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Women's Studies Ch. 01

The inspiration for these characters was a photo of Audrey Allen and Carly Lauren. They are both playmates though I only knew one was at the time. I had originally thought Carly was Audrey's sister. I started to think about incest naturally and then I thought what if her "sister" was really her brother... I know. I'm fucked up, but aren't we all? If you want to see the image just type "Audrey Allen and Carly Lauren" into google images, it will be at the top.



Story contains incest and crossdressing.



A special thanks to Skye4Life for re-editing this story for me.



<hr>



Women's Studies



"Do you want to switch it up? My leg is falling asleep and my ass is getting sore." my sister said.



"Sure, just pull over at the next rest stop and I'll take the last leg." I offered.



I was heading off to college. I had received a full scholarship to Mayweather University in Phoenix and I couldn't wait to get started. They had one of the best social sciences departments in the country, where I was hoping to get my degree. I was leaning towards majoring in psychology and minoring in sociology.



My sister Audrey was driving down early with me to help me get settled in. It had been a while since I had spent any time with her. When my mom found out she was a "cam-girl" from some of her male co-workers she about lost it and things haven't been the same between them since. My sister had hoped that after moving into the more main stream and artful pornography in Playboy, that things would change and our mother would be understanding. I don't know what gave her that idea. Our mother has never been one to understand, and this topic was a doozy for her.



Yes, my sister is that Audrey. Audrey Aleen Allen aka Audrey Andalise, Miss June 2013. What's that like you ask? Well my friends are always telling me how unbelievably hot she is. So no change there. I've probably seen her naked a bit more than the normal accidental sibling interactions. But for the most part we have a normal brother sister relationship.



My name is Alexis. Not your typical boy name. When my mother was pregnant with me, every sonogram ever taken failed to show my penis so they all thought I was going to be a girl. My mother wanted to name her new girl after her mother. My grandmother passed away two weeks before I was born. When I came out with a penis everyone was surprised. My mother, in her infinite wisdom, decided to stick with the name Alexis and decided she would just call me Alex for short. Thanks mom.



It's not like it made my life difficult or anything. Oh wait, it did. At 5'4" with a tiny body and slightly feminine facial features and hips... the latter I tried to hide with baggy jeans, I was mocked relentlessly. At the beginning of each school year the teachers would call out the roll and, without fail, call me Alexis no matter how much preparation I had done to warn them before hand to call me Alex.



My long hair didn't really help that much. I was going for more of a metal head or grunge rock look hoping it would help butch me up a little. I had started singing for a 70's rock high school cover band my senior year. The teasing didn't stop but it was noticeably less.



"About two more hours I think." I mused after we had swapped and gotten back on the road. Audrey had both of her feet up on the passenger seat staring out the window wearing a pair of big white sunglasses that obscured most of her face. Her long blond hair, dyed to perfection, falling around her shoulders and even a little into her perfect cleavage.



"Good, I feel like we've been in this car forever!" she whined. We had started in Denver and had been at it for about ten hours.



"So what should I be expecting in college?" I asked mostly in an attempt to distract myself from how bored I was, and also a little curious.



"Sex, drugs and partying with a little bit of learning thrown in... not necessarily in that order... at least for the first year or two until you settle down." she finished with a giggle.



"I didn't ask what you did at college!" I laughed, "What should I expect?" gesturing to my whole physique. "High school didn't really go over that well for me." I explained.



"College isn't like high school. Most people don't really care about that stuff in college. You should get along just fine. Just be yourself."



"I just hope I finally get laid." I accidental mumbled out loud and desperately hoping she didn't hear it over the radio.



I was almost able to breathe a sigh of relief when, "Wait, you haven't had sex yet?"



"No, not really."



"What do you mean 'not really'? You either have or you haven't."



"Well just oral."



"You got a blow job?"



"Umm, no."



"What? Now I'm confused. Spill it baby brother."



"Remember Tiffany Scott?" she nodded recalling a girl I hung around since sixth grade. "Well I kinda went down on her."



"No way! You followed her around forever." she mused. "She didn't return the favor?"



"She gave me half a hand job and then said her arm was tired after a couple minutes."



"What a bitch! If someone goes down on me I'll return the favor and if I go down on them then I expect the same in return at the very least."



"Oh God sis, I don't want to think about you going down on guys!" I exclaimed



"Who said anything about guys?" she teased.



Things started to become very tight in my pants. Resisting the urge to shift to a more comfortable position is becoming unbearable but I'm trying not to draw any attention to myself. The truth is my sister is a goddess. I'm guilty of spilling future generations, essentially committing genocide on a massive scale, while furiously beating it to images and fantasies of my sister. This was only made easier by my sister choice of career and the internet.



"Can we please not talk about this?" I asked keeping my eyes firmly on the road.



"No problem, bro." she replied with a bit of a giggle. "I will say this though, you will have no problem getting laid in college. I'm not saying it's an orgy but everyone is having sex. Besides, you're a good looking guy and your willingness to kneel at thy alter, definitely works in your favor."



I turned up the radio hoping she would take the cue that I was done discussing this. The drive was still boring, but the excitement of almost being there was starting to creep up on me.



Arizona wasn't what I had expected at all. Every time I had heard about it, it was described as a desert. I expected an almost desolate wasteland with tumbleweeds and cacti. This place was fairly green. Lots of trees and grass. Yeah there were some stretches of Rocky Mountains and barren patches of ground with only the occasional scraggly bush or palo verde tree, but there was definitely a lot more green than I had expected. And phoenix was a huge place apparently. Not like other big cities like New York where everything is jammed together and to the sky, but more sprawled out over hundreds, maybe thousands of square miles.



Finally arriving at our motel near campus in a little college town on the very edge of the city, we gladly jumped out of the car.



*** *** ***



Valley of the Sun



Holy shit it was hot. I felt like I was taking Intro to Hell. The moment I stepped out of the car, I swear sweat popped out from every pore. I knew it was supposed to be hot here but this was ridiculous. Audrey on the other had seemed to take it in stride, stepping out of the car with a smile. Sweat began to glisten her tanned skin immediately, bouncing light beautifully off of her neck and from the cleavage shown off by her loose fitting low cut tank top.



"Fuck it's hot!" I exclaimed.



"It's not that bad. I kinda like it." she said basking in the sun.



"Bull shit. I swear I saw two trees fighting over a dog and a squirrel using oven mitts to handle his nuts."



"Come on now!" she said laughing.



"I just saw Optimus Prime turn into an air conditioner." I said holding her eyes with a straight face.



"Stop. Please. My side is starting to hurt!" she laughed harder.



Getting our room was easy. They were pretty much vacant with there being two weeks still until school started. The room was a little crowded, two full size beds, a dresser with a mirror above it, a TV, and two nightstands. With two small people it worked out fine though.



"I need a shower." I said putting down my bag. "I'll grab the other stuff from the car when I'm done."



The shower felt great. I didn't even bother trying to warm the water. I hit the cold tap and jumped in to a lukewarm spray that slowly worked its way to a slightly cool. I lost track of time letting my mind roam and came back around to my sisters comments in the car about going down on guys and possibly girls. I was hard in seconds. I knew it was wrong but I was alone and it's only a fantasy, not like I'm doing the real thing I tried to rationalize.



I slowly began tugging on my erection, imagining her lying with her head buried between a girl's legs, licking eagerly at her pussy. The other girl with her hands on her blond head urging her on, moaning for more. This really started to get me going.



The image changed to her on her knees sucking on a big cock. Slowly licking the bottom of the shaft from base to tip finishing with a little flick of the tongue before taking it back into her mouth to vigorously pump it in and out before slipping off with a popping noise. A string of spit connecting the tip of the cock with her beautiful pink lips, swollen from the abuse.



With the water spraying off my chest I looked down and an image of my sister popped into my head. An image of my sister on her knees in the shower in front of me naked. My cock the one she has been teasing with such perfection. I'm getting close now, stroking faster. She leans forward to take me back into her mouth and looks up to give me a wink and...



"Alex! I gotta pee!" Audrey bursts into the bathroom. "You've been in here for half an hour, I couldn't wait any longer."



I'm panicking. I have this raging erection gripped in my fist and I freeze like a deer in the headlights. I quickly turn to face away from her thanking God for the nearly opaque shower door hiding my shame.



"Fuck sis. Don't we have some boundaries?"



"I can't even see you. Relax."



Realizing I still had my cock in my hand, I started to hear her pee. I'm not really into the whole pee thing, but knowing her pussy was totally exposed just the other side of this glass door, I started to make slow strokes on my shaft. It took real restraint to keep them slow. The window still showed faint outlines and I didn't want her to catch on that I was jerking it with her in the room.



"You about done?" I asked making my voice sound normal.



"Why are you?" she laughed presumably at how absurd this was, peeing while I was showering. Both of us virtually naked in the same room separated by a piece of fogged glass.



"Yeah, I'm nearly done."



The second the door closed I blasted into the shower wall biting back a moan. I was surprised that the force of my ropes didn't crack the cheap tile. Breathing heavily, I collected myself, feeling once again guilty for having thought of my sister while spanking one out. I got out and dried off throwing on a t-shirt and some gym shorts and left the bathroom.



Audrey was lying on her bed watching some garbage reality TV show and I plopped down onto my bed. She still looked a little flushed from the heat earlier. "What do you want to do today?" I asked.



"Let's check out some of the college hang outs. There won't be that many people out, but there will probably be a few that showed up early like us." she explained.



After getting ready, something that took me only five minutes, I channel surfed for the next hour and a half waiting for Audrey. Don't get me wrong, it was worth the wait. I can't quite explain what the difference was, but the extra effort made her look more beautiful. She went with a slightly rocker look with dark eye shadow drawing attention to her green eyes making them pop. She wore a short black pleated skirt and a tight white t-shirt with some black designs on it that was slightly see through and an obviously black bra underneath.



She made me look like a troll missing his bridge. I was wearing my usual baggy jeans and t-shirt combo with my Broncos hat.



Slipping on her silver ankle strap platforms and matching belt she completed her look. "Let's go get into some trouble little bro!" she smile wickedly



We found a local dive club that Audrey assured me looked, in her opinion, to be the go to place when classes started back up. The Library was a large standalone building with hardwood floors and a wood decor reminiscent of an old library. The dance floor was huge, but currently empty and only a few patrons occupied bar stools at the L-shaped bar. We had a few drinks (mine non-alcoholic), laughing and throwing jokes back and forth, but we were the only other people to show up in a little over an hour. Deciding it was a bust tonight, we left to get some food.



Making our way down the street I started to notice that everywhere I looked there were beautiful women. I could see it now, when school started even more would show up and I would be swimming in female flesh!



"I think you're right about the possibilities of me getting laid here." I said to my sister excitedly.



She just had a worried look on her face. After a few more minutes of walking and her gazing around she stopped and turned to me. "Where are the guys?"



"I've seen a few. Why?" I asked not really understanding.



"We are pretty much on campus right now and the only guys I've seen are a couple janitors and the rest looked like parents or teachers." She grabbed my arm and pulled me back down the street toward our motel. She pulled out her phone and started flipping through it. "Shit!" she said in a whisper I almost missed.



"What's up sis?"



"Let's get back to our room." she urged.



Ten minutes later found us back in our room and Audrey was pacing. "Can you tell me now? What's going on?"



She pulled out her phone and tapped her screen a couple times and turned it towards me. The web page pulled up was for my school. "So?" I asked still confused.



She scrolled down a little and turned it back to me. I read, Mayweather University, Ranked 10th All-Women College in the country. "Fuck! This is some kind of joke right? FUCK!"



I knew right away it wasn't a joke. This would have required too much planning on her part. I could see how it could happen. My given name is Alexis. Pretty much a girl only name. I'm the only guy I have heard of with it. That coupled with me applying to every college I could find, someone here probably missed it.



Well now I was screwed. I definitely wouldn't be allowed to attend an all-girls school and I wasn't accepted anywhere else. So much for the full scholarship. I started to shove my stuff back into my bags.



"What are you doing?" Audrey asked.



"Getting the fuck out of here. No point in staying. I guess I'll take a year off to work back home and enroll in community college next fall."



"Come on, let's just stay for a couple days and fuck this town up before we go. We'll get so shitty we can't even spell college." she laughed. "Maybe we can even get you laid when more of these girls show up. What you got between your legs makes you a rare commodity."



"Alright, but the booze are all on you." I said laying back on my bed.



"Deal. I'll be back in ten." she said slipping back out the door.



This was so fucked up. How did I even apply to this college without figuring out it was a girls college? How did the admittance people miss the fact that I have a dick swinging between my legs? I was still lost in my thoughts when Audrey returned.



"Look what I got!" she said pulling a bottle of tequila out of a bag followed by rum and a bottle of Coke.



"Perfect." I said not caring that I hate tequila. At this point I just wanted to drink until I passed out and then repeat until this was all just some bad dream. She pulled out some glasses and we dove right in. Being as small as we are, we are surprising heavy weights when it comes to drinking. Maybe it's in the genes. After powering through four shots a piece while sipping on a rum and Coke I was feeling a pretty good buzz and started asking her about what it was like modeling for Playboy.



"There are so many people there the whole time. The pictures themselves look kind of intimate. Almost like you're peeking into someone's private time but the view from my end was me, near or completely naked, with at least twenty people in my field of view. Some of them crew members and a few models watching in between their shoots, nearly as naked as I was. About half the guys are shamelessly tenting their pants and the women look hot as hell. It was so frustrating being so horny and naked in front of so many people." she finished a little breathless.



"The girls got you going too?" I asked. "Are you a little bi or something?"



"Oh, Alex," she sighed, "there's no little about it. It's one of the reasons Mom won't talk to me. Some of her coworkers saw a vivid scene on my web show of me with another girl."



My mind stalled trying to go down six different directions with this and failing to get anywhere. My sister has sex with girls. That's so hot! I flashed from soft to granite in seconds.



"Haha, contain yourself bro." she drunkenly teased.



The conversation drifted to other topics as we continued to drink, but I couldn't really focus. Being drunk, not to mention thinking more about what my sister would look like licking a girl out...or getting licked herself, made it harder to focus. Lost in my daze of blissful thoughts she caught me off guard.



"Why don't you just dress like a girl and go to school here? Your degree would have your name on it so it would be legit."



"Hell no." I slurred. "Besides they would know in a minute that I was a dude even if I didn't have this giving me away," I said drunkenly grabbing my still erect cock through my baggy jeans. I noticed right away I screwed up and let it go and started to blush.



Surprisingly she didn't give me shit about it. She looked at me curiously for a while before saying. "I think you would make one hot fucking chick." After that we just drank in silence with her occasionally smiling strangely at me.



