatch." 

Harry leaned in as if sharing something a secret society might hold near and dear, only to be divulged to its members. "I've worn girl's panties."


Harry




I could tell Myles was interested in what I was saying. Our plan was going along better than I expected.

I said. "I've worn girls' panties."

There was no fucking way I'd ever wear girl's panties or any women's clothes. I wasn't gay. But picturing Myles in these clothes, looking like a sexy slut on his knees sucking my cock made my cock hard. Does that make me gay?

"All of us on the crew have worn panties before. Adam said he had the same problem as you and tried it."

"Adam's a stud."

"Yeah, he said it changed his life. It's what you do if you want to get laid. There's something about it; maybe girls pick up on the vibe or something. When someone told me, I thought they were nuts or some sissy fruit trying to hit on me. I was young, and the only poontang I ever got was when I paid for it. I tried it, and a week later, the women were begging me to fuck them. Wear them, and your girl struggles are over."

I felt guilty fibbing like this to Myles.  But, if I came out and told this sissy what we wanted, and it turned out that he was not to be into it, then we could all kiss our jobs goodbye.

Myles was thinking about it. If he fell for this bullshit, he was one stupid son-of-a-bitch.

Myles said. "Are you serious? You've dressed in woman's clothes?"

I lied. "Yeah. It was a little uncomfortable, but as I said, I had to beat them away with a stick after dressing like a woman. Tell you what, I'll give you a hundred bucks. Just put the thong on. Think about it a hundred dollars, and you start getting laid." 

Myles shook his head and said. "This is bullshit, man. Total bullshit."

I was not only horny as hell, but I wanted to see what Myles looked like all dressed up. I'm not sure why, but I did. I lost my patience.

In my most commanding voice, I said. "Quit fucking around and do it. Put those panties on, now."

That was it. Myles was going to dart out of our motel room, smartphone in his hand, and call human resources. How was I going to explain this?

Instead, Myles walked toward the bathroom, eyes down, and stood at the sink. He didn't close the door or step towards the shower putting him out of my view. Was he going to do this? Or was he calling HR? I glanced at the nightstand. His smartphone was still there.

What came over me, I don't know. I thought Myles had always been somewhat submissive, but I ignored it. "Do it! Go on, don't worry, we're workmates."

Myles took a deep breath, his back toward me, then dropped his sweatpants and stepped out of them. He lifted his t-shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor. From behind, his ass was delectable. His body was smooth and delicate. If I didn't know he had a cock... well, I'd kick his legs apart, bend him over the sink and tear his ass up. Since he didn't have a pussy, I'd have to fuck his ass. I'd always wanted to try anal, but all the ladies I tried it with refused. This was my chance. No, stick with the plan. If I went further without Myles's approval, then getting fired might be the least of my worries.

He laughed, stepped into the thong, and pulled it over his waist. Then he grabbed the back and yanked it so that the tiny fabric in the back split his ass. God, he had a sexy brown ass.


Myles




I'm not sure why I did it. Yes, I do. I wanted to put them on but couldn't control my urge. I'm into Daddy roleplaying and hearing him tell me what to do, and my submissive nature took over. I'd forgotten where I was. Whatever Harry's motivation was, it didn't matter. I was in the panties, and there was no turning back.

I tucked my cock into the panties, trying to hide my erection. I couldn't turn around. The soft fabric tickled my cock. My ass was exposed, and  I hoped, I wished, Harry would touch it.

But my wish didn't come true. I stood, not knowing what to do next. Do I turn around? Wait for Harry to make the next move. I always enjoyed being submissive and doing as told sexually, so I waited. My heart beats wildly, frantically in rhythm to the throbbing in my cock. Behind me, I could hear Harry's labored breathing.

Finally, Harry broke the silence. "You've got to wear all of it. To... to get the full effect."

I turned, nervous, wondering if Harry had his smartphone ready to snap a picture of me. But if he did, would that be so bad? I often took erotic photos of myself and posted them on the kinky site I used to hook up at home. But, I always looked like a girl; no one would recognize me as Myles but Mia. Mia was my girl persona.

