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I was at the club yet again, but I wasn’t brave enough to talk to any of the girls in the building. I could only admire them from afar, wishing I had the strapping muscles of the guys who seemed to get all the girls. It wasn’t that I didn’t go to the gym, either. I went to the gym plenty, but no matter what I did, my arms never got bigger and my legs stayed scrawny. 

It was whatever, really. I wasn’t about to pump myself up with steroids or anything chemical like those other guys. Was that how they all did it? Powders and supplements and toxic bullshit?

I was a librarian and read far too much about the disastrous consequences of taking steroids. I didn’t have big arms or legs, but my cock was bigger than most, and I wasn’t trying to fuck that up. The times I’d actually gotten a girl in the bedroom, she usually dropped to her knees, eager to get my cock into her mouth, but none of those hot hookups led to relationships or anything other than very short flings.

Girls loved my big dick, but there had to be something wrong with my personality. Maybe I wasn’t enough of an asshole to the girls. Not dominant enough. Not funny enough. I didn’t have very much confidence, which was why I loved my job at the library.

I could teach people to surf the internet, show them the endless treasures that could be found within the books at the library, or I could organize community events with the help of concerned citizens. I loved the people that came through the library, but most of the women I met there were many years older than me or married with kids.

There were some college girls who came through the library’s doors, but they all wanted the rude jocks. They wanted the boys that would grab them by their hair and make them choke on their dicks, but that really wasn’t me. I loved watching that shit in porn, sure, but to do it in real life? That made me feel like a fraud. An actor playing a role I had no business playing.

I threw back the rest of my drink, accepting another night of defeat at the club. Not that I’d gone up to any of the girls. I’d barely even made eye contact with any. They all took one glance at me and kept their eyes moving, desperately looking for that man that would put them in their place. That alpha guy that I would never be.

It sucked, but I was learning to accept my fate.

Now that I was twenty-five, I’d been around long enough to know that everyone didn’t get everything they wanted in life. I had the job of my dreams, a decent apartment, and plenty of money in my bank account. I lived a simple life. Wanted for nothing, except a woman obviously, but there were plenty of guys out there like me.

I had cock sleeves and fake pussies to fuck, and I could order more online if I wanted. I had no problems turning on a hot porno and getting myself off, but that didn’t compare to the touch of a woman. That didn’t compare to having a pair of painted lips wrapped tightly around my dick.

Alas, that wasn’t happening for me that night, and it probably wouldn’t happen for me any other night. I didn’t know why I tortured myself by coming out to the clubs when there wasn’t a single woman who wanted to talk to me, or at least that was what I thought until my life changed unexpectedly as I was walking toward the doors to head home.

“Hey there,” a pretty blonde said to me as she stepped into my path, blocking me from the exit. She was wearing a blue dress with a mostly open front, exposing a lot of skin. Her breasts looked perky even without a bra. The dress went halfway down her thighs, and the heels she was wearing made her legs look long and kissable. I would have dropped to my knees to run my tongue up her smooth, perfumed skin without question.

I didn’t know what this girl wanted, but I figured she was going to ask me for the time. Maybe she would ask me to point her to the restroom. I didn’t fucking know, but I also didn’t say anything when she said hey. I stood there looking up and down her body like a fucking fool, transfixed by the sight of her sun-kissed skin.

“Hello,” the girl said and waved her hand in front of my face. “Are you leaving already?”

“Yeah, I am. Excuse me,” I said and tried to step past her, but she put her hand on my shoulder and shook her head. I groaned. “What? Just let me go.”

“Why? You don’t want to dance with me?” the girl asked with a friendly smile.

“I don’t know what games you’re trying to play, but I just want to go home.”

She frowned. “Why are you acting like that? I just want to dance, and I think you’re really cute.”

“Yeah, right.”

“Oh, come on! You need to up your confidence a touch. Let me help you,” the girl said and grabbed my hand. She led me toward the dance floor. I nearly shook my hand from out of her grip and sprinted toward the exit, but wasn’t this what I wanted? Didn’t I want a hot girl to pay me some attention?

“So, what’s your name?” the girl asked as she pressed her body up against mine, doing a little two step now that we were on the dance floor.

“I’m Gerald. You?”

“Josephine,” she said in a seductive voice that got me a little excited. Was this chick actually into me? Did she really think that I was attractive? What was different about her than other girls? Why me?

“Nice to meet you, Josephine.”

“I’ve had my eye on you all night.”

“Really?” I asked, shocked.

“Yeah,” she said and moved her right hand to my left ear. She rubbed my earlobe between her fingers before moving her fingers into the mop of hair on my head, staring into my eyes as she did.