*** *** ***



It felt so amazing. I was with Tiffany Scott doing some serious dry humping in the back seat of her dad's Volvo. My hand under her blouse pinching the nipple of her soft plump breasts and kissing her neck. I was so close to coming and she would back off a little just to tease me, per usual. Her soaking panties rubbing me through my boxers, my pants unzipped sitting low on my ass. Listening to her moan with pleasure.



"Alex." I loved hearing her say my name.



"Alex?" more of a question this time. I moaned feeling a throbbing start to build.



I woke up with my cock sticking out of the crotch of my boxers pressed into the crease of Audrey's thong, my hand under her loose top cupping her breast and my mouth pressed to the back of her neck. It took a second waking up to realize what was going on.



Like a flash I rolled away and slammed onto the floor hitting my head with a loud thud. My head was throbbing and my sister is laughing hysterically. We must have passed out on the same bed after drinking so much. This was humiliating. Tucking my throbbing cock back into my boxers I tried to apologize as best I could.



"I'm so sorry! I was asleep and didn't know what I was doing I swear!"



"Must have been some dream!" she said still laughing. "I called your name like six times."



"Why didn't you just move away?" I demanded angry still embarrassed.



"You mean other than the death grip you had on my tit? Besides, it was worth it after the look on your face."

"I'm gonna take a shower." I said trying to find any excuse to leave the room only realizing afterward what it might look like.



"Have a good shower!" she mocked.



I can't lie. I jerked it. I was too worked up to even consider letting it go away on its own. The upside is it was quick. In under a minute I yet again defiled this shower and quickly finished washing up. I stepped out of the bathroom in just my gym shorts and Audrey slipped in after me still wearing just a loose t-shirt with her breasts hanging free and her hot pink thong. My cock lurched at that image but I prevailed. After about a thirty minute shower she came back out in a bath robe and proceeded to dry her hair.



"I am really sorry about this morning." I said sincerely.



"Don't worry about it. It happens. You're not the first guy to wake up with a case of morning wood." she said flicking off her hair dryer to comment.



I decided to drop it and hope we could forget. After getting dressed again in the bathroom she came back out to apply a little make up. "You know, I wasn't joking last night." she said looking up for a split second in between applications. "I could make you look like a hot girl and you could still go here."



"I think not."



"You don't think I could make you into a hot girl or you don't want me to?" She asked casually. As if this was the most ordinary conversation a brother and sister could have.



"Either? Both?" I said almost a question. "I'm not gay and have no desire to be a girl."



"Being gay doesn't have anything to do with it," she replied, still focused more on her makeup than the conversation. "You ever joke around with your friends, would you suck a dick for a million dollars? It's kinda like that but instead it's would you dress like a girl for three hundred thousand dollars?"



"You're starting to weird me out a little, sis." I said.



"You know the whole million dollar thing?" she continued, ignoring me. "Well your friends might say they wouldn't do it, but I know for certain if cash was shown they would do it for way less. I was at a party in LA during a photo shoot and saw a completely straight man blow another guy for three grand." she recalled casually. "At least you would be getting your money's worth."



"This sounds kind of fucked up." I said, "Besides, people will know I'm in drag in a heartbeat. I could never pass as a girl."



"Are you kidding? You may make a decent looking guy, but with your frame, those hips and perky ass, your pretty face and that hair... let's just say we might need to get you a taser to keep the boys off you. Hell, you'll need it to keep the girls off!"



"You're just saying that."



"I'm not lying bro." she said finishing up her makeup and snapping her cases closed. "I'm going to go out for a bit. I'll be back in an hour or so."



She was gone for about three hours. I spent most of my time listening to Pandora Radio on my phone or watching trashy daytime TV. When she returned she looked weighed down with shopping bags from a bunch of different shops. Dropping them all with a sigh of relief she sat down hard on the bed and made two rum and Cokes. The bags didn't surprise me. She was a firm believer in retail therapy.



Neither of us said anything through our first two drinks. I was starting to feel a good buzz. She had made these pretty strong. After making the third round which was even stronger than the first two she started pulling the stuff from her bags. There was an astounding amount of lacy underwear of all types along with dresses and skirts of all types and tops. Somethings she pulled slightly out of the bags, as if to check something, and then put them back in.



"So, I have a surprise for you." she said nervously. "We are going to get wasted and play dress up."



"No way!" I laughed protesting half halfheartedly. With all this liquor in me it actually sounded kind of fun.



"Pwease!" she pouted. "We can make you all nice and sexy. Just this once I promise. I never had a little sister to play dress up with!" she pleaded.



"Okay." I finally conceded. "Just this once and only because I'm drunk." I rationalized.



"Yay!" she squealed, "We'll start simple and do your hair and makeup. Come sit over here."



I sat their drinking steadily while she went to work on my hair. The drinks were a little weaker now but that just let me keep a good pace without blacking out. She put on some chick rock station on her phone so we were rocking out to Joan Jett, The Donnas, Flyleaf, Paramore, and The Pretty Reckless. It definitely set a girly mood and when she finished my makeup I could see where she was going with the music.



"All finished." she sing-songed, "Take a look!"



I scooted over so I could see into the mirror. Right when I got into its view Audrey jumped in behind me to lean her head over my shoulder smiling. I was in shock. There were two hot girls staring back at me. One was my sister and the other looked like this slightly slutty rocker chick. My cock lurched. Was that me? I was so drunk and confused. Was I gay? I was starting to get a hard on looking at myself in the mirror. No, it's because of my sister. I may be a little fucked up in the head, but definitely not gay.



"What the hell Audrey?" I said touching my face.



"You like?" she grinned. She was obviously having a blast.



"Here's a refill." she said handing me a fresh drink. Rummaging through some of the clothes she pulled out earlier she handed me an outfit. "Put these on." she said blushing.



"What? Right here?" I said



"Or in the bathroom. I don't care."



I opted for the bathroom. The alcohol was numbing my embarrassment, but I still had a chubby from seeing me and my sister in the mirror. In the bathroom I found the reason for her blushes. Pressed in between a short plaid skirt and a black Ramones t-shirt, that someone had been at with some scissors, was a matching set of black lace underwear and fishnet stockings. Now I was blushing, but what the hell. I slipped on the lacy boy-shorts and tried to tuck my wiener sideways in the waist band. Next went the bra which was a little trickier. It felt a little empty but whatever. Then I put the skirt on to a whole new experience with the open feeling in my privates but the cloth feeling on my hips and thighs adding a strange contrast. I pulled the top on and then slid the fishnets on my legs.



Looking into the mirror my libido surged and my cock throbbed. I couldn't blame this one on my sister. This was all me causing this reaction. Before I could think too much on it my sister burst in. "You done yet? OH MY GOD! You look hot!" she exclaimed ecstatically. "Turn around and let me get a better look at you." she adjusted my shirt over my bra and fussed with the skirt to lay flat until some throat clearing from me made her realize it was my cock causing the lump. "Um, wait right here." she said.



She returned with a box she was opening. She pulled out a couple floppy pieces of rubber showing them to me. "Chicken cutlets." she said showing them to me. "Fake breasts." she clarified slipping them into my bra. After adjusting them and my hair she turned me around to look in the mirror at the finished product.



We looked like sisters. Hot sisters. Still drunk, I was having trouble wrapping my head around the whole situation. My erection was so hard it was starting to hurt and I could feel my panties staring to become sticky. My sister stood close to me looking in the mirror at us together. She had her hand on my hip dangerously close to my aching cock and the other on my shoulder.



"I told you." she said smiling wickedly. "I would fuck both of those girls. What about you? Would you fuck them?" she continued whispering in my ear. Her fingers on my hip were now slightly brushing the tip of my dick, making me moan. "I thought so." she said licking my neck.



*** *** ***



Again I woke up dazed. We were in the same bed again in much the same position with my cock peeking out the top of some lace panties pressed into the cleft of her ass cheeks and an arm draped over her stomach. At first it was a shock. Not the position we were in, but what I was wearing. My skirt was high up around my waist as was my sister's, and I was still wearing the shirt and bra as well as some fishnets.



She was still asleep this time. Still a little drunk and hungover, I just stayed pressed against her while I was pulling any thoughts I could remember back from last night. All girls college. We got wasted. She dressed me up as a girl. The image of us standing in the mirror in the bathroom came back along with the feel of her fingertips brushing my cock. I would fuck both of those girls. The sound of my sister's voice came back to me and her licking my neck. I was trying to decide if some of that might have been a dream when my sister slowly started to work her perfect ass against my cock in her sleep.



It felt so incredible. I wanted to pull away but I couldn't make my body move. Slowly she built up her pace and intensity. This lasted for a few minutes and right when my orgasm started to build she stopped, waking up. "Shit!" she whispered to herself moaning. She shuffled to get out of bed and I feigned sleep.



"God I would still fuck that girl." she said to herself walking to the bathroom and closing the door.



When the door shut I rolled onto my back thinking about all the weird shit that had happened since I got here. I heard the shower start and I got up to look at myself in the mirror above the dresser and I was surprised. I didn't look as good as I thought I did when I was drunk last night, but I wasn't sure if it was because of my drunken perception or because of the sleep messing up the look. I still look damn good though. I found myself admitting. I had that 'walk of shame' look going on like you see with those hot girls in college movies.



I found the same thought chasing itself around my head. Could I really do this? Impersonate a girl and keep my scholarship. I was still in denial, but deep down my resolve was showing some cracks.



I don't know why but when I heard the shower turn off I jumped back in bed to pretend to still be asleep. Lying there waiting for Audrey to come out I decided maybe I didn't want my sister to see me admiring myself in the mirror.



When she stepped out of the bathroom she was surprisingly chipper for someone who had a power drinking session last night. "Alex, you up?"



"Huh?" I said groggily pretending to be woken up. "Yeah I'm up." I sat up looking down at myself feigning confusion, "What the hell happened last night?"



"You said I would never be able to make you look like a hot girl. I bet you that I could. You sir, lost." she said smiling. "You still look good!"



"I'm gonna take a shower." I said blushing and avoiding looking her in the eyes.



In the bathroom I looked myself over in the mirror again. I ran my hand through my hair, smoothed out my now wrinkled shirt and skirt and ran my hand along the tight fishnets. My own touch felt more intense and keeping my eyes on myself in the mirror, I flipped up the front of my skirt and pulled my cock the rest of the way out and began to stroke myself.



It was a strange experience. This girl in the mirror was really turning me on, but she had a cock. But then again it was my cock so it was okay. As I continued to stroke myself, bucking my hips, I thought about how much I wanted to put my mouth on this woman. Thoughts unbidden came of slipping this beautiful girls cock into my mouth and at that moment I came hard, knees buckling, leaving me leaning over the counter.



I was so confused. I knew I wasn't gay. I had never even thought about a dick besides my own. But even though this was my dick I had thought about, I couldn't help thinking about it at this sexy girls cock that I had wanted in my mouth.



Trying to push these thoughts out of my head I stripped down and got into the shower. In a few minutes I was stepping out and drying off in front of the mirror staring at myself again, a young looking man with slightly feminine features. I put on a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt and exited the bathroom.



"I'm going to be honest bro. I don't mean any offense by this, you are a good looking dude, but you make an even better looking woman." she said appraising my drastic change from when I had entered the bathroom.



"Drinking with you should come with a disclaimer or a parental advisory warning." I commented sheepishly.



I laid down on my bed, which hadn't been used for sleeping so far, there was a very long silence. Eventually Audrey got up and laid down next to me with her back propped up by the headboard.



"We should talk about this." she said not looking at me. "You know that if I could afford to pay for your tuition I would right? I mean I make some money, but the pay for pornography no matter how classy, isn't the same as the pay for being a movie star."



"I know sis. To be honest even if you did make that kind of money, I wouldn't put this on you." I said



"Well I'm saying this to lead into the next part." she paused for a moment as if the next part was a little difficult to get out. "If you really want to go to school here you can. I can help you. It is doable. It might be a little tough, but you're a tough guy. When I started doing nude cam shows it wasn't because it was what I aspired to do. It was something circumstance put in front of me when I needed a way to get by. It was hard the first time I did it. I was so nervous and I felt a little sick." Talking in short sentences, she seemed to be rushing all of this out uncomfortably. "It isn't like that now. Now I like what I do, but in the beginning it was hard and I wasn't sure I could do it." Her eyes were watering a little bit now, recollecting her feelings early on.



"You are in a similar situation. You have this opportunity, but to get it you have to do something you would rather not. The difference between us is you know that this thing you're doing will pay off huge in the long run. When I started I never imagined the possibility that I could be a Playmate. You know exactly what you will get at the end of this and it's way better than the 25k for being Miss June." Taking a deep breath after her long speech, she continued. "What I'm saying is fuck these people with their all-girls school. Do you want to go to this school?"



"Well, yeah."



"They say you have to be a girl to go here. Do you want it bad enough to dress up like one for four or so years? To pretend to be one?" She asked.



I opened my mouth to answer. This was so much. What would my mom think?



"Don't think about what other people would think, fuck them. This is about you." she interrupted me grabbing my hand and turning to look me in the eyes now. "Is this degree and scholarship worth you being a girl?"



Looking into her eyes, I saw them pleading me for the truth. Somehow I knew she didn't care what my answer was as long as it was the truth. She had always been an understanding person growing up, surprisingly tolerant. I had never really seen the full depth of that in her. As long as I was happy she didn't give a fuck what I wanted to do. It gave me strength. "Yes." I whispered.



The force of he hug knocked both of us off the bed as she dove to embrace me. Crying and laughing. Lying on the floor next to her, my arms tight around her, I couldn't help but laugh too with a few unshed tears in my eyes. After a while she pulled herself up. "We've got some work to do."



*** *** ***



Audrey had left to pick up some items she deemed important to our work. Alone in the motel I was starting to question the decision I had previously made. Can I really pretend to be a girl? Not just physically, but mentally? I seriously thought about talking myself out of my decision. In the end, I figured I had about a week and a half to change my mind and if I decided not to do it then at least my sister and I would have something to laugh about next time we hung out and drank.



Audrey returned a short while later carrying three bags this time and quickly set to emptying them onto the end of her bed. Out spilled and insane amount of makeup, girl deodorant and perfume, hair dye and... waxing supplies. I was getting a little scared now. Not just about the waxing. That sounded painful. But everything else I would have to learn in the next week. She spent her entire life learning how to be a woman. I was having serious doubts of my ability to pull something like this off.



"You can do this." she said firmly. "We'll take it step by step. Now take these and then take a hot shower." She continued confidently handing me a few Aspirin. "Use my loofah and scrub everywhere."



I was nervous as hell, but I trusted her. Heading into the bathroom, she called out to me with a smile, "You might want to... You know..." she said making a jerking motion with her hand. Oh no, this won't be embarrassing at all.



I showered and scrubbed like she requested. I was going to skip the self-relief she had suggested, but I got hard and figured what the hell. When I shut the water off and stepped out to dry Audrey called for me. "Don't get dressed. Just put a towel around you and come here."