"Come on, turn around. It's just two guys here. I'm not interested in doing anything with a guy. As I said, it's a scientific experiment."

I turned around. There was no way to hide my arousal under the tiny fabric of the thong. I kept my hands over my crotch.

Harry's eyes roamed over my body. His expression wasn't one of repulsion but lust. His breathing grew faster and more audible, with an open mouth. He was panting like a dog in heat. Did he realize it?

"Go on, how about the schoolgirl outfit? That'll give you a real feel for being a slut."

"A slut? I don't know."

Though I said the words, I wanted this. But I didn't know where this was going. There was no way Harry put on shit like this, no way. But Mia was calling. I slipped on the skirt first. The flared skirt hid my erection. I slipped into a bra, then situated the breast forms. I slid one arm, then the other, into the white blouse. Amazingly everything fit. I slipped on the tie, then staring at the makeup, I said. "You want me to put on the makeup?"


Chapter Five


Harry




"You want me to put the makeup on?" Myles said.

What he asked didn't register because holy shit Myles looked good. My cock was fucking hard as a rock. I wanted to bend him over, pull up the skirt, kick his legs apart, pull the thing to the side and destroy his ass.

Then it registered. "Makeup? You know what to do?"

Myles said. "Oh, yeah. Before getting this job, I was enrolled at a beauty school. I might as well get the full experience. Right?"

Myles fidgeted with his skirt. He was lying. But, at this point, I didn't care. "Yeah, might as well."

I watched Myles pick from the bag of makeup products. I had no idea what it was for. As he applied one item after another, I concluded he'd done this before.

After he finished, he put the wig on and stood in front of the mirror in the bathroom, admiring his look. He seemed relaxed and comfortable. God damn, Myles looked good. Every bit of a girl. If I saw him on the street and didn't know who he was, I'd fuck her... or him.

Damn, my cock was hungry right now. Hungry for some sissy ass. Did I think that? I'm not gay. But he looks so fucking hot. Damn, I want to bend this sissy over and fuck the shit out of his ass. I've never had ass before, and this was my chance. But... but even though everything seemed alright with Myles, maybe getting fucked was out of the question.

What do I do? Do I ask him? Or do I tell him to get down on his knees and suck my cock? I considered it as Myles put the finishing touches on his makeup in the bathroom.

As I thought about it, he was obedient when I told him to put the panties on. Maybe...


Myles




I glanced in the mirror, feeling comfortable being Mia. I liked being Mia better than being Myles. This was who I was. I wished I could be her full-time.

Now what? Do I wait here? Or do I turn around, drop to my knees, slide Harry's sweatpants down to his ankles and swallow his cock. My chest felt heavy as I tried to decide. If I took the initiative, would Harry be repulsed? Tell everyone he'd been screwing around and never intended Myles to go along? Maybe this was payback for turning the guys into HR? Maybe he planned on turning me in.

No, wait. Wait, Mia. Wait and see. I hated being the aggressor. I enjoyed being submissive and dominated. Treated like a slut, used and abused like a piece of meat.

Time slowed as I waited. I adjusted my skirt a thousand times and faked applying more makeup. Then Harry broke the silence. "If you want to understand women, you must fully understand what it's like. Experience everything a woman does. Eventually, you'll hook up with a girl, so you must understand what it's like for them."

Does he believe I'm falling for this bullshit? It didn't matter. I wanted cock. I wanted his fat cock in my ass, in my mouth, pounding me senseless. I wished he was more assertive, though. Like when he told me to put the panties on.

Harry said. "Turn around."

I turned around as sexily as possible. Harry snapped a few pictures of me. Disappointed, he said. "Pose."

I'd done this before. I put one hand on my hip, turned my body away from the camera, and looked back over my shoulder.

Harry snapped several photos and said. "Yeah, that's good."

His cock was no longer semi-soft or was he trying to hide it. There was an obvious tent-pole under his sweatpants. I lay on the bed on my stomach, and my knees bent behind me.

