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I’ve always been very close to my twin sister Maddy. Both of us are now college juniors at a good school. We’re both majoring in psychology, practically have all the same friends, and intuitively, we both know what the other is feeling and thinking. I know, you think I’m crazy, but it’s true. We just accept it, but as psych majors, we may decide to do a paper one day on “Unusual Qualities of Identical Twins.”

Both of us have black hair. My hair is down to my shoulders and so is Maddy’s. The only difference, of course, is Maddy’s figure and breasts. From a distance, we look the same.

Dating is another story. Maddy is very active and is always dating different guys, whereas I don’t date very much, if at all. Maybe it’s a matter of my self-confidence which has always been on the low side, and I don’t have the muscular build and confidence of the other guys my age on campus. So while my corridor mates are busy going out on dates, I’m usually in the library.

When I talk to Maddy and she describes a date for me, I can usually pre-empt her speech and tell her about how it went. She is always aware that I’m uneasy and uncomfortable with my sexuality.

“Donnie,” she said to me one afternoon when we had lunch together outside, “Why don’t you at least try to ask out a girl? There must be someone you like. I know you like that girl Kelly in your English Lit class.” I never mentioned Kelly to her before. Like I said, because of the special “twin thing, ”she just knew.

“Because Maddy, Kelly is not interested in me. We just talk, but every time I talk to her, someone always buts in. Last week it was Roger, the guy who’s the star running back on the football team and will probably be drafted by the NFL when he gets out – it’s hopeless. I was talking to her outside the library, and he physically pushed me out of the way like, like I was some kind of insect, not even there.”

“That’s terrible Donnie. You’re a great guy. I mean if you weren’t my brother I’d go out with you. You’re kind, gentle, witty, intelligent.”

“That’s sweet of you to say Maddy, really, but I suppose I’m a hopeless case.”

“I’m not sure Donnie. I’m not trying to hurt your feelings, but maybe – and please just hear me out; you may prefer men to girls.” I had my hand up to stop her, but she cut my gesture off. “I know that sometimes a guy turns you on. I get strong feelings like that emanating from you when I’m out with you.” She took a deep breath. “Are you trying to suppress those feelings?”

I couldn’t believe Maddy went there, but she did, and she was right, to an extent. I think that when I saw certain guys, what turned me on was that if I were like them, I could get women to like me, not that they turned me on in any sexual way. Or did they? At least that’s what I told myself. The “jury” was still out on that one.

Maddie lived in an all-female dorm on the other side of the campus. On a Saturday morning she came to visit me in my room. We were planning to go into town for brunch. My roommate Frank was in the room also.

Now it just so happened that Frank and Maddy had been dating since freshman year. It was a serious relationship, and they were always together.

When Maddy came in Frank greeted her at the door and the two of them kissed and giggled like they usually did. It didn’t matter at this point that I was in the room too.

“Say Mads, I have tickets to next Saturday’s football game against Georgetown. Would you like to go with me?”

“Sure Frank, yeah, I’d love to go.”

I felt left out, but at the same time, I didn’t want to “crowd” Frank and Maddy’s space.

Maddy saw that I felt left out, and she really surprised me this time. “You know Donnie, two weeks ago Carol moved out – I told you.”

“Yeah, you did. So?”

“Well, you know my new roommate Sarah is also a junior. But what I didn’t tell you was that Sarah is very curious about you. I took the liberty of asking her and she’d love to date you.” She looked at Frank. “I could easily get tickets for the two of you and you can join us at the game. Whaddya say bro?”

“It sounds fine to me, thanks Maddy.”

“Yeah, it’ll be good for you to get out Donnie, and we’ll have some fun,” she said.

“Sounds good to me.”

So we made some small talk and the three of us went to a little bistro in town for brunch. When we came back, Maddy didn’t stay for long, and I was alone with Frank. “So, uh, listen Donnie. I got a look at Sarah when I was over at Maddy’s the other night. I have to tell you man, she’s HOT! Who knows, you might even get lucky from what Maddy tells me.”

This would be interesting, I thought. I knew that a date with a woman had to come along at some point. I guess this was it.

“Hey Frank?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m not gonna be crowding you and Maddy am I?”

Frank playfully punched me in the arm. “Hell no, Donnie. You’re my best friend. I just wanna see you happy.”

❤️❤️❤️
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The next day, Maddy and I decided to meet in the library and study together, like we always did on Sundays. We were both in the same psych class, and had a big exam coming up soon.

Then I started thinking about the date. I started dwelling on all my mixed emotions - my low self-confidence around women, and also my mixed feelings about my sexual identity. But this was only a date, after all. I wanted to make Maddy happy.

“Let me tell you a little bit about Sarah Donnie. She’s a bit on the quiet side like you and she’s always studying.” Then she added: “Donnie, I’m not trying to make you do something you don’t like. I think you owe it to yourself to see if you could be attracted to a woman. If you are, great, if not, at least you’ll know which direction to point yourself into.”

What she said made sense. I’d have to play it by ear, and at least give my non-existent social life a chance.

Later that night I was on my laptop, looking at references and sources for a paper I was working on for the very same psych class Maddy and I were in, when the e-mail notification bell went off. I didn’t recognize the sender. The subject line said; “A friend of your sister,” so I knew it couldn’t be any sort of spam. I kinda’ got the idea it was her friend Sarah.