I obliged stepping into the room to see her fussing with what I could only assume to be the waxing supplies." I don't know if I'm ready for this."



"You'll be fine. I do this all the time. Besides the less time you have to spend in the dorm showers the better."



"Can I get drunk first?"



"No. It will close up your pores and make it more painful. Just lay down on the bed."



I'm not very hairy to begin with. The light blond hair on my legs and body are fine and sparse. That being said it still hurt. She started with my legs then arms moving to my back and torso. Next she did the light facial hair that I had painstakingly tried to cultivate. After so much of it, I was beginning to get used to it. It wasn't so bad anymore. The blessings of ignorance.



"Alright, now the hard part." she said blushing. "Lose the towel."



"What!" I said surprised and shocked.



"You have enough of a bulge we have to try to hide without adding a forest of hair to the mix. This part will be... unpleasant." She severely understated.



"AWWW FUCK! SON OF A BITCH!" I screamed. It was bad. After the first one I almost didn't let her continue, but she insisted one more would do it. It took about six 'one mores' before she was done. Even with her touching me down their during the waxing, I couldn't even think of getting hard. But now that it was done she was using her mouth to blow air on to my burning nethers in an attempt to sooth the pain. Before I knew it, masked by the pain, it had just snuck its way to rigidity.



"Wow, that's some package." Audrey teased throwing my towel over it. "I'm going to order pizza. You just pass out and sleep it off. I'll wake you when it gets here."



After my nap, my skin felt less aflame, but still sore. We ate pizza as she explained what we were going to be doing next and throughout the rest of this week.



"When we finish up I'm going to dye your hair to go with your new look." she said between bites. "I thought about this earlier and just because you going to be a girl doesn't mean you can't still, in essence, be you so we are going with a rocker chick look which will balance your rocker dude persona. Besides if you act a little strange people will attribute it to you just being different... and honestly you really pull of that look as a girl. Like really hot." she confessed containing her blushes. "Besides, Alex didn't have many friends in school, but in college everyone will want to be friends with the cool and hot Lexi!"



I flinched at that name. People used to use it to make fun of me in school. "Hey bro, I know it brings up bad memories, but those are a little boy's bad memories. Lexi is a beautiful woman. She has known no other name and she embraces it," she said trying to reassure me with a gentle squeeze of my hand.

"From now on you will be Lexi. You will eat sleep and breathe as the woman she is. You will wear girl's clothes even if it's just you in this room. You need to get used to the woman you will become." she explained cleaning up the remnants of our lunch.



Being Lexi was hard. She wore dresses and skirts along with heeled shoes and after an extremely difficult tutorial, did her own make up. Her voice was also higher than my normal voice. Every time I would become frustrated Audrey would help build me back up.



"I didn't learn how to do this all in a day. I don't expect you to either. But with a great teacher you can get to where you can learn to get better on your own." she would reassure me smiling.



I had gotten a little less self-conscious with my erection in front of her, seeing as it was there a lot. "Does it always feel like this?" I said while trying on a sun dress.



"What do you mean?"



"I feel everything!" I said. "I feel the dress glide across my smooth skin, the air from the AC blowing across and in between my legs, the soft underwear moving across my..." I hesitated.



"Oh yes, It's always like that. At least for me." she laughed lightly. "You ever hear a girl say that a dress makes her feel sexy? Don't worry, Lexi. You'll get used to it." She continued to use my girl name helping me to get acquainted with it, as well as referring to me as a girl.



During the hair dying we practiced my singing to songs on her playlist in a girls voice to help me become more comfortable using it and making it more natural for me to use. My voice wasn't deep to begin with so that helped. By the time we were done coloring my hair and Audrey was helping me blow dry the final product, I had my Lexi voice down.



We had went with platinum blond on top with jet black underneath creating an amazing effect. I had thought about doing black on top but Audrey explained, blondes have more fun, with a wink. "This will look even better after we go out and get it cut." she said.



"Go out?" I asked a little scared.



"Yup! Tomorrow!" she exclaimed. "We'll even make a day of it and go all the way to the other side of Phoenix to get it done. Besides Lexi, you need clothes and you'll need to leave this motel to try them on. After that maybe we will get some food and do some dancing."



"I don't think I'm ready... to go outside."



"You're right." she said and I began to relax. "But tomorrow you will be. Tonight we practice walking."



It was harder than it sounded. She insisted I should wear heels because they made my legs look better and longer. After six hours of hip swaying seduction I finally managed to get the hang of it and I was beat. I peeled of my dress and shoes and fell into my bed wearing my new white lace bra and panty set that had pink bows on it and went to sleep. An hour later Audrey woke me up.



"Lexi, can I sleep here with you?" she whispered. "I kinda got used to having you there with me."



I was so tired I didn't say a word. I just closed my eyes and opened my arms for her to cuddle into them.



*** *** ***



Waking up was a lot easier without alcohol in my system like the previous two nights. I opened my eyes to a position very familiar to me now. Again I was spooning my sister Audrey tightly, with my morning wood wedged in between her cheeks and my hand draped across her stomach. She was still asleep and part of me wanted to roll away before she woke up. That part lost to the other part of me. The part that wanted to just hold her and feel her entire body pressed against mine. She smelled wonderful, a mixture of her lavender scented deodorant, her floral shampoo and something more intoxicating that was all her own. I pressed my nose into the back of her long blonde mane and breathed in deep letting her fill me. It sent my mind spiraling with gentle feelings of contentment.



As I became more fully awake I noticed how smooth my skin felt and how the tiniest shift against her skin, which was just as smooth, felt amazing sending tingles all over my body. The fabric of my white panties so soft against my freshly waxed groin. The underwear was still a surprise but I loved the feeling of it on me. Just thinking about how I looked in my underwear made my erection surge and Audrey rocked her ass against me once.



I froze, waiting for her to wake up and say something. Slowly her body started to rock back and forth against me rubbing my cock mostly through our underwear as the last few inches of me are exposed. She must still be asleep and just responding to me! I thought. It felt so good my hand under her loose top began to stroke her stomach and I was unconsciously working my way higher to her bare breasts. When I reached the under-curve of her breasts she moaned and I realized where my hand was. I was so lost in the physical sensations I just went with it.



A few minutes later she jerked waking up and stopped her grinding on me. I just held still realizing my hand was still holding her bare breast in my hand, praying she would think I was still asleep, when out of nowhere she started slowly rocking against me again. I didn't know what to think. She was awake, like me, and pretending she wasn't while grinding her perfectly round ass onto my throbbing cock. She obviously thought I was still asleep. I couldn't believe this was happening. I mean my sister is so HOT! She was Miss June, and she was now grinding into me while I was presumably asleep. Sure she was my sister, but I had thought about her sexually before. I mean she is technically a sex icon. By now I can hear some quiet moans coming from her, she is obviously getting off on this to some degree.



Taking a huge risk, I gradually start to start pumping back. She paused for a second but I persevered and she continued her pace. I was getting incredibly hard feeling her consciously participate. Her breast still in my hand, I started to rub and caress it pulling her tighter to me. It took serious willpower not to increase my pace to a frantic humping once I started to feel my climax build. Keeping steady strokes, I did allow myself to increase the pressure of my thrusts a small amount. She was now whimpering quietly with her moans and you could clearly smell our arousal in the air. I was so close and I couldn't keep my breathing even anymore. It was coming out in short pants now. Right before I came I pressed my head into her hair again and breathed her in. Her sweet scent making me light headed. I lost it and blasted rope after rope onto her lower back between us. The warm sticky mess we produced from our friction pressed and smearing between our bodies.



I continued to hold Audrey to me breathing deep of her in a state of bliss, but once my high ended I felt guilt and shame. Jerking off while thinking about her was one thing, that was all just in my head with me by myself, what we just did was incest. Actually I wasn't sure if it was, but if it wasn't it was damn close.



I still held her to me praying she didn't realize I was awake, listening to her breathing become more normal. Once she was calmer she slowly slipped my hand from her breast and gently slid out of bed trying not to wake me, and made her way quickly to the bathroom. Now I had a dilemma. Do I clean myself and have her come back knowing that I cleaned myself and my possibly 'guessing' what happened and both of us being embarrassed? Or do I stay like this with my cum drying on my abs and eventually wake up being embarrassed for 'presumably' having a wet dream. I didn't really see a winning scenario.



Eventually I heard the shower start and decided that I should clean myself off and pretend that I thought I had a wet dream and embarrassed I cleaned myself up before she could notice. Thus saving me from having to see her see me with my cum all over my stomach and giving her an excuse to have conveniently had nothing to do with it so we could both avoid the awkwardness. It was confusing as hell inside my head, but to me it worked.



My sister spent the better part of an hour in the shower. Either she was really worked up or she was having a hell of a time cleaning all of my sperm off her back. When she finally came out I was standing in front of the bedroom mirror looking over my body, admiring how I looked. My now flaccid member tucked fully into my panties.



"Morning Lexi!" Audrey said smiling leaning in to give me a kiss on the cheek. That must have been some shower. Her blonde hair was still wet and she was wearing a white thong and demi-cup bra.



"Good morning!" I replied copying her enthusiasm, glad we could easily bypass the awkwardness of this morning's earlier events.



"Is something wrong?" she asked me with concern. "Your voice sounds funny. Are you coming down with a cold? Your voice is normally a little higher and softer." she said



Catching on I adjusted my voice and cleared my throat delicately. "Sorry, I just woke up and I had something in my throat."



"Very good!" she said with a smile, infecting me with one of my own. "Remember, you are always a girl now. Don't break character for anything. If God forbid your dick flops out and starts to sing a Broadway musical, you are still a lady." Looking at me to make sure it sank in, she added "Now we have a big day today so you should take a shower." My smile slipped at that. "Don't worry, you'll be fine. We are going over thirty miles away just to be careful. This is just to help you ease into it. That and get you a haircut because God knows I can't do it," she said reaching out to run her fingers through my hair. "Besides, you look so amazing you could fool our mother."



I was still so nervous it took her smacking my ass to get me moving. Once in the bathroom I stripped out of my cute underwear with a sigh. I looked so good as a girl, but without my clothes I looked like an okay looking boy again. Every time I felt this it shocked me anew. I quickly showered and dried off just so I could get dressed again. Audrey had laid out my new underwear for me again. This pair was black ruffled booty shorts that made my ass look amazing, leaving the bottom of my cheeks exposed, and a black strapless bra. Once I had them on with my fake boobs in, I looked good.



Walking back into the room I asked. "Couldn't I have bigger boobs? Don't get me wrong, these look great," I said in my girl voice "but I could really go for something with a little more oomph. You know?"



"You can only add so much without them being obviously fake. And with your size I though an average B would work well and be easy to conceal that they weren't real." she explained.



"Oh okay." I conceded. "By the way, these ruffled panties you got me make my ass look amazing. Thank you!" I offered trying to try out my girly act a little more.



She gave me a big smile seeing me play into it. "They do don't they? I'm almost jealous." she said directing me to a seat by the mirror. "Let's do our makeup."



I knew she was testing me watching me do it myself. I thought I made a fair account of myself. Audrey did point out a few things as she made a couple touch ups, explaining to me what she was doing while I watched.



"Perfect!" she said as she finished. "Your dress is on your bed. Don't forget you have to step into it. You can't pull it over your head." She added before going back to finish up her own makeup.



"Thank you!" I cooed still acting girly. The sundress dress was a blood red strapless affair that covered my boobs completely but barely, and had a wide belt a few inches below my breasts where the dress gradually flared out in soft pleats ending at mid thigh. I slipped it on and it felt wonderful. I swished my hips back and forth watching myself in the mirror and Audrey giggled at me.



"You are taking to this really well." she complimented.



"Thanks, some things just feel... right I guess." I said "Can I ask you something?"



"Anything and everything you want." She smiled. "We're sisters now."



"I keep having problems with... feeling good. I mean my skin is so smooth and the underwear so soft against my skin and the dresses brushing against me with the smallest movement and then there is the whole thing where even though I know I'm clothed these dresses and skirts make me feel like I'm naked... the air against my legs and in between... I mean, is this just me? Is it something I can get used to?" I rambled.



Audrey was hysterical trying to catch her breath. "Yes. That's normal." she said calming down. "You do get used to it for the most part, but sometimes it can still sneak up on you. Remember what I said about how a dress can make a girl feel sexy?" Letting out a few soft chuckles. "God, I needed that. You are too funny."



At least now I know I'm not just a freak getting a hard on from the thought of wearing women's underwear. The tactile sensations could take the blame now.



Audrey finished her makeup and hair and easily slipped into her white sundress. It was a similar design but with straps and she filled out the bust much better than I did. She took her time in the mirror to make sure it was perfectly placed on her bust and hips before taking care of mine giving me tips on how to make sure that I knew it was covering and showing off my fake breast right without revealing.



"Okay." she said nervously grabbing some duct tape from her bag. "One last thing. Lift up your dress and drop those panties." She was blushing like fire now as she knelt down on her knees.



"What? My panties?" I said with a little edge to my voice.



"Yeah. You don't really need to tuck with a dress like this since it flares out from your... parts, but you're going to need the practice to get used to it. And this way if there are any accidents on our first try we can learn from them without causing a scene." She explained "Well? What are you waiting for? We're all girls here?" she smiled encouragingly still blushing.



I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, then I put my hands under my dress and pulled my black ruffled panties down to my knees.



"Lift up your dress." Audrey said.



"I... umm... I can't." I said with my eyes still closed. My brain was raging against itself. My Playmate sister was on her knees in front of me, a vision I had spent many nights back home stroking it to. I was so hard I could hammer nails with it.



"It's okay Lexi." she said understanding and trying to make me feel comfortable. Before I realized it she had grabbed the hem of my dress and lifted it up.



"Oh my God!" she exclaimed. Obviously we were understanding on two different topics. She definitely wasn't expecting this and now I was blushing so hard my face hurt and I was starting to get light headed.



"You're so... big, Lexi." she said a little breathlessly. I wasn't huge, but with my size, my seven inches made it look like I would be ten inches if I had had a normal guy's body. "Can you make it go down?"



I couldn't even speak right now. I just shook my head. Wishing I could just melt away and disappear into the carpet. Sure we had just dry humped this morning but we were both pretending to be asleep and now she was on her knees with my exposed cock mere inches from her face. My morals were kicking the shit out of me and even if they weren't I was scared shitless to try anything in the light of day.



"Maybe you should just go take care of that." she said in a whisper.



I rushed to the bathroom and closed the door. Lifting the hem of my dress and tucking it under my chin to keep it out of the way I got on my toes and leaned over the sink. It only took a few strokes for me to come buckets into the sink. I wiped myself off and let my dress down before I made my way back to Audrey, my skin on my shoulders and neck flushed, displaying for all my obvious orgasm.



