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Chapter One

_______________

___

Iwas happy that dad finally started dating again. Ever since he and my mom got divorced when I was only eleven years old, he never dated anyone. He doted on me and my older sister Sally, and sacrificed a lot for us.

Now I’m twenty, and a junior in college, so I started bugging him to “circulate” and find someone. When I came home from school one weekend in October, he told me he was dating. No one girl in particular, just people from an online dating site. It surprised me because I thought only Gen Zeers did that. He was only fifty, too young to hang up his hat so to speak.

Now it was May, finals finished, and I was home, and I was looking for a job for the summer. I was a major in information technology, (IT), and when I saw an opening at the local BEST BUY, I jumped at the chance. They immediately put me on “The Geek Squad” – installing TV’s, computer equipment, home internet stuff.

My situation with girls wasn’t as cut and dried. The girls I knew at school were more like friends. They loved to confide their deepest, most intimate secrets to me, but it was never anything romantic. In fact I was still a virgin – at twenty. I talked about it with my best friend from school Cindy.

“Devon, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I don’t see you in a sexual way – wait – I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to insult you . . .”

“No Cindy, it’s okay. I think I know what you’re going to say. I’m not built like a linebacker or some kind of gym rat. I know that. You probably see me as, as effeminate,” I said with my arms out from my sides, looking down at my body shape.

Cindy felt sorry about what she said, and she put her arm around me; we were sitting on her bed in her dorm, and she tried to comfort me. “Oh no Devon, you’re such a sweet guy. I’m sure you’ll figure it out. In the meantime keep looking. I’ve always got my eye out for someone who might be your type. No one is hopeless,” and she laughed, trying to make me feel better.

“Someone who might be my type,” huh. I liked girls, but there were strings attached to that statement. It wasn’t as cut and dried as you might think.

On a Saturday afternoon I got a job handed to me by Ernest, our Geek Squad supervisor to perform a minor adjustment on a TV my buddy Frank and I had installed last week. It sounded like a simple job involving a loose cable, so I went by myself. I remembered the customer, a woman in her early thirties named Donna. I forgot what she did for a living, but she was attractive. Hey, a guy can fantasize, right?

I pulled up with our signature blue and yellow van to the house, I was wearing my tool belt, and carried my box of stuff  from the back of the car. I rang the bell – a “Ring Cam” and just waited.

“Have you been scheduled to come today?” said a strange voice.

I didn’t recognize the voice, so I said, “Donna, it’s Devon from BEST BUY. I’m  here to adjust the TV.”

“I’m not Donna,” the voice answered. “I’m her housemate, but I can let you in. Just a second.”

“Okay,” I said.

The door opened and my eyes popped out of my head. I mean they were practically hanging off my Optic Nerves. This woman was dressed like she was ready for bedtime . . . or something. Like, maybe she just got up. She was about five six, long, dark brown hair, huge cleavage, and she wore this very skimpy pink silk teddy with a loosely tied belt, no bra, and had a big smile. Her perky tits were sticking right through the silk.

“Hi, I’m Marla,” she said. “Donna can be really dizzy sometimes. She didn’t tell me she had an appointment scheduled today, or else I would have worn something more appropriate,” she said with an embarrassed laugh., and a seductive grin across her face.

Immediately, I got a tremendous hard on, which almost burst through my tan BEST BUY uniform trousers. At least I didn’t have a problem with “the plumbing.” She looked at my waist, and pointing to my tool belt she said, “Well I see you came prepared. You look a little young to be a service tech.”

I was almost positive she noticed the hard on, but I pretended of course like she didn’t and said, “I’m pretty good with IT stuff and I’m gonna start my senior in college. This is just a summer job.”

“Oh nice. Where do you go to school?”

“Boston College.”

“Good school. What are you majoring in?”

“Computer engineering, and internet tech.”

“Wow, you must be really smart,” she said, smiling at me.

“Can I offer you something cold to drink?”

“Uh, sure. An ice water would be nice.”

“Coming right up,” she said as she sashayed into the kitchen, with her tight little ass wiggling. I could see the outline of her G-String nestled between her butt cheeks perfectly through her teddy. She was barefoot.

She came back in a couple of minutes, and she found me standing in the living room in front of the TV. I used the remote to turn it on, and diagnosed the problem right away.

She handed me my glass and was looking at the TV.

“Yeah, we can’t seem to get the fuzziness to go away.”

I picked a small wrench from my belt and got behind the set.

“Okay, I’d like you to tell me if this makes it any better,” and I tightened the cable in the back of the set, wiggling in the small space between the flat screen TV and the wall.

“Oh perfect!” she said almost immediately. “You’re wonderful. What’s your name?”

“Devon, at your service,” I said with a corny bow. God, why am I such a jerk!?

“Well Devon,” she said laughing. “You certainly are very talented.”

I blushed. “Thanks, I get that a lot.”