So I opened the e-mail. “Hey Donnie, this is Sarah, Maddy’s friend. I’m looking forward to meeting you Saturday at the game. I can come over with Maddy to yours and Frank’s room. Is eleven o’clock good for you? Today is Monday, maybe we could meet before then. Let me know. Later, take care, Sarah.”

Well, one thing I knew for certain – she wasn’t shy. I replied to her.

“Eleven o’clock sounds fine.” I hesitated a bit, biting my lip, but then my curiosity got the better of me. “Maybe we could meet up before Saturday?”

She answered back: “Sure that would be great. What did you have in mind?”

I replied: “I could come over to your room tomorrow evening if you’re around like at say eight, and we could go for something to eat.”

I got a “ding” right away. “That would be terrific! Sarah gave you my room, right? So yeah, come over at eight.” There was a

(-; at the end.

“Yes she did – 906 - okay see you then,” I answered back.

Now this would be my first “date” since twelfth grade. I had no idea what to expect. I started to get nervous, but I reasoned my way out of it and thought that it’s no big deal – it’s just going out to eat.

The walk to Maddy and Sarah’s dorm took about fifteen minutes across the sprawling campus. I had to sign the visitor’s log in the lobby by the desk where the security guard sat. He was a new guy and he looked at me a bit strangely, like he had seen me before. He had, in a way. He’d seen my twin sister, Maddy. The building was a tower like mine, so I took the elevator up to the ninth floor and walked down to Sarah’s room. I thought about seeing Maddy first, but I gave up on that idea, and went straight to Sarah’s room.

I knocked gently on the door, my knock mirroring my mood – soft and easy. Not really confident, just, I suppose flat. When the door opened up I was shocked to see a gorgeous woman, clad only in black lingerie of the most “persuasive” type, with a sultry look on her face. My first thought was that Maddy had put her up to this – that it was some kind of a joke, but this woman’s actions quickly disabused me of that notion.

She had long, auburn hair which flowed down past her large breasts, large brown eyes, a black-laced, nylon bra, a girdle with strapped pantyhose attached, and she wore four inch black stiletto heels. She looked like she popped out of one of those porn videos I occasionally watched – ahem!

She took up the whole entrance, stepped back, not taking her eyes off of mine, and said, “Come in Donnie.” My mouth was hanging open, and I felt my cock swelling up. I think I was turned on more by her clothing than any other desire.

“Uh, so,” I said, feeling very uncomfortable, “I guess, I mean, you must be Sarah.”

She laughed. “Of course I am. Who else did you think it would be, silly?”

“Umm, why are you dressed like that?” I said out of sheer shock.

”What’s wrong? You don’t like it? It isn’t typical college wear?”

“Uh, no . . . I uh, I like it very much. I mean, you’re beautiful! It’s just not quite what I expected – for going out to eat I mean,” I said nervously, running my hand through the back of my black hair. “Maddy said you were a bit on the shy side.”

“Far from it,” she laughed. “Well, you don’t have to worry about us being interrupted. I had a roommate, but she moved out, so I have a single.” She smiled and stared at my face. “Oh wow, you look exactly like Maddy!”

“Yeah,” I said, not trying to sound like a wise guy. “Identical twins usually do look quite alike.”

She laughed, and pulled me by the arm into the room, looking me over from top to bottom. “Here,” she said, patting the bed. “Have a seat.” She looked around and found a large black, leather handbag. “Would you like a cigarette?”

“Uh, no thanks,” I said. The truth was that I did have a pretty big smoking fetish. Attractive women who smoked really turned me on, especially the ones that smoked the long, all white 120 cigarettes, like Virginia Slims; and that was the pack she pulled out. I watched, mesmerized as she unwrapped it and “packed” it by banging the top of the pack on the palm of her hand.

She smiled at me as she took out a silver butane lighter and dangled the cigarette out the corner of her mouth as she lit herself up.

Taking a long, seductive drag, she said, “I see this turns you on. I’ve seen guys with smoking fetishes before, but no one who likes to hide it as much as you do. Am I right Donnie?” she said, tilting her head to the side.

What purpose would there be to lie. “Yes, I suppose you’re right,” I said.

“Well that’s good. I like it when I can turn guys on with whatever I have. Now, I hope you’re not very hungry – for food, I mean, because I don’t feel like going out right now, do you?”

I caught the double meaning there, and I said, “No, I’m not very hungry either – for food, that is,” I said, clearing my throat.

“Good,” she said as she straddled my lap and started to kiss me on the lips. I could feel the cherry lip gloss sliding over my lips. The cherry scent mixed with the smoky taste of her mouth made me crazy. She immediately felt my hard on.

She threw her head back, hair flying over her shoulder after that first kiss and laughed. “I see you brought the right equipment tonight. It’s nice and hard, just how I like it.”

She cupped my cheeks in her hands, holding the cigarette high up between the first two fingers of her right hand over the bottom of the long, white filter, and resumed kissing me, wrapping her tongue around mine. It was like a dream, a crazy, erotic dream.

She took a hand off from my cheek, and grabbed my crotch, her long, painted fingernails digging into my covered cock. But that didn’t last long as she pulled my zipper down, and now held onto it through my boxers. As she grabbed my ball sack, I felt a chill run through me from top to bottom. Now, her fingers went under the elastic of the front of my boxers, getting me in the flesh.

The one thing I was proud of was the length and girth of my still virgin cock. I don’t own a tape measure, but when I’m hard, the head of my long snake comes just above the elastic. It didn’t take much for her to pull my boxers down and grab on with all fingers making a fist.

“Oh my Donnie, you’re so, so big! I love it!”