Like the great sister she is, she didn't say a word about it as she showed me how to hide my testicles in my pelvis and wedge my now flaccid penis and ball-free sack in between my legs. She used some duct tape to hold it in place and then I pulled up my underwear completing my new 'dick-free' look.



"Wow!" I said instantly forgetting my earlier embarrassment, "I can't even tell I got a dick down there." I said holding my dress up and turning my hips to check out my look. "Where did you learn to do that?"



"YouTube." I guess you really can find anything on YouTube. "Just try not to get hard. That tape and your panties can only hold so much." she said calmly. "Now put on your shoes so we can go."



I slipped on my black three inch heals with excessive winding straps, grabbed a black clutch from my sister that she put my wallet things into with some make up and we were good to go.



Getting out the door was hard. This was my first outside excursion as a girl. I think Lexi was ready. Alex was most definitely not. I was so nervous I could barely think. My mind tried to race through possible disaster scenarios. They couldn't completely form, but my mind was screaming bad, bad things.



"I've got you Lexi." my sister whispered in my ear. "You got this." With a gentle nudge she got me moving. I stumbled in my heels but she caught me whispering, "Don't forget to use your hips more."



We settled into my car and I breathed I sigh of relief. Audrey was driving because I didn't know how to do it with heals yet, and possibly to keep the stress off of me. The drive was long. It took about an hour to find the salon Audrey had found for us on the other side of the city. We were technically in a place called Glendale now. We parked a little away from the entrance and just as I was about to get out my sister stopped me.



"One more important thing before we get into public." Oh no, she forgot something really important I need to know. "In public, never call me Audrey. I doesn't happen a lot, but people have been known to come up to me out of the blue. I don't want someone taking a picture of us and blowing your cover and screwing all this up. In public just call me Dreya."



"Oh, okay." I said relieved that it wasn't an important girly lesson I'd have to learn on the fly.



"Okay, let's go over this. Who are you?"



"Lexi."



"Who am I?"



"Dreya."



"Who is the sexiest girl in town?"



"Lexi!" I joked.



"Good girl!" my sister said smiling, loving the confidence even if was forced.



Together we made our way into the salon, blessing the AC upon entering. I felt some of the customers staring at me giving me the sudden urge to run. Audrey put her hand on my arm and smiled encouragingly, instantly calming my nerves to a more manageable level. I tried not to look at anybody but my sister and that helped. Having made an appointment ahead of time I was led back by a Rickey Martin looking stylist in tight jeans named Luis.



This man's smile seemed to break completely through all of my nerves for some reason. Sitting down into his chair I crossed my legs getting an approving nod from my sister.



"Such nice hair!" Luis said running his hands through my mane and moving it around looking at it from different angles. "What would you like for having today?" He said messing up a few words.



"An asymmetrical haircut. Keep the long side on her left three inches below her chin and have the right curl her jaw. Use daring angles. Layer the black underneath the blonde." Audrey stepped in taking charge. I wasn't sure what any of that meant but I was a little scared.



"Ooh, I like the sound of that!" He said excited.



"She is a rocker girl at heart." Audrey said looking at me in what I can only call affection. Then with a wicked grin, "Don't let her see it until it's finished. I want it to be a surprise."



Luis immediately got to work getting my hair wet and then proceeded to cut swaths out of my hair. Watching my poor hair fall around me I prayed that my sister was right about this style. Having short hair would make my job even harder.

Eventually he slowed down only making the occasional trim between brushing it and I was getting nervous again. He finally brought out the blow dryer to get all the loose hair and grabbed some mouse to style it. When he finished he turned me around and I didn't even recognize the girl in the mirror. My sister was watching me in the mirror from over my shoulder and loved the expression on my face.



"This is amazing!" I said gushing. "It looks so cool and... and... Hot! I'm going to have so much fun with this hair cut!" I grinned feeling the itch for a little mischief.



"I am so glad you like!" Luis said helping me up. "I'll meet you in front un momento por favor."



I started walking to the front, but realizing Audrey wasn't with me I stopped and looked back. She was chatting with Luis and waved me on ahead so I got to the cashier and paid for my cut leaving a nice tip for Luis for making me beautiful. Audrey made her way to me with a big grin just as I was finishing up and headed out to the car. She clung goofily to my arm saying "I've got a secret!" over and over again.



We finally made it to the car before she would spill. After we got in she immediately turned on the AC and waited for it to cool off.



"That guy Luis, he couldn't even tell. When I told him, he was floored with how amazing you look." she said.



"You told him what exactly." I said scared now.



"That you were a girl that... had a lot to offer." Audrey said.



"You told him? What happened to not blowing my cover?" I said truly frightened now. "What if he tells people? What am I going to do?" I cried.



"Chill girl!" she said looking into my eyes. "He's gay. It's considered really bad form to out someone in the gay community. To him you're in the closet and you can stay there until you're ready to come out." she explained. "Oh, here. He told me to give you his number." She smiled with a knowing look in her eye. "He said just in case you needed help with your situation... tips, a friend to talk to... But what I really think he wants is to break him off a piece of that Lexi-Bar you keep hidden!" she said bursting out laughing.





I giggled a little nervously not sure what I thought about that. "He really couldn't tell?"



"No, and he's the kind of guy who knows what to look for too. You know, thank God you have like zero Adam's apple." Putting the car in gear she pulled out of the parking lot. "All he really said is he thought you were my shy younger sister and he thought it seemed like I was trying to give you a makeover to help you open up more."



I tried to think about all of this. From the way my sister acted, this was huge. I admit it felt good knowing that I had genuinely fooled someone who spent an hour right next to me talking to me and looking at me from every angle. Maybe I really could pull this off. With that thought I got a little boost to my confidence and started seeing how fun this could be.



"Let's go shopping!" I said with a huge smile for my sister.



"Whooo! That's my girl!" Audrey exclaimed.



**********



The mall we found had a good amount of traffic for a Thursday afternoon. We lucked out with finding a parking spot only ten spaces from the door. The dress had a very nice cooling effect on me but by the time we reached the doors we were still glistening with sweat. At least I wouldn't have to actively work on my tan here. Once inside we instantly hit a wall of cool air that felt refreshing. Passing through the food court we hit the main concourse and picked a direction at random. We weren't really in a rush, having no other plans until dancing tonight.



"Where do you want to go first?" I said a little giddy. I had just noticed after about fifteen minutes of casually walking the concourse that all of these guys weren't just staring at Audrey. I could feel eyes on me constantly. It wasn't just the guys either. There were girls watching us too with looks of appraisal or jealousy. It was an addictive high. I started to loosen up more, letting my hips sway even more while I walked along in my cute heals.



"Victoria's Secret! You need more undies and some things to wear when you're sleeping or spending the night in." Audrey replied.



Strolling into the store we were greeted and asked if we needed help. Audrey insisted that she knew what we were looking for. We started off with the casual wear and after five pairs of sweat pants that excellently showed off my ass along with sports bras to match a number of combinations, we slipped back over to the lingerie where Audrey passed me more pairs of underwear, in almost every different type. Everything but thongs and the bras that didn't fully cover my breasts. When the cashier rang it up I almost had a heart attack. I didn't know underwear could cost so much. I grabbed Audrey's arm but she didn't even hesitate to hand over her card.



"You can't spend this much money on me!" I pleaded. She had already bought so much for me already.



While we were leaving she lowered her voice. "I told you that if I could afford to help pay for your schooling I would. I meant that. This is me helping to pay for your education." she said flatly. "You've been so brave stepping up like this. I know this can't be easy for you, but I'm proud of you!" she said tears welling up in her eyes. "Now let's have some more fun before I ruin my makeup." she said dabbing at her eyes.



"I don't know about you, but I'm hungry." I said "Let's grab some food. My treat." I offered.



We ate slowly, chit-chatting, and watched the people as they walked by. Several men walked by eyeing us with interest, but I was only half paying attention to them. There were a lot of beautiful women here as well. I felt kind of sad realizing how hard it would be to date while pretending to be a girl. Audrey noticed my gloomier expression and dutifully began to pry.



"What's wrong?" she asked. "You seem sad all of a sudden."



"How am I supposed to date like this?" I whispered. "I can't let anyone know about me or my secret could get out. I guess it still would have been some work trying to find a date with someone as a guy, but this will be impossible." I said resigned. "I was kind of hoping to... you know..."



"Have sex?" my sister offered.



"Well yeah."



"I'm not going to lie, actually having intercourse is going to be a little tough, but you can still have some fun." She winked



"As a girl I won't even be able to get other girls to look at me like that." I shot back a little snappy.



"You would be surprised." she mused. "You are a beautiful woman and some girls find that intimidating. With the right moves you can sweep them off their feet before they even realize that they're not gay."



"I don't know. I just can't see that happening." I said



Audrey just shrugged and said. "Trust me. Just sit back and reap the benefits of my sexual wisdom."



The rest of the afternoon she took me from shop to shop making me feel like Cinderella. So many dresses and skirts to try on, it was amazing. She had insisted on no pants because it would be harder to hide my junk in them while I was just starting off. Skirts and dresses just had more room to conceal an accidental bulge if one happened by. We found several tops to go with my skirts and she was teaching me what would go with what, giving me options for dressing myself. Next we raided the shoe department. Where Audrey showed me how to find great looking non designer shoes. We ended up with six pairs and had to ditch the boxes just to be able to carry them. And don't forge the accessories! Oh my, the accessories! Belts, necklaces and bracelets! So many different styles of each. She even took me to get my ears pierced as a surprise. Two on the lobe of my left ear, two on the right and the last high up on the cartilage, finally completing my look.



After my ears were done we were just walking around killing time before we could go dancing. We had made a trip out to the car to stow our numerous bags, so with only our purses we walked around talking and laughing, my sister helping me become comfortable with being out and about in my new Lexi self. We were window shopping more shoes when my sister leaned in and grabbed my arm gently.



"Don't turn around, but you have an audience." she said keeping her voice down.



"What?" I asked surprised.



"Look at the reflection in the mirror, the girl in the yellow dress with the great body and long dark hair."



I looked into the windows refection and saw the girl. She was really very pretty and I felt a tingle run through my body.



"You should go talk to her!" my sister said a little excited for me.



"I don't know. She's way out of my league." I said.



"No..." Audrey replied, "She is out of Alex's league. Lexi on the other hand, is out of her league."



"I don't even know what to say to her." I said.



"Start with girl talk. Say you like her dress and compliment her. She's a girl she will help carry the conversation and after a minute or so, you pounce."



"Pounce?" I asked not sure if I understood what she meant.



"Yeah, pounce." She got back her wicked grin. "Stay quiet for a couple seconds and look into her eyes touch her face and tell her she is beautiful. And slowly just lean in. If you do it right she'll do the rest."



I wasn't sure about this but I was still floating on my shopping high so I thought what the hell.



"Go get her tiger." she said bumping my shoulder with hers.



I turned around to look behind me and casually spotted her and started to walk over with my hips swaying a little more than necessary. My heart was pounding so hard I was afraid this beautiful girl would be able to hear it. She looked behind her casually then looked back at me as I approached her. Her beautiful face held an odd expression of confusion mixed with delight.



"That is a beautiful dress!" I said looking her over with approval. "It looks good on you. Where did you get it?"



"Oh, thank you! I got it at Zappos online. I saw it and just had to have it. You know how that is." she said blushing slightly. "I'm Janice."



"I'm Lexi." I replied hiding my relief that she didn't just dismiss me out of hand. "I definitely know what you mean about seeing something you have to have. I just moved to town and spent the last six hours replacing almost my entire wardrobe."



"Awe, what happened." she said sounding genuinely interested.



"Problems with the movers I hired." I made up.



There was a silence building and I knew this was the moment Audrey told me about. My heart was racing. I was looking into her eyes trying to feel the moment. I stepped forward carefully and raised my hand slowly trying not to spook her, almost like a deer. Once my hand touched her cheek, I softly caressed her skin. "You really are beautiful." I whispered softly holding her eyes with my own, making sure I didn't break the spell. I slid my thumb to her jaw line and slowly tilted her head up as I leaned forward a bit. I held myself an inch from her face staring into her eyes breathing her in. My desire barley being held back. My skin felt electric. I had never had anything near this effect with women. Not only did she let me talk to her, a stranger, but here I stood an inch from her mouth watching her eyes slip from confused to hungry. She leaned in, closing her eyes, and pressing her lips to mine.



Janice's lips were plump and soft and after a moment I slid the very tip of my tongue forward to slide across her lips pleading her to open them for me. My hand still on her cheek, I caressed her skin sliding my hand to hold the back of her head and neck. Once my fingers tangled into her long dark curls she parted her lips sending her tongue out to meet mine. It was divine. I finally moved my other hand to her waist and our kiss grew more passionate as I slid it up to just below her breast. Both of us breathing heavy into each other's mouths. I'm getting light headed from the lack of oxygen and I can feel my cock starting to strain against the tape and fabric of my panties. Realizing I was in a bad spot, risking my erection hitting her leg and all, I pulled back from the kiss. Her eyes still closed, she leaned forward trying to keep my lips on hers. She opened her eyes, her face completely flushed. "Woah. That was... new."



"And amazing." I grinned biting my lower lip. I looked into her eyes gathering my thoughts. "Like I said, I'm new in town. Maybe you could give me your number and we could get a drink sometime... maybe show me the sights." I said casually looking down to her body that I was still holding.



She blushed some more with a wide smile. "I would like that."



After putting her number into my phone I gave her one more kiss, barley a brush on the lips to tease her. "I should be getting back to my sister. It was very nice meeting you Janice." I said softly, caressing her name with my mouth.



"It was nice meeting you too... Lexi" she said blushing again.



As I turned to go I noticed we had attracted a little bit of a crowd. There were several men and a couple women staring and the men had well-hidden but noticeable bulges in their pants. I couldn't help but smile at that.



"That was unbelievably hot!" Audrey said when I got back to her. "I'm so jealous!" she added grabbing my arm and pulling me away down the concourse.



"How long were we kissing?" I asked, not really being able to recall.



"I don't know. Once your lips touched I kinda spaced out watching it. Jeez Lexi, my panties are soaked just from watching that. I wonder how that poor girl is doing." she mused smiling at me.



I was blushing hard again, "So I did good?"



"Better than I ever did." she said proudly. "That poor girl, you've ruined her you know. There she was this completely hetero beauty and now... Now all she's going to want to do is eat pussy like it's her last meal." We laughed together over that.



"I need to stop at the bathroom before we leave." I said once the giggles died down.



"You need to pee?"



"That and I popped the tape when I was kissing her." I admitted



"So that's why you pulled away." she realized. "I thought you were teasing her. You know, always leave them wanting more."



