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      Lock your doors, shut your curtains, and prepare yourself for ten MORE steaming-hot true tales. The names have been changed, but the details are unaltered. These never-before-published stories will get your blood-flowing.

      And be warned: some of these tales are not for the faint of heart!
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      Your heart managed to survive the first round of true stories. Now, we’ll see if it can make it through another round.

      Presented in this collection are ten additional tales, true according to those who told them to me. Some of these stories were told to me by close friends. Some by readers who have reached out to me. Some are tales that I just happened to find out about through gossiping tongues.

      These certainly aren’t stories you should read in public places. And, if you’re smart, you’ll keep a box of tissues nearby… and no—not for tears.
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      It was my first ever house party, at Tanner Beakman’s house just outside of Antigonish. The others at the party were house-party regulars; I’d heard countless stories of all the shenanigans, including tales of running from cops.

      Now, Tanner’s parents were out of town, but he supposedly had permission to throw a ‘reasonable party’. Whether or not that was true, who knows…

      I was stunned when I got an invite. I liked Tanner and he seemed to like me, but I wouldn’t say that we were friends. There were certainly others in his friend group that probably deserved a spot before me… so when he sent me a DM on Facebook asking me to come, I was a bit surprised—and even more surprised when I found out the next day there would only be a few of us there.

      I was nervous. I knew Tanner, but I didn’t know the others at the party very well. I recognized them from school, and I knew some names—but they were far removed from my own friend group.

      I didn’t really talk to anyone. I was handed a beer, but I’d never really tasted beer before. I took a sip and nearly spat. I heard some laughing, and I wondered if I’d been invited so that they could make fun of me.

      I’d always been removed from the ‘party’ types. My parents put me into lacrosse at a young age, and I was always travelling for tournaments. Every weekend was another tournament, and because of that, I didn’t go to sleepovers when I was that sleepover age, or birthday parties at the birthday party age, and so I didn’t have close school friends because of that. My friends were mostly lacrosse friends, and they were all straight-edge guys, focussed on sport performance, and not ‘fun’.

      Anyway, I was out of my element. I didn’t want to drink that beer, but I was worried they would make fun of me if I ditched it.

      They were all hanging out in the living room, laughing, chatting, so I just stood nearby. It was a long, uncomfortable couple of hours. I was learning that parties weren’t for me. My cold beer was now a warm beer, so it was even more disgusting to sip from.

      They all seemed to be enjoying themselves. Occasionally, one of Tanner’s friends would ask me a question about myself, but it almost seemed like it was just out of pity. I guess I wasn’t great at being a conversationalist.

      They kept offering to get me more drinks. They handed me a shot, and when they were all pounding the shots back, I tossed mine into a nearby houseplant.

      One of them saw me do it, and called me out in front of everyone. They all laughed at me. Then, they started asking me questions like, “Have you ever had a drink?”

      I lied and said yes.

      They could tell I was lying. Now, the attention was on me. I was such a loser to them, and that was fascinating. I tried to act cool. I pretended like none of it bothered me. They were teasing me. “Have you ever had sex?” one girl asked me.

      I was silent, unable to answer. I felt my face turning red. I wanted to lie… but I knew they would make fun of me even more for lying, so I just remained silent.

      They giggled.

      “Have you kissed a girl?”

      I was pale now. I regretted going to that party.

      They all laughed at me. Then, a girl said, “Quit teasing him so much. God forbid he’s not a degenerate like the rest of you!”

      I was stunned that she was standing up for me… because she was so pretty. She had long blonde hair, which was straightened, and she had big breasts, squished into a tiny crop top. Her name was Cindy, and every guy at school was in love with her. I would say myself included, but I’d always been convinced that she was just too far out of my league to even consider falling in love with.

      She looked at me and smiled, and my heart melted. Everyone obeyed her command, as if she was some sort of princess—and she looked like a princess with her glowing skin and glittering blue eyes.

      I was blushing all over. The conversation changed and I felt a wave of relief, but it was short-lived. After a couple more drinks, the others wanted to play ‘Spin the Bottle’.

      And it was at this point that I realized this party was designed for Spin the Bottle. In fact, it made clear sense now, because I’d overheard recently that Tanner was hoping to make Cindy his girlfriend, and now, Tanner was at a party with Cindy—and the other men at the party (myself included) were not exactly competition for Tanner.

      So I wasn’t surprised when I sat down (my heart racing) and then this chain of events happened: the bottle spun, it landed on me. It spun again, and landed on Cindy. Then, Cindy had the option to either finish her drink or kiss me on the lips…

      And she chose to drink. Everyone laughed. She looked at me with a sad look and said, “Sorry, Murphy.”

      I felt like an idiot. I was just there so that there would be enough players for a game of Spin the Bottle, but I was picked because Tanner knew Cindy would choose getting drunker over kissing me—or the other guys—and that would just mean that he would get to smooch his crush at some point.

      Now I should tell you about another guest at that party: Erica Peterson, who a year before had been better known as Eric Peterson.

      Eric was a lot like me when we were growing up: he played sports, travelled for tournaments, and usually stayed away from the party lifestyle. Then, on the first day of senior year, he showed up to school… as a girl.

      ‘Erica’ had come out of the closet that nobody could have guessed she was in. Of course, there was some teasing. A couple kids even got suspended for writing slurs on her locker. The teachers made it clear that intolerance wouldn’t be tolerated, and by November, it was old news.

      Now, Erica was at that party.

      I should be honest in describing Erica, because I want to make sure it’s understood that I’m not—and wasn’t—transphobic at all, but Erica hadn’t quite finished her transition yet. I’m not sure she was even on hormones yet, and after playing sports for years, she didn’t quite have a figure most people would call ‘feminine’.

      That being said, she did have a pretty face. She had a bit of work done, including lip fillers, and possibly a nose job. If you could look past her broad shoulders and strong legs, she did kind of look like a biological female.

      Anyway, the bottle landed on Erica, who was at that party, wearing a minidress that was a bit too tight on her body. Then, it landed on Pete Christopher, who tensed up. Erica slid over to get ready to kiss Pete, but then Pete grabbed his drink and said, “I’m drinking.” He didn’t look Erica in the eye, and Erica flushed red all over.

      She was obviously humiliated, but it was also hard to blame Pete. Pete was a popular guy at school, and kissing Erica would have been school news for a long time.

      The game went on. Patricia matched with me—but she chose to drink. Erica matched with Tanner, but Tanner chose to drink. There were only a few little quick kisses here and there.

      Then, the bottle landed on me once again. I was ready to watch some girl drink, and then it landed on Erica, and she looked at me. She wasn’t drinking. She was staring at me, waiting to see if I would drink.

      And I thought about it… but every other girl had passed on me, and every guy had passed on her, and if we ended up drinking, then… well, what was the point of any of this?

      Plus, she already seemed so humiliated, so rejected. I was also feeling embarrassed, but didn’t care too much, since I more-or-less saw the rejection coming.

      “You guys going to kiss or what?” Tanner asked.

      I shrugged my shoulders. I crawled across the floor. She turned dark red. Instead of recoiling, she leaned her head in. I was stunned that she was willing to kiss me.

      I didn’t actually want to kiss her. I was actually hoping she would reject me, and I would get points for being brave enough to go through with it.

      I also didn’t want to lose my first kiss to… Erica.

      But it was too late; I was committed to looking cool. They were all chanting ‘kiss’ over and over. So we kissed: a quick peck on the lips. We both recoiled back to our seats, and then the game went on.

      Tanner wasn’t going to let the game end until he matched with Cindy—but the bottle just wasn’t landing in his favour, so he kept drinking, and Cindy kept drinking, and the rest of us faced rejection after rejection—until the bottle landed on me and Erica again.

      And matching twice meant ‘ten second kiss’.

      She looked at me, eyes as wide as dinner plates. I sat there, thinking about drinking that rancid beer.

      But Erica was crawling across the floor. People were already ‘cheering’ us on. Someone even softly said, “They’re cute together.” I felt sick.

      She leaned in, so I closed my eyes and tilted up my chin. Her lips found mine… and we were kissing. Around us, people cheered. Her lips mashed against mine, even parting slightly so her tongue could graze my lips.

      The room suddenly became quiet as our lips ‘smacked’ together. Erica pulled back slowly, leaving a strand of spit between her lips and mine.

      I wiped my lips. She did the same. We retreated to our spots. My heart was racing. Erica was dark red all over. We didn’t look at each other.

      And then we matched again. I was starting to wonder if there was a conspiracy to get us together.