Fuck, that simple touch had me rock hard. I wasn’t sure a woman had ever touched me so intimately. The few times I’d had sex were quick and nothing like what I saw in pornos, but this girl. This Josephine. She was something else. I could feel it.

“You’re just my type. A little shy, thin body, and a cute head of hair. Am I your type of girl?”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“What do you like about me? Tell me.”

“Uh… shit. Well… you look incredible in that dress. Your skin is soft and smooth and glistening like you’ve spent the summer in the sun. You smell amazing, and damn, I don’t know. You’re fucking hot,” I said with a laugh.

“Yeah? You think I’m hot?”

“Fuck yeah,” I said.

“Mmm,” Josephine purred. “Spin me in a circle. I want to feel like a princess.”

I did what Josephine asked, lifting her arm into the air and spinning her in a circle like a girl at a ball. She wasn’t wearing anything near a ballgown, but she still looked amazing. The way her breasts swayed. The way hints of her perfume floated through the air. It was all more than I could handle, but I tried my best to keep a straight face before Josephine dropped me like all the other girls in my life.

Josephine laughed and fell against me after spinning in a circle, placing a hand on my chest. We slow danced for the next few minutes until Josephine told me that she was bored and wanted me to buy her a drink. Who was I to refuse?

“Sure, what do you want?”

“Nothing fancy. Just a glass of prosecco. You should have one too.”

“Okay, yeah. That sounds good.”

I didn’t care what I drank. Normally I had a whiskey on the rocks because that was what my dad drank when I was growing up, and I tried to be like him, even though we were nothing alike. He’d played football in college, had zero troubles finding women after my mom divorced him because of his toxic masculinity, and was generally the epitome of the alpha male all girls seemed to want, but something told me Josephine didn’t go for that type of guy.

Josephine pulled me over to the bar and ordered two glasses of prosecco. I charged the drinks to my credit card and followed Josephine over to an empty table in a quiet corner, far from the dance floor. She scooted up next to me and placed her hand on my thigh.

“So, cutie, what do you do?”

“I work in a library, and I like to cook or go on nature walks. What about you?”

“I’m a writer for a fashion and lifestyle blog. I also write about celebrity gossip. There’s nothing I love more than making a bowl of popcorn and watching celebrity gossip bloggers.”

I laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, sorry. I just don’t see the appeal of celebrity gossip.”

“They’re like fictional characters in our everyday lives. It’s fun to talk about them. Judge them. Pretend that we’re better than them. It must be so hard being a celebrity and having the entire world talk about their business,” said Josephine.

“Yeah, I doubt it would be easy.”

“Could you imagine being broke and having to deal with that? I feel the worst for those celebrities. The ones who’ve fallen from the heights of their careers.”

“Yeah,” I said and took a sip of my prosecco.

Josephine laughed and draped her arms over my shoulders. “I’m boring you talking about that, aren’t I?”

I shrugged, not wanting to offend the girl that might let me fuck her pussy. I wanted to feel my dick inside of her before I fucked up everything like I usually did. Josephine just laughed and ran her fingers along my jawline as she stared at me from a few centimeters away, intoxicating me with the smell of her perfume.

I gasped when she dropped her hand onto my crotch, rubbing the outline of my hardened cock. Josephine laughed and nibbled on my earlobe as she kept rubbing the outline of my manhood, and all I could do was moan. All I could do was take it.

“Ooh, seems like someone is excited.”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“You want me to suck your cock?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Mmm,” Josephine purred into my ears, only making me grow harder. I glanced to my side and could see her nipples. They were barely covered by the fabric of the dress, and they were as hard as my dick, threatening to slice through the fabric. “I have a proposition for you, Gerald.”

“What?” I asked in a strained voice, feeling like I was about to shoot a hot, thick load of cum into my pants, which would be absolutely humiliating. I didn’t want to, but my balls were tight, my dick was hard, and Josephine’s touch had me feeling like I might explode.

Josephine pressed her lips against my ear, but what she said next shocked me to my core.

“I’ll suck your dick as long as you dress up as my girl.”

I didn’t know how to respond. My dick didn’t go down, but was a little pleasure worth making a fool of myself? I would look ridiculous dressed up as a girl!

“What do you say, Gerald? Are you willing to become my girl?”

I was so confused as Josephine brushed her fingertips against my skin. I wanted to feel her mouth on my dick, but I didn’t know the first thing about being a girl.

“I… I don’t know.”

“Have you ever tried it?”