"It really was that good huh?" I asked



"Put it this way. I'm borrowing a pair of your panties that we just bought. Mine are soaked."



When we were reaching the bathrooms something hit me. "Um, Dreya? What bathroom do I use?" I had never even thought about how to use a bathroom in public. I'm technically a guy, but if I go through with this which is looking more and more likely, I'm going to be a girl for a few years.



"Lexi, sweetie, you're a girl. You use the girls' room." she said sweetly.



"Are you sure? It kind of feels wrong."



"I'm sure. Just don't perv on the girls. Do your business and leave." she advised. "Oh, here! Use the family restroom. Take care of business and let me know when you're done so I can come and help tape you back up." she offered.



The tape had most definitely come loose when I was kissing Janice. I was in the roomy bathroom with my black ruffled panties down around my knees and my red dress pulled up. It was such a relief letting myself hang free again. I looked a little funny in the mirror, in my dress standing up and peeing. I would have to remember to do it sitting down from now on. When I was shaking the last drops free, my phone buzzed in my clutch. It was a text from my sister.



~WE ARE GOING DANCING AFTER THIS... MAKE SURE TO TAKE CARE OF YOURSELF OR YOU'LL NEVER STAY IN THOSE PANTIES WITH ALL THE RUBBING ON THE DANCE FLOOR~ AUDREY



Our sibling relationship sure had changed in the last week. It felt only a little weird receiving a reminder to masturbate from my sister, but only a little. I dutifully obeyed. There would be some rubbing going on while we were dancing and I definitely didn't want to make a scene coming loose. Thinking back to my erotic kiss with Janice minutes ago was enough to get me going again and I made quick work of my erection into some tissue.



Casually tucking my now shrinking cock into my panties, I let my dress down and unlocked the door for my sister. She must have heard the lock because before I could open the door for her she stepped in and closed and relocked the door. She was blushing but only slightly. She knelt down in front of me and we got to work pushing my testicles into my pelvis and tucking my flaccid penis between my legs and taping it in place. Having just came moments ago it was easy to stay soft while we worked even though images of my sister blowing me flashed in my head. The work-like way we went about our task helped too.



My member now well hidden, and my panties and dress in place, we both touched up our makeup in the mirror. It felt kind of nice. We looked just like two girls, two sisters, sharing a bathroom and doing our makeup. She did hers flawlessly and then turned to help me perfect mine again, giving me more tips as she worked. Things got a little weird again while I was putting my makeup back into my clutch. Audrey reached under her white dress and slipped of her white thong. Instantly the room smelled like sex and I felt a little blood flow move to my cock. I had to turn away and concentrate on keeping myself from going back to a raging hard on. I wasn't sure if I could recover this fast from just having cum, but I didn't want to risk it.



"I told you I was soaked." She said. I could hear her using some tissue to clean herself. It only took a few moments for her to finish up. "All done. Lets go dancing!" She said. Turning around, I saw her tucking her thong into her purse. And we both left the bathroom together. We received a weird look from an elderly lady about that but we didn't even really notice or care.



Evening was falling as we were walking to my car. Once settled inside, Audrey searched through the Victoria's Secret bags until she found a pair of underwear and in no time she was sliding the pink silk affair up her legs and into place. "I told you I was borrowing some." She smiled. "There is no way I'm going dancing without any underwear. Last time that happened I had juice running down my leg." She chuckled remembering the experience.



*** *** ***



We picked up some lettuce wraps and drove around killing time before we went in search of the club. After a couple hours of conversation and the car radio it was finally time to go dancing. It took a while for us to find the place Audrey was looking for. It was late in the evening and a line was starting to form at the door. The doorman was asking for ID and I started to worry. Audrey being Audrey had already thought of that. After handing over her own ID and receiving a bracelet she told the doorman I was under 21 and he just marked my hand with a permanent marker.



The Blacklist Lounge was definitely designed to encourage the under 21 crowd. The bottom floor was basically one huge dance floor with tables and booths against the walls. At the far end there was a stage that could be used to hold a good size band, but only held a DJ and his setup currently. Off to the side was a staircase that led up to the top floor that contained the bar for the 21 and over crowd, and it opened up so you could watch the dance floor from the balcony. The entire place was dark and lights were flashing from overhead. With the pumping dance beat coming from the stage, it certainly set the mood for dancing.



While I secured us a table, Audrey went upstairs to "get her buzz on" really fast. I didn't mind. I would be drinking after we got back to the motel. I looked around trying to absorb everything. I had never been to a place like this back home. Everyone looked like they were having so much fun. I even noticed a few guys checking me out. I'm not gay, but it sure does feel nice to be noticed. When Audrey returned she clearly had her buzz on.

"Let's dance girl!" she said loudly dragging me out onto the dance floor.



We had been dancing together for a while, a little ways from the crowd, when a slightly drunk looking guy came to dance with us. It started off fine, he was just dancing with us. It was when he started dancing on us that it got bad. He was close up on Audrey and I and he tried to grab my sister's ass so she brushed his hand away. When he grabbed mine and squeezed it I sort of lost it. I turned to him and gave him a quick jab to the throat with my folded knuckles, not a strong blow but enough to stop his breathing for a moment, and with my other hand I twisted the wrist of the hand on my ass so he was up on his toes from the pain and I followed that up with a knee to his groin. When I let go of his hand he hit the floor.



"Holy shit Batgirl! Lexi's a bad ass!" my sister said in shock.



The bouncers rushed around us and dragged the guy out of the club. A few smiled at me and told me to have a good night. One of them was kind of cute with nice arms and a strong jaw. I shook that thought off straight away and refused to think about it. Audrey grabbed my arm and guided me to our table.



"Where did you learn to do that?" she said still shocked.



"My first job was at that Dojo by mom's house. One of the instructors took pity on me when he'd heard that I was always getting picked on for my name and how small I was. I got pretty good at it after a while. That's why I wasn't bullied as much senior year and started making friends." I explained. "All it took was one fight. It didn't stop the name calling, but it stopped the other stuff." I said leaning in so I didn't have to speak as loud over the music.



"Wow, well at least I don't have to worry about boys taking advantage of you." she said.



After our chat we went back to dancing and were joined by some girls who appreciated my zero tolerance of drunk and handsy jerks. It was fun dancing like a girl with a huge group of girls. I can definitely see what the appeal is.



A guy came up to our group and took my hand and leaned towards my ear. "Will you dance with me? I'll be the perfect gentlemen." I hesitated and looked to Audrey who was nodding her head vigorously for me to go. I figured what the hell. It was definitely flattering that he would choose to ask me out of all the others in our group including my sister. It was also a very ballsy move for him to approach a group like ours solo. I could never have done something like that.



"Sure." I said smiling, holding his hand still. He led us a short way from my group and took me in his arms. He placed one arm around my waist on the small of my back and held my hand in his. He was a wonderful dancer I noticed as he took the lead.



"I'm Danny." he said giving me a little spin.



"I'm Lexi." I replied smiling as I stepped back to him placing my hand on his chest. He definitely fit the description for tall dark and handsome with his dark hair and tanned skin. I don't think his brown eyes ever left my face until after a few songs Audrey seemed to be missing me and brought the rest of the girls over to dance with me and Danny.



"You can't keep her all to yourself forever you know." she quipped with a smile for him.



I turned to dance with my sister and she pressed into me forcing me back into Danny and she started doing a sexy dance on me. I was a little stunned at first but something else distracted me right then. Something hard pressing into my ass. Danny was very still, obviously noticing the contact, but it being so crowded he couldn't quite move away. It felt kind of hot. Is this what Audrey feels every time we wake up together? I thought. It did feel good. Throwing caution to the wind, I slowed rubbed my butt against him while my sister rubbed against me from the front. Taking his cue from me, Danny began rubbing his hands along my body, gripping my hips and caressing my thighs and sides and he started to press back into me. All the body heat around us was causing us to glisten with sweat. Danny's cock grew with my motions and I started to press into him harder.



Audrey seemed to notice what I was doing and redoubled her efforts on me now grinding her crotch onto my thigh. Her skirt had hiked up in the front and so had mine. Her panty-clad pussy now dragging against my bent thigh making it wet and slick with her juices. She grabbed the back of my neck and leaned in, panting into my ear.



I was so caught up in the moment. Danny behind me and my sister before me. I'm pressing into him as she presses into me. I didn't even notice the tape come loose, or when I slipped from the crotch of my panties as it sprang from being tucked between my legs. All of a sudden Danny pulled back from me slightly and broke my trance.



"I had a great time, Lexi. I hope to see you again before you leave." he whispered in my ear before stepping away through the rest of the girls that had joined. Our group had doubled in size while I wasn't looking.



Audrey continued to grind and pant on me and we both had a surprise when the tip of my cock pressed against her thigh. The spell completely broken we stared at each other in shock. I was terrified. Audrey gathered her wits quickly and leaned back to my ear, still with her pussy pressed on my bent thigh. "Okay, keep it cool and keep dancing." she whispered. "I'm going to casually reach under and put it into your waist band. If anyone notices, it will look like one girl copping a feel on another girl. They'll think it's hot and no one sees your penis." she whispered as she started to dance against me again. "Ready?"



I could only nod. During her little talk my cock was still rubbing on her thigh and it was now slick with my precum. She reached casually under my dress and slowly wrapped her fingers around my aching cock. I started panting in her ear and swear I felt her squeeze it. Still grinding on me, her breathing had become a little ragged. She angled my penis to try and slip it back into the front of my panties. This time I definitely felt it, she definitely squeezed it. Her fumbling to get it back into my panties slowly turned into small strokes and a little moan escaped my lips into my sister's ear. Possibly assuming it was permission, my sister started stroking more and pressing herself against me harder and faster. I closed my eyes and just held her close. Now she was moaning for me. Her hand felt like bliss on my shaft. In the darkness of my closed eyes I could see the watch fires being lit, the signal shouting my coming orgasm.



"You have to stop!" I whispered. "Audrey. Audrey, if you don't stop I'm going to... I going to cum."



Audrey moaned louder in my ear and continued to stroke me, picking up the pace. Her grinding became more frantic. Oh my God, she's going to cum too! I realized. That thought did it for me. I felt it start. "I'm cumming." I whimpered into her ear trying my hardest to hold back the floodgates...



With her aiming, I came with blasts hitting her thighs and her panties. It was the strongest orgasm I could recall ever having. The moment she was splashed with my cream Audrey began to shake with her own orgasm, biting down on my shoulder and neck. When she was finally coming down she tucked my shrinking cock into the front of my ruffled panties and gave it a pat.



"We should get out of here." she whispered shakily.



We stepped apart and received shocked smiles from the other girls dancing around us. After some hugs, we said our goodbyes and made our way out to my car. Since Audrey had been drinking I slipped off my heels so that I could drive without killing us. Neither of us said anything during the long drive back to our motel. We just listened to the radio and I tried to get my thoughts together. My sister just came on my leg and jerked me off on the dance floor with a bunch of people around us. My sister. This was so fucked up. It felt amazing and I was getting hard again just thinking about it.



It seemed like ever since I started dressing like a girl I started doing weird shit and my libido had skyrocketed. I even rubbed my ass on Danny's cock... And if felt amazing. Did that mean I was gay? I was disappointed when he backed away. Why did he back away? I thought. Was he just done dancing? Then using my guy brain. Was he about to cum? Did he stop because he did cum? That thought got me a little excited. Oh my God, maybe I am gay. With that thought I tried to push it all away and focused on my driving.



We pulled up to our motel and went into our room. I immediately went to the rum and made myself a strong drink while Audrey went into the bathroom. She still has my cum all over her. I realized seeing a line of my fluid dried on her inner thigh.



With Audrey in the bathroom I sat on my bed leaning against the headboard. I wondered if she was mad at me until I realized that it wasn't like I forced her to jerk me off. I even warned her that I would cum if she didn't stop. I was confused and even a little scared about what was going on. With me and her, and the things I thought and felt as Lexi. Was I just playing the part of a girl when I was grinding on that guy? Or did I really enjoy it like I thought? Am I gay or is Lexi straight? Was it weird for me to think of us as two different people? Were we two different people or was I this person all along and I never knew it?



Audrey broke my thoughts when she came out of the bathroom in her underwear. As casual as could be, she walked to the dresser and poured herself a drink and then sat on the bed with me 'leaving some space for the holy spirit' as our mother would say. I wanted to talk to her about what happened with us at the club, but there was something more important I needed to ask.



"Audrey, am I gay?" I asked avoiding looking at her.



"Why? Because you like girls?"



"No, I mean me?" I said emphasizing the word so she would know I was talking about the real me. "Since I started wearing these clothes and acting like a girl I've started thinking like a girl. Guys have started to look more attractive than they used to and I even rubbed that guys... cock with my ass." I said faltering. "I enjoyed doing it. Say something, I'm freaking out over here!"



"I don't know if you're gay." she said flatly. "If you were, does it matter? It doesn't to me. Just from my observation I would have to say no. Maybe you're a little bi, but not gay. You seem to like women too much." she said looking at me and adjusting my hair. "I remember hearing something once." she said. "The mind follows the body, but the soul is."



"What does that mean?"



"It means that since your body has changed, or at least how you view your body, your mind now sees you as a girl. But even with your mind changing how you view yourself, your soul is the same as it has always been. You are still the same person. Maybe these thoughts have always been there beneath the surface or maybe they weren't." she continued. "But who you are is still who you are."



We sat in silence for a little while and sipped our way through a couple of drinks. It seemed like good sense. My sister might not always be book smart, but she is usually really good at the real life stuff and helping people with their feelings.



"Just do what I do." Audrey said "If it feels good do it. Fuck what everyone else thinks. They get their whole lives to be themselves. Who are they to stop you from being yourself?"



"Is that what you were doing on the dance floor?" I asked avoiding eye contact. This was the easiest opening I thought I would get for this conversation.



"Oh... That." she said looking down into her drink blushing. "I'm sorry about that. I really just meant to help you but it felt so good in my hand. It was so hot and hard and I was a little drunk and really horny from watching you grind on that guy. I was trying to put it back in your underwear but I couldn't get it in." She babbled. "Then you moaned in my ear and I... I just lost it. When you said you were going to cum, instinct just took over. I'm so sorry." she finished.



"And you cumming on my leg?" I asked. This whole conversation had got me going again. I was glad for the position of my cock in my waist band or I would have been tenting my dress.



"I'm so sorry Alex. Ever since we got here you've been driving me crazy. That first morning waking up with you pressed against me... then you started dressing up and you looking so hot... It's been so confusing." she confessed. "I... I don't know what I'm doing."



My sister thinks I'm hot. My sister, Miss June, is turned on by me? I was more than a little shocked to hear these things from her. I had fantasized about her since before she did Playboy. Was it Lexi she was attracted to or was it Alex? Both? I guess what it came down to was, did it matter?