      A third match meant ‘seven minutes in heaven’. In this case, heaven was Tanner’s bedroom. Drinking, apparently, wasn’t an option anymore, so they took us and led us to the bedroom. “Have fun!” Cindy giggled as they closed the door on us.

      Then, I turned to face Erica. She was pale. I tried to muster a smile. “Do you like my dress?” she asked me. Her voice wasn’t totally convincing.

      “Yeah,” I said, though I thought it made her look more boyish than just a sweater and jeans.

      The room was silent. “Thanks for kissing me,” she whispered.

      “No problem. Um… you’re a good kisser.”

      She smiled.

      There was another long silence.

      Then, she whispered, “Want a blowjob?”

      I could hardly breathe. I felt the blood draining from my face. Then, I watched her awkwardly sink to her knees. My legs were trembling. I wanted to turn her down… but she was already doing it, and I didn’t want to be rude.

      I closed my eyes. I felt her pulling my penis out from my jeans. She made a comment about my size, but I couldn’t hear anything because my ears were now ringing.

      She began to suck. I could tell instantly that it was her first time—though I didn’t exactly have any experience to base that assumption on; it was just something that seemed… obvious. She was awkward. She gagged a few times. She wasn’t very elegant. She stopped to pick pubic hair from her tongue more than once. She tried—and failed—at deep-throating me. On the other side of the door, someone yelled, “Two minutes!”

      So Erica gripped my cock and began to pump me hard and fast. She was strangely determined to make me cum before the end of the seven minutes. She licked my tip with her tongue. For a moment, it hurt; she was jerking me so furiously. But after a minute, it felt good.

      “One minute!”

      “Come on,” she whispered.

      I came. I unloaded on her face, and she screamed. She recoiled, but her recoil was a failure, because now I was just cumming in her hair. “Stop!” she cried.

      Finally, she moved out of the way, but her face and hair were covered in cum. I’ll never forget her one closed eye—eyelid smeared with thick white cum. She wiped it, and it took off her mascara. “Are you fucking kidding me? You were supposed to warn me so I could swallow!” she whispered. “Help me find a towel or something!”

      I looked around. She used a pillowcase to wipe her face. I found nothing. She looked at me as if I was the devil himself. She raced past everyone when the door opened, and I just stood there blushing. “What happened?” Tanner laughed.

      I said nothing. I was so embarrassed. I said that I had to get home, so I rushed out of there before Erica even emerged from the bathroom.

      Erica did forgive me though. A couple months later, when we were grad camping, I hooked up with Erica in a tent. She gave me another blowjob, and then I put it in her ass and fucked her without a condom.
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      I was at a bar, alone, a few months after my divorce was finalized. And I’ll be honest: I was there to pick up some random drunk chick. It had been months since I’d been with a woman, and I really needed to get back into the game.

      But the night was not going my way. I tried flirting with a few girls, but they all rejected me (after I bought them drinks, of course). Maybe it was the gut that I put on during my marriage. Maybe it was just the fact that my hairline had shifted a full inch and a half since the last time I tried picking up a woman…

      Midnight came around and the bar started to look empty. The bartender was looking at me with this pathetic kind of look.

      But there was one ‘girl’ in the bar who was eyeing me occasionally—even smiling at me… except she wasn’t really a girl. She didn’t even look like a girl.

      She was wearing a dress, yes, but otherwise… she was a boy—hardly eighteen, bony figure, that ‘gay twang’ voice that seems to come with the body… Look—I’m not judging, I just wasn’t gay, and it was a gay twink in a dress. Even ‘her’ hair was shorter than mine, with a fade on one side.

      The bartender grinned and said, “That girl’s really into you.”

      I was honestly surprised the bartender even called her a girl. I just rolled my eyes and let out a sigh. “I guess it’s not the same game as when I was twenty-five, huh?”

      He laughed and poured me another drink. I don’t remember asking for that drink, but I was happy to drown my sorrows.

      And I kept drowning them until I was blacked-out. My literal net memory was waking up in an apartment that wasn’t mine, naked in a pink bed. I was next to a warm, snoring body. I could only see her head from behind—and I thought she was kind of cute, wearing tight pink strappy lingerie, her exposed back covered in freckles and beauty marks. She smelled strongly of perfume. But who was she?

      She rolled over, still asleep, and I saw that I was in bed, naked, with the crossdressing twink from the bar.

      I cannot begin to describe the dread that consumed me in that moment. I was looking at her boyish face, her short hair, and her skinny boyish body, now clad in women’s lingerie.

      Her eyes opened and she smiled. It was clear now that she had lip injections—far too big for her face. She also had false lashes on, which I suppose made her look a little bit more girly… but when she spoke, I knew that I’d slept with a man.

      “Good morning, daddy” she said to me. Then, she reached out and felt my hairy chest. “Nobody’s ever fucked me that hard in my life. I thought my fucking asshole was going to fall out when you pulled out of me.”

      I could feel myself turning green. She snuggled up to me. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “Hangover?”

      “A bit,” I managed to say. Now, she was nuzzling her face into my hair chest. Her fingers reached down into my pubic hair. She moaned. “Oh daddy… Your baby needs you badly.” She grabbed my dick. I tensed up. She giggled: a boyish sound that made me feel queasy. She began to play with my cock—and it felt horrible… at first. But after a minute, she managed to arouse my shaft. It was hard, and she sunk down to suck it. “Oh, Daddy,” she kept saying. “I love your big Daddy dick.”

      Then, I figured that I had nothing to lose at this point… I’d already fucked her, and I was already in her bed, naked. So I rolled her over and I fucked her again. Her pink lingerie had an ‘access hole’, designed for anal sex—and that’s what we used it for.

      I pumped her little twink body hard, making the whole bed rattle against the wall. I fucked her as hard as I could for nearly an hour. And when I pulled out, her asshole did fall out of her for a moment before she managed, somehow, to suck it back in. My cum gushed out of her with a loud farting sound. She pushed a finger into her asshole, as if to push it back in place. Then, she rolled over and I saw the huge puddle of cum, and her dripping erection.

      She was smiling, blushing, still moaning. She started rubbing the nipples on her flat chest—and I told her that I had to get to work, so I left quickly and never told anyone what happened. I got a text from her the next day, and I lied and told her she had the wrong number.
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      I went through a pretty intense phase when I was somewhere around the age of eighteen.

      My dad was really into politics with the big election that was happening at the time. And I was at that age where I was starting to have my own political beliefs, though I will admit that they were pretty much entirely formed by the video game streamers I was watching at the time. I didn’t really have opinions of my own.

      But I really started to hate guys who were super conservative, guys who didn’t believe in climate change, guys who were against gay marriage. I hated them with a passion…

      And it occurred to me during dinner one night that my dad was one of them. We were eating and he made a comment about some new tax that was put in place to encourage people to upgrade their home heating systems. “It’s bullshit,” he said. “The weather is exactly the same as when I was ten years old. All this climate change shit is just a money grab.”

      So I started asking him questions. “What do you think of gay marriage?”

      “Why do they need to be married?” he asked. “Institutional marriage is in place to encourage families and protect kids. Gays don’t have kids.”

      “You’re saying gays can’t have kids!?” I shot back. “Have you ever heard of adoption!?”

      And then my dad spewed out some statistics about how gay parents are far more likely to abuse kids. “The rate of abuse is something like five-to-ten-times higher,” he said, and couldn’t come up with a source when I asked him for one.

      Then, he started getting angry with me. “You’re just a kid. You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      We fought. I started yelling. My mother sent me to my room, and I was seething. After that, I never looked at my dad the same way. I hated him. Every time he spoke, I would roll my eyes, and then he would get upset. He would always remind me that I was living rent-free. He would say things like, “There was a time when you weren’t allowed to vote if you didn’t have a job—if you didn’t pay taxes… and I wish that was still a rule.” It was a jab at me, because I’d never had a job.

      I went on Facebook and wrote to the public: ‘My dad is a bigot. He hates gays. He hates trans. He thinks climate change is fake.’ My dad found out two days later, when someone at work asked him about it—and his HR department even got involved, and he nearly lost his job. He was demoted, no longer in a ‘public’ position. He took a pay cut. He told me it was my fault, and I laughed in his face.

      Now, I should say that I’m not proud of my behaviour, looking back on my actions. I was acting like a brat. And… my dad’s opinions weren’t really as extreme as I made them out to be. He didn’t actually care if gay people wanted to be gay or be together; he wasn’t even against gay adoption—he just had his ‘concerns’. And no, I didn’t and don’t agree with those concerns, but at the time, his political beliefs made me want to ruin his life—and I tried hard to do it too.