Now she got on her knees in front of me, the tips of her heels digging into the rug next to the bed. My pants and my boxers were in a tangle around my ankles, and she put her lips on top of the head of my dick, her long, silky hair flowing over my thighs, sending a shockwave through me. Tonight was an unexpected night of firsts for me.

She nonchalantly took a drag of her cigarette, and as she started sucking on me, she blew the smoke out of both sides of her mouth, her tongue playing with the slit on the top of my cock.

I stiffened as she took more of me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to fit all of me inside. Now her tongue made a slow dance, a lapping motion on the sensitive underside of me, causing pre cum to drip into her mouth. She sucked harder, stopping her up and down motion, trying to get all my juices out of me.

Her eyes looked up at me to see my expression. I broke out into a wide grin, and she parted her lips to show me her teeth as she gently bit into my soft flesh. She made a side to side motion with her teeth, driving me completely insane. Sarah was a pro, knowing how to drive me to the end and bring me back, only to keep going and do it again. It was a lovely form of torture.

Her mouth was very wet, and now she closed her lips making a tight seal around me and increased her bobbing motion. I met her motion with my own pelvic thrusts, my ball sack striking her chin with every forward motion, and my ass sliding on the bed sheet.

“Keep going, please don’t stop!” I yelled.

Her fingers firmly grasped the base of my cock as her speed on me increased. I felt the orgasm welling up inside of me and I shot a huge wad of thick, hot, cum right into the back of her throat. She made a slurping noise, not wanting to waste a drop. There was so much that I saw rivulets of my jizz coming out the sides of her mouth dripping onto her chin.

She pulled off of me, and her eyes were half closed and steamy. “Donnie you taste delicious,” she said, picking her head up to kiss me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own jizz.

I could taste her smoky breath, my jizz, and her cherry lip gloss all at once; a bouquet of delights.

“I try to please, Sarah.” For the first time in my virgin sex life I had a feeling of self-confidence and ease I never knew before. She started to laugh.

“What’s so funny Sarah?” I asked.

“Nothing much, just that it’s my turn to get off now.”

I had never eaten a girl out before but from the stories of my friends, and my roommate Frank, they all seemed to like it, all connoisseurs of a rare delight. I was still hard, not going limp at all, especially now, when Sarah took out another Virginia Slims 120.

“Would you like one Donnie?” she said, staring at me, as if she knew where my head was at. I was very tempted, not so much for the act of smoking, but for the femininity of it.

“Sure, yes, please give me one,” I said.

“Have you smoked before?”

“Not cigarettes, but I do enjoy the occasional joint,” I said.

“Cool, then you should have no trouble with this,” she said, grinning. So she handed me one and took one for herself, lighting us both up with one flame from her lighter.

She watched as I became hard as a rock again. “Wow,” she said. “I guess you really do have a helluva smoking fetish.”

What surprised her more was the effeminate way I held it, and brought it up to my lips, taking a hollow cheek drag. She looked at it, then at me, and smiled a knowing smile.

We sat next to each other on the side of the bed, smoking and making idle conversation. What was running through my mind was what exactly would come next. I was imaging how smooth her pussy would be, how wet would it be? What would it taste like?

She stood up, her back towards me and put her cigarette in the ashtray to smolder. Then she faced me with a strange, expectant sort of grin.

“Okay, Donnie, close your eyes. I lied a bit before; I’m just a bit shy.” I found that hard to believe, but I played along, keeping my eyes closed.

“Okay, you can open your eyes now,” she said, with a sing-song voice.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. I was staring at a beautiful college girl, with a huge cock, hanging out of her panties. She giggled. “Like what you see Donnie?”

My mouth was open, and I was speechless.

“What’s wrong Donnie, have you never seen a shemale before?”

When I gathered my senses after a pause which seemed like minutes, all I could say was, “Does Maddy know about . . . your . . . about you?”

“As a matter of fact, she does know. She thought that you might enjoy tonight, and from what I’m seeing, you really are!” She paused, looking at me and grinning, and said, “I have a feeling that you will definitely enjoy what comes next.”

I was now very curious, and I had enough information to leave if that’s what I really wanted, but I didn’t. I wanted to stay and enjoy whatever this gorgeous and very sexy creature had planned next. She never took her eyes off of me and stepped out of her G-String, the straps from her black, sheer pantyhose still attached to her girdle.

“Now get on your knees and face the head board of the bed Donnie,” she said, not like a request, but more like an order.

❤️❤️❤️
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Iwas in a trance of desire, and I did as I was told, curious. Sarah reached into her bag and pulled out a half-used tube of K-Y Jelly, and smeared a generous helping all over my asshole, and sticking her index finger deep into my ass. I let out a soft moan – pain and a strange pleasure mixed together. She let out a soft laugh and put the rest of the gel all over her she - cock, which gave mine some pretty good competition in the size department.

“Now stay still honey, and prepare yourself. This may be a little uncomfortable, but then . . . but then, I know you won’t want me to stop.”

She spread my butt cheeks apart with her hands, and I felt something like the head of a mushroom press up against my asshole, which flattened a bit when it touched me, but there was a very hard core underneath that, and it slowly made its way inside my nether region. I reflexively tensed up. The head of her cock pressed up against the sides of my asshole, and buried itself in me. She went in and out with the slightest motion and around in a circle like a wooden mixing stick in a bowl of cake batter.

My boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I learned later to call it, was pulling her cock inside of me deeper and deeper. She picked up speed and it caused me intense pain, welling up past my limits of tolerance, and becoming mixed with an indescribable pleasure, the likes of which I had never known before.