“Dressing up as a girl?” I asked.

Josephine nodded. I shook my head, still in the bubble of her perfume. Her fingers still on my body. I wanted Josephine, but she’d complicated the situation.

“I’ll help you. Just say yes, and we can have some fun.”

I thought about it for a second. What was there to lose? My life was pretty boring, and Josephine was offering a bit of excitement.

“Okay, let’s do it.”

With those words, Josephine smiled and pulled me out of the club.
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Josephine took me back to her place since she lived walking distance from the club. Her apartment was on the fourth floor of a mixed-use building and had spectacular views of the city. I stood in the window, taking in the sights as Josephine fixed us a couple glasses of water.

She came up behind me, making me jump a little when she put her hand on my shoulder. She chuckled and passed the glass of ice water to me, rubbing her fingers against my earlobes. Fuck, my dick had just gone down after our walk over to her place, and now it was going right back up again.

“I’m so happy you came home with me,” Josephine said as she pushed her fingers into my hair.

“Yeah?”

“Mhm,” Josephine purred as she gripped a bunch of my hair, pulling my head back slightly. She stuck out her tongue and licked along my neck, sending chills across my body.

I never thought much about my shoulder-length hair until Josephine was running her hands through it, telling me how cute it would look once I shaved the fuzz off my face and applied a little makeup. She even complimented the plumpness of my lips, which was something else I’d never considered about myself.

“How do you feel, Gerald?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Are you afraid?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t afraid of dressing up as a girl. There was something about Josephine that made me trust her, even if that was foolish, as we’d only met a couple hours ago, but she had a positive energy about her. She didn’t seem like the type to cause drama. She seemed like she simply wanted to have a bit of fun.

“Great! You needn’t be afraid, but I’ll need you to turn that frown upside-down! I can’t feminize you if you’re not happy about it.”

“Feminize me?”

“Fancy way of saying turn you into a girl,” Josephine said with a laugh.

My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach as I stood there by the window, hardly feeling it when Josephine pulled me away to guide me to the couch. She sat me down and took the glass of water from my paralyzed hands, placing it on the coffee table.

“Don’t be so nervous, Gerald! It’s not like putting on a pair of panties will hurt you!”

My stomach stirred as Josephine cackled. I could tell that she was enjoying making me squirm, but what was so wrong about a guy wearing a skirt? What was so wrong about a guy shaving his legs or putting on a little makeup? If that was the price I had to pay to slide around inside of Josephine’s pussy, it was the ultimate discount.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“I am right! You can do it, handsome! Should we get started?”

“I guess,” I said through a groan.

Everything I’d been taught in life told me that wearing women’s clothing would make me gay. It would make me less of a man, but Josephine was all woman, and this was her idea. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be inside of her. Nothing about that was gay. I didn’t have any problems with gay guys, not at all, but I couldn’t stop hearing my father’s machismo ringing in my ears. He would push me to take steroids or whatever supplements I needed to beef up and become the alpha man he wanted for a son.

We didn’t even talk much since the divorce since he was busy traveling around the world and banging whatever chicks would get into bed with him, which were plenty, but I didn’t want to be like that. I didn’t want to act like I was someone I wasn’t. Every time I tried acting like an alpha, I ended up feeling sick with myself.

“Come with me,” Josephine said as she stood from the couch.

I nodded and followed her to the bathroom. She grabbed a few supplies, and I knew this was my last chance to leave. It was my chance to tell Josephine that she was crazy for thinking she could dress me up as a girl, but then I saw the excitement and anticipation in her expression. She wanted this.

“Why are you doing this?”

“You’re cute.”

“Yeah, but why do you want to dress me up as a girl? Don’t you want an alpha guy?”

Josephine laughed and shook her head as she continued gathering the supplies that she would need to feminize me. She had a razor, shaving cream, a feminine shower gel, and body butter. She had all those supplies sitting on top of a plush towel.

“Why would I want to deal with all that toxic masculinity? I hate alpha guys. Guys that think they rule the world just because they’re men are not my cup of tea. I prefer guys who aren’t afraid to experiment or play around with their feminine sides. That doesn’t mean I only like thin guys. There are plenty of beefy, muscular guys who are worlds away from being toxic.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Why are you asking this?” Josephine asked as we stood in her bathroom.

I shrugged, not wanting to get into the details of my personal life. I hated how my father’s ideals had such a hold over me after all this time, but he had spent my entire childhood drilling them into me, telling me how men should act. How they should be powerful and controlling. I also saw how his actions drove my sweet mother to madness, so maybe he’d been wrong.