      Whenever he said things like, “You’re just going through a phase,” I would double-down. I would go march in a pride parade. I would bring my gay friends over to the house and I would tell them to be as obnoxious as possible. I even told them to yell at my dad when they saw him, to call him a bigot.

      Okay—I was being a huge brat. I thought I was being some sort of social justice warrior, but really, I was just being a pest. I took some garden sheers are ruined his truck, cutting hoses under the hood so it wouldn’t run. I told him that I had to do it to save the planet. He was, of course, furious.

      But it wasn’t enough. I wasn’t satisfied with my rebellion. I tried to think of the worst way to get at him… and then I grinned when I thought how mad he would be if he found out that I was gay (I wasn’t)… or even better—if I was trans!

      Now, I wasn’t (and am not now) trans. But I managed to convince myself at the time that I could have been trans. I called a female friend and asked if I could have some old clothes. I told her I was going to come out soon, and she was excited for me. She gave me makeup, clothes, shoes, and even went out with me to buy a wig.

      I got her to get me her birth control pills, and I took them for months, until I started seeing changes—and the changes really came. My balls shrivelled to half the size. I had soft lumps on my chest. The small hairs I’d been developing on my chin were suddenly gone. My hips were always sore, feeling like they were stretching out—and sure enough, my old pants weren’t fitting me.

      So I decided I was ready to unveil myself to my parents, so excited to see the look on my dad’s face. I put on a tight black tank top that would show my little boobs, and I put on an anime-style pleated skirt, and black thigh-high socks. I even clipped a cat tail to my skirt and put on cat ears (cringe, I know). I walked down to the living room with a racing heart, and I announced, in a girly voice, “Mom, dad, I’m a girl.”

      They looked stunned. My dad was pale. It was perfect. I was so happy to see him so ashamed. He was so sure that he was a failure. He said nothing. I just stood there, letting him take it all in.

      But that was it. He just rolled his eyes and went back to watching some football game. It was like he didn’t believe me.

      And he just rolled his eyes every time he saw me. He never asked me to change. He never scolded me. He didn’t argue with me. I went out in lingerie once, and when I was at the door, I said, “Do you like my outfit?” I wanted him to send me to my bedroom… but instead, he just laughed and said, “Have fun.”

      He thought this was some sort of bluff… and I needed to prove him wrong.

      And I got the chance one night when I was at a party. There was a guy who kept smiling at me. He blushed all over whenever I looked at him. Then, another guy came up to me and said, “Be careful with him. He’s a chaser.” I knew what that meant: a guy who had a trans-girl fetish.

      I was nervous, but I had bad ideas in my head. I wanted to make my dad furious with me. I wanted him to know that his son was everything he despised. So I approached the chaser. I put my hand on his arm and complimented his biceps. A few minutes later, he had his arm around me. He was walking me around the party everywhere he went. I even let him kiss me when he went in for it—though it was really, really weird…

      Because I was attracted to girls. And he was… a foot taller than me, solid with muscle, and with a buzzcut. He had absolutely no feminine features whatsoever.

      But I decided to tease him a bit, to make him want me more, knowing my dad would hate it. I groped his cock. I squeezed it under a table and made him hard. Then, he scooped me up like I weighed nothing and he took me to a bedroom.

      Now, I was panicking. Very suddenly, I was realizing that I’d taken this anger at my dad too far… but I’d come this far and felt like I had to see this through.

      So while the chaser was undressing, I decided to prop up my phone on a window ledge, facing the bed, and I muted the sound and clicked on FaceTime. I dialled my dad and then rushed back over to the bed. My heart was racing. I just wanted him to see me kissing with a man.

      But I wasn’t expecting the man to get fully naked, with his erection out. I wasn’t expecting him to be so dominant. He pushed me down to the bed and mounted my face, pushing his cock into my mouth. I was frozen. The chaser had no idea my phone was dialling my father, facing us.

      He face-fucked me. Then, he rolled me over. I tried to muster up the energy to tell him to stop—but I had a fist-sized lump in my throat. He penetrated my asshole and he fucked me hard on that bed. It hurt, so I screamed. He pinned my arms down and he slammed his cock into me. I hid my face in a pillow, terrified my dad was actually watching. I didn’t want him to recognize me… even though it was so obviously me.

      Now, I felt ashamed. I just felt like a total asshole. I was grossed out with myself, allowing a stranger to have sex with me, taking my virginity in such an unromantic, crude way.

      He spanked me. He choked me. He pulled my hair so hard that he pulled the wig off. It almost felt like a humiliating unmasking when that wig pulled off of my head. My makeup was smeared all over that pillow.

      And the worst part was when he managed to find my sweet-spot. He rammed it hard, and I ended up moaning like a cow giving birth. I ejaculated on that bed, and he ejaculated in my asshole.

      Afterwards, I checked my phone and saw that the call had been answered, and then hung up… but the call lasted two full minutes. I’m not sure which two minutes my father witnessed; he never said anything. It was a full year before he was able to look me in the eye—and I was able to look him in the eye.

      That phase ended shortly after that incident. I ended up having a crush on a girl, Jess (a funny name, because Jess was the name I was using when I identified as a girl), and decided to ditch all of the trans stuff so that I would have a chance with her. And on our first date (after I finally summoned the courage to ask her out), I found out that she grew up on a farm, and was super-traditional in terms of family values. “You aren’t into all the woke stuff, are you?” she asked me.

      “Not at all,” I told her. “I mean—I went through a phase like most people—but I try to just stay out of anything political like that.”

      Let’s just say that my dad was much more supportive of my relationship with Jess than he was of me being a girl named Jess. He even offered to pay half of our down-payment when we were ready to buy our first house.
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      I thought that I was going to be a perma-virgin before I met Kyle on the first day of college. Kyle was a lot like me in terms of looks: short and skinny… but Kyle had endless charisma. He would walk up to every girl and start flirting, and he could make them blush with the smallest amount of effort.

      And Kyle liked me a lot, so one night, a few weeks into the year, he walked up to me and said, “I convinced this girl that you’re like a porn-star in bed, and now she badly wants to sleep with you.” It was weird and I felt like I was taking part in some sort of lie… but the girl came over and almost instantly undressed and I lost my virginity…

      Thanks to Kyle.

      Kyle and me became like best-friends. We took all the same classes, went to all the same parties. He taught me how to talk to women, how to convince them to put out, and I learned how to help him get laid. He was like a pickup-artist encyclopedia. He could just look at a girl and know exactly how to make that girl melt.

      His success rate was well over ninety percent. He proved to me that you really don’t need to be tall or to have huge muscles to attract women.

      One night, at a party, I saw him going off to a bedroom with a beautiful blonde girl. He winked at me and then they went into the room together. It was thirty minutes later when he tapped on my shoulder. “How was it?” I asked.

      “She’s still in there. She’s insanely slutty, and wants to take two dicks at once. You in?”

      I knew that I turned pale. My heart raced. I hated the idea of Kyle seeing me naked, though I’m not sure why. I looked up to him… and I felt like he would see my frail body and think that I was a loser.

      But now, he was grinning. “It’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity,” he said… so I went with him, and there, on the bed, was a naked blonde, blushing, biting her lip.

      Kyle introduced me and told me to undress. Then, he told me to go and get a blowjob from the girl. “Make him hard, beautiful,” Kyle said to the girl.

      I stood there getting a blowjob while Kyle watched. Kyle kept making jokes, and I was nervous, so I kept laughing. He walked up behind me and spanked me on the ass. “Look alive, man!” he said.

      Then he commanded me to fuck her. I got on top of her and then Kyle was suddenly next to us. “What’s taking so long?” he asked. “It’s easy. The cock goes in the hole.” He reached down and grabbed my cock, making me gasp. He shoved it into the girl’s pussy, and she gasped.

      So I fucked her, though it was weird being touched so much by Kyle… but it didn’t seem weird to him. Even when I was fucking the girl, he kept spanking me, and then laughing. “Harder! Harder!” He spanked me again.

      Then, as a joke, he stuck a finger up my ass. I yelped, and when I saw him laughing I just awkwardly laughed along.

      “Relax a bit, man,” he said. “We’re having fun here.”

      And then it was time to take the girl together. I got onto my back, and she lay on top of me, on her back. Kyle helped to put my cock in her asshole, which was weird: his hand gripping my shaft. He even stroked me a little bit, pretending it was a joke, but I was starting to think that he really just wanted to touch my cock. He even pretended to have a hard time getting me into her, but I think he just wanted to have more time handling my erection.