I moaned, and Sarah purred with delight. This strange dance of ours continuing until she was all inside me, stretching me to my limit. I was being teased; she hit my “P-Spot” over and over again, and my cock was as hard as a fire iron, pre cum leaking out from it. I was so close to blowing my load, but she slowed down.

“Touch my balls,” she said softly. So I obliged the lady and, balancing myself on one elbow, I reached around and grabbed her ball sack, caressing it gently with my fingertips, and she picked up speed again. Instinct told me I had to grab hold of my cock tightly, and as I did so, an intense ball of pleasure grew inside me, causing me to yell out and shoot my load a second time that night onto her bed sheets.

At the same time, I felt a wet warmth all through my boy pussy or “bussy,” and her thrusting increased. Her hands which were flat against my ass cheeks, now dug into me with her nails and she hissed through clenched teeth.

Now she pulled out of me, satiated, as a stream of her jizz leaked down my butt cheeks. I was soon treated to a new sensation as she turned over onto her back and used her tongue to lick her jizz off every part of my ass.

It was not only the sides of my ass, but she licked the skin on the top and bottom of my little cherry, and then stuck the tip of her artful tongue inside me, causing me to moan again. I never had an orgasm like this before, and now there was no doubt as to where my allegiances lie.

“So how did you enjoy your first ‘sissygasm’ Donnie?” she asked softly, cradling my cheeks between her palms.

“Unbelievable. It feels like a whole new world opened up to me Sarah.”

“And a whole new ass opened for me,” Sarah said, laughing. “If I didn’t have a feeling you’d enjoy it Donnie, I never would have done it. Oh, by the way, I just want you to promise me something.”

“What’s that?” I asked, curious.

“I want you for myself – all for myself,” she said, and kissed me deeply.

“What does that mean exactly?”

“It means, I don’t care who else you fuck, but I always want you to come home to me, understand?”

“Sure, ok. You’ve introduced me to a whole new side of myself, Sarah, I owe you that much. No, wait,” I said, realizing that sounded funny. “I want you very much.”

“So do I Donnie. We can have so much fun together, look,” she said as she opened up the top of her dresser drawers. Inside there was a whole array of sex toys: Dildos, butt plugs, cock rings, cock cages, vibrating dildos – the works.

“Wow, I’ve never seen all this stuff before.” That wasn’t really true. I’d seen them a lot before, in use as a matter of fact, on YOUTUBE videos.

“Yes, and we’re going to have so much fun dressing you up, and going shopping together. How do you like that?”

“Very much, I can’t wait.”

“That’s a good boy. Now, here, let’s have a cigarette together,” she said as she pulled out two Virginia Slims 120s from her black, leather bag. She thought a moment, looked at me and smiled. “Maddy was right about you.” I didn’t respond to that; I knew what she meant.

❤️❤️❤️
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“So how was your date with Sarah last night,” Maddy asked me when we met for lunch on the quad. She had that knowing smile I’d seen so many times.

“Uh, it was nice. We just hung out in her room and talked,” I said, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

“Donnie,” Maddie said. “I felt that it was much more than just ‘talking.’ You know we can’t hide anything from each other,” she said, referring to that strange “twin connection” we shared.

“I know exactly what happened, and I don’t judge. In fact, I’m really glad for you. I think you and Sarah make a cute couple.”

“I was surprised that she told you about herself,” I said.

“I’ll admit I was surprised, and her secret is safe with me Donnie.” Then she looked at me with a devilish grin. “I also know that sexually she blew the roof off of you!” I felt uncomfortable discussing it further with Maddy because she was, after all, my sister.

Sheepishly I said, “Yes she did indeed ‘blow my roof off!’”

“Are you excited about your date with Frank and us on Saturday?” I asked her.

“Yes, as a matter of fact I am. It’ll be cool, the four of us going out. Especially now, you and Sarah won’t feel like complete strangers!”

That, we certainly were not.

❤️❤️❤️
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So the rest of the week flew by, and it was Saturday. Frank and I waited in our room for the girls to show up.

Sarah and Maddy came in together, both smiling. I knew that Maddy had seen Frank earlier in the week on Wednesday night, the day after my explosive evening with Sarah. The “twin thing” was very strong in the room, and I knew that Frank and Maddy were completely inseparable. I was glad for her. She seemed to really enjoy Frank’s company.

At the football game, there was just as much action in the stands between me and Sarah as there was on the field. Whenever she could, she would sneak a grab at my cock, and kiss me deeply on the mouth. Frank did the same with Maddy, but I suppose because I was there, he kept it toned down a bit.

Other than that, it was just a normal double date. We showed our school spirit, but unfortunately it didn’t help, We lost twenty-eight to fourteen.

I began to see Sarah every chance I could – on the weekends, twice during the week, any time. She introduced me to those sex toys she had in her dresser drawer. I knew that I could never have sex with a biological woman, she had me hooked.

One morning Maddy called me on my cell phone and said that she absolutely had to meet me for lunch in the quad today, that it was matter of “great importance” to her. I was guessing that it had something to do with Frank, and it turned out that I was right.

I was already seated at a bench eating a tuna sub, when I saw her, books curled in her arms hurrying towards me. She was breathing hard as she sat down next to me.

“Hi Maddy, what’s up? Did you forget your lunch?”

“Oh shit! You’re right Donnie. I was in such a hurry that I forgot to buy anything.”