Maybe I shouldn’t be afraid to get in touch with my feminine side, especially not for a girl as sexy as Josephine. I only wished I could be as comfortable as Josephine. She seemed so sure of herself and what she wanted, and I couldn’t even feel halfway like that.

“Why are you so conflicted, Gerald? I can see it in your eyes.”

“It’s nothing,” I said with a shake of the head.

“It doesn’t seem like nothing,” Josephine said as she pressed herself up against me, still wearing that dress that hardly covered her breasts. I loved their softness against my chest, pushing into my body like a head against a pillow. “You can tell me what’s going through your mind, Gerald. I won’t judge.”

Josephine stared at me with her pretty blue eyes. Looking at her made me feel safe. It was weird since we’d only just met, but I felt like I could trust her with my doubts and conflicted desires. I told her a brief history of my father and his ways, spewing word after word until Josephine placed a hand on my shoulder to bring me back to the moment.

“Your father isn’t here right now. I’m sorry that he put all those negative thoughts into your head, but you don’t have to worry about him. You know why?”

I shook my head.

“You’re with me, handsome, and I like boys like you. I like boys who are sensitive and caring and unafraid to be themselves, even if it goes against the ‘ideal’. Do you understand me?”

I nodded, casting my gaze to the floor, too embarrassed to meet her eyes, but then Josephine lifted my chin to look at her. She stared at me with unrelenting eyes. I was thinking about giving up and leaving until that moment our eyes met. Josephine would be as crushed as I would be if I left, so I sighed and asked her what I needed to do.

“Trust me, it’s not as bad as you think.”

“We’ll see about that.”

“Get in the shower and shave your entire body. Everywhere a girl would shave, and then we can work on the rest once you’re out. Make sure to wash your hair too. I have some plans for it.”

I had no idea what Josephine had planned, but I stepped into the shower and followed her command. I lathered my legs with the shaving cream, freeing them of hair for the first time in my life. I couldn’t believe how much they glistened when the water washed over them and removed all the extra hairs.

I kept going, shaving my chest and ass and underarms. I turned off the water to step out of the shower and shave my face at the sink, admiring the rest of my work as I did. I didn’t look too girly yet, but I was halfway there. I liked the smoothness of my skin. I liked how my body looked without hair, so when I stepped back into the shower to wash myself with the girly body wash, I was whistling a song!

I lathered myself with the foamy shower gel, doing a little dance as I stepped into the stream of water to rinse the soap suds from my body. I didn’t know what it was, but I was getting excited! I couldn’t wait to see what else Josephine would do with me, so I was practically running out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist once I was finished in the shower. 

“How did you do?” Josephine asked. She was sitting on the couch with a bunch of stuff next to her, stuff I could only assume she would use to doll up my face.

“I think I did okay,” I said.

“Drop the towel,” she said.

“What?”

“You heard me, Gerald. Drop the towel!”

I swallowed my breath and did what she said. She’d already felt the outline of my dick, so what was the big deal if she saw it? What shocked me is how much her eyes widened once she got a glimpse of my manhood.

“My, you’re a big boy, aren’t you?”

I chuckled and shrugged. 

“Come over here and put on this thong before I lose self-control.”

Josephine didn’t take her eyes off my dick as I walked over to her. She patted the spot next to her on the couch. I took a seat there and moaned a little when Josephine placed her hand on my exposed thigh, staring into my eyes with that seductive gaze of hers. She handed me a tiny black thong that looked like it wasn’t anywhere near big enough to hold my dick.

“Put it on before you get hard!” Josephine said and snapped her fingers.

I nodded and put my feet into the thong, and then I pulled it up my legs. It barely held my cock, but somehow it fit. The strangest part of all though was the little string that disappeared between my ass cheeks, and that really made me feel like a girl.

“Is this what you guys deal with? Fuck.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Josephine said with a laugh. “Next is your bra.”

“A bra? You can’t be serious,” I said.

Josephine gave me a look that told me she was indeed serious. She stood to help me with the bra, hooking it into place. She slid in two breast forms after that, which made me feel even more like a girl once they were in place. There was no mirror to see what I looked like, but I could only imagine.

“Here, put on this skirt and crop top too. They’ll look so cute, I’m sure of it.” 

 I groaned, but I put on the skirt and crop top, anyway. Josephine patted the couch to sit next to her, so I returned to where I’d been, now wearing a skirt and a crop top, which made me feel more than a little awkward, but then Josephine pulled out a bunch of makeup.

“Are you going to put that on me?”

“Duh! You’re so silly,” she said with a laugh. “Close your eyes.”