“I’m sure you do,” she said with a flirty tone. Classic, I thought. The beautiful woman and the TV repairman. Well, a guy can dream, right?

I thought I was dreaming, because in the next second, she was standing right in front of me, pressing the front of her waist into mine. Stroking her index finger under my chin, she asked me, “Is there anywhere you have to be now Devon ?”

I swallowed hard and answered truthfully. “Uh, no I don’t. I was supposed to be off today, and they’re a bit short-handed, so I picked up some extra money.”

“Wow, you’re so industrious too.”

My heart was practically beating outside of my chest, and she came closer to me and kissed me hard, not wasting any time and sticking her tongue in my mouth, twirling it with mine. Her lips were moist with cherry lip gloss, and I caught a whiff of some exotic perfume. My world was flipping upside down, but she started it. I didn’t try to seduce her. She was a bit shorter than me, and her arms were hanging around my neck.

“I’m so glad you have extra time today Devon,” she said, breaking off from me and breathing heavily.

Her thigh was pressing up close to my boner and it only made it throb inside my pants. This was insane! I thought that maybe I fell asleep in the truck and that I would wake up any second from now, but her next action flipped my thoughts.

Her hand grabbed for my crotch on top of my trousers, and rubbed the head of my cock, causing a bit of pre cum to leak out into my boxers. She walked her fingers up my crotch, long nails digging into my skin, and tugged playfully on my zipper, pulling it down, and unfastening my belt. Next thing I knew, my pants were around my ankles and the same hand was now tugging at my boxers, slipping them down my waist and thighs. They would now join my trousers around my ankles.

She pulled off me and smiled, getting on her knees in front of me on her plush carpet. Her bright green eyes looked up at me with an “innocent look,” like she was looking for permission before doing a very dirty thing. She now forcefully grabbed my cock, squeezing it inside the fist she made.

“Oh my Devon, such a big cock you have! You must be driving the girls at that college crazy!”

I was in too much bliss to answer coherently, and closed my eyes as I felt two lips touch the head of my eager cock. She stuck her tongue out from between her lips and it played with my slit. She made an “umm” sound as she tasted the pre cum that was leaking out of my cock.

“I want you to cum all over my face like the cheap cum slut that I am Devon.”

Wow this girl was wild. The filthy talking turned me on a lot.

The next thing I knew was that tight, moist, glossy lips were taking the head of my cock inside them, pulling off and then going back on. I was in the middle of the most indescribable pleasure I’ve ever had. The closest I’ve ever gotten to this was heavy petting in high school.

Now she slid her mouth all the way up and down my cock reaching the base. She bobbed her head faster and faster, and I placed my hands on the top of her head as she went through her savage motions on me. I felt a sharp pinch as her teeth playfully closed around my flesh. “Oooh!” I yelled out. I heard a muffled laugh from the girl in front of me with an acute case of “cock mouth.”

I bucked my waist back and forth keeping in time to her bobbing until I could take it no more. I spewed a huge geyser of cum into her mouth, when she suddenly pulled off me, squeezing my cock in her fist, and spraying my entire load on her face, causing her mascara to run down her cheeks and pasting her eyes half shut.

She placed her mouth back onto me and got the last few drops into her mouth, swallowing everything she could. Her tongue rolled around me, cleaning all the cum off my cock.

Marla made a little sound of satisfaction like a huntress who trapped her prey, and stood up kissing me on the lips, and then taking her mouth off me so I could lick the cum off her face. I licked her cheeks, her eyes, her chin; every place where I exploded onto her. I loved it – the look of my own cum on a girl’s face as she begged me to lick it off her.

“Umm,” that was so good Devon, we must do this again soon, My roommate Donna goes away quite often. You could come over some time.”

“Yeah, uh, sure Marla. Anytime.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

On the drive back to BEST BUY to drop off the truck and pick up my car, I went over the insane events of the afternoon. I mean, all I did was go to someone’s house to fix a TV, and I ended up with the most, no, the first blowjob of my life, and it was incredible. Wait till I called Cindy to tell her! Maybe she would see me now as more than just a friend! Keep dreaming Devon. Cindy will always be just a friend. I’m the sad poster boy for men who have women as just “friends,” not even with benefits. Anyway, I got Marla’s cell number, and she was up for more which was great. I was set for the summer!

I had to call Cindy when I got home. She and I both lived in Needham, Mass, about a half hour drive from BU.

“Hey Cindy, guess what?”

“Oh hi Devon. What’s up?”

“You’re never going to believe what just happened!”

“Don’t tell me – you won the lottery and you’re going to split it with me.”

I laughed and said, “No, better than that. I think I found a girlfriend for the summer!”

“No way! Who is she?”

“Well, this afternoon I went to some woman’s house that me and my friend installed a smart tv for last week. She was having trouble with it, and this time I went alone, but another woman was home – her housemate. Only she was wearing, um, some skimpy silk thing and she seduced me! Not only that, but she had to be in her early forties.