“You like tuna, right?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Okay, here, take the other half of mine.”

“Thanks bro’,” Maddy said and laughed.

“Now, what’s so urgent that we have to meet so secretively in the quad. Why couldn’t you come to our room, or even Sarah’s room?”

“Well, when I get ideas, I like to act on them fast before I forget them.” Maddy had on her face that this is a twin thing expression. She was grinning from ear to ear and laughing. Her laugh was infectious, and I was laughing too. I calmed down and caught my breath.

“Okay, out with it sis.”

“Well, you’ll think I’m crazy, but it’s complicated . . . and fun!!”

“Go ahead, I’m all ears. I’m your twin brother after all.”

“Precisely! I’d like to play a prank on Frank, and YOU are the only one who can help me.”

“I’m listening, go ahead.

“Well, next Saturday he wants me to go to the Roadhouse Boys concert with him.”

“Hold it – The Roadhouse Boys? What, are you becoming like mom and dad? They’re like, like, Air Supply for God’s sake and probably older too!”

“I don’t know, Frank likes that stuff. Maybe he thinks I’ll jump his bones after it’s over or something like that. But I think it’s cute, and I will jump his bones afterwards.”

“So, where do I come in?

Maddy had that grin again, and the twin thing kicked in. “Oh no! No, no, no! I can’t do that to Frank!” I was adamant.

“Look, I already spoke to Sarah about it, and she thinks it’s hysterical; and so do I!”

What Maddy wanted me to do was to dress up like her and go to the concert with Frank. I could make my voice sound just like hers, and afterwards, when we got back to our room, I would seduce him – and “surprise” him.

“Maddy, Frank is my best friend. What’s going to happen to our friendship when all of a sudden I whip out my dick?”

“That’s the fun part Donnie. When I told Sarah about it she couldn’t stop laughing. Come on brother, where is your spirit of adventure, your sense of humor?”

“Maddy, he doesn’t know I’m trans, and he might even get violent. I don’t know how he’ll take it!”

“When you tell him it’s for me, he’ll understand. Trust me. We’ll all laugh about it for a long time.”

“Pleeeeeze Donnie? When have you ever turned down one of my crazy ideas before??”

She did have a point, we did have a history of practical jokes, but this was crossing a line. I wasn’t sure. I sighed and told her: “Okay Maddy, I’ll think about it and let you know for sure later today, good?”

“Thanks Donnie! I’m gonna give you a big hug in advance!” She hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. “You’re the best twin brother a girl could ever have, you know that?”

“Yes, I do Maddy.”

Who knows? Truth be told, I was curious to see Frank’s face when I did “the big reveal.” I kept telling myself that I wasn’t gay, but dressed as a woman, being “trans,” I didn’t consider the act itself to be objectionable. I was, to tell the truth, curious about Frank.
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So, you’re really going through with this, huh?” Sarah asked. “I told Maddy I think it would be a real pisser Donnie!”

“You’re not angry, or jealous, Sarah?”

“No, remember I told you the first night, that it would be okay for you to ‘do things’ with others, but that you always had to come back to me, right?” she said, and came up close against me and kissed me deeply on the mouth. That always got me as hard as a rock, and she pressed up against me to bring the point home; so, before I could say anything else, my large cock was inside her mouth, and she was hungrier than ever before.

After the dust settled and we both were spent, she said, “Now we have work to do, and get you an outfit that is beyond the bounds of what Maddy might normally wear.” Maddy was “vanilla” with Frank, from what I knew and sensed about her, as well as what Frank had told me, but they were happy which is all that mattered, really.

Sarah was looking over outfits in her closet and said “hummm, slut.”

“What was that?” I asked, making sure I heard her right.

“I think your sister should be a slut for the concert,” she said as she continued rummaging through the large selection on the hangers in her closet.

“I think we’ll go with the ‘Goth look.’ I mean, you like it when I’m all decked out in black leather and dark lipstick and makeup, right?” She was right. It was a big turn-on for me, a bit out of character for my sister, but that was part of the fun; to see how Frank would like it.

So Sarah picked out a black leather bustier, with laces up the front, a black laced bra with the silicone implants. As a side note, I had made up my mind to transition fully as Sarah had done in the near future, so the silicone things wouldn’t be needed anymore. But now, they were a necessity.

She gave me a black leather skirt with a high slit up the sides, and black fishnet stockings that hooked onto a garter belt on top of my black panties. I would also wear a gaff for the first time, so Frank wouldn’t feel my cock when he brushed up against me.

Then she reached to the top shelf of her closet for a Styrofoam head which had on top a long black wig with purple highlights. She took the wig off and placed it on my head.

“Oh Donnie, I really love you with the longer wig on. It’s making me very horny.” So now I knew we would fuck again after my dress up session was over with – and I’d be wearing the wig.

I would have to get dressed in Sarah’s room on Saturday night before Frank picked me up. The real Maddy would have to be somewhere else that night. After a very hot send off, I made my way back to Frank’s and my dorm room.

“Donnie, you sure I can’t convince you and Sarah to come with us Saturday night? They still have tickets available; you know.”

“No, but thanks Frank. Sarah and I have to study for a big psych test on Monday, otherwise we would love to come. Maybe we can find something for next weekend, okay?”

“Sure roomie, no problem. Hey, your sister is really special, you know? I love being with her.”

I was laughing to myself inside, but I said to him: “That’s nice to hear Frank. You guys make a cute couple.”