I didn’t want to wear makeup, but I closed my eyes anyway, letting Josephine apply all the different creams, liquids, and powders that she wanted. Her last step was to add two barrettes to my hair, and then she told me that she had finished. I didn’t know how long had passed, but I couldn’t believe it when Josephine held up a mirror to let me see my reflection.

I looked like a completely different person!

I looked like a girl!
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“What do you think?” Josephine asked me as she held the mirror in front of my face.

“I… I… don’t know what to say.”

“Do you love it?”

“I… don’t hate it.”

Josephine laughed and threw herself against me, throwing the compact mirror over her shoulder. She pressed her lips against my neck as she touched my exposed side, slowly reaching her hand up my crop top to grab a handful of my boob.

I moaned at the sensation of her touch, feeling my cock grow in the tiny black thong that Josephine had put me in. Was it weird that I loved how tight it felt around my crotch? Was it weird that I loved how big my cock felt in the little bit of fabric?

“Fuck, I want to ride that girly dick so bad.”

“Ride it,” I said in a desperate whisper.

Josephine chuckled and moved away from me a few inches. She moved her hand up my thigh, closer to the shadows of the skirt. My cock was straining against the fabric of the thong, begging to break free, but Josephine was nothing more than a tease!

She hopped up from the couch and giggled as she skipped to the kitchen, leaving me huffing and puffing. I wanted to bury my dick in her pussy so badly. I’d even dressed up like a girl how she wanted, but I could already tell that she was going to make me work for it.

“You know what would be so much fun?”

“Huh?” I asked, trying to hide my frustration. I doubted I was successful, judging by that big smirk on her face. She opened her freezer and pulled out a big bottle of vodka. She took a swig before walking over to me, passing me the bottle.

I put my painted lips to the mouth of the bottle and threw back a shot, wincing as the alcohol burned on the way down.

“We should take some pictures!”

“Pictures? No, no way! I can’t risk anyone seeing me like this!”

Josephine frowned and placed a hand on her hip, tilting her head to the side. She had the cutest sad face. Fucking bitch. I had a serious love-hate moment as she stared at me with pouty lips, blinking her big, blue eyes. She knew that she could get whatever she wanted by looking all sad like that.

“Why do you want to take pictures? Isn’t it enough to see me like this?”

“No!” she said forcefully. “I need pictures!”

“Are you going to show them to anyone?”

Josephine shrugged. “Does it matter if you’re not around to see me show them to someone else?”

“Yes! Of course it matters! I don’t want people seeing me like this.”

“I guess you don’t want to feel my pussy on your dick then, either, huh?” Josephine asked before reaching to grab the vodka bottle from me to take another shot.

I especially hated her at that moment, but what was I about to do? My dick was half erect, and my balls were bluer than the deep ocean. I needed to bust this load, and I needed to do it with her. I couldn’t go back to my apartment after I’d come this far.

“Fine, but not my face.”

“You know I’m going to take a picture of your face. Why are you fighting this, Gerald? Don’t you think you look cute? I certainly do!”

Josephine’s voice was so upbeat and bubbly. I didn’t know what to do. What to think. She was so adorable, but she was also making me do things I never in a million years thought I would.

“Can I at least delete the pictures that I don’t like?”

“Sure! What kind of friend would I be if I didn’t let you do that?”

I shook my head, trying to hide a smile. Josephine was so ridiculous. If she really wanted to be my friend, she would let me skip the photo entirely, but she wasn’t about to do that. She already had her phone out and was walking toward me. She set the vodka bottle on the coffee table, and then she plopped down onto my lap.

She was sitting right on my dick. Her sweet ass was right there. I knew that she could feel my cock jumping against her bum, but she said nothing. She opened the selfie mode on her camera and turned it toward us, holding her phone at a tilted angle to get the best photo that she could.

I hated to admit it, but I didn’t look half bad as I stared at myself on the cell phone’s screen. I could hardly even tell that it was me, and if I could barely tell, I doubted that anyone else would be able to recognize me from the photo. 

I relaxed and smiled, wrapping my hand a little more tightly around Josephine’s waist. She hooted and turned to me to place a little kiss on my cheek before turning back to the camera. We smiled as she shot several different pictures, and then I told Josephine to send me a few of them, which she did.

“I told you it wouldn’t be bad!”

“Yeah, I guess you were right.”

“You know what else wouldn’t be bad?”

“Huh?” I asked.