I leaned into her and put my arm around her and tilted her head up to look at me. After staring into her eyes for a moment I said, "My name is Lexi." and then I leaned in slowly and pressed my lips softly against hers. It was slow and passionate. My lips gently gripping hers to nibble. I leaned in and now I was laying halfway atop her, sliding my fingers through her hair. I slipped my tongue out to gently caress her lips and hers slowly came out to brush against mine before I pulled away.



"Fuck!" she gasped, her eyes still closed. I was looking down on her and she was a vision and I desperately wanted her. "You better not stop now." she breathed.



I slipped one leg in between hers and leaned down to kiss her again. I could feel her need in the way she kissed me and gripped my hair. I started to slide my crotch against her thigh while mine pressed into her panty clad pussy. She moaned hard into my mouth and then pushed me off of her. I thought she had a change of heart until I saw her smile. It was so wicked and... satisfied. She pushed me onto my back and crawled down to my waist, pushing up my dress to my breasts exposing my taught stomach.



"If I didn't control myself you would have gotten this this morning." she said from between my legs.



She grabbed my ruffled panties at the hips and I lifted my ass, allowing her to ease them down. My cock sprung out pointing at her, it was hard and begging for her attention. She wasted no time grabbing it and she gave it a little squeeze. Looking up at me she licked her lips and then leaned down and took me into her mouth. It was so warm and wet and soft. This was way better that the hand job earlier. I was in heaven. She slowly worked her way up and down my shaft occasionally pulling it all the way out of her mouth to lick it up and down the shaft or to suck on and lick my smooth balls. Her tongue felt incredible on my cock and she used it perfectly. She switched from her gentle motions and was now stuffing as much of me into her mouth as she could and vigorously bobbing up and down. She reached between her legs with one had to play with herself while continuing her efforts. After a while she pulled her mouth off of me with a popping sound and slid off the edge of the bed.



She quickly slipped off her panties and crawled her way up to me and sat on my waist with my cock pressed between us.



"I want you to fuck me," she whispered looking down blushing. I placed my hands on her hips and slowly moved her back and forth on my shaft. Her pussy was so wet she easily coated my cock with her juices and her labia parted to kiss my shaft. She leaned onto my chest putting more pressure onto her clit and moaned. I wanted to fuck her so bad, but I didn't want to rush this. This might have been my first time, but I wanted her to enjoy it. Still gliding back and forth along the underside of my shaft, she kissed me hard and pulled my hair tilting my head back. She pulled away and her green eyes were fierce.



"Please fuck me." she whispered pleading, in complete contradiction to her eyes.



She sat up straight over my cock lifting off my hips. Grasping my cock, she pointed it between her thighs towards the promise land. She closed her eyes, biting her lip and moaning as she slowly slid down my shaft.



"Oh fuck!" I gasped at the feeling.



She was so tight and she gripped me everywhere. Once she reached the bottom she rested, adjusting to me. Her pussy was so warm and wet. How could her body contain this fire I felt surrounding me? It gripped me so well it felt like it was made for me. Audrey started making small rocking motions on my cock while dragging her nails across my abs. It felt so good, but I needed more. I gripped her hips harder and started pushing and pulling gradually making her motions bigger. In no time she was riding me hard. She threw her head back letting her hair fall in a curtain behind her as she really began to grind into me. I reached out and squeezed her breast through her lacy white bra. Moaning loudly now as she dug her nails into my flexed stomach. She finally fell onto my chest to kiss me and mash her clit into my pubic bone.



With all of her weight no longer on my hips I started to fuck her back, slamming into her, meeting her thrusts with a slapping noise from our sweat and fluids. Her pussy juices have coated my balls and had begun dripping down my perineum and over my pucker.



"Oh fuck... fuck... fuck meeee." she moaned into my mouth. "Oh Lexi... don't stop!"



I continued slamming into her adding more force to her own thrusts by pulling her down by her hips. I felt it start. The slight tingling in the head of my cock and in my balls.



"I'm going to cum soon." I panted feeling light headed.



With that she gripped my throat tight in one of her hands squeezing. "Don't you fucking stop!" She said with a fire in her voice. She held my soft blue eyes with her fierce green refusing to look away.



She increased the pressure of her clit on my pelvis. She was frantically trying to catch her orgasm up to mine.



"I'm close... I'm close... I'm... FUCK!" she screamed gripping my throat tighter.



Still not there yet I continue to slam into her feeling her pussy spasm around my cock. It was too much. With one final thrust I pulled her body up mine and slid out of her. With a loud moan, I shot volley after volley over her back ass and pussy.



We both laid their painting, my sister still on top of me. I could feel her heart beat still raging against my chest. After all of that working out, the AC was finally drying the sweat on our bodies.



"Damn." Audrey said into my chest. "Next time, don't pull out."



"That was the best thing that's ever happened to me." I breathed.



My sister just laughed and snuggled into me. This was some day. It got me to thinking again while we lay there. I never had anything fun happen to me as Alex. Just today, as Lexi, I was told how beautiful I was by so many people, I got to wear such beautiful clothes. I made out with a girl, who, as a guy, would have been totally out of my league. And I did it as a girl, effectively seducing her into a little lesbianism. I went dancing and was easily accepted as one of the girls, something that had never happened to me as a guy. People generally don't accept me. Then there was the hot guy asking me to dance with him. And now sex with my sister. This day was easily better than the rest of my whole life put together. Being Lexi is definitely a good thing. I thought as I fell asleep.



END OF CH.1



Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I did writing it. Comments are greatly appreciated down below. Reading your thoughts gives me a warm feel in my special place! Also, don't forget to vote!

Women's Studies Ch. 02

To the new readers, and those of you who have returned. I expect this to be a long series and I'm glad that you are going on this journey with me. Comments are encouraged and voting is appreciated. 



I would like to thank ramjet69 and BaddGrrl for their editing and also for letting me bounce ideas off of them. 



This story contains Incest, and cross-dressing. 



***** 



Have you ever been lying in bed with someone and your arm falls asleep, but you don't want to move and wake them up? Not because they are ugly or anything, but because you are afraid they will wake up and the spell will be broken. Well its 6am and I've been like this for about 20 minutes. Agony aside, this is pretty incredible. 



My older sister Audrey is lying on my chest with her arm and leg draped over me wearing only a white lacy bra. Her bare pussy only slightly warmer than the rest of her is pressed gently against my upper thigh. Her hair is a wild, sprawling tangle of a mess trapping in the heat from our bodies and her breath. 



How did I get here with my own sister you ask? Last night was the perfect storm. The combination of alcohol, circumstance and bad decisions. I'm of the strong opinion that me dressing in women's clothes for the last few days has blurred the lines of my identity for the both of us. I certainly don't see the scrawny looking guy I'm used to seeing when I look in the mirror anymore. Well at least not when I'm wearing some clothes. My dick kind of gives me away when it's out there swinging in the wind. 



My sister, being admittedly bisexual, must have been having a pretty rough time having to see me as Lexi. I do look pretty incredible as a girl, especially after the makeover she gave me and all the clothes she bought me. 



After a few more minutes I couldn't stand it anymore. The pins and needles effect on my arm was beyond ordinary pain and I had to do something. As gently as I could I tried to slide out from under her without disturbing her sleep. 



"Ugh. S'too early, Lexi. Come back to bed." she mumbled not fully awake yet. 



I smiled as I finished easing out of bed. At least she's not freaking out about last night, I thought to myself. That was something I had thought about a bit since I had woken. That in her sober, morning after state, she would be pissed at me for not stopping things before they went too far. Then again she's not fully awake yet. 



Once in the bathroom I closed the door and stripped off my dress. Still in my bra, I examined myself in the mirror. My makeup was a mess, my hair had a wild look to it, but still looked great in this asymmetrical cut my sister chose for me. It was longer on my left going about three to four inches below my jaw where the left side flowed perfectly into my jawline with angled cuts on both sides making it shorter in the back. With my hair a mess, you could see more of the jet black hair that would normally be covered by the platinum blond on top. 



I was no longer surprised by the fact that I was wearing a bra with small fake breasts in it, or of the odd contrast made by my slowly growing erection between my legs. It was the price I would have to pay if I wanted to attend an all-girls university. With the full scholarship they had given me, it was definitely worth the price. I didn't think so at first but I was beginning to see now that it was. As long as I didn't get found out that is. That would be unbearable. With a sigh I pulled out my fake breast inserts and took off my bra leaving me once again a scrawny feminine looking man with a girl's haircut and makeup. 



I quickly turned from the mirror feeling loss and disappointment as I stepped into the shower. Washing myself, I left my erection to deflate on its own as I continued to think about my life. I enjoyed being "Lexi" (my girl persona), but the depression I felt while looking at myself in the mirror after taking all of my clothes off was disconcerting. I might be pretending to be a girl, but this was only temporary and then I would return to being me. 



After my shower I dried off and applied lotion to my smoothly waxed skin and, avoiding the mirror, I stepped into the room and found myself some clothes to wear. I quickly decided on a pair or white lace cheeky panties with black trim and a white bra along with a charcoal gray pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh topped with a tight white t-shirt with black designs on it. 



With my fake boobs in place and my cock discretely tucked away, I sat down to apply my makeup and style my hair. Not going for anything too dramatic this early, I went for a barley there look with my makeup and only a little eye shadow. 



Feeling sufficiently presentable I slipped out of the room quietly, letting Audrey get some sleep, and took a stroll down the street to a bagel shop for some breakfast for the two of us. If Audrey woke up pissed about last night, this might slow down the onslaught. I know that bagels won't make up for incest, but that's all I had to work with currently. 



With two coffees and a bag of bagels, I made my way back to our room feeling more nervous each step. Surprisingly it wasn't because I was dressed up as a slightly slutty girl in public, it was because I would have to face my sister about what happened last night. We had always been close growing up even with our age difference and I couldn't help but worry that she would hate what we had done last night, or worse hate me. 



Once back in our confined room the smell of the coffee seemed to wake Audrey. I watched as she stretched out like a cat letting the covers slip from her body leaving her naked except for her white lace bra. It was hard not to drink in her beauty and sexuality. As a Playboy model, she was definitely worth appreciating. 



"Hey." she said sleepily. "Did you go out?" 



"Yeah, I got us some breakfast." I replied meekly. 



My sister sat up on the bed completely uncaring about her state of undress and reached out for me to hand her one of the coffees I was holding. Handing her the cup, I sat on the opposite bed facing her unconsciously leaving my legs parted in a very unladylike way. As Audrey sipped at her coffee I tried to find a way to bring up what happened last night. Not really finding an easy way to start, I settled on just being direct. 



"Last night..." I began. 



"Yeah.. Last night." Audrey said letting out a long breath. "I was drunk and I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that to you" 



She was sorry? "Wait, what?" I said confused. "You're not mad at me?" 



"Why would I be mad at you? I basically threw myself at you." 



"Um.. because I didn't stop you?" 



"If you did, I would have choked you out and done it anyway." she said jokingly. 



"You damn near did anyway!" I said remembering our encounter. 



With that my sister smiled in a satisfied way. With that faraway look in her eyes, she was likely reminiscing on the events of the previous night as well. 



"Listen, I know we shouldn't have done it, but I liked it. I probably shouldn't have but when I see you like this, you make me all kinds of horny." my sister said staring at my crudely open legs. 



"I told you before, if something feels good then do it. That definitely felt good. And if the dry cum on my back is any indication, you enjoyed it too. What I'm saying is, I don't feel bad about it. You shouldn't either." 



My sister, she has always been the blunt one. Never shy to just come out and say exactly what she is thinking or feeling. She was right though, it did feel good. From the way she was talking about this it seemed like this might not be just a one-time thing that we never speak of again. 



We sat quietly across from each other eating our bagels and drinking our coffees. When I had finished my own bagel I finally noticed where she was staring, and how slutty I looked sitting with my legs open in this skirt. Feeling a little bold, I started to open and close my legs. 



"Do I really make you feel that way?" I asked "I mean.. you know... Like that?" I couldn't bring myself to say horny for some reason. I knew I was having an effect on her. She still hadn't looked up from my crotch. 



Audrey was just finishing her bagel, but she still looked hungry. I recognized the look, and it wasn't food she wanted. 



"Audrey?" I said again, still slowly working my legs. "Audrey!" 



"Yeah?" she said, snapping out of her daze. 



"Like what you see?" I said with a little laugh. I was loving the ways you could tease as a girl. It was so much fun and made me feel powerful. 



Audrey smiled and got a mischievous shine to her eyes. Before I realized what happened she had hopped up from her bed and pushed me backwards onto mine and was straddling my waist. She had flipped up my skirt and was casually grinding her bare pussy onto my pelvis. 



She was definitely a sight to see. Sitting straight up, coffee cup still in hand, she worked herself on me in slow delicate motions. Still wearing only her bra and smile, she rode me taking sips from her coffee every now and then. 



Somehow this seemed more intimate than last night. Sure last night we actually had sex, but this was different. It wasn't primal or raw. It was playful and sensual, free and untainted. I could tell she was enjoying herself and not just on a carnal level, but in a way that said that she was happy and amused by our situation. She had a relaxation that you would expect to see between two seasoned lovers who are completely comfortable with themselves and their partner. 



After continuing her steady pace for about five minutes, she started to show signs of her impending climax. Her breathing became faster and she had her eyes closed tight. Within moments sweat began to bead on her skin and her motions became slightly jerky. 



When her orgasm hit I realized I was holding my breath in anticipation. She shook, and her legs clamped onto my hips. After she rode out the wave of pleasure coursing through her body she opened her eyes and smiled at me again. Not saying a word she finished the last of her coffee and hit the front clasp on her bra to free her breasts. 



The two halves sprung apart to reveal a glorious looking pair of 34c breast with tight little pink nipples. Without the slightest hint of sag, they must have been welded on. I reached out to touch one but my sister was too fast. With her free hand she slapped mine away and eased herself off the bed laughing. 



"Not this time lover girl. I need a shower... Or have you forgotten the mess you made on my back last night?" she finished, giving me a wink as she closed the bathroom door. 



My cock was aching. I quickly freed it from the tape and panties and set myself up to take care of my star player while my sister took her shower. 



********** 



Once my sister got out of the shower she teased me relentlessly. She would strut her stuff naked, continuously bending over for something and adding much more sway to her hips than usual. She was like a post card of the promised land, I could look all I wanted but there was no way I was ever going to step foot there. I didn't press it after she foiled my first advances. I didn't want to be one of those guys, or girls rather, who reeked of desperation... even though I was. I could tell it was having an effect on her as well. The perpetual gleam of arousal around her sex told me she was having almost as tough of a time as I was. Our small room seemed permanently filled with the aroma of fresh arousal. 