I enjoyed myself. I'm an exhibitionist, especially when Mia made her appearance. Harry put his smartphone down, pointed to the floor below him, and said. "Get over here. Down on your knees."


Harry




Myles was sexy as fuck. I couldn't believe her... Damn it, Harry; it's a he. This sexy little slut standing before me is a guy. Damn it, though; his makeup was flawless. Was she teasing me? No, he... He. He. He, Harry. Was she, he... Myles was tempting me with all her sexy poses. How she did it, it seemed like Myles had done this before. I considered what else she'd... he'd done before.

I couldn't control myself any longer. I pointed to my feet and said. "Get over here. Down on your knees."

That was it. Myles was going to run to the bathroom, slam the door, and lock it, crying and upset because I'd tricked him into doing such nasty things. I'd stepped over the line here. I can't say I was surprised when Myles rose from the bed and dropped to her... or his... knees.

Myles obeyed. Dropped to his knees. He didn't look at me but kept his eyes down, his hands clasped behind his back as if he was waiting for my next command.

I grabbed his chin, lifted his head, and said. "Now I'm going to teach you how to be a good girl."

Myles admired me, his pitch-black eyes innocent and full of lust. He said, "Daddy, but I've been a bad girl. A naughty girl."

I tried to respond but couldn't. Was Myles fucking with me? Taunting me, was this for real? I didn't expect this. This wasn't part of our plan, but it wasn't bad. I tried to come up with an adequate response, but all I could manage to get out was to say. "Time to learn how to suck cock."

Myles lowered his gaze submissively and said. "Yes, Daddy."

Why was he calling me Daddy? It was not strange, nor anything I expected, but hearing it made my cock throb, swell and ache to be released from my sweatpants.

"Get my pants down... uh..." I couldn't figure out what to call her... or him.


Myles




"Call me slut, Daddy. Because I'm your slut. To use as you please."

We were past the pretending phase, and I wanted to suck cock. So, I grabbed the hem of Harry's sweatpants, pulled them down, and Harry's swollen, pink dick flopped out. 

I said. "Holy shit." It was bigger, thicker, and harder than I'd expected. I slipped Harry's sweatpants down to his ankles. His big balls dangle in front of my face. Harry stepped out of his sweatpants and kicked them out of the way.

I hoped he would take charge. I loved dominant verbal men. Harry enveloped his throbbing erection with his hand and stroked it several times. 

"Oh, Daddy, that's such a gorgeous cock."

Harry said, "I... told... you, Myles. I uh... we need to teach you... how to pick up women, and for you to understand what it... is like. You know."

I was disappointed. I wanted Harry to grab me behind the head and shove his cock in my mouth until it hit the back of my throat. I'd play along with it. "Oh, Daddy, I don't know how to suck cock. I've never done anything like this before. Good girls don't suck dick. I can't. Please don't make me."

"Listen... Myles."

"Please call me slut." I said.

"Listen.... uh slut. I'm doing you a favor. If you want to understand what it is like to be a girl."

Harry paused and looked me in the eyes. His raging erection seemingly begged for my mouth. After half a minute of looking into my eyes, he said. "Slut, You've been a naughty girl, so now make it up to me. Going out dressed like... a slut. Teasing me. Taunting me. Now you will be the slut you have been acting like."

This was going well. My cock throbbed under my skirt, soaking the thong with precum. "Daddy, I'm sorry I've been such a bad girl. I will. I will make it up to you."


Harry

I grabbed my cock, placed it between Myles's lips, and said. "Now quit being a tease and get your mouth around this thing."




God, this was hot. I'd always fantasized about having an innocent girl at my knees. Now here she was. Myles wasn't a girl technically, but I knew I could dress her in some sexy outfit, take her to a bar, and no one would be the wiser.

Myles hesitated but reached out and touched my cock. Like an innocent schoolgirl would. It felt strange, but her slender, soft fingers and hands felt warm wrapped around my cock. My heart raced as I imagined Myles to be a sweet schoolgirl, learning to suck cock from her teacher. I imagined her as a naughty schoolgirl, obediently waiting for my punishment and direction.