      “I can do it,” I said, taking my cock from him.

      He rolled his eyes. “Good luck. She’s tighter than you think.” But I had no problem penetrating her.

      Then, Kyle moved in. Before putting it in her pussy, he took his cock and slapped my crotch. He giggled, and then the girl asked, “Are you guys gay?” Her tone was serious—it was a real question.

      I felt so embarrassed. “No,” I said.

      “Only if you want us to be, baby,” Kyle said. She laughed. He laughed. But I was starting to wonder if Kyle swung both ways.

      We fucked that girl, making her moan. It was weird at times, because Kyle’s balls kept touching me. And then he would pull out and try to push his cock into her asshole with my cock—mashing our cocks together. The girl kept yelping. “It hurts too much. I can’t do that.”

      “It will only hurt for a second,” Kyle kept saying. He really wanted in that hole with me.

      He ended up back in her pussy. We kept fucking her. Then, he took a sip from his drink and suddenly was acting like a sloppy drunk. He stumbled a bit and went to penetrate her again—and somehow missed by a long shot, because he put it in my ass. I gasped and pushed him back, but not before he had a good two inches inside of me.

      “Oops,” he giggled. “Wrong hole.”

      I was red with humiliation. A man just had the tip of his erect cock in me… and it happened again a few minutes later.

      And then again.

      “If you guys want to fuck each other, I won’t tell anyone,” the blonde said.

      Kyle looked at me, almost as if he wanted me to agree to the proposition.

      “I’m not gay,” I said firmly—even though I’d had his cock in me three times.

      When Kyle came, he pulled out, and he missed her entirely—I think on purpose. He came on me, which was weird.

      I pulled out and came on the blonde’s stomach. She got up and awkwardly left, leaving me alone with Kyle. Kyle bent over and picked up a pair of panties. “Look what she left,” he giggled.

      I wanted to ask him what the hell was wrong with him… but I knew he was drunk and he was probably just being stupid.

      He threw the panties at me. “Dare you to put them on.”

      “Why?”

      “I think you’d look cute in them,” he giggled.

      “Why do you want to fuck me in the ass so badly? Are you gay?” I asked.

      “It was an accident,” he said.

      “I doubt it,” I said.

      Then, he laughed. “What? You’ve got a nice ass. Looks more feminine than her ass. I couldn’t help myself. Put on the panties.”

      I decided to do it, just to entertain him. I stood up and spun around in the panties. He laughed. He pushed me onto the bed. Then, he climbed onto me and pulled the panties to the side.

      I closed my eyes and held my breath. His cock slipped into me. “Fuck. I’m so hard,” he growled.

      He pushed deep. Then, he was fucking me. After a minute he said, “Moan like a girl.”

      I tried to appease him. He reached out and grabbed my hair. He kept spanking me. He used every inch. “You’re so much tighter than her,” he said. “And your ass is so much hotter. Keep moaning—like a girl.”

      So I kept moaning. He kept thrusting.

      The girl came back in to get her panties. She froze at the sight of us, but Kyle didn’t stop. He looked at her and grinned. “We’re not gay,” he said.

      “Are those my panties?” she asked.

      “We’ll give them back when we’re done,” Kyle said. And he fucked me for at least an hour, until my asshole was too sore to go on. Then, he spanked me again and said, “Don’t give her the panties back.”

      At the next party, after fucking a girl in the upstairs bathroom, Kyle called me up. He showed me the lingerie he’d stolen from his fling. He asked me to put it on, so I did. “I couldn’t cum in her,” he said to me. “She didn’t turn me on the way you do.” He laughed as if it was a joke, but I knew he was serious.

      He fucked me in the bathroom, and this time he came in me. It was gooey and it leaked out of me all night, which I didn’t like.

      He sent me dick-pics the next day, including pictures of him ejaculating. “Come over,” he wrote, but I wasn’t gay—and this had gotten out of hand. I was realizing that Kyle was probably a little bit more than bisexual.

      I will admit that moaning like a girl and wearing panties while taking it from behind was intensely arousing… I wasn’t attracted to Kyle, or to men at all. I liked girls, so I told Kyle to stop messaging me, and he replied, “I’m just pranking you, bro. I’m not gay.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MAYBE IF YOU DRESSED LIKE A GIRL…

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      This happened about a year after my divorce.

      My daughter (who was about eight at the time) had gotten really into tennis; I guess they had a tennis week at school in gym class, and she really adored it, and begged me to sign her up at the local tennis club.

      I was horrified by the price: $450 for eight group lessons—but the price was half if she was a ‘member’, which was a $500 annual fee—or a whole ‘family’ could get a membership for $750. Long story short, I decided that I needed to get some more exercise, so I signed my daughter and myself up for tennis lessons. She had lessons on Mondays, mine were on Wednesdays.

      I’d never played tennis before. I’d never even watched it on TV. I went into it having no idea how the game worked, beyond needing to hit the ball over the net and within the lines. I didn’t even know that the outer lines were only for doubles tennis.

      But I picked the game up fast, and really liked it. My daughter excelled. The coaches told me to sign her up for an upcoming tournament, and she ended up placing in the top-ten in her age group.

      So I decided to enter a casual adult tournament, and I didn’t do half bad. I even ended up meeting some friends who were really into tennis, and got me out of the house.

      Suddenly, I found myself in a new friend group, which was perfect, because my old friend group was so intertwined with my ex-wife. Now, I could hang out with people who didn’t know my wife, who wouldn’t go gossiping to her every time I said anything. These people were so far removed from my ‘old life’, and that was exactly what I needed.

      And there were women in that group. We would meet up at the courts, play games, and then we would all get drinks together. It was actually awesome.

      But there was a guy in the group: Andy. Andy was a homosexual male, and he was very, very outgoing. I didn’t know he was gay until he walked up to me and said, “We should go on a date.”

      I laughed, and then he said, “Aren’t you gay?”

      “No,” I said.

      “Oh. I don’t know why, I thought you were. I’m gay.” He didn’t have a ‘gay voice’ or typical gay mannerisms. He was just a charming, cool guy.

      The girls would always say things like, “It’s too bad he’s gay.” And that was always so surprising to me, because he wasn’t a ‘hunk’. He was shorter and skinny. He didn’t have big muscles. He didn’t have a rugged appearance. He looked so… unthreatening, and I was used to girls being attracted to macho, intimidating dudes.

      But Andy was nice, and he was fun to be around. He was always keeping me in the loop, making sure I was invited out whenever the group went out. If he noticed that I was feeling left out of a conversation, he would find a way to either change the topic of conversation, or he would find a way to pull me in.

      Every time Andy had a few drinks in him, he would grab me by the arm and say, “How sure are you that you’re not gay?” He would look at me with glowing eyes. Sometimes he would even rub my biceps. I didn’t mind… it was just Andy being Andy.

      One night, at a bar, he slid his hand down and groped my cock under the bar table. He smiled at me. “It’s not gay if we don’t kiss,” he said.

      I blushed all over. “Sorry, Andy. I like girls.”

      He laughed. “What if I dressed up like a girl?”

      I laughed at his joke… because I was sure it was a joke. “Maybe if you dressed up like a girl.” It was just a joke…

      And apparently that comment stuck with him. It was a whole month later. Andy invited us all to a party at his house to celebrate the end of tournament season. I knocked on his front door, and then the door opened and there was Andy… dressed up in a small floral minidress. He had a brunette wig on his head, braided into a pair of cute braids. He had makeup on. He hugged me and then led me into his house and poured me a drink.

      The others were there. They giggled at Andy’s ‘antics’, because to them, it was just Andy being Andy. But I had a feeling this was his way of getting to me. And honestly… he looked kind of hot.

      He had a stunningly feminine body. He had his legs all shaved, and they were so smooth-looking. He kept bending over after ‘accidentally’ dropping things. His butt was fantastic, clad in black lacy panties.

      But I wasn’t gay—and Andy was a gay male… not a girl.

      He was a man, yet somehow he was the hottest girl in the room. The way he had his makeup done, with thick eyeliner, rosy blush, glossy lips…

      When he came up to me late in the night and put his hands on my bicep, I couldn’t help but reach my arm around him as if he was my girlfriend. I was doing it jokingly, of course. I got a laugh out of the others… but Andy stayed there, snuggled up to me. The joke went on… and it went on for too long.

      When we went over to the couch to sip scotch, he remained snuggled up with me, and my arm remained around him. He smelled nice. He was using a girly voice when he talked. The girls asked if he was trans, and he just grinned and winked as a reply… just Andy being Andy.