Josephine lifted her eyebrows before sliding off the couch. She climbed between my legs and lifted my skirt. Weird sounds came out my mouth as Josephine moved her hands closer to my hard dick. I gasped loudly when she pulled it out of the side of the black thong, and when I looked down at it, fuck, my cock looked so big.

“You are one big boy.”

“You like my cock?”

“Mhm. I love your girly cock.”

“Fuck yeah you do,” I said.

Josephine grinned at me as she stared into my eyes and slowly stroked my dick. Her hand around my cock felt so fucking good. My balls were already tight like I could cum, but I’d edged myself enough times that I could make it a few more minutes. 

I hoped.

When Josephine wrapped her lips around my girly dick, I lost all sense of control. I closed my eyes as the intense pleasure flooded my body. Josephine moved her lips further down my cock, covering my manhood in a slick layer of spit, and when she looked up at me with her mouth stuffed full of cock.

Fuck. 

I would never forget how sexy she looked at that moment, and the sight of my hairless, girly cock was growing on me. I loved how the thong around my base lifted my dick and made it look even bigger than it normally would.

Josephine moved her mouth down my cock until she choked lightly on it, but then she opened her throat and swallowed my cock all the way down to its base. I put my hands into her hair, telling her that I loved her mouth on my cock. I nearly told Josephine that I loved her but stopped at the last second.

Josephine pulled her mouth off my cock and sucked in a sharp breath as she wiped her wet, sticky lips. Then she did what I’d been hoping for all along, lifting herself until she was straddling my hips. She grabbed my shoulders and accepted my dick into her wet pussy.

I cursed as her walls hugged my cock, tight around my shaft as she lowered herself to my base.

“Fuck, I love this girly dick! It’s so big!”

“Yeah! Fuck yeah you do!”

“Fuck me with your girly dick!”

I did what Josephine wanted. I grabbed her hips and lifted her slightly into the air, and then I pounded her pussy. I couldn’t take my eyes off the junction where our bodies met. Sounds of wet flesh smacking together filled the air as I thrusted my hips, sliding in and out of her dripping womanhood.

“Yes! Yes!” she screamed. “I’m so close! Keep going!”

Josephine reached down to rub her clit as I kept fucking her pussy, and I was close myself, barely holding on as her girly juices ran all over my shaved, girly cock. I’d never seen anything so sexy as our two bodies joined together.

“Fuck!” Josephine screamed as she dropped her head back and came all over my dick. She hollered and moaned as her walls squeezed my cock, pushing me over the edge. I held her hips tightly as my cock flooded her pussy with cum.

Josephine fell against me a moment later. I hugged her tightly as she slowly lifted her pussy off my dick. We kissed and held each other for the next five minutes, and we couldn’t even stop ourselves from continuing into a round two.
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It was a few days later when Josephine called me over to her house. We spent the entire night our first night together fucking until we literally couldn’t go another second. It was probably the most magical night of my life, and I couldn’t wait to see if tonight would be even better.

Josephine had me shave before I came over, and she had a change of clothes for me when I got to her place. It was a super cute black dress that would be easy to push up for fucking. She also had me put on red lingerie this time to contrast against the black fabric of the dress, and I felt so cute once I was wearing it.

She did my makeup and put some jewelry on me, even making me slip on a pair of black kitten heels. She told me that she would teach me to wear pumps and stilettos eventually, but she didn’t want me falling on my ass and hurting myself.

“I thought we could do something a little different tonight,” said Josephine.

“Different how?”

Josephine giggled and skipped out of the room, returning with a strap-on dildo dangling from her hands. My eyes widened, and I swallowed my breath as I took in the sight of that thing. It probably wasn’t as long as my cock, but it was thick. Far too thick for my virgin bottom.

“Don’t worry! I’m not trying to fuck you. Not tonight at least,” Josephine said and cackled.

“What do you mean?”

“I set up a dating profile for us! There’s one super hot guy who is interested, but he wants to see a picture of your cock first.”

“What the fuck? What are you talking about, Josephine?”

Josephine laughed. I didn’t know what she thought we were about to do, but anything with a guy was probably a step too far for me. I just wanted her to ride my dick and let me fuck her like she did the last time we were together. 

“Lighten up, boy!”

“Why did you set up a dating profile for us? And what do you mean that there is a guy who’s interested? I’m not gay.”

“Don’t you want to fuck some ass? Won’t you even consider it?”

I crossed my arms over my chest and shook my head. Josephine ran over to me and plopped down next to me on the couch where I was sitting. 

“Oh, come on! He wants to play with both of us. He thinks you look super sexy as a girl, and I have to agree.”

“Yeah, but why can’t we just fool around?”