“Just one thing though Frank. Don’t make me an uncle yet, okay? I think it would kill my parents.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Saturday finally rolled around. Sarah and I did have a big psych test on Monday, but we were both good students, and didn’t have a hard time preparing during the week. Great sex is the best way to prepare for an exam anyway; at least to set the mood for studying.

I came over to Sarah’s with dinner, and she was just finishing the makeup job on me. I made sure that Frank was in our dorm room. I wanted Maddy to check me out before “my date” with Frank, and I didn’t want him to pop in unannounced and ruin the surprise.

She put deep purple eye shadow, and heavy black eyeliner and mascara on me, along with black lipstick – total Goth. I really loved the look. I also loved the gaff inside my G-String panties too.

She lit a cigarette, and gave me one, which made my cock hard again, and stepped back to look at me. I stood up from the vanity chair and looked too. The elbow length gloves were a very nice touch, and I looked fantastic. I laughed to myself. Frank would be totally blown away. Maddy gave me some details about Frank that only she would know, and our unique “twin connection” supplied me with all the other stuff I would need to know.

“Well how do you like it lover boy?” Sarah said with a nice amount of pride, wrapping her arms around me and putting her chin on my shoulder as we both stared at my reflection.

“I think if being a clinical psychologist doesn’t work out for you, then you can be a great cosmetologist,” I said laughing. Sarah playfully pinched my ass for that.

It was time for me to go into Maddy’s room and wait for Frank to pick me up. Maddy went into town and stayed at a girlfriend’s house.

At about seven o’clock, Frank knocked on Maddy’s door, and I took a deep breath before letting him in.

“Hi Frank,” I said in the sultriest Maddy voice I could muster. Frank wavered a bit in the door frame, and I thought he would fall over into the hallway. His eyes were totally wide open, and his mouth was shaped in a big “O.” I grabbed him by his wrists and pulled him back into the room. He was speechless.

“Maddy?” he said in shock, squinting and blinking his eyes rapidly. “What the hell, I mean, what . . .”

“Shushhhh Frank, it’s me,” I said, not letting go of his wrists. I thought I would ‘spice up’ my appearance for once and see how you liked it! Well, do you???”

Frank came back to Earth, and just stared, unable to move or to say anything. I smiled, couldn’t help laughing and asked him if he wanted a drink. He needed some of the hard stuff. I knew Maddy had a bottle of bourbon hidden away in her closet in the top for toasts and celebrations. But this time, it was for ‘medicinal’ purposes.

“Yes,” he said a bit calmer but still totally confused, “I’ll have one.”

“Good, here you go,” I said, keeping my eye on the poor guy, thinking he might still faint.

“So now I’ll ask you again Frank. Do you like it? I thought I would ‘go Goth’ just for a laugh, and some sexual arousal.”

I sat him on the bed and kissed him hard and passionately on the lips. Holy shit, I thought. I’m kissing Frank – my roommate! It was more pleasant than I expected, and underneath my gaff, my cock was very hard. I wound my tongue around his, we were both breathing hard, and I grabbed his cock, through his trousers. I had on long, black, fake nails.

He broke off suddenly. “Hey Maddy, what’s up? I taste smoke on your breath. Since when do you” I placed my index finger, also smelling like smoke over his lips.

“It’s my new thing. I like to smoke when I get dressed up. This is me being the total slut – just for you.”

Frank was bewildered and said nothing. Now he pulled me closer to him and continued kissing me. I wanted to leave for the concert. I wanted more time for our first time, not a “quickie,” for many reasons. When I was dressed en femme, and my name for Frank was “Maddy,” I noticed that I was looking forward to hooking up with him. I was attracted to my roommate as a lover would be. New experience entirely. It was an exciting time. The only question was how would he take it?

I had no interest for other guys at this point, just my one shemale – Sarah. I didn’t know where my journey would take me. We both stood up, knowing it was time to leave, but if Frank’s super hard on was any indication, we would finish this later. He held me close to him, his eyes still roaming over my body.

“So, when did you decide that this was to be the ‘new you?’” Frank asked, more amused than angry. I think he liked it.

“Oh, I don’t really know, I was just thinking that maybe we could add some spice to our relationship, that’s all.”

Frank nodded his head, like saying, okay.

The concert was packed, which was surprising. I guess 80’s punk was still a thing. I was very attuned to guys ogling me, and it felt good. I enjoyed being an attention grabber of the “opposite sex.” I think Frank was a bit jealous of all the attention I got. For one thing, I stood out from the others – definitely not typical college dress, and we didn’t have a Goth sorority on campus. It even turned me on seeing him jealous.

This was the first time I went out in public as a shemale, which I liked to call myself. It sounded more authentic than “cross dresser,” or “transgender,” and I enjoyed it. I felt like the “real me.” Donnie was a soon-to-be part of a past life.
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During the concert, Frank held my hand, and I leaned over from time to time and kissed him. We didn’t do any more. I was not, and I knew that Frank wasn’t some sort of an exhibitionist.

We stopped off at the college snack bar for a burger and fries, on our way back to the room.

Frank had accustomed himself to “Maddy’s new look,” and I was as horny as fuck. It might sound selfish, but I didn’t really care how this little practical joke would affect my twin’s relationship with her boyfriend.

Hardly had we entered Maddy’s room, but Frank spun me around, faced me and kissed me, holding me around the waist. I was glad I was wearing the gaff because my balls were aching and swollen, filled with lots of spunk, and my seven-inch cock was throbbing. I could feel Frank’s hard on through his trousers.