"You going to do as I say... uh slut?"

Myles nodded. His delicate touch stroked my shaft as he looked up at me, innocence in his eyes. He looked like a schoolgirl waiting to be taught a lesson or to learn how to please the older man she craved.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Take it. Open those naughty lips and take my cock."

I watched as Myles parted her lips and swallowed my mouth expertly. As my cock disappeared into Myles's mouth, I realized Myles had done this before. Her tongue brushed the tip of my cock as she held it in her mouth. I laughed; this girl could tie the stem of a cherry together in her mouth. I realized another thing: I no longer thought of Myles as he but she.

I pulled my cock out, grabbed Myles behind the head, and thrust forward. I force it in and out of her mouth, and amazingly Myles took it all. Her eyes were a little watery, but she didn't choke once.

"That's it. That's my girl. Just like that. Take it like the slut you are." I couldn't believe how much I was getting into this. I'd begged my girlfriend to roleplay. Play the slut. Or the pure schoolgirl. But, she was like... no way. I throat fucked Myles until my cock was shiny and slick with her spit.


Myles




Harry said as he continued to skull fuck me. "That's it. That's my girl. Just like that. Take it like the slut you are."




His meaty hands clenched the back of my head, and his enthusiastic hips pressed against my cheeks when his cock struck my throat. I focused on not gagging. I wanted to be a good slut, hoping Harry would make this a regular part of our road trips.  If he did, I'd like my job; I might love it.




Harry's head fell back, and he said. "I'm so close, and you are being a good slut." 




Harry stopped fucking my face. Dangling his hot, hungry shaft in my face. "Good girls do what they are told. Do you want to be a good girl? Absolve yourself from the naughty behaviors you have participated in. Teasing men by shaking your ass and never letting them take you."




"I want to be a good girl. What do you want me to do."




"Good girls don't make a fuss over their man's desires. They do all the dirty nasty things there..."

Harry hesitated, but he was doing good with roleplaying. So I helped him out. "Good girls obey their Daddy."




"Yes, good girls do everything Daddy wants and desires. So get up and bend over the bed. Daddy wants to see your sexy schoolgirl ass."




I didn't want to hesitate. But, I was in my role as a virtuous yet naughty schoolgirl. I paused and said, "But Daddy, your cock is so big. I don't know if I can. Please be gentle."




Harry said. "Daddy will do as he pleases. Did you take it easy on Daddy with all your sexy poses, teasing him?"




I lowered my eyes, acting guilty and repentant. Then turned shyly and walked to the bed. I placed my hands on the smushy bed and waited. Seconds later, Harry's hand grabbed my skirt and lifted it, exposing my ass. Then he slid the thong aside. 




I was so happy and wanted it so bad, but I felt I needed to keep the roleplaying going. "Please don't, Daddy. I'm... I'm... I've never done it before."




Harry rubbed my ass. "It's so soft, so smooth, and so nice. I can't believe you're a guy." Harry paused, admiring my ass. I liked that Harry was pleased with my ass. I couldn't see his face, but I imagined his hunger. The unquenchable thirst to fuck my hole. 




"I've never fucked... well, I've never done anal before."

"It's my man's pussy, and it's yours to do as you, please. I've got some lube in the top drawer of my nightstand."




Harry said. "Okay, be right back. When I get back, have those panties off."




I obeyed. Then returned to my position: ass up, head down. The cool air tingled erotically on my exposed ass. Harry wasted no time sticking his slippery finger into my ass.




"Oh, that feels..." I wanted to keep the roleplaying going. "Oh, Daddy, that hurts. I've never done anything like this before. I'm... no one's ever been there before. Please be gentle."




I didn't want him to be gentle. I wanted him to fuck it and fuck it hard. Harry eased his finger into my hole.




"That's it, just like a good girl. Just like a good girl, you'll take it. However, Daddy wants to give it to you, right?"




Harry's finger pushed deeper into my asshole. His fingers probed, twisted, and went deeper into the depths of my ass. It was as if he was searching for something.