“I mean, we can, but I thought you might want to let someone else be on the receiving end. Unless you want to take my big cock?”

I took one look at the strap-on dildo and realized that Josephine had me backed into a corner. I had never really thought about fooling around with a guy, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if Josephine was there.

“What if I can’t get hard?”

“I’ll make sure you get hard. I’ll actually do that right now to get a picture of your dick... if you’re willing.”

I glanced down at my crotch, trying to picture myself fucking some dude, and maybe I could do it… with Josephine by my side. 

“So, this guy wants us both to fuck him?”

“Yeah, he’s been sending me pictures of his asshole. Want to see?”

“Uh… sure?”

Josephine giggled and unlocked her phone. She went to the app she was using and turned the screen toward me to show me pictures of the guy’s asshole, and I was weirdly… turned on. The guy was big, but if he wanted to get fucked, maybe it would be hot, especially if Josephine was plowing the guy too.

“It’s hot, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess.”

“Tell me you wouldn’t fuck that!”

“I would if you were there with me.”

Josephine grinned and wrapped her hand along the side of my face as she leaned in close to give me a kiss. “That’s all I wanted to hear. Now, how about I make you hard, so this guy can see how big your girly dick is?”

“Uh… yeah, okay.”

Josephine smirked as she fell to her knees between my legs. She lifted my black dress and moved my red thong to the side, and my cock was already half hard when she wiggled it out of the thong, and it got increasingly hard when she wrapped her warm, wet lips around it.

It didn’t take long before I was fully erect, shaking a little from the pleasure coursing through my body. Josephine pulled her lips off my cock and giggled as she reached for her phone to take a picture of my feminized cock, and fuck, I was kind of turned on by the sight of it. If this guy wanted my cock, who was I to judge? 

“Sent,” Josephine said a moment later. “Fingers crossed he agrees.”

“Yeah, fingers crossed,” I echoed.

***

The guy agreed, and my heart was racing when I heard his footsteps coming down the hallway. Josephine looked absolutely giddy. She had a sheet on the living-room floor, a big bottle of silicone lubricant, and her strap-on dildo. She ran over to the door when our guest knocked.

“Ralph, I’m so glad you made it!” Josephine said when she opened the door. “I’m Josephine, and this is my femboy Gerald. Isn’t he adorable?”

“Yeah,” Ralph said in a scruffy voice as he stared right into my eyes. He was much bigger than I would have expected, and I certainly wouldn’t have pegged the guy as someone who wanted to get plowed by two dicks. He was the type of guy everyone would assume was an alpha. Tall, deep voice, strapping muscles. He looked like he should be a sergeant in the military.

I waved.

He waved back.

He stripped off his clothes a second later. He had a cock ring around his already half-erect cock, and then he took Josephine and pulled her into his arms to kiss her. She moaned into his mouth, opening her eyes for the briefest of seconds to look at me, and I knew then that I had to join them.

The train had left the station, and I was onboard. I walked over to them, and Ralph pulled me close to his rugged body. He was so firm and muscular, and I felt a weird sense of arousal as he touched my body, but Josephine’s hands were on me too.

We kissed and touched like that for a few minutes until Ralph pushed me over toward the sheet on the floor. He pushed on my shoulders until I dropped to the ground, and then he dropped to his knees in front of me. He spread my legs with a forceful hand and lifted my dress, revealing the tiny red thong that was covering my cock. 

My hard cock.

I didn’t know why I was hard from a man, but I was. I could no longer deny it, but Ralph’s rough touch got me excited, and his mouth felt warm and soft and wet when he wrapped his lips around my feminized dick. He had no problems swallowing my entire shaft, pushing it deep into his throat.

I gasped, but then Josephine stepped in front of me and lifted her dress. Then she grabbed the back of my head and shoved my face into her pussy. She was so hot and wet on my face, and all I could do was slide my tongue across the folds of her pussy while Ralph bobbed his head along my dick.

It was all too much to handle!

Ralph seemed to notice this and pulled off my dick. He was already naked and ready. He grabbed the bottle of lube and put some on his fingers before rubbing the clear liquid against his hole, getting to his hands and knees.

“Put on the strap and fuck me,” he commanded Josephine.

She held my face against her womanhood for a second longer before releasing me. I sucked in a sharp breath as she reached to grab the strap-on dildo, pulling it up her legs and fastening it into place. She dropped to her knees behind Ralph and grabbed the bottle of lube to lather her dick.

“Come over here and let me suck your dick, femboy! Just one warning, though. You’d better not cum before I get to feel that big girly dick fucking me.”