Can you believe that!?”

“Wow,” it’s like a porn movie! So did you, um, ‘get some?’”

I never really talked dirty to Cindy before, but since we were just good friends I told her. “Well, she gave me an incredible blowjob!”

“Your first one, right Devon.”

My shame didn’t last long, and I said, “Yeah, my first, and it was amazing. She told me that she’s home a lot and that I should call her again.”

“Oh well, good for you. Keep me posted. I wanna hear all the dirty details,” she said laughing.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be the first to know, I promise.”

“Great Devon, I’m glad to hear that. See, what did I tell you – stuff can always happen.”

“Yeah, well, something sure did.”

On Wednesday night, I knew that I didn’t have to be at BEST BUY until one o’clock in the afternoon, so I could sleep in. I decided to call Marla and see what she was up to. Could last weekend have just been a one time thing? I’d soon find out.

“Hey Marla, it’s Devon. How are you? I was thinking I might see you this evening if you’re not doing anything.”

“Oh hi Devon. You must have ESP or something. I was just going to call you. I’m not doing anything tonight. You wanna come over?”

I swallowed really hard. She may have heard it over the phone. “Sure, oh wow! Yeah, I’d love to. What time?”

“Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock. I’ll have some wine and cheese put out.”

“Sounds great. I’ll  see you then.”

So things were really starting to happen. At dinner my dad was home from work early. Most days, we don’t have time to eat together, so he asked me if I wanted to see a Red Sox – Brewer’s game tonight at Fenway. One of his clients had tickets.

“Ohhh sorry dad. I have a date.”

“Really? That’s good for you. Who is she?”

“Uh some girl I met at the store.” There was no need to tell him it was a customer who was twice my age and that she sucked my cock the first time I went to her house.

“Okay, well, I’m sure I can get one of the guys from the office to go with me. Maybe next time. I should have got them in advance. This was a last minute thing. Well, okay. You go and have a good time.”

“Sure dad. I’m sorry, but this girl is special. Don’t wait up for me. Go Red Sox!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

___

My cock was three times its size by the time I got to her house. When I rang the bell I got a surprise. Donna answered the door – Marla’s roommate. Was tonight going to be a cock block?

“Oh hi Devon. So I hear you met Marla.” She was smiling. “By the way, thanks for fixing the tv on Saturday.”

“Oh it was nothing.”

Marla came down the stairs and walked right past Donna and gave me a big kiss on the lips, throwing her arms around my shoulder.

“Well I guess I should leave you two love birds alone,” Donna said and walked towards the kitchen. In the living room there was a wine and cheese platter set up.

“Oh no Donna, stay,” Marla said with a wicked grin on her face. “Why can’t the three of us have some fun.” She looked at Donna and said, “I know it’s been a while since you had any fun Donna.”

Smiling, Donna said, “This looks like the kind of fun I might enjoy. Don’t go anywhere,” she said and ran up the stairs.

“You know Devon,” Marla said, placing her index finger on my nose, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

This revelation almost made me drop dead right there, but I didn’t, but then the second revelation came pretty close.

“ – and neither is Donna,” Marla said with a wicked laugh.

She resumed kissing me and guided me to the couch next to the wine and cheese table.

“Here,” she said. “Have some wine,” and she poured me a glass of Merlot from the table and took one for herself. “It’ll help to loosen things up a bit,” she said laughing.

When she poured me the glass I couldn’t help but get a good look at her magnificent cleavage. Like Saturday, she wasn’t wearing a bra either, making her nipples tent up from her silk blouse. That, combined with the earlier statement about no panties just made my cock go into hyperspace. I even wondered about Donna. The thought of being “double-teamed;” a threesome, made me insane.

“Oh, look at my pal from Saturday,” she said as her nails dug into my trousers. “He seems happy to see me again,” she said tittering away.

Just then Donna came downstairs. Donna however, was wearing a bra, but like Marla, no panties. Instead, she had what looked like a huge black latex dildo strapped to her waist, attached to a belt. In her hand she was carrying a tube of K-Y Jelly.

“Now here’s what’s going to happen Devon,” Donna said excitedly. “You’re going to get to consummate your little affair with Marla, while I get to begin one with you! Now how does that sound?”

“Hold on here! You mean . . . that thing is for me???”

Marla pouted and both she and Donna looked at me, both pleading like little kids, “Please Devon, please? Pretty please??” They were jumping up and down like little kids. What made it so bizarre was the fact that they were both twice my age!

“We promise you’ll really have fun. If you don’t like it, then you can just fuck whichever one of us you like, okay?”

Well, I decided. I went from virgin to sexual trapeze artist in less than a week, with a threesome to boot. Might as well play along. What could it hurt, right?

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll bite.”