"I've got to go out for a bit." Audrey announced after several hours of torment. "I might be a while so you do your own thing for lunch." 



Audrey was just finishing up at the mirror with her makeup and hair. She had been standing there for about a half an hour and my eyes had not left her the entire time. She was wearing a tight white tank top that bordered on transparency and a very short pair of cut off jean shorts that contained all but a whisper of the bottom curve of her majestic ass. The curve of that soft skin hinting at promises held within. That, with the navy blue bra that was clearly visible beneath her top, was undoubtedly strategically planned to draw attention to her assets. 



"You don't want any company?" I asked breaking my eyes away from her body as she turned to face me. Sure, she probably saw me looking in the mirror, but it's rude not to look someone in the eye when they are speaking to you... or so our mother says. 



"No, you just hang out and relax. You've been doing so great. Just take it easy." 



She was being a little weird, but I brushed it off. With all of her teasing I could really use some private time to take care of business. 



True to my purpose, as soon as the door shut to our room I slipped quickly out of my shirt and skirt and got onto my bed facing the big mirror we use to do our makeup. Sitting up on my knees, with them spread sexily, I drank myself in. My white lace bra and the white lace panties with black trim, my stomach flat and toned, my hair and makeup bringing out my natural feminine beauty... looked incredibly hot. I kept my eyes glued to myself in the mirror and slowly traced my hands down my body and slipped them into my panties. I eased my semi erect cock from its tucked position and hooked my panties under my balls. 



Watching myself in the mirror as I did this was extremely erotic. All of my motions were slow and sensual and every time I looked up her eyes were glued to mine. It felt like I was seducing myself and it was most definitely working. 



I slowly started stroking my now severely engorged shaft and she started as well. The faces she made had a serious effect on me. The way her lips parted as she gasped for breath and the way she bit her lip or shifted her hips, her body flowing with the will of her pleasure like a fallen blossom down a river. When she started making high pitched moans and her stroking became faster it became a contest, seeing who could hold back the longest. 



The moaning became louder, spaced between frantic gasps for breath. At the peak of the mountain top we held back as long as we could, far longer than we thought possible. With a rushing in our ears and pain raging against our refusal to release, we finally succumbed and were swept under by a tidal wave of bliss. With each rope our abs spasmed, wrenching our muscles. Eternity stretched out, and like elastic snapped back to a moment and it was over. 



"Holy shit that was hot!" came from my right. Still dazed, cock in hand it took me a second to process. When I finally came to my senses, I realized it was Audrey standing just inside the doorway to our room. Like a deer in the headlights I didn't move a muscle as I looked at her. I didn't even blink. 



"I um forgot my uh... my purse. I forgot my purse." she said a bit winded herself. She stepped quickly to the table next to the TV and snatched up her purse and made a quick exit. 



"FUUUUCK!" I screamed the second the door closed, falling onto my back. How long was she standing there? How much did she see? What did she think about seeing me obviously getting off to looking at myself in the mirror... Well she did say it was hot. Fuck my life! 



I lay there for a while trying to catch my breath and coax my heart rate to something resembling normal after that awe inspiring orgasm as well as trying to shake off the shock of being caught 'dick in hand' like I was some grade schooler with his first erection. 



"At least I came." I said to the empty room, genuinely glad that something that good wasn't stopped by my sister's untimely return. Truth be told, this wasn't the first time one of us walked in on the other and it literally wasn't anything either of us hadn't seen before. Still, it is a very private and intimate thing to have someone walk in on. 



*** *** *** 



"It took me forever to find these in a store locally." Audrey said with a mix of exasperation and joy. 



"Took you forever to find what?" I asked looking up from the Maury Povich show. My attention was now split because I had just spent the last 20 minutes waiting to see if these train-wreck-people were in fact the fathers of these children. I normally try to avoid this kind of thing. It's so disgustingly wretched and it always ends up sucking you in like a swirling vortex of white trash entropy. 



"You are...99.99% the father." Those faithful words rang out in the air like the trailer park battle cry that they were. 



"Who's the daddy? You're the daddy bitch! Suck it douche bag! Haha!" I'm not proud of this moment. Television like this drops your IQ two points for every minute you watch. Thankfully it's not permanent. If this motel had decent cable I would have been safe from this seedy hurricane of what-the-fuck. 



"Well good for them." Audrey said switching off the T.V. thus snapping me out of my celebration and back to the real world. 



"I got you a special gift baby sis." she said and proceeded to pull a sizable box out of a non-descript bag. "These puppies will be your new best friends!" 



"Are those..?" I said looking at the picture on the box. There were two breasts featured on the top of the box and written above it were the words Aphrodite Breast Forms. Audrey had mentioned these once before when I was having trouble with my inserts. 



"Yes they are!" 



I was stripped all the way down to my underwear in seconds bouncing up and down on my knees on my bed. I'm not sure exactly why I was so excited. They weren't going to make my breasts look any larger than they were already. Maybe it was a mix of the feeling of getting a new present and the hope that these would be more comfortable and manageable. 



After some preliminary tests we found the right placement for them on my chest and made a few marks on my skin with some eyeliner so that we knew the correct placement. Audrey helped me prep my skin to remove the oils and apply the adhesive to the forms. When the adhesive started to become tacky, we pressed them firmly to my chest one at a time and held them in place for several minutes. Once they felt like they were holding in place pretty well I put on an extra tight sports bra to keep the pressure on them for a while longer. 



"They match your skin tone very well." Audrey exclaimed. "You should only need minimal make up to blend the edge and no one will notice a thing. Invest in some waterproof stuff just in case." 



"How long will they stay on?" I asked. 



"About a week." she replied. "When you get settled into your dorm and see what the privacy situation looks like, find a day during the week where you can do it consistently and just make that your day to remove them clean them and reapply them. You'll have to get all the glue off of them before you can put them back on or they won't stick as well. Also, they won't come off in the shower so there's no worry there." she finished. 



This was definitely a boon in my favor. Out and about in public I was sure I could pull my other fake breasts, but with these I wouldn't have to worry about my roommate seeing me without them. Not that I planned on sleeping naked, but accidents do happen. 



These forms felt heavier than the inserts. Just standing for a few minutes with them was giving me a small strain on my back. Nothing drastic, but just one more thing I would have to power through. I had finally gotten to the point where it no longer hurt to walk in heels, it figures something else painful would come up. Being a woman hurts. 



After an hour of wearing my tight sports bra I figured they were on as tight as they would ever be. I carefully slipped the sports bra off and looked myself over in the mirror. They didn't make me any bigger than my inserts had, but they looked amazing. Better than that, they jiggled when I moved. 



"OK gurlie, quit fondling yourself for a couple minutes while we get back to business." Audrey quipped. She quickly applied some makeup to the top edge of the forms and easily blended them flawlessly into my skin. In a few short minutes I couldn't even tell that they were fake. This was amazing. I spent the next ten minutes shifting my position in the mirror to see how I looked. Finally I decided it was time to put my clothes back on and see how they looked from that perspective. 

Even fully clothed, I could see a difference. While the inserts did their job, the forms not only filled in the space where my breasts were supposed to be but made them seem fuller and in a more rounded shape. Thankfully my bras still fit after we had just bought so many of them. I loved the way they made me look and even with the added mass, it felt like a weight had been lifted that I had not even noticed I was carrying. 



Audrey was rather quiet the rest of the day. She just sat against the headboard of her bed smiling at me while I played with my new toys. Oh, and play I did. They had a very natural bounce to them which I loved watching and found new and interesting ways to induce that desired effect. 



Finally wearing myself out, I plopped myself down on the bed next to Audrey, leaning my head against her shoulder. 



"Thanks for my boobs. They feel great." 



"You're welcome sweety, just don't over work them. You don't want one to pop off." she said giggling slightly at the imagery of that. "You should be fine though." 



We spent some time just lying next to each other for a while. She rested her head against mine while I absentmindedly traced my fingers around my breasts. The way they were glued to me made them really feel like a part of me, and the fact that they didn't slide a bit was a great comfort. 



"So do you want to go out and take them for a test drive?" Audrey asked after a while. 



"I was actually thinking of staying in and really putting these babies through their paces." I said turning my head so that I was whispering into her ear. "I would really like to know if these things are built for speed and endurance." 



I turned my body to face her and slowly began to caress the soft skin of her leg with my own while I traced her jawline with my thumb. "Come on sis. Give a girl a hand?" I whispered just before I licked her slowly from the bottom of her neck ending with a little flick on her ear lobe. 



With a little growl she pushed me over following me and landed straddling my waist. Really wanting to get things going before she put on the breaks again, I sat up, wrapping my arms around her pulling her into a kiss. It started out soft and gentle growing more passionate and eventually landing somewhere in a fevered, lust induced rage with Audrey biting my lip hard while she ground herself furiously against me. 



When the pain on my lip became too much I grabbed a fist full of her long hair and wrenched it hoping she would release me when the pain became too much for her. With another sexy growl she released me smiling and attacked my shirt, removing it. I followed suit until we were both completely topless. Kissing again, more gently this time without any less passion, the nipples from my breast gently kissed hers eliciting a moan to escape her lips and into mine. 



With no warning, Audrey shoved me to my back and started licking and sucking on my neck. It felt fantastic, but I was becoming painfully hard and needed to release myself soon. Desperate to move things along so that I could free my aching member, I forcefully rolled her over and pinned her down. With my free hand I reached between us using the back of my hand to apply pressure to her covered pussy while I maneuvered my fingers in my own panties to pull my cock from its tucked position into a more comfortable placement. 



Now blessedly relieved, I began grinding into her crotch bringing small moans. When she reached down to unfasten her cute jean shorts, I knew there would be no turning back on her part. I eased myself back taking one of her hard nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it before giving it a gentle bite. Feeling her need, I quickly helped strip her of her remaining clothes. 



Uncovered, the scent of her familiar sex filled the air. The heady aroma had a magnetic effect on me; I just had to taste it. Hooking one of her legs with my arm and using my other to apply gentle pressure to her smooth stomach, I let her scent pull me in. Skipping the teasing portion, I took one long swipe with my tongue from her weeping hole all the way to the top, finishing with a devilish flick against her clit. 



"Oh Lexi!" she moaned. "Don't stop, baby." 



Stopping was the farthest thing from my mind. Lowering my head, I got back to work. I eased off of my direct assault and focused on savoring every inch of her sex. Careful to avoid her clit I lapped at her folds and probed her hole as deep as I could with my tongue. She tasted delicious and I drank her in just as soon as more came out. 



When Audrey couldn't take it anymore, she violently took two fists of my hair and positioned my mouth just over her clit forcing me onto it. Feeling her need, I could no longer deny this goddess. I attacked her clit with everything I had, bringing her moans two a whole new level. 



Once she started to slowly buck her hips against my mouth I reach down to help push her over the edge. Two fingers easily slipped into her gushing pussy and I set to work slowly massaging the roof of her desperate hole. The effect was immediate. Her moans rose in pitch and her hands griped me tighter as she ground her hot cunt into my face. 



"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!" she cried with each thrust onto my face. 



"I'm gonna... Fuck!" she screamed. "CUMMMING!" 



I continued my assault not letting up for a second, leaving her to twitch and spasm every time my tongue touched her clit. 



"No more! Please, no more!" she cried laughing. Her legs clamped tight against my head trying to get me to stop the sweet pain of pleasure. I relented, leaving her a quivering mass of post orgasm flesh. 



I slid off the bed and slipped off my panties leaving my gray pleated skirt where it was. My fully erect cock lifting the bottom hem was a mix between hot and comical and I couldn't decide which. 



Easing back in between my sister's legs, I kissed her gently on the lips making sure to keep my cock from touching her just yet. 



"Fuck." she sighed. "I don't know how a girl could experience that mouth of yours and not want to fuck you." 



"Aww, you really think so sis?" I asked lowering my hips to let my bare cock brush against soaked lips. 



"Only if you're gentle." she teased. 



She has to be joking, I thought. She's about as gentle as a pit bull on a choke chain. "Oh definitely, I'll be so gentle you won't even know I'm there." I joked, slowly rubbing my shaft against her pussy. 



"No need to be that gentle." she cooed. "A girl likes to know something's going on." 



"How about... I'll be as gentle as you are?" I countered, lining my cock up to softly kiss her hole. 



"Promise?" she asked smiling wickedly. 



Without further ado, she wrapped her legs around me and buried me deep inside her in one quick motion. The force threw me forward flat against her and I let out a very un-Lexi-like grunt. Needing no further direction, I began to give it to her with long powerful thrusts. With every stroke I pulled out slowly, leaving just the tip, only to thrust back into her slamming my pelvis into hers making her body jolt with each contact. From the claw marks she left on my back, she was loving it. And if that wasn't signal enough, her moans and squeals of delight that she made every time I hammered into her took care of that. 



I felt like an all-star. I was hammering into this goddess and I felt like I could last for hours. With every thrust our bodies slowly made our way across the bed towards the head board. 



"I'm getting close. Just like that." she moaned. Fuck... don't cum. So close." she panted. 



Don't come? Ha, I'm only getting started. "Cum for me baby. Cum on your sister's cock." 



"Oh fuck, I love my sister's cock." she cried "Fuck meee." 



Taking one of her nipples into my mouth, I gave it a gentle bite while I pinched the other. 



"Harder!" she begged. 



I bit down as hard as I thought I could without breaking skin and viciously twisted her other nipple. That must have done it for her. Letting out a long wordless scream she wrapped her legs tight around me holding me pressed into her. Trapped in her blessed temple, I ended my punishment on her nipples and rested myself on top of her reveling in the pleasure of her post orgasm spasms gripping my cock. 



"That was some ride stud." she said releasing her grip on me. 



I slid easily out of her and lay down next to her letting both of us catch our breath. 



"Gentle my ass." she said breaking a long silence. 



"Your ass?" I asked joking. "I didn't know that was an option... I still got some left in the tank if you want to go there." 



"Haha." she laughed. "How did you not cum from that? You were really giving it to me." 



"Oh, you loved it." I teased. 



"Hummmm." she hummed in a satisfied and appreciative way. 



"I hope you don't plan on leaving me hanging." I said leaning into her and kissing her on the cheek. 



Getting up, I stood on the bed and unzipped my skirt and pulled it off. Standing there next to her I swung my hips letting my cock sway back and forth. 



"I think someone wants some attention." Audrey said sitting up and getting on her knees. 



She firmly grasped my proud erection at the base and started licking up and down the sides, cleaning her juices off of me. Smiling, she looked like a girl with her favorite lollipop and it was really working for me. After one long lick from my balls all the way to the tip, she slipped me smoothly into her mouth and hummed. The vibrations did wonders for my situation. She continued humming as she pumped me in and out of her mouth while making corkscrew-like strokes on the rest of my shaft. 