      I was in the bathroom when Andy knocked on the door. “One more minute,” I called out.

      “It’s me. Let me in.”

      My heart bounced. I thought about repeating myself… but there was a taboo excitement burning in my chest. I reached for the door and flicked the lock. Andy slipped in. All dolled up, she giggled and peered into my eyes. I blushed all over. Seconds later, she was on her knees. She sucked me, but didn’t get me off. “We should get back to the party,” she said, wiping her lips.

      I went out first while she stayed to fix her lip gloss. After everyone left that night, I fucked Andy on the couch: deep anal, with her biting a throw pillow. I even flipped her onto her back and fucked her missionary, with her flaccid penis flopping from side to side. She begged me to choke her, so I did, until her face was purple. When I released her throat, thick cum gushed out of her small dick.

      She was hot. She talked so dirty. She kept crying out, “Fuck me like a slut! Fuck my little slut asshole!” And she sounded just like a girl.

      It was the hottest sex of my life. I’d been with a number of girls before, but none of them ever did the whole ‘porno’ thing the way Andy did it. Minutes after ejaculating on her body, I was ready to go again. We must have fucked until 4:00 AM.

      Two days later, I saw her at tennis... or, I should say, him. Andy was back to being himself, joking around, dressed like a guy, talking like a guy. After practice, in the changing room, he grabbed my wrist and took me into a stall. He slipped down his Calvin Klein undies and bent over, and I must admit that it was weird. His legs had a touch of stubble on them—as did his face. He smelled like BO and men’s deodorant.

      Still, I decided to give it a go; I’d been in that same hole before and enjoyed it. But this wasn’t enjoyable. It took five minutes to get slightly hard—and I never got fully erected. I mashed my semi into his butthole and thrusted for a few minutes before going soft. Then, Andy looked back at me with a sad kind of look and said, “Something wrong?”

      “It’s just not happening,” I said. And I felt grossed out with myself, knowing that my cock had just been inside of a man. I went back into the shower and tried to wash away the shame.
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      Okay, so I owned some gay stuff... a skirt, some thigh-high socks, panties.

      I’ll quickly explain why I had the stuff: I worked from home as a programmer, and one day, while on Amazon searching for something called a ‘programmer chair’ (an ergonomic chair designed for people who spent fourteen or more hours a day behind a computer screen), I found ‘programmer socks’. I think it was a joke, because so many programmers are trans. They were thigh-high socks, white, with black stripes at the very top. As a joke, I ordered a pair.

      I put them on a few days later while working, to take a joke picture to post in a programming Discord that I was in. Then, a few people DM’d me out of nowhere, telling me I had ‘hot legs’. One guy asked if I wanted to have Skype-sex. Of course I declined and told them it was just a joke…

      But I found myself wearing those socks often. I don’t know why… I guess I just felt kind of… cute. I ended up posting a picture of my lower half on Reddit, in a Subreddit for programming humour. I wrote something like, “In my work uniform”. Again, I had horny guys DM’ing me.

      That led to me buying some panties out of curiosity… and then one of those animal onesies and an anime schoolgirl outfit. I was wearing it half-jokingly… and half because it was kind of nice to feel cute. And I kind of liked revving up strangers on the internet.

      I shaved my thighs and my crotch. I would post pictures of me in panties. I wasn’t gay or trans or even interested in men in any capacity—but I kind of liked the taboo excitement. I guess I was just trying to cure my boredom after nearly a decade of sitting at home in front of a computer screen.

      I kept my girly shit in a drawer, in my computer desk. At least that’s where I tried to keep it… but one day—I will admit that it happened jerking off—I made a mess of my socks, so I put the socks into my laundry bin.

      I didn’t think much of it. My friend Ben came over one day. We were going to a metal concert in the city, but first we were going to have a couple drinks at my place (drinks at the concert were, like, ten bucks). He was wearing a super lame button-up sweater. “You can’t wear that to a metal concert,” I said.

      “Why not?”

      “It’s so lame.”

      “Do you have a shirt I could borrow?” Now, he was feeling self-conscious. And I totally forgot about those socks when I said, “There’s an Iron Maiden shirt in my bin, in my room. I wore it for like an hour—it’s not really dirty.”

      He went to get it. When he came back, he was holding up my thigh-highs. “What are these,” he said with a mocking grin.

      I don’t think blood has ever rushed to my face so fast. Had I been able to remain calm, I could have easily told him that a girl was over. I could have come up with ten thousand excuses—I could have even told him that I bought them as a joke, which wasn’t a lie. But instead, I was frozen in a state of horror—and that redness on my face outed me. “Holy shit,” he said. “You’re a crossdresser!?”

      “No!” I said.

      Then, a few minutes later, when I was in the kitchen, he yanked down my pants. “What the fuck!?” I said.

      “Your legs are shaved!” he said. “You are a crossdresser!”

      “I’m not! And don’t fucking pull down my pants!”

      I was so angry… and embarrassed… because he knew the truth: I had developed a little bit of a crossdressing addiction. It was strange and unexplainable… but I couldn’t stop doing it. Whenever I was alone, which was a lot of the time, I would get strange urges to put on some girly clothes. And once in clothes, I would want to take some pictures, to post online, to get some male attention. It was fun in a weird way, and it helped to keep me entertained through the day.

      I explained nothing to Ben. I kept silent. I just kept denying, but I would be silent when he asked why I had the thigh-highs, and why my legs were shaved.

      After the concert, while we were having another drink at my place, he started poking around. Before I could ask him what he was doing, he found the drawer. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. Before he could laugh at me, I said, “Why are you so obsessed!? What’s your problem?”

      He rolled his eyes at me, and then he dropped it, but the tension remained.

      I was straddled with anxiety over the next couple of weeks. Every time someone messaged me, I assumed it was someone Ben had talked to. I assumed Ben had told everyone, and now everyone knew that I liked to dress up like a hoe when I was alone.

      I thought about getting rid of everything… but I still liked it. I even bought more. I got a pair of super-tiny daisy-dukes. I bought a couple crop-tops. I even bought makeup. Whenever I got dolled up, I hated myself for not being able to resist those urges. A dumb joke had turned into an inescapable fetish.

      When I saw Ben again a week later, he had a big grin on his face, but didn’t bring it up… until later in the evening when he asked if I was gay. “No!” I snapped. “You know I’m not gay!”

      And then, for the next few weeks, he would slip in little jabs, sometimes when we were with other people. One time, when I didn’t hear someone calling my name, Ben said, “He’s probably fantasizing sucking my cock.”

      It was totally inappropriate, and he kept doing it, over and over. One time, in the kitchen, as I slipped by him to get a drink from the fridge, he said, “Sheesh—if you want to suck me off so badly, just do it already!” Then he laughed, but there was a weird pause, almost as if he was gauging my reaction.

      And when we were stuck waiting for another friend to show up, and he was running an hour late, I said, “What do you want to do?”

      “I know what you want to do: you want to dress up like a thot and suck me off.” He laughed, but again, it just didn’t seem like a joke anymore. It really seemed like he was gauging my interest.

      Our other friend ended up calling and saying, “Sorry, I just can’t make it.” So I was stuck playing video games with Ben at my place. It wasn’t long before he was poking around again.

      “Seriously… What are you doing?” I asked.

      “I want to see if you own any other girly clothes,” he said.

      “Why? Why are you so obsessed?”

      Then, with red cheeks, he said, “Hey—at least you have the body for it.”

      He says it like a joke, but it almost seems like a compliment. I blush all over, and we get back to playing video games. Then, while playing, he says, “If I win this round, you have to show me a picture.”

      “Of what?”

      “Of you dressed like a girl.”

      I turned dark red all over. At this point, I was no longer denying it; I’d totally accepted that he knew my secret.

      “Why do you care so much?”

      “I’m just curious,” he said. “I just want to know if you can actually pull it off.” Then, with a dark red face, he said, “I’ve actually seem some pretty hot traps online.”

      Instead of feeling angry or annoyed, I suddenly had the strangest urge to just show him my best picture, to prove that I actually looked hot—because guys were constantly filling my inbox with DMs whenever I posted online.

      So without bothering with his ‘bet’, I took out my phone, found my best photo, and showed him. He laughed at first, but then he nodded his head. “That’s really you?”

      I nodded.

      “Wow,” he said, blushing.

      I smiled and turned away.

      Then, after a few more rounds, he said, “I don’t believe that was you in that picture.”

      “It’s my apartment,” I said.

      “Yeah, but it could be, like, Photoshop.”

      “It’s not.”