“Yea!!!!” Both of them screamed and clapped at the same time.

Now it was Donna the redhead with the deep blue eyes and the fake cock that came towards me and tongue kissed me, rubber cock pushing up against my waist. Her bra was rubbing up against my shirt. From the rear, Marla lifted off my t-shirt, and then Donna unzipped and unfastened my jeans, and pulled them and my boxers to the carpet where I stepped out of them.

Donna quickly got down on all fours and started sucking my aching cock, licking a dew drop of pre cum off me.

The couch pulled out to a bed, and unlike most pull-outs, this one didn’t have a middle bar that broke your back while you slept or fucked on it. Marla pulled it out while Donna was busy licking and sucking on my cock, the black dildo banging on the floor. I noticed it had a little attachment on the back that gave the woman wearing it a little bit of “pleasure too.”

Marla quickly took over sucking me from Donna while she spread some K-Y Jelly all over her dildo, and told me “Get on the bed Devon, on all fours.”

I obeyed, and Marla slipped underneath me, and she continued sucking me while laying on her back. Behind me, Donna spread some more K-Y Jelly on my ass as she spread my butt cheeks apart. Marla’s silky brunette hair was tickling my balls from underneath, adding immensely to my pleasure.

“Okay Devon, this may hurt a bit at first, but I promise you that soon you’ll be begging for more.”

I was too busy concentrating on Marla to really pay attention to Donna until I felt the silicone cock knock at my asshole. When Donna rubbed the K-Y on my ass, she went all the way down to my balls and stuck her slick index finger carefully inside me, causing me to shiver and tense up.

“Relax Devon,” Donna said trying to reassure me. Meanwhile Marla was working magic on me like she did before, and I was trying desperately to hold back.

Then I felt the head of Donna’s toy penetrate me, causing me to ball my fists up. She slowly went in and out and I exploded inside Marla’s mouth, but like last time, she grabbed my cock in her fist and made the whole load go over her face and her eyes.

Donna was now slipping and sliding back and forth inside me and the pain I felt at first now mingled with a sort of pleasure. She was moaning from the little contraption on the back of the dildo as she thrusted, and it entered her pussy. I could feel her juices dripping on my butt cheeks. My cock was still hard, and Marla moved and placed her face next to mine and I licked all my cum off her cheeks and eyes, getting a taste of her mascara and perfume as well.

Donna’s moaning increased and her thrusting slowed to almost nothing, as a tremor ran through her body.

“So Devon, how did you like your first “sissygasm?” Donna asked me after she pulled out.

“What? Is that what it’s called?”

Both women looked at each other and laughed.

“Oh yes Devon. You’re perfect. We have lots of goodies in store for you that I think you’ll love! Marla and I have big plans for you!”

“Like what?” I asked. Looking back on it, it was a stupid question, but I played along. This wasn’t exactly my idea of breaking my virginity, but I suppose it was better than nothing.

“You know Devon, we think you have a really beautiful body,” Marla said. “In fact, we think you would make an awesome girl!”

Just a month ago the idea would have seemed absurd to me, but when my best friend Cindy said, “you’ll figure it out,” it got me to thinking a little bit. Maybe a walk “on the wild side” was what I needed.

“Okay I’ll bite,” I said spontaneously, without giving much thought to the repercussions of what I said.

“Oh goody!” Marla said, clapping her hands and jumping up and down.

“You know what Devon? Donna and I will get some nice, sexy, soft clothing for you, and if you like them, you can keep them. Both of us have been dying to feminize a guy to play with. We promise you the sex will be mind-blowing!”

“Yes Devon, Marla and I will do some shopping for you. Consider it a gift from us,” Donna said. “I think I have your size down pretty good, and we’ll call you later this week and let you know.”

I didn’t realize what I had just agreed to. So I left and waited for the phone call.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

Ineeded to speak to Cindy. I mean, who else could I speak to about this very personal thing; someone that knew me really well.

“Okay, so let me get this straight,” Cindy said on the phone the next day. “Two women, at least twice your age, are both having sex with you, and they want to dress you up like a girl because they think you’ll love it, and they want it too?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly right.”

“Well Devon, what can I say? I don’t think there’s any harm for you to try. If you don’t like it, then you know it’s not for you, but if you do like it . . . it can open some doors for you. I say go for it. Just take some pictures because I definitely want to see this!!”

That being said, I was looking forward to it when Marla called me on Friday afternoon just after I had left work.

“Hey Devon, I have good news for you!”

“You bought stuff and want me to come over?”

“Yes! Donna and I are very excited to see you in some very sexy outfits – can you come over tomorrow night?”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

“Okay honey. I want you to know we put a lot of effort into getting these things for you.”

“I’m sure you did. I’m excited, so is eight o’clock good for you?”

“We’ll see you then Devon. Oh! Think about a new feminine name for yourself,” she said laughing.