I nodded as I stared into Ralph’s powerful eyes, and then I crawled over to him and sat in front of him with my dick hanging out of the red thong. He smirked at me before reaching out to wrap his hands around my base, and then he took my cock into that warm mouth of his, showering me with pleasure. 

He grunted on my girly cock when Josephine pushed into him from behind. She winked at me as she filled his hole with her dick, and then she grabbed his hips and started pounding him hard. Ralph tightened his lips around my cock as Josephine fucked him, making me gasp and moan. I pushed him off my dick before I came, which made him smile.

“Good, boy. You know how to listen.”

I didn’t know what to say or how to respond, so I just sat there catching my breath, still on edge, like I could cum at any second.

Ralph dropped his head and moaned deeply as Josephine fucked him a little harder. She was really working his ass, and the smile on her face while she did it was priceless. Her tits bounced and swayed as she fucked Ralph, but then he moved forward, making her cock fall out of him.

“Hey!” Josephine protested. “What gives?” 

“I want you guys to DP me,” Ralph said. “You on bottom, femboy.”

I nodded and got to my back. I didn’t know how my life had led me to this point, but I was not upset about it. Ralph straddled my hips and winked at me before bearing down on my cock, filling himself with my shaft, and fuck. It felt so good. I didn’t even care that Ralph was a man. He wanted my dick so badly, and I wanted to give it to him.

“Now you, Josephine!”

Josephine giggled as she got behind Ralph. I couldn’t believe he was taking it when she started to push her fat cock into his already stuffed hole, but he was doing it! He grabbed my fake tits as Josephine pushed deeper and deeper into him, and the friction of her cock against mine was otherworldly.

“Yes!” Ralph said in a deep voice. “Fuck me, girl!”

Josephine thrusted her hips, and that about did me in. I screamed out as her cock kept rubbing up against mine, basically jacking it off while it was surrounded by the warmth and tightness of Ralph’s hole. I wanted to last, but I couldn’t. It felt too good.

“I’m sorry,” I said in a breath before screaming out. I was trying so hard to hold my load, but it was impossible. “Fuck!”

“Yeah, femboy! Fill my hole!” 

Thick streams of cum left my dick and filled Ralph’s stuffed hole, but the cum made for an amazing lubricant. Ralph moaned as Josephine moved her hips a little more easily, not at all bothered by the fact that I was being tormented by the intense pleasure.

They ignored my screams and moans, working me to a second orgasm shortly after the first. When I came that second time, the other two came with me. Ralph hollered out and gripped my shoulders just as his cum shot all over my abs, and then Josephine was cumming behind him. She had her hand in the strap, rubbing her clit, until she was screaming.

I’d never felt greater relief than when our bodies separated. I gasped and rolled over, laughing like a fool. I’d never cum twice like that in my life, and I was floating on cloud nine. The other two were as well. It was at least five minutes before we finally got up and started to clean ourselves.

“Glad I came over. You two did not disappoint,” Ralph said as he dried himself off with a towel.

“Neither did you,” Josephine said. 

I nodded my head in agreement. We hung out with Ralph for like half an hour before he said he had to leave. Josephine and I cuddled on the couch and watched a movie after he left until our eyes couldn’t stay open. I held her all night and didn’t want to let go when we woke up in the morning.

***

One Month Later

“Do you want me to pick up anything before I come over?” I asked Josephine as I sat in my apartment. I was already dressed in a skirt and heels, no longer worried about going out in public dressed as a girl. I had on a wig and jewelry too. The only people who really paid me any attention when I was all dolled up were horny guys. 

Not that I paid them any attention.

My heart belonged to Josephine.

“Would you get a joint from the dispensary? I want to smoke before we go out to eat.”

“Yeah, sure. Anything else?”

“Only your pretty face!”

“Be there in like forty-five minutes.”

“See you then,” Josephine said and hung up the phone.

I had the picture she’d taken as us saved as her contact image on my phone and spent a moment staring at it, rubbing my thumb over her pretty face. Josephine had really opened my eyes ever since we met, and I couldn’t wait to see where the future would take us. Josephine knew I wasn’t like other guys, but that was what she liked about me.

I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, my heels clicking against the floor as I went. I spun in a circle as I walked down the hallway to the staircase, happier and more comfortable with my life than I’d ever been.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Wallflower. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find other sweet and steamy reads and everything else you need to know. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they happen. Find new books of mine for free before they are released on Booksprout in exchange for a review. You’ll need to follow me on Booksprout to see which books are currently available to read because I keep most of the review copies private and exclusive for my readers.
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