      “I just don’t believe it. You would have to prove it.” And he meant, of course, dressing up for him. I knew he was just trying to have a laugh with me, but I felt strangely compelled to prove that I was the girl in the picture, so I said, “Whatever. Give me ten minutes.”

      I went to my desk, grabbed my outfit, and then I went to the bathroom to put on a touch of makeup. When I came out, he laughed, blushed, and then he clapped. “Okay, you win,” he said.

      We kept playing the game. Then, he asked me, “Have you ever done any gay shit?”

      “Like what?”

      “Sucked a dick—anything like that?”

      “No,” I said sheepishly.

      After a silence, he said, “Is that something you want to do?”

      I was silent. I didn’t know how to answer him… because sometimes, when I was dolled up, those thoughts would enter my head. But I didn’t need to answer him—when I looked over, his cock was out. He was looking at me with red cheeks.

      So I crawled over and tried it. He moaned instantly while I sucked.

      And he only lasted about forty five seconds. He came without warning. I gasped as my mouth filled with his warm load. It was, honestly, disgusting. The taste was just horrible. But I managed to swallow.

      He kept apologizing for ejaculating so quickly. “That’s never happened before,” he kept saying, blushing all over… and I took it as a compliment; I knew that he’d been with lots of girls, and it was flattering to think that I could get him off better than them.

      I asked how I was.

      “Really good,” he admitted.

      I asked if he wanted it again.

      He nodded his head. So I sucked him off again. This time, he managed to last about twenty minutes.

      That turned into him fucking me almost every single day, sometimes twice in a day. He admitted to me that he’d already seen the pictures of me dolled up; while I was in the bathroom once, he went on my phone (he knew my password) and he found my hidden folder of photos easily. He AirDropped them to himself and he told me that he would often jerk off to them.

      It was also a month later when he admitted that he’d stolen a pair of my panties, and would sniff them while masturbating.

      He never lasted long inside of me—never more than a couple of minutes.
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      I was always the small one in my friend group, but I never cared, because it always made me feel ‘cute’. Girls would tell me that I was cute: 5’4, 110 pounds… Being emo was really in at the time, so I would dye my hair black and sometimes I would even put on a bit of eyeliner.

      I had no problems with girls, unlike my friends, who were all at least forty pounds heavier than me, six inches taller, and played sports.

      Being the ‘small guy’ was a part of my identity, and I liked it.

      One afternoon, while hanging out, one of my friends was talking about a girl he had a crush on. “Every time I go to talk to her, I just freeze up. I can’t think of anything to say, and I look like a complete idiot.”

      The guys all sympathized with him—everyone except me; I’d never had a problem talking to women. In fact, I liked talking to women, because it was so easy to make them blush and swoon. I really couldn’t relate to my friends. “You just have to say whatever you’re thinking,” I told them.

      “It’s easier said than done,” he said. “That’s always the plan, and then I’m face-to-face with her, and I draw a blank.”

      “Pretend she’s a guy,” someone suggested, and we all laughed.

      “She’s just so cute though,” he said.

      The guys laughed. “So is Harry, apparently.” And he was, of course, referring to the fact that girls were constantly calling me ‘cute’.

      This conversation went on for a while, and then it turned into me offering to be the ‘practice girl’. I would stand on the other end of the room, and he would walk up to me. At first, it was lots of giggles and acting silly, but soon, he was actually practising to ask this girl on a date, so I did my best to pretend to be a girl. I even put on a girly voice and brushed down my hair in a girly way.

      I even managed to make him blush.

      The next day, he called me to tell me that it worked, that the ‘practice’ had helped him gather the courage, and he had a date now.

      A few days later, one of the other guys asked if I would be his ‘practice girl’ for him. Again, it was silly, and we did a lot of laughing—but we ended up making some progress, and he broke through the nerves.

      Then, it became part of my role in that friend group to be the ‘practice girl’. Before dates, before asking girls out, before parties, the guys would always talk to me as if I was a girl, and I would do my best to act and talk like a girl. I really tried to predict what their girlfriends would say (most girls are very predictable, after all).

      But sometimes the role would just get a bit… carried away. It was essentially like an improv class: I never really knew where the role would end up. One time, I ended up snuggling into my friend’s chest on the couch, and he put his hand on my back. We both laughed, but I couldn’t help but notice the very obvious erection in his jeans.

      Another time, I threw myself into the arms of one friend, and he caught me, holding me in the air. It was just silliness… but also quite emasculating, and he was left blushing.

      Another time, after a few drinks, a practice conversation led to a quick kiss on the lips. It meant nothing, of course—it was just a joke.

      But I was noticing that the guys were sometimes acting differently around me. One time, at a restaurant, one friend pulled me in close to him and put his arm around me. He even told me that I should have put on the pleated skirt that I sometimes put on when we were joking around at the house.

      And then one time, they actually convinced me to wear the skirt out, along with a borrowed sweatshirt from one of their sisters.

      In case you’re wondering, the skirt was bought by one of the guys as a joke, for me, to wear when I was being their ‘practice girl’.

      We were walking to a club one night when one friend put his arm around me. Sometimes we would even be out with their girlfriends, and the guys would still grab me and pick me up and put their arms over my shoulders, as if I was their girlfriend. The girls never seemed to get jealous; they just saw it as us joking around.

      One of the guys gave me a box. “Open it up,” he said. In the box was lingerie.

      I laughed. “What’s this?”

      Then he nudged me. “Pretend you’re getting it for Valentine’s Day.” I realized he was practising: a simulation of when he gifted the lingerie to his girlfriend in a few days.

      So I pretended to be a chick. “Oh, Andrew, it’s so cute!” I gasped. I skipped to the bathroom and put it on, and then I skipped back out. I spun around and giggled. “How do I look?” I asked, putting on my cutest voice. He blushed all over.

      I jumped onto his lap and straddled him. “You’re so thoughtful, Andrew! But I didn’t get you anything. I guess you can just do anything you want to my body!” I was really hamming it up, exaggerating, being silly…

      But I could feel him throbbing. He was erect as I began to grind on his lap jokingly.

      It was actually kind of hot. He had his hands on my hips. Then, he broke character and said, “You’re a girl to me. This isn’t gay.”

      My heart skipped a beat. I looked down and saw that he was taking his cock out. I felt pale. Was he not joking around anymore?

      I reached down and grabbed his dick playfully. I giggled a girly giggle. “Oh, Andrew, you’re so big for me!”

      He was dark red, with beads of sweat on his forehead. I started pumping him with my hand. “You didn’t tell me you had two gifts for me, Andrew! You’re really so, so thoughtful!” I giggled again, but my heart was racing.

      We were having sex.

      He started caressing my chest.

      I laughed. “I don’t have boobs,” I said awkwardly.

      He started rubbing my nipples. I let out a moan.

      “You’re a girl to me,” he said again. “This isn’t gay.”

      “I don’t think your girlfriend will like this,” I whimpered.

      “Fuck her.”

      He pulled the lingerie out from my butt crack, and then he spat on his fingers and smeared the spit on his shaft.

      “Shit,” I muttered before feeling his tip pressing into me.

      “This isn’t gay,” he said again.

      “It’s kind of gay,” I said.

      “Shut up.”

      He pushed into me. I gasped. He was big, and it was deep. I dug my nails into his chest. I looked to the side and saw a mirror. I saw what he saw: a girl clad in red lingerie. Okay, so maybe I could kind of understand why he was so fired up. I looked pretty fucking hot.

      I stared at myself as he began to thrust into me. I moaned. He lasted all of thirty seconds before unloading a fat creampie in my asshole.

      “Shit,” I moaned, looking down as he slipped his cock out of me.

      “That wasn’t gay,” he said again. “You’re a girl.”

      “I’m not a fucking girl,” I said.

      “Shut up.”

      “Did you seriously just cum in me?”

      “Shut up,” he said again, looking frantic. He pushed me off of him and got really awkward and tense. He paced around the room, flustered. He asked for the lingerie back. “There’s cum on it.”

      “I’ll wash it.”

      “Make sure you wash it in cold water, or the colour will fade,” I said.

      “Okay,” he said, snatching it from me as I stood there naked in front of him—cum still running down my thighs.

      I found out later that week that Andrew was a virgin before we were together. He lost his virginity in my asshole. He drunkenly admitted to me a few weeks later that he was unable to get hard with his girlfriend, and never ended up having sex with her. He asked if he could fuck me again. I gave him a blowjob but didn’t let him stick it in my ass again.