A feminine name? Weren’t they rushing things just a bit? So Saturday night I left my house. Dad had a date, and he was pretty happy and didn’t say anything to me about my going out. I thought to myself, two bachelors in the house – how nice.

This time, when I got there, Marla answered the door.

“Devon, hi!” and she gave me a long kiss on my lips.

“Hey wait Marla. How come you get all the action?” Donna said, walking into the entrance hall pretending to be hurt and “pulled” Marla away. Then she took over and kissed me, wrapping her tongue around mine. I was as hard as a rock, ready to surrender myself to the new world of crossdressing, and these two beautiful women.

“Let’s have some drinks,” Marla said, after getting glasses of wine for us. We went into the living room and sat on the famous couch, savoring the Merlot. I made them laugh by swishing the wine around in the crystal wine glass and sniffing it with a serious expression like a connoisseur before taking a little in my mouth.

Marla said, “See, I told you he was funny.”

They told me about how they went to VICTORIA’S SECRET and the look on the salesgirl’s face when they told her it was for “their” boyfriend who wanted to experiment a little.

“I’m so excited!” Donna said, taking me by the hand and leading me upstairs with Marla following. She smacked my ass on the way up and giggled.

I trusted my instincts, chief among them my throbbing cock as I anxiously awaited what I would find in the bedroom.

“Welcome to my room,” Marla said, with a sweeping gesture. Arrayed on the bed was an entire ensemble of lingerie, blouses, and dresses.

“You two bought all this stuff for me?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes Devon,” Marla said. Why are you surprised? You know you’re very special to us.”

They really had spent a lot of money on me. A change came over me. I was no longer on the fence. I was really into this whole “thing,” and wherever it would take me.

I picked up a pink satin G-String thong with a bow tied on the front. I loved the soft feel of the material on my hand and thought about how good it would feel  wrapped around my cock.

“See, what did I tell you Donna? I knew he’d pick that up first!”

I was absorbed in rubbing the thong between my fingers, and noticed black, sheer pantyhose with straps that would attach to a girdle, and also a pink laced elastic bra that would pull the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“What are you waiting for Devon?” Marla said. “It’s not going to put itself on – get undressed. Here, I’ll help you.”

Marla came over to me and kissed me on the lips, running her tongue all over mine, and rubbing her waist over my cock, causing it to drip a bit of pre cum, wetting my boxers. Her hands went to my belt, unfastening the buckle and opening the button on my jeans. She broke off from my mouth and pulled my jeans down quickly, along with my boxers, leaving both to settle around my ankles. They both laughed as my cock, suddenly freed from its constraints, bounced up and down.

I stepped out of them and placed the G-String on the carpet, putting in one foot first, and then the other. My legs didn’t have a lot of hair on them to begin with, so the satin felt amazing when I slid it up my legs, and settled the front pouch over my cock. A chill ran through me. It felt like the most natural thing in the world. A wet stain appeared on the front pouch.

“Oooh look Donna, I think Devon is really enjoying himself!”

Marla laughing agreed. “Yeah, I think so.”

I said nothing, but I smiled and slipped on the pink laced bra, and looked down and saw the “faux cleavage” it gave me.

I looked at the short black satin skirt and the white satin blouse and made a move towards them when Donna said, “No Devon, not now. Let’s do the beautiful wig and then Marla will do your makeup to really complete you!”

The wig they picked out was long, auburn, with a high top and braids on each side of my head. It fell down to the small of my back. It was so arousing when I felt the silky hair on my shoulders.

I was so turned on by all of this I wondered how come I never found this sooner? Well, no matter. I had it now.

After the luxurious, silky wig was settled on my head by Marla, she took me into her bathroom to apply the makeup. She studied my face and said, “First I have to shave your face and trim your eyebrows a bit Devon.”

I wondered how it would appear at work because people would notice. Still I let Marla make me up. When I got up from the chair I looked stunning. I was never so hard in my life. The strap from the G-String between my butt cheeks was making me tingle and I felt a “growling” from deep inside me that made me want cock! Amazing. I wanted Donna to fuck me HARD with the silicone dildo again and again, non-stop.

Now Marla led me out of the bathroom for Donna to see.

“Oh my God Marla, he looks sinfully delicious if I do say so! Excellent work honey.”

“Why thank you Donna.”

Then something unexpected happened. Donna moved closer to Marla, and they kissed and started groping each other. I watched in wonderment as Donna put on her strap and led Marla to the bed. Donna spread K-Y Jelly on Marla’s ass and fucked her doggy style. She then turned to me but was speaking to Marla.

“Isn’t it cool that we have another girl watching us?”

“Yes, delightful. It just makes me want you more Donna,” Marla said.

I started rubbing my cock through the G-String and I watched them fuck themselves to orgasm.

After they finished, I needed relief badly, when Donna said, “The night is still young. Why don’t we finish dressing Devon and take him out with us. You know, three sluts on the town.”