I slid my tongue over his, and without breaking contact we moved to the bed. I broke off from his lips and began kissing his neck. He wanted to grab my tits, but I gently pulled his hands away. He must have been surprised, since he probably did that with my sister a lot, but I had “other things” to show him.

“Say,” he said coming up for air. “Could I see you smoke? I have to admit I find it very sexy for a hot girl to smoke in front of me, especially the long, all-white cigarettes like yours.”

Well, well. It seemed Frank had a bit of a smoking fetish going on there too. That turned me on even more. So I would give him a show. Good thing I placed an ashtray in Maddy’s room tonight before Frank came. It belonged to Sarah.

“Sure Frank. I could use one now anyway,” I said. Slowly and deliberately, I pulled a Virginia Slims 120 from my leather bag, and put it between my lips after applying another coat of black lip gloss. “Frank, would you like to light me up please,” I said, handing him my silver butane lighter.

“Love to!”

I handed him the lighter and held the cigarette down by the middle of the long, white filter, and placed it in the flame that Frank just made with a click.

I did a French inhale, staring at him as I did so, blowing a stream of blue smoke right at his face.

He was shifting around on the bed, and I smiled because I knew his cock was throbbing at this point. “Frank,” I said, “do you enjoy smoky blow jobs?”

“Fuck yeah I do! I mean, I think I would, sure. Wow Maddy, I think I’d like you to dress like this all the time.”

“My pleasure, honey.”

I made Frank lie down on the bed on his back, and I straddled him, unzipping his pants and undoing his belt; throwing off his shoes and pulling his pants off.

I left his under shorts on, playing with his cock, the tips of my long, black fake fingernails stroking him up and down. He hissed his pleasure through gritted teeth.

“Oh my God Maddy, I’m gonna cum right here.”

“Easy soldier, keep standing at attention,” I said. “You’re not dismissed yet. I’ll tell you when.”

I pulled his boxers down. I had always wondered what my roommate’s cock looked like in the raw, and I wasn’t disappointed in the least. His fleshy, pink tip was calling out to me as I knelt over him and gently kissed his cock. I took a deep drag of my cigarette and fully covered the head of his cock and blew out a stream of smoke, coming out the sides of my mouth.

The black lip gloss I wore, painted him, and now I used only my tongue, making circles around his head, which caused him to moan with delight. I kept doing this, and I felt a drop of pre cum inside my mouth; sweet and salty.

Now I got serious, and I put my whole mouth on top of him, forming a tight seal with my lips; tongue playing with him, making circles around the girth of his cock. Frank let out a low moan, and grabbed the top of my silky hair and pressed it against his bare groin and tummy.

I got myself into a good rhythm, sliding up and down, going faster and faster, rubbing my crotch on his thigh, my own pre cum wetting the inside of my gaff. I felt that Frank was about to blow his load inside my mouth when suddenly I pulled off of him.

His eyes flew open. “Maddy what the fuck??”

“I want you to fuck me now Frank.” I had him at the point where he would be willing to do anything I felt. The next few minutes would see.

I was still straddling him, took a last drag and finished my cigarette, stubbing it out in the ashtray. I gripped his cock with all my fingers, giving it a good stroking.

Before he could take me up on it, I turned around on him. My dress was off, and I was only wearing my G-String, the straps from my pantyhose were unfastened. I loved the feel of the G-String strap between my butt cheeks, gently caressing my bussy.

“Frank,” I said, pleading, “can you please fuck my ass? I think you’ll like it. It’s a lot tighter than my pussy!”

“Wow Maddy, you’re certainly full of surprises!” Oh Frank, I thought. If you only knew!

The dear boy was putty in my hands, and I pushed the G-String aside, my ball sack well hidden from view. My bussy was a cute, cherry red. I had been practicing with Sarah’s assorted dildos and of course with Sarah herself, so I was no beginner at this anymore, but I was still nice and tight.

I reached into my black leather handbag which lay on the floor and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing out a nice blob in my palm. I smeared it over my hole and reached behind me and covered it over Frank’s cock which was still moist from his pre cum.

I didn’t wait for him to tell me to start, I backed right against his cock. He spread my butt cheeks apart and placed his cock at the entrance of my pleasure cave, slowly pushing against him.

He hissed again as the tip of his end entered me just a bit, and he went in and out of me slowly. I think he didn’t want to hurt me, but I was an animal at this point, I craved him inside me. I was greedy. “You don’t have to be so gentle Frank. I want you to ram me good!”

Without saying a word, he went all in, back and forth, making audible gasps because of my tightness against his sensitive skin. I reflexively moved my ass up against him, feeling his curly pubic hair on my ass, and his ball sack smacking against me. It was delightful. I was hooked now, for sure.

“Faster Frank, faster,” I pleaded. He obliged me, and I felt his fullness inside me; the strange mixture of pain and pleasure coming together in my nether regions, getting ready for the big sissygasm I was about to have.

I felt Franks fingertips squeezing my ass, and he let out a long moan, as I felt a liquid warmth all inside my bussy, surrounding his cock. He was cumming, long spurts of thick, creamy spunk, running down the sides of my buttocks. At the same time, I exploded inside my gaff, spurt after spurt, making the outside of my black panties wet. I moaned loudly too.

“Don’t stop Frank!” I yelled. He obliged me and kept going, until he pulled out of me, and with that, a waterfall of jizz rolled down my ass. Surprising me, Frank pulled out of me, and stuck his head underneath me and licked up the remaining result of his climax. It felt wonderful, almost as good as Sarah. His tongue tip entered my bussy, and made me squeal, soaking up the remains of his orgasm.