      He told our secret to another guy in our friend group, and a few weeks later, after a few drinks, I was asked to go to a bedroom, and I found our friend in there, naked, waiting for me. There was lingerie on the bed. I put it on and let him fuck me, and like Andrew, he kept saying, “It’s not gay because you look like a girl.”

      He also left a fat creampie in my anus.

      Both men were cheating on their girlfriends with me—but they said it wasn’t cheating. They called it ‘practicing’, though they never did ask me what they could do to improve.
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      Yes, we were probably too old to be having a slumber party. I guess you won’t be surprised to know that we were all virgins. After playing video games for a few hours, we started talking about girls. One of the guys said, “I know you’re all virgins, but have any of you ever had a blowjob?”

      We were all honest. “No.” We started talking about how amazing we thought it would feel.

      My friend grabbed his sister’s pink anime cosplay wig and threw it at me and told me that I looked like a girl. They guys all started laughing. I brushed it off. I was used to them teasing me for being smaller.

      But the razzing carried on. One of them spanked me on the ass and called me ‘beautiful’. They teased me for hours, and kept making jokes about me giving them all head. “What? You actually want to get head from a guy?” I asked, rolling my eyes.

      They made me put on the wig. “I don’t see a guy. Do you guys?” one friend asked.

      I bit my tongue. I was used to the jokes, but they did sting a little bit. I tried not to let them get to me. I just smiled and rolled my eyes… but the jokes kept coming.

      They tossed their sister’s pink lipgloss at me. “It will match the wig.”

      I put the wig and the lipgloss on as a joke. I blew kisses at them, but then one of them said, “Damn, she actually looks like a girl, huh? I would totally do it.”

      I assumed that meant that he would suck mine if I sucked his—and I really did want to know what it would feel like. As a virgin, I really, really did want to know what it was like to be with a woman. That room was dark. I could easily imagine a girl between my legs if he went down on me.

      “I’ll do it then,” I said quietly. The room became frighteningly silent. I bit my tongue. My friend looked around and then unzipped his fly. I got down on my knees and I did it. I reluctantly went down on my friend. He got hard instantly. He came in about two minutes, in my mouth. I braced for it, tried not to taste it in my mouth, and swallowed it in one gagging gulp.

      The room remained silent.

      Then, someone asked, “So? How did it feel?”

      “Really, really good,” he blushed. “Like… really good.”

      “I want to go next,” said another.

      “Wait,” I said. A coldness crept into my chest. “I—I thought we were taking turns.”

      Everyone just stared at me. “You already have the wig on. Someone will suck you after.”

      It didn’t seem fair, that I would have to suck off four guys, and only one of them would have to return the favour. But I assumed that I would get my chance, and I already suffered through one blowjob. So I sucked the next guy.

      One after the other, I sucked them off. I swallowed each time, assuming that was what you were supposed to do. It wasn’t that bad; nobody lasted more than three minutes. They were all clean. Their cum was salty, but not disgusting like I was expecting.

      One of them asked if I could suck them again. I said, “No way.” And then I took off the wig and handed it off.

      “No way!” he said. “I’m not doing that.”

      They all recoiled at the thought of sucking me off. I was embarrassed, and honestly, I wondered what was wrong with me, if I was disgusting in some way. I seemed to repulse them, but they all happily let me suck them.

      “Nobody is going to do it?” I asked.

      “You’re the only one who can pull it off,” one said. “Great job though. That was awesome.”

      “Yeah, great job,” said another guy.

      I sucked off four men and got nothing out of it… except for a reputation. Someone blabbed about what I did, and a month later, everyone at school was calling me “Dyson”. “Why Dyson?” I asked.

      “Because you suck like no other,” a girl said to me, and her friends laughed.

      Skip ahead four years to when I finally had my first girlfriend. One night, she told me, “It would be kind of hot to see you with another guy.” She was blushing and flirty when she said it.

      So I decided to tell her about the time I sucked four guys off in my friend’s basement. She wasn’t turned on by the story; she was repulsed, and broke up with me the next day. Apparently, the story gave her the ‘ick’. I guess it’s a good thing that I didn’t tell her that I kept sucking my friends off through college, whenever they asked me to.
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      When I was in elementary school, I was bullied relentlessly by a guy named Pierre-Luc. He would find me every day, throw me to the ground, kick me, spit on me—and for no reason at all.

      I suffered his torment for two years before my parents finally moved me to a different school (they tried to get Pierre-Luc expelled, but the school wouldn’t do anything about him).

      I literally never saw him again until fifteen years later, at a party.

      There was a girl at the party, and she was kind of pretty, but she looked a bit… off. I could tell after seeing her a few times in passing that she was wearing a wig (it was brunette and seemed too ‘thick’ for her head). The girl seemed familiar, and I was sure that I knew her from somewhere.

      It was bugging me, so I started asking around. Finally, someone said, “I don’t know her name, but I know she’s trans. She’s friends with Tony.” Tony was the guy who owned the house we were partying in.

      I found Tony, and I said, “The girl wearing the brown wig—who is she? I swear I know her from somewhere.” But I didn’t know any trans girls personally.

      Then, he told me that her named used to be Pierre-Luc, and that’s when I gasped.

      “You knew her?” he said.

      I didn’t say anything besides, “We went to school together.”

      I had no idea Pierre-Luc had transitioned. Back then, he always seemed so tall, so big, so intimidating. But now… she was short and thin and dainty—literally wearing a dress and stockings.

      Her name now was Peyton. I got close enough to hear her voice, and it sounded surprisingly feminine—but not totally convincing.

      She had girly mannerisms. She had a girly giggle, and would let out cute little snorts.

      I had honestly forgotten about the bullying; my brain had pushed those painful memories away—until that moment. Now, I was being flooded with vivid memories of being shoved to the ground, kicked in the head, spat on. I was tempted to pull her aside and demand an apology… and then I noticed her looking at me.

      At first, I thought she recognized me. My heart rate increased as if I was back in elementary school, about to have my face kicked in. Then, she smiled and winked at me. I swear she was flirting with me.

      I realized that she didn’t recognize me at all. To be fair, I was big now. I was 6’2, and over 200 pounds. I spent all of high-school in the gym, packing on muscle—and maybe her bullying had something to do with it.

      Later in the night, she came up and put her hand on my arm. “I keep meaning to introduce myself,” she said. She really was flirting with me.

      I played along. I let her introduce herself. I asked her where she was from. When she asked where I went to school, I lied, because I didn’t want her to know that I was her victim for years.

      My heart kept racing. I knew that this was my chance to get some sort of retribution—but how?

      I told her that she was pretty. She admitted she was trans. “Could you tell?” she asked.

      I lied and said no. Now, she was getting even touchier. She felt my abs and asked if I worked out. She asked if I had a girlfriend. She even ran her fingers through my hair and complimented my hairstyle.

      I kept feeding her fake compliments… though she didn’t look half bad. She was actually pretty cute; she’d clearly gotten a nose job. She clearly had lip fillers and laser-hair removal on her face. She was a few small details away from being perfectly convincing.

      And her cleavage was real; she’d been taking hormone pills and she had implants.

      I put my arm over her and kept her close to me. My heart wouldn’t stop racing as I considered what I could do to her for revenge. I thought of different ways to humiliate her—maybe even get her naked and then steal her clothes and leave her somewhere vulnerable, like the middle of a park.

      We ended up in a bedroom. We were kissing. She had her hands all over me. She kept gripping at my muscles. She was obsessed with my body. She wanted me so badly. She had a raging erection in her skirt that kept touching me.

      She went down on me. She was damn good at giving head—the best blowjob I’d ever gotten in my life.

      I rolled her onto the bed and I plugged her ass. I thrusted hard into her. She moaned and screamed out my name. I spanked her hard, and then when I could feel my orgasm coming, I pulled out, rolled her over, and I squeezed my cock and spewed on her face. She closed her eyes and gasped. It was the biggest cumshot of my life. I got her hair, her eyelids, her tongue, her chin, her chest. It was glorious.

      I wiped the last drop on her bottom lip. She tried to open her eyes. “There’s cum everywhere,” she said with a small laugh. “Fuck that was so hot!”

      I quickly got dressed before she was even able to open her eyes—and then I left. I decided not to tell her that I knew her. Instead, I was satisfied with knowing what I did to her, even if she enjoyed it.

      I just imagined all the years of that bully abusing me, and I thought of how humiliated a younger version of himself (because she was a he back then) would be to know that he was face-fucked, anally-ravaged, and given a fat facial by one of his victims. It seemed a hell of a lot more humiliating than a beat down.
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      I’d been going to the gym for almost a year, but had hardly gained any weight. It seemed like I was forever stuck around 120 pounds, at 5’6.