“Excellent idea Donna. Why don’t we get Devon some real cock. I think he wants it badly. Don’t you Devon?”

I had to be brutally honest. I wasn’t ready to go home, and I really need to satisfy myself.

“Okay, sounds good. Where are we going?”

“There’s a club on the edge of town called “SIXTY NINE,” that sort of, well, caters to all sorts of things,” Donna said, giggling at some secret joke with Marla.

Donna drove and we pulled into a packed parking lot. They had a DJ playing loud techno music that we could hear from the parking lot. Bot Marla and Donna took one of my hands and the three of us walked in. I was proud of the way I looked, and with my boyish face, and slight build, no one could tell I was a crossdressed guy. If only Cindy could see me now. I’d have them take a picture of me later and send it to her.

The girls stopped and looked at me. Donna turned to Marla and said, “Now we need a girl’s name for Devon. Something a bit on the exotic, sexy side.”

“Humm,” Marla was thinking out loud. “How about Vanessa?”

Donna slowly shook her head up and down. “Vanessa. Yeah, I like the sound of it. What about you Devon. Shall we christen you ‘Vanessa?’”

“Sounds good to me. I like it.”

The girls were all smiles. “Then Vanessa you shall be,” Donna said, and that was that. I was on my way.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

___

I chose a one-piece emerald green satin dress that hiked up really high on my thighs, and I wore pumps with straps tied around my ankles, so I didn’t have any trouble walking. My shoulders were uncovered, and it was a low cut dress, so my “cleavage” showed itself nicely. I loved the feel of the hair on my bare shoulders, and the wind at my back. I was ready “to sail.”

As soon as we entered, we got looks from everyone. I was a bit taller than the girls. The crowd looked mixed. I could tell there were some transgender women, guys with guys, girls with girls – everything. We made our way to the bar, and Marla waved at the bartender. She knew him.

“Hiya Joe. This is our new friend Vanessa,” Marla said, shouting over the club noise.

“Nice to meet you Vanessa. You know I would be careful if I was you. These two can be trouble,” Joe said laughing. “So what’ll it be ladies?”

“Get us three vodka and cranberry juice. No skimping on the vodka Joe,” Marla said.

“Coming right up,” Joe said and went to make the drinks.

We were scanning the crowd, each of us looking for likely prospects. But I was a priority. The girls wanted to be sure that I was “set up” properly. “Set up” for what I wasn’t sure, but I had an idea.

I didn’t have to wait long. Walking over to us by himself was a guy who was the spitting image of the actor David Hasselhoff; same wavy hair, same muscular, tight body. Marla gave me a nudge in my side. Both girls maneuvered so I would be the first one he approached. Joe placed our drinks on the bar. “Hasselhoff” was within arm distance from us already and caught the bartender’s attention.

“The ladies drinks are on me,” Hasselhoff incarnate said.

The three of us looked at each other and smiled. Joe nodded to him while he ordered himself a scotch and soda.

“Good evening ladies,” he said, exuding confidence. Then a surprising thing happened to me – another first. My eyes caught his tight, black dress slacks and a huge cock bulge. The girls saw it too, and saw how it captivated me.

Donna was our spokesperson. “Hi, I’m Donna, this is Marla, and this beauty here is Vanessa.”

“Nice to meet you, I’m Paul. How come you girls aren’t on the floor dancing?” His eyes were practically drilling me as he spoke.

Marla spoke up. “Well, we’re just hanging out around the bar tonight, but I think that Vanessa would just love to dance. Wouldn’t you Vanessa?”

MY cock was throbbing. All pretense to the contrary was thrown to the wind. My G-String had a gaff, so my bulge wouldn’t give me away. That was Donna’s idea. I didn’t know for sure, but I had a good feeling that I wasn’t Donna and Marla’s first “experiment.”

“Okay, sure. Let me finish my drink first.”

“Good idea ladies,” Paul said.

The girls gave me plenty of space. Marla winked at me.

“So Paul, what do you do?” I said. I wasn’t used to picking up guys, but a girl has to start somewhere, right?

“I’m not that exciting. I’m an actuary. I play with numbers.” He was quick to add, “But I play a lot of rugby in a league, and I work out a lot at the gym.”

I felt bold that night, so I reached for his right arm, and I squeezed it. My ass was tingling, and my cock was bulging.

“Oh wow, you really do work out. I can feel it . . .” Now if that wasn’t a hint, I don’t know what is.

“Paul, would you excuse us for a second. I just want to grab Vanessa,” Marla said.

“Sure, I’m not going anywhere,” Paul said and started making small talk with Donna.

She took me by the arm and walked me to the edge of the dance floor. “Okay, I’m gonna go dance with Donna, and you can let Paul take you out to the floor. If the mood hits you,” she said, giving me a playful shot in the arm, “they have rooms in the back of this place for ‘intimate encounters,’ if you get my drift. You can break your cherry here for real! He doesn’t even have to know you have a cock!”