I turned around and kissed Frank deeply on the lips, tasting his cum on my tongue.

Now it was time for me to have another cigarette, and Frank was there with my lighter again. We kissed some more, him enjoying my smoky taste.

“Wow Maddy,” he said. “I never expected anything like that before! You have really changed, and I love it, but something feels ‘off,’ I can’t place my finger on it.”

“You’re just not used to the new me Frank, that’s all,” I said, trying to stay in character, but grinning inside from ear to ear. We made small talk a bit when I announced, “It’s my turn now Frank.”

“What do you mean?” he said. “I heard your moaning and felt you stiffening. You came, right?”

“Umm, not quite,” I said, probably puzzling the dear boy.

We were both on our knees now, facing each other. He looked at me puzzled because I was smiling at him. My heart began to race because I didn’t know how he would take it. He was my roommate after all. Still I went ahead with my plan.
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Islowly stuck my fingers under the front of my panties and gaff, not taking my eyes off of Frank, pulled them down, revealing my very large “boy clitty.”

Frank’s eyes became as huge as saucers, and he looked as if he was trying to remember if he had taken some sort of hallucinogen. He must have stared for two minutes, shaking his head, a look of bewilderment on his face, and reaching out to touch my cock. He was staring at it, and once he was satisfied as to its authenticity, he looked at me, squinting his eyes.

“Donnie???”

“Yes Frank, it’s Donnie (and I laughed) in the flesh.”

“Wait, WHAT THE FUCK DUDE??”

I was honest with Frank as I told him about my experience with Sarah and the doubts and ideas that I had about my sexual identity all my life.

Then I said, “You’re not going to tell me you didn’t enjoy it, are you?”

“Uh, no . . . of course not. But does the real Maddy, your sister know about this?”

“Yes she does. It was her and Sarah’s idea actually. We were curious about how you would react.”

“Oh, I see,” Frank said sounding far away. I guess he needed a little time to process all of this.

“Now are you gonna let me finish or not??”

When he didn’t answer me I said, “Come on now Frank, you’re not gonna cheap out on me are you? Trust me, I remember my first time. It’s unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before. It makes a regular orgasm seem like a sneeze – believe me.”

Frank nodded his head, curious maybe, a bit more than he should be. Interesting; this would have to be investigated at a later date.

I positioned Frank facing the head of the bed and I got behind him, taking out the tube of K-Y Jelly again.

This time, it was him who got the coating on his ass, and I placed a nice helping on my cock, which got hard immediately.

“Now Frank, you may feel some fullness, but then soon you’ll feel lots of pleasure welling up inside you.” I didn’t tell him that the first time was as painful as all fuck, but it was too late. I needed this. The thought of fucking my roommate was too overpowering for me to deny.

I spread his ass cheeks apart with my hands and moved closer, my “she cock” glistening from the jelly on it. I placed my tip just on top of his bussy and moved it around and around the outside of it, making him moan. That surprised me. I think he was into the idea; more than I thought he would be.

I stopped moving my cock around and aimed straight for the center of his bussy and entered with just the tip of my head. I heard him groan as his ass parted for the first cock of his life. Everyone’s got to start somewhere I said to myself.

I went slowly, placing more and more of myself into Frank with each gentle thrust. I didn’t want to rip him apart, but part of me wished he was more experienced. I laughed to myself. I loved horror movies and it felt like I was making a new vampire!

His ass started to move with my rhythm, overcoming it’s shyness. More and more of me moved inside of him, and he hissed through his clenched teeth, and started to stiffen.

“Relax Frank,” I said softly. “Don’t clench so much.”

I took some liberties with his inexperience and tried hard to please him. I moved my cock around inside him, each circle drilling deeper and deeper. I was at the end of my limit, Frank’s groans of pain, now becoming pleasure, and he was really taking over with his thrusts, backing up onto me.

Now I was free to go faster and faster, and he felt so good, good, and tight. I was sure I would blow a huge load inside of him. Just at that thought, I saw Frank grab his cock with a fist and moving it up and down. He let out a yell, and dumped a huge amount of spunk onto the sheets in front of him.

His excitement, coupled with my own arousal made me cum too, my she cock filling up his ass with warm, wet jizz. Drops of it ran down the sides of his ass, as he was still shooting out spurts of his own jizz.

I slowed my thrusting down and pulled out of his newly deflowered ass. I wasted no time in placing my head under his butt and licking up the residue of my cum, and tonguing his ass.

He enjoyed that too, and groaned.

“So how did you like that Frank? I know it’s a lot to process for one evening, right?”

He laughed. “What do you think?”

“I think you enjoyed it – more than you would admit to. I would even go so far as to say we’ll be doing this again. Does that make you happy?”

“Yes it does, but what about Maddy?”

“Maddy will be very happy I think, because now the both of us can share you – and Sarah too! How does that sound?”

“Sarah?” he asked, eyes wide open. “Is she . . .”

“Transgender? Yes Frank, she is. In fact, she’s sort of my mentor, just like I’m yours.”

“I have to admit, I never thought I would say it, but it felt good. I mean, I feel good about myself, and I’m sure as hell looking forward to the four of us getting together.”

“Wow Frank, that’s really something. Now let me ask you. How do you feel about dressing up?”

Frank gave me a devilish grin. “Of course I will. Now, please give me one of your cigarettes.”

❤️❤️❤️
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