      It didn’t seem to matter how many days a week I went in. It didn’t seem to matter how many ‘chest days’ I managed to get in a month. The only thing that ever really seemed to make a difference was leg day. For some reason, my thighs would grow but the rest of me wouldn’t.

      And it was around the end of that first year that I really started to notice my body was looking disproportionate. I had thick thighs and a big ass that hardly fit into my old jeans. But the top half of me was… scrawny.

      So I wasn’t so surprised that I was frequently getting weird looks at the gym, particularly from the buff regulars—and those looks were most obvious whenever it was leg day. I would get into the squat rack, and then I would notice eyes peering in my direction—often from the same guy, who had a very judgemental look.

      I felt like he wanted to tell me, ‘Stop with leg day until the rest of your body catches up’. And maybe that would have been good advice. Maybe I needed to stop and figure out what I was doing right on leg day, and how I could apply it to the rest of my body.

      But I kept doing squats, twice a week. And each time, I would get looks—mostly from that one guy, but sometimes from one or two other guys.

      There was a bar next to the gym. Fast-forward a few weeks, and I’m having a drink with two old high-school friends, including Ricky, who had come out of the closet and couple months earlier. The topic of conversation was mostly Ricky’s gayness. Aaron was strangely intrigued by Ricky’s new lifestyle. Questions like, “Are you a top or a bottom?” were asked. And, “What’s your gay bodycount?”

      Aaron was, of course, teasing. He was trying to be funny. He asked mocking questions, like, “Is it weird to have a smaller dick than your partner?”

      And then that led to, “So if you’re attracted to guys, do you think I’m attractive? Do you think Steve is attractive?”

      Ricky was cool about it. He just smiled and laughed along and replied with silly answers and explained that he didn’t want his identity to be ‘gay’. But Aaron was still curious, and asked, “Do you use that Grindr app?”

      Ricky blushed and nodded.

      “Is it true you can just narrow your location to, like, fifty feet, and see if there are gay dudes right next to you?”

      Ricky nodded, and then he took out his phone, because Aaron wanted to see how it worked. He set his location to a narrow search radius, clicked search, and then I froze when I saw his potential match.

      It was the guy from my gym, who was always staring at me while I was squatting.

      “Click on that guy,” said Aaron with a giggle.

      “He’s not my type.”

      “I just want to see what he looks like,” Aaron whispered. “Is he in this bar with us right now?”

      “Maybe,” Ricky said, turning red. “Quit being such a weirdo.”

      While Aaron looked at the man’s picture, my eyes drifted down to the little blurb that the man had written. “Looking for a hot femboy who can take a ten-inch cock. I’ll buy you lingerie, perfume, shoes. Just bend over for my giant cock and I’ll make you my princess.”

      We all said, “Yuck!” My heart was racing—even harder the next day, when I was doing squats and I noticed him looking at me. His gaze was fixed on me, which wasn’t unusual, but now I was starting to think that he wasn’t glaring at me in a judgemental way; he was ogling me.

      He was imagining me in lingerie. I was his ‘ideal’ body type.

      And instead of being disgusted, the strangest urge came over me. I found myself trying to tease him. I kept walking by him closely, bending over near him. I found a strange amount of entertainment value in teasing him like that.

      I even dug out my old pair of camping shorts from junior high, which were dangerously short and tight. I felt silly wearing them, but I wore them to the gym the next day. And now, his ogling eyes were even more intense. He was laser-focused on me, hardly able to look away from me while I did my sets.

      And in a weird way, it felt kind of nice, someone admiring my body. I mean—I’d spent over a year in the gym and nobody had ever noticed any of my hard work.

      On weekdays, the gym was generally very empty; some days it would just be me and a couple of the gym regulars—but always him. Wednesdays were the deadest, so one Wednesday, I decided to really torment him. I stole a pair of black lacy panties from my sister’s underwear drawer and I put them on under those little camper booty shorts. I kept my shorts pulled up until he was working out behind me, and I was sure that there were no other people around. Then, I wriggled my shorts down, just enough to expose the waistband of the panties.

      I felt really weird wearing panties—don’t get me wrong—but when I caught him in the mirror with a dark red face, it seemed so worth it. I really don’t know why I got so much pleasure out of teasing him like that.

      Or maybe I was getting pleasure out of being noticed for… the first time in my life. Nobody had ever looked at me with desire like that.

      Just before the end of my workout, he walked by me, closely, on purpose, and his hand groped my ass. I swear he took a squeeze as he went by. “Excuse me,” he said, and he looked at me with a quick grin.

      I was a bit grossed out, having been groped by a man who had about eighty pounds of muscle on me… but I ended up having to scurry to the changing room, because I suddenly had the hardest erection of my life.

      I have no idea what happened; I was so fucking aroused. I had to go into one of the toilet stalls to hide while the erection throbbed and withered. I was hot all over. That night, I could stop imagining myself bent over, being rammed by the gay gym hunk.

      I found myself stealing clothes from my sister and modelling in my bedroom mirror. I tried on bras, panties, dresses, skirts. Suddenly, the sight of myself in women’s clothing made me erect. When I went to put on panties the next day before going to the gym, I suddenly had a hard erection that I couldn’t get to settle until I took the panties off.

      It was like I’d accidentally rewired my brain—or maybe he did it to me when he grabbed my ass in the gym.

      The only way I could wear the panties was by masturbating first, so I wasn’t so insanely aroused.

      I kept wearing the panties to the gym, under those booty shorts (in fact, I ended up stealing a pair of my sister’s gym shorts to wear at the gym). I found myself looking forward to squatting in front of him. I found myself looking forward to those ogling eyes.

      I was in the changing room one day when he came in. He rarely ventured into the changing room unless he was coming or going—and I knew for a fact he was only an hour into his usual four-hour routine.

      I thought he was just going to walk by me, but instead his hand slipped around my wrist and he pulled me. I gasped and saw that he was taking me into the shower area. I felt myself turning pale. My legs felt suddenly weak. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t gay… but I couldn’t muster up a sound.

      He turned me around to face him. I was just frozen. Then, I let my gaze fall down to see that his cock was out—and it was as big as advertised.

      I was stunned, speechless, mortified. He took my hand and brought it to his cock. “I know you want it,” he growled.

      I felt him throbbing. It was so warm. It was so… veiny, like the rest of his body. I looked down at it and couldn’t believe how fat it was in my hand.

      Suddenly, I was on my knees. He pressed his cock up to my face, as if he was trying to show me that he was bigger than my face (he was). He dragged his fat tip down to my lips. I opened my mouth, scared of offending him. I sucked his cock because I was afraid of offending him. I could taste his bitter sweat. His coarse pubic hair tickled my face. He grabbed my head and shoved his cock so far down my throat that his ballsack was mashed against my chin. I gagged—and then I even puked a little bit; it didn’t seem to turn him off.

      He spun me around and bent me over. He used both of his hands to spread my ass cheeks apart, and he spat right right my asshole, which felt weird. He grunted loudly as he mashed his cock into me. I gasped.

      Now, I could hear other people in the changing room with us. I made the mistake of turning my head to see that they could see us—but they were politely looking away (or awkwardly looking away), and pretending like they couldn’t see us.

      He started fucking me right there in that public changing room, not caring that anyone could see. He pumped me hard for about eight minutes, making me moan. He spanked my ass so hard that my ass was red for days.

      He never actually came in me, because a staff member came in and told us to stop, and then asked us both to leave. I was so humiliated, pulling up my panties over my gaping asshole. I received an email from the gym later that afternoon letting me know my membership had been revoked. Oh God, it was so humiliating. I guess I was lucky they didn’t go to the police…

      I did eventually get to experience a proper ass-fucking. I ended up downloading Grindr, posting pictures of myself in panties and booty shorts, and even a couple pictures of myself wearing a full feminine outfit. I had dozens of hits by the end of the week, including guys asking to meet up for casual sex—and I met a few of them. None of them were as big as my gym fling.
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        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

      Join Femboy Academy on Patreon
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      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

      

      
        
        THE PUNISHMENT

        FORCED

        TWINS

        LORI’S LAST FUCK

        THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

        TRANS CAM WHORE

        GETTING READY FOR PROM

        DUBIOUS CONSENT

        PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

        JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

        THREE WISHES

        HIS BIGGEST FAN

        TRUTH OR DARE

        ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

        WEREWOMAN

        ROOMMATE DARES

        GETTING THE JOB

        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

        ABDUCTION DREAMS

        NEW GIRL IN TOWN

        THE OPERATION

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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