That was perfect. I would live out my newly acquired fantasy – the solution to my problems. I smiled my most evil grin at Marla and we made our way back to the bar where I finished my drink.

“You want a refill on that?” Paul asked.

“No I’m good. What I’d really like is for you to take me to the dance floor.”

“I was waiting for that. I was just about to ask you,” Paul said.

Donna called out to me as Paul took me by the hand and led me to the floor. “We’ll be right here.”

I looked back at them, and they smiled at me. The floor was crowded with gyrating, sweaty bodies, pressed against each other. We began moving to the music and the colored strobe lights, and I got closer to Paul and grinded my hip into his cock which was standing at full attention, which pleased me greatly.

I faced him and pressed up to him fully, kissing him deeply on the mouth, sticking my tongue out between his lips. He wanted it too, and was breathing heavy as his hands wandered down my back to my waist, feeling my silky hair. I was wearing just the right amount of perfume.

We continued for several minutes like that, really getting into it. I felt my cock drip a bit of pre cum out and I couldn’t stand it any longer. If I could, I would take him back to an alleyway and rip him apart, but then I remembered what Marla said about the rooms in back of the club.

I moved closer to Paul and whispered in his ear. “I know a place where we can go.”

“I’ve been here before. I know exactly what you mean; let’s go.”

He took me by the hand, and we made our way through the crowd of writhing bodies to the back. There was a hallway with two thickly painted red arrows on top pointing down to a sign that said, “COMFORT AREA.’

The hallway had several doors, and we picked one close to the end. There were “glory holes” in the walls of this particular room which we didn’t pay much attention to. We saw them and both laughed.

“Let’s make our own,” Paul said.

I didn’t waste any time, and I got down on both knees on the plush carpeting. How thoughtful, I said to myself – padding for my knees. I would be a full-fledged slut tonight and my ass was tingling, and my cock was hard – a perfect combination.

I slowly pulled his zipper down, unbuckled his belt and unsnapped his pants. I placed my hands underneath his boxers, mindful of my long, painted false nails. I gently stroked the tip of his cock, looking up at him, and slid my fingers along the length of it. It was big and thick, about the size of Donna’s silicone friend. I teased him, taking my hand off and on, grinning at him as I did so. I reached my limit of this play and went in for the kill.

I pulled his boxers down, sliding them over his thighs and knees, on top of the jeans on the floor. He leaned against the wall, and placed his hands in my silky hair. He unbuttoned his shirt and placed my hair against his chest and moaned.

I played around with his cock some more and felt a drop of pre cum which I placed on my finger tip, making a show of slowly licking it, which made his eyes open wide. Then, another first – I placed a flesh and blood cock against my moist, painted lips for the first time. He groaned and gently placed his hands on top of my head. I slid my lips a bit farther down and slipped his entire cock head between my lips. I was amazed – my lips were practically opened all the way for him. I played with it, slowly going around the head with my tongue, the tip reaching the sensitive tuft of skin on his bottom, sliding it back and forth as I went.

I tasted more of the sweet-salty pre cum mix, loving it. I placed his cock farther into my mouth, straining the limits of space as I did so. My mouth was very wet, and I went faster and faster, my tongue sliding up and down and around the girth of his cock. His moaning became louder, and then he yelled, “OH FUCK!!” and shot a huge load of warm, sticky cum which flew to the back of my throat. I swallowed everything as fast as he could shoot it. Some of it dribbled down my chin. He pulsed out three shots, which made me think he hadn’t cum in a year.

He hissed between his teeth and bucked his hips agains my head, moaning in pleasure. As he did so I licked his cock clean, playfully biting it gently. Now I knew why girls liked this so much.

I came off him, eyes misted over, and half closed, and looked up at him. He took me by the shoulders and pulled me up, kissing me hard on the lips, tongues intertwined again. He loved the taste of his own cum from my mouth, licking the cum that dribbled down my chin.

We broke off and I knew I was dying for his cock “the other way,” so I said like a real cum-slut, “Paul, I want you to fuck me now.” After all he came, I wasn’t sure he would, but he jumped at the chance.

“Of course! Fuck yeah!”

“In my ass,” I was quick to add.

He looked at me in amazement. “Oh my God, you are one wild girl Vanessa!” If he only knew.

I placed both my hands against the wall, hiked my short dress over my backside and pulled the G-String to the side of my butt cheek.

“Oh,” he said. In case you’re wondering babe, I took a Viagra just before I got here tonight.”

I smiled. So that was his secret eh? I should try that sometime.

“Boy, you really came prepared, didn’t you Paul?”

He didn’t respond verbally, manhandling me, spreading my butt cheeks apart and treating me like the dirty cum slut that I was.