"Oh, fuck" I said.




He pulled his finger out and tried three fingers the next trip. They slid in easily. Despite the innocent roleplaying I'd been doing, my ass was well used.

Harry fucked my ass with three fingers. He slapped my right ass cheek, then my left. He said. "I think you're quite the naughty girl. Time for Daddy's cock."




"Oh, yes! Please fuck me, Daddy!"


Harry




"Oh, yes! Please fuck me, Daddy!" Myles screamed. It was not only his words that showed his desire for my dick but his hips. Whenever I drove my fingers into his ass, he pushed back, forcing them deeper and deeper.




I slapped his ass again. Myles moaned and, keeping with our roleplaying scenario, said. "I'm sorry, Daddy, for being a naughty girl."




I kept at it till both cheeks were a sexy shade of pink. I said. "You like that, don't you? It's like you were meant to be a naughty schoolgirl."




I glanced down at my cock. I never had trouble getting hard, and my cock was... at least what I've been told, bigger than average. I'd never been this hard before.




"Time to lose your innocence, slut."




Myles looked over her shoulder. He smiled, then lowered her head back and braced for what would happen. I was going to destroy her asshole. I rubbed my cock against the sissy's asshole. Myles gulped and gripped the sheets nervously.




I grabbed her hips, and then, with every ounce of my strength, I drove my hips into her ass.




Myles screamed. "Oh, I'm so tight, and you're so big. It hurts. Please, Daddy."




I stopped; maybe I was a little too enthusiastic. I said. "You okay?"




"Yes, fuck me just like that. I was... just roleplaying, you know. I like it hard. Rough even."




"Mmmmmmm. I like that idea."




I was revved up now. My girl, and well, hell, every girl I ever had sex with wanted tenderness, and well... didn't care for my aggressiveness. But Myles...




I plunged back into her man pussy. I was going to own her man's pussy. I pulled out and plowed back in. I pulled out, slapped her pink ass, then slammed in so hard and so deep that my hips slapped her ass.




Myles said. "Oh, Daddy fuck me. I'm your slut. Use me. Teach me to be a good girl."




I plugged away, sweat dripping down my face as Myles screamed, shimmied her ass, and took my abuse.




Myles said. "Daddy, can I play with myself."


Myles




I said. "Daddy, can I play with myself."




I was so close, even without touching myself. Just feeling Harry's cock rub against my prostrate was too much. I wanted to ask because, well, Harry wasn't expecting this.




Harry stopped. I said. "Please don't stop. Please. I'm sorry I asked."




Harry sighed and said. "Okay, but don't get any of your stuff on me."




Then he plunged back him. His motions were like a jackhammer, wrecking my ass. Each time his cock plunged into my ass, his hips slapped against my ass.




I grabbed my cock. Stroked. I said. "I'm so close, Daddy, but I want to wait for you. Cum inside me, breed me. Fill me with your cum. I'm your naughty girl whenever you want me."




Harry pulled his cock out and shot his warm cum all over my tender ass.

As his cum covered my ass, I shot my load into the bedsheets.




Harry grabbed a beer from the tiny fridge, fell into the only chair, and guzzled the entire bottle. "Damn, that was good. I can't believe how good it was. I... I can't believe I just fucked a guy."




Harry told me he felt guilty and confessed the entire plan. 




I said. "Don't feel guilty. I loved your cock in my ass. I have a confession to make too. I do this all the time. I love dressing as a girl and roleplaying, and hey, I think I'd love my job if we made this a regular thing for our trips."




Harry said. "What about the other guys?"




I said. "That's up to you. If you wish to share me, then I'll do it. Think of me from this point on as your slut."




Harry said, "I'll be right back."




He dressed and walked out the door. I wondered if he was coming back with three other guys. I'd taken on more than one before. I'd do it if Harry asked me to.


Harry




I headed for Adam's room. I knocked, and Adam answered. "Well?"




I said. "Myles didn't fall for it."




The truth was, I wanted Myles all to myself. I wasn't going to hate these trips anymore.







THe End
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