He spit on his hands and rubbed it all over my ass, and then stuck a finger in my hole, moving it around and around, causing me to tense up with pleasurable thoughts about what was to come next. I was hungry for it. He spat again, and rubbed it over his cock, then positioned himself on top of my doorway to paradise.

Just to my right, a cock appeared through the hole next to me. I looked at Paul and grinned.

“Do it,” he said, smiling at me. So I decided to give the strange cock a hand job as Paul fucked my boy pussy.

He lined up against me, and the head of his cock just entering me. I moaned, and started touching the stranger’s cock. I pressed my nails into gently, and I heard a moan from the other side of the cheap plywood wall.

I concentrated on Paul as he went deeper and deeper. The pain was there, but thanks to Donna’s drilling it was a bit easier on me. The pleasure came too. Soon he was up me entirely and going faster and faster. At the same time I had the other cock in my hand, stroking it up and down. I felt pre cum leak onto my fingertips.

Paul had reached my p-spot, the magical spot for transgender women, which I was starting to think of myself as. I bucked my hips backwards onto Paul, making his cock almost come out of me, and then feeling it work its way back into me. The difference between Paul’s cock and the silicone toy was incredible.

I heard Paul let out wordless nonsense, and then felt a warmth fill me entirely, a few drops sliding down my butt cheeks. I felt the “sneeze” welling up from deep inside me. I was desperate to cum as soon as I laid eyes on Paul’s cock, and so I shot a huge load into my G-String, screaming out in pleasure.

“Does my little cum slut like this?” he asked rhetorically.

“Oh FUCK YEAH!!” I exclaimed, not holding back anything.

The cock in the other room was so turned on by what he heard that I felt an explosion of his jizz on my hand, filling my palm. I turned to Paul and licked it up.

“God, you’re so fucking wild,” he said.

“Want a taste?” I asked, grinning.

“Sure, why not,” and Paul took my hand and licked it up. When I got my hand back I took what he missed.

We kissed in the room for a while, and got ourselves together before returning to the inside of the club. We both made our way through the dance floor where Donna and Marla were waiting.

“Oh wow, look at you two!” Marla exclaimed. “Bet I know where you were!”

I wasn’t embarrassed at all and looked at both of them  triumphantly.

“So Paul,” Donna asked, “did you have a good time with our little sister Vanessa?”

“What do you think,” Paul said, all smiles.

We hung out at the bar for a while longer, Paul buying us all more drinks.

Paul asked me, “Vanessa, can I have your number? I’d like to . . . no, I need to see you again.”

“Sure honey, any time.”

So after Paul said good night, we hung out a while longer then we went back to Donna’s and Marla’s place.

“So what do you think Vanessa? Which identity do you like more. Have we seen the last of all male, wimpy Devon?”

I wasn’t insulted and responded truthfully. “Yes, I love being Vanessa, and I think I may actually become her. I’m gonna find a doctor to give me the HRT.”

Donna looked at Marla. “Look what we’ve created Donna!”

“Yeah, we just got ourselves a new girlfriend with a ‘little something extra.’”

I loved it. I loved Donna and Marla and was looking forward to seeing Paul again. I wondered how he would feel about the “real me.” I didn’t think he would mind at all. In fact, I thought he would be turned on by it.

***

I saw Donna and Marla about three times a week that summer. At the same time, my dad told me he was seeing a girl steadily for about three months. I was happy for him.

“So dad, do you think this is serious? You talk a lot about her. When am I going to meet her.?

“You know something Devon. I’m thinking about asking her to move in here with me.”

“Really? Wow. Then I guess this is serious. I’m glad for you pops. You’ve been alone for too long.”

“Soon Devon. I think I’ll bring her over to the house for you to meet her.”

“Good,” I said. So that Sunday, about a week before I was to return to college, dad brought her over to the house for dinner. Dad and I had a lot to discuss. I wondered about how I would tell him about Vanessa, and that I would be transitioning. Well, I would have to ask Cindy about that.

I came home from my last day at BEST BUY. I couldn’t wait to meet his new girlfriend.

I came in the front door and walked into the kitchen. I heard them talking and I had a sense of déjà vu. I know I knew that voice . . . and that laugh.

As I came into the kitchen I thought I would keel over.

“Devon, I’d like you to meet my sweet heart. This is Marla.”

I froze. “What’s wrong Devon, it looks like you’ve seen a ghost. Do you two know each other?” my dad asked, a curious expression on his face.

“Uh, no dad, I just had a hard day at work, it’s good to be home,” I said, staring at Marla, totally in shock.

“Hi Devon,” she said, grinning. “It’s nice to meet you. I just know we’re going to be great friends,” she said.

I composed myself a little bit, the thinking would come later, and I said, “Yes Marla, I know we will. If my dad thinks you’re right for him, then I’m all for it.”

“Good, good,” Marla said, grinning.

❤️❤️❤️
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