I really wanted to cum in or on her mouth, but I wasn't done yet. With a moan of regret I pulled from her mouth and got onto my knees with her to kiss her. Taking a quick nibble on her lip, I pushed her sideways where she landed on her hands and knees. Perfect! 



"Are you going to punish me?" she pouted looking back over her shoulder. "Have I been a bad girl?" 



"Yes you have!" I said, giving her round ass a smack. "Teasing your sister this morning." 



Lining up behind her, I felt like she was the perfect height for me and pushed into her wet slit with a bit of force. Looking up I could see us both clearly in the mirror and the sight of it made me harder if that was possible. With my breast forms I looked just like a girl and the two of us were beautiful. Audrey's long blond hair hanging around her face with her breast hanging below her and me behind her buried to the hilt. We caught each other's eyes in the mirror and smiled at each other. 



"So are you going to punish me or not?" my sister asked. 



Shocked out of my daze, I smacked her other ass cheek. "You got somewhere to be?" I asked giving her another smack. 



Before she could reply I started stroking into her, giving her an occasional slap to one of her cheeks. Getting a firm grip on her hip bones, I began to pick up my pace. Her breasts swinging back and forth with each pump... even my breast were going to work, bouncing away in cadence with each smack of my hips against her ass. 



Really getting into her kink, I reached forward and grabbed a fist full of her hair, arching her neck and back further while I continued to hammer away at her flowing cunt. I lost myself in the sound of her moaning, like a siren's call waiting to drag me down to its depths. 



Starting to feel the distant signs of my orgasm, I let loose her hair and resumed my grip on both of her hips. I picked up my pace, moving harder and faster. My orgasm was in sight and I wanted it. Audrey collapsed onto her stomach and started to frantically rub her clit beneath us. Her eyes were closed now and I could barely hear her whispered chanting. "Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't stop." 



I don't know how much longer she needed, but I knew how much longer I had. In about ten seconds tops I would be spent. We were both breathing hard and sweat was dripping off of us. We had been at this for quite some time and with the finish line in sight. We were both desperate. With my legs trembling, I reach out for all of my reserves. 



Audrey still hadn't cum yet and I was on borrowed time. Without even thinking about it I licked my thumb getting it nice and soaked and pressed it against her cute little pucker just as I started cumming. My digit slipped right in down to the root as I continued to frantically ram my cock into her like I was trying to batter down the walls of her cervix, cumming the whole way in strong blasts. 



Almost when I thought I couldn't take anymore, she started panting and shaking with her orgasm, having lost her energy to scream a while back. With that I collapsed back onto the bed and we both spent the next several minutes dazed while we tried to catch our breath until we eventually passed out. 



*** *** *** 



The next few days consisted of us shopping for other necessities I would need. I needed a more feminine bed set as well as other replacements for things that clashed with my new femininity. Most of it didn't really seem necessary to me but Audrey enjoyed the shopping. We also picked up feminine supplies which thoroughly confused me. 



"Do you really see me needing to use tampons or pantie liners?" I asked with a hushed whisper. 



"No, but you will be expected to have them." she pointed out. "Just keep a couple in your bag. You would be surprised how often you might get asked for one." 



After that we moved to bathroom stuff, shampoo, conditioner, body wash... and here I was used to using shampoo in place of all of those. Good-bye Head and Shoulders. Hello Herbal Essence and Tresemme. 



After that was done we spent a considerable amount of time going through all of my boxes and replacing my boy stuff with my new girl stuff. Needless to say our room looked like a disaster. We could have qualified for FEMA support. 



"Um... what am I going to do when I go home for break?" I asked realizing that my guy clothes were now gone. 



"I got you covered." she said pointing to a bag in the corner. "In that duffle bag are two pairs of jeans, your skate shoes, socks, six shirts and your Broncos hat. Just stop somewhere and change on your drive back." 



"That should work I guess." then thinking some more, "What if mom comes here?" 



"Haha." she laughed. "Then you, sis, will be one busy girl." 



"Not funny." I said, serious now. 



"The best defense is a good offense." she said. "Call home frequently so she doesn't worry and that way you will know if she even thinks about coming to see you. If she starts giving signs that she might, start talking about how busy and stressed out you are. Give her no impression at all that things are going well. Also, as a backup, plan out things you can do over any weekend that will keep her occupied and away from campus. And under no circumstances are you to tell her which dorm you are staying in. If she has that information she can just show up. Without it she will have to call you to find out where you are and you can tell her you're out and meet her somewhere else." she lectured as she finished packing the last of my things. 



"So dodge questions and comments about visiting me and counter with anything that I can use that would sidetrack her while implying that her coming would be bad for my grades. Got it." I summarized. 



*** *** *** 



The Saturday that the dorms would open quickly neared. I began to feel excited and a little depressed. While I looked forward to finally starting my classes and put all this work I had done to good use, I would be sad to see Audrey go. We had grown really close and I don't just mean the sex. That was definitely fun, don't get me wrong. She was playful and aggressive as well as more than a little adventurous. Sometimes one of us would be clearly in control while other times we would both fight for dominance like a caged match of sexual fury. Thankfully all the bite and claw marks could be hidden with clothing... well most of them. 



It was the night before I would be moving into the dorms and we were just recovering from one of our more vicious sessions. For some reason the right amounts of pain made the pleasure so much better and Audrey could play my body to perfection. 



"Do you fly out tomorrow?" I asked still catching my breath. 



"No, Sunday night. Why?" 



"Just curious I guess. To be honest it felt like you brought a little something extra to that last performance." I admitted. "Thought you might have been trying to literally fuck me to death before you had to go." 



"I might have been at that, but no I'm not leaving until Sunday." 



"Still it wouldn't be a bad way to go." I mused. 



"You mean getting fucked to death by your porn star sister while you are done up like a girl with fake breasts and all?" She asked giggling against my chest. 



"Well I would hope that you would at least try to butch me up a little if that happened. You know take off the breast forms at least." I joked. "I wouldn't mind if you had to tell them how I died though." 



"Oh really now." 



"Yeah, write that shit on my tombstone. Here Lies Alexis Allen. Fucked to death by his sister. Died a Hero's Death. What a champ! Hero of Greenwood High School. Died with a smile..." I eventually trailed off. "You know something to that effect." 



"Haha. I'll make a mental note of that." she said slapping my stomach playfully. 



With that we fell asleep to get some much needed rest for the move. 



*** *** *** 



I woke up to a very pleasant surprise. Audrey had my entire cock in her mouth with her nose pressed into my pelvis. She was holding her breath like a champ as she flexed and relaxed her throat muscles around my cock. Noticing I was awake, she looked up and gave me a wink. After a few seconds she let her tongue slip out of her mouth licking further down, not letting up on her throat ministrations for a second. 



"Ahhh!" she exclaimed pulling my shaft from her mouth. "Morning sis." 



Large globs of saliva were dripping from her mouth and my cock, some of them still connected between them. She quickly got back to work licking and sucking me back into her mouth. If she was doing something wrong, I couldn't tell. It's what I imagine being in heaven would feel like. Pure bliss, warm and soft... and not lacking even the smallest measure of pleasure. It's a good thing I'm getting this blow job because there is no way I'm getting into heaven. 



When she started humming I almost lost it. I knew I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer. I reached down and gently gripped her hair. Not to interrupt or altering her motion, I just needed to hold some part of her. 



"I'm close." I warned her. 



She looked up at me smiling with just her eyes and kept going, not changing her rhythm or technique a hair. She seemed to be getting excited watching my face as I drew closer and closer to my release. When I was seconds from cumming I closed my eyes only to jerk them back open as I felt a slippery digit press its way into my ass. 



"What the..! Holy shit!" I cried as she smashed down on my prostate and I started to explode. 



Looking at Audrey, she still had my spurting cock in her mouth and a cruel look on her face as she silently shook with laughter. Every time I thought I was done cumming she would ravage my prostate further to prolong the experience. 



When she finally finished swallowing my cum she slipped her finger out and just sat their laughing. 



"What the fuck was that, Audrey?" 



"What? You don't like a little surprise ass play?" she quipped still laughing. 



"Shit sis, that's a no fly zone. That entire area is off limits OK? Exit only." 



"Looked like you enjoyed it to me. Besides, if you play with someone else's ass you should be prepared to expect the same." 



"Are you talking about last week?" I asked. "You seemed to enjoy it." 

"So did you, Lexi." she shot back playfully. 



She was a little right. It was a little uncomfortable and strange, but whatever she did with her finger had an unprecedented effect. Still, it's not the point. 



"OK, I get it. No more surprise ass play." I laughed. "I need a shower, I feel violated." 



After I had showered I pulled off my breast forms and reapplied them. It had been a week and this was not the day for shit to go wrong. After they were firmly secure I finished getting ready. While Audrey went to work on herself, I went down to the motels laundromat to wash all of our dirty clothes. We weren't going to the dorm until the afternoon and I would rather have everything clean my first day. In between loads of wash I began slowly packing my stuff back into my car, assisted by Audrey after she was ready. Finally around noon everything was clean and packed away. The only things left in the room were Audrey's. 



"There is definitely more stuff in there than before." I said. "It's doubled at least." 



"Well what did you expect? We all don't wake up and look this great." she joked. "It takes hard work and the right accessories." 



"Tell me about it." I said giving my breasts a squeeze. 



We picked up some lunch at a place called Danny's Fish and Chips. We mostly kept to ourselves and ate quietly. We both knew that the final test was near. The culmination of our efforts would be severely tested. Not just once I moved in and met my dorm mates, but for the next few years. Or until I dropped out or happened to be kicked out. A trip out to the mall or dancing was one thing, I would be around these girls a lot. From now on I needed to buckle down and keep my shit together. 



When we had gotten back into my car we sat for a while in the air conditioning, both of us lost in thought. Things to remember: Don't let your boobs fall off, don't let your wiener flop out, don't forget your voice, sleep on your back so you don't mess up your boobs while you sleep, where a tight sports bra to sleep just in case you roll over during your sleep, wear a pair of those cute sweat pants to bed so you can somewhat hide your morning wood, check your makeup frequently, under no circumstance sleep with anyone from school. That last one would be tough. The list was really a lot longer, but those were the highlights. 



"You ready Lexi?" my sister asked. 



"I don't know." I answered honestly. "But in the end it doesn't matter because it's time." 



I sucked it up, checked my makeup in the mirror and made sure my boobs and cock were where they were supposed to be, and put the car into gear and made my way to Evens Hall. 



Founded in 1947, Mayweather University made you feel like you were stepping back in time. Beautiful old buildings made of red brick and faced with white marble columns made you feel like you were taking a walk around a downtown city capitol. The buildings were all neatly placed around a grass quad large enough to play two games of football in tandem. The quad was broken up by cobblestone pathways and at the very center stood three flag poles with the country, state and another flag with the Mayweather coat of arms. Simply put, it was a sight to see. Even the new buildings, that were made to accommodate the growth, were made to reflect the old world craftsmanship. 



After finding a space close to Evens Hall, we each grabbed a bag and made our way to find my new room. The inside was just as amazing as the outside, with real plaster walls, wood paneling and rich crown molding, it was enough to overwhelm the senses at first look. Even the fixtures were antique looking, which they probably were. Finding that my room was on the second floor, we made our way up a beautifully carved wooden staircase and found ourselves facing a wide hallway. 



"This place is amazing." I said. 



"Yeah it is." she replied. "What room is yours?" 



"The lady said 204 room 3, whatever that means." 



Taking a guess, I went left. Making my way down the hall I noticed two things. The first was that I was going in the right direction based on the numbers on the doors. The second was that it seemed like this school only accepted very pretty girls. Most were athletic but some had a curvy plumpness to them that was very appealing. Not overweight by any measure just... fuller. 



Finding the door to 204 I hesitated. Not from nerves, the beauty of this place had shocked that right out of me. I was still a bit confused about if this was my room or not. It said 204, but the lady said 204 room 3. Before I could even decide to make a move or not the door opened. 



"Oh, hello. I'm Holly. Are you looking for 204?" she asked. 



"Yeah... I think. 204 room 3?" I replied making it more of a question. 



This Holly was pretty cute. She was a little taller than me with strawberry blond hair and freckles and dark green eyes. Definitely of Irish decent. She also seemed a little older and I was relieved to see that she was dressed in a pair of tight low-rider jeans and a tight gray tank top. I was a little worried about how the dress code would be at an all-girls university. Funny how I had committed to becoming a girl to go here and forgot to check on something like that. 



"This is the place!" she confirmed stepping out of the doorway to let me in. "Your room is on the back right." 



"Thank you Holly. I'm Lexi and this is my friend Dreya." I said introducing us. 



I was still a little confused. She said my room was on the back right? Wasn't this the room? Confusion ended when I took it all in. There was a large common area that reminded me of a studio apartment. It was a large wide open space with lounge area as well as a dining table and a full kitchen. There were even a few smaller tables spread around, most likely for studying, and of all things a full size washer and dryer. There were two doors equally spaced on each side with numbers on them and on the door on the far right was the number 3. The bedroom had two twin sized beds and two small desks as well as individual closets and two small dressers. 



Also in my room was pale skinned beauty. Perfect alabaster skin that was in striking contrast to her dark brown hair. Her dark green sundress didn't hide a single curve featuring what must have been C cups and her prominent hips. My God, those legs must go on forever, I thought. I was brought back to reality by a nudge form Audrey. 



"I said, my name is Abigail." she repeated. 



"Oh, I'm sorry. Where are my manners. I'm Lexi and this is my friend Dreya." I replied shaking her hand while desperately trying not to blush or let on that I was really checking her out. 



"It's nice to meet you Lexi and you as well Dreya." Curiously her eyes lingered on Audrey for a lot longer than seemed necessary. 



"I see you've got the left." I said breaking the silence before it became too awkward. "That suits me just fine." I said setting my bag on the bed. 



"It would be nice to get to know you more but I need to get the rest of my stuff. After?" I offered. 



"Sure thing Lexi... Dreya." she replied. 



Once Audrey and I reached my car again she burst out laughing. "Could you be more obvious?" 



"What are you talking about?" 



"You were looking at her like she was a snow cone. Haha!" she quipped. 



"Oh really? You mean the way she was looking at you then?" I shot back. 



"I don't think it was that. I've seen that look before. I think she may have recognized me but hasn't quite figured out from where yet." she sighed. 



"Don't worry about it." I said grabbing a couple more bags. "Whats our motto?" 



"Lie till we die." she replied. 



"Yup... You know we have to be some of the weirdest fucking siblings on earth." 



After several more trips we had all the bags and boxes up to my room. It was tiring work and we both collapsed on my small bed to catch our breath and relax for a few minutes. 



While we were bringing up my stuff I noticed more and more people showing up on campus. I wasn't sure how many girls went here but it seemed like it was going to be a lot. During our trips I did find out more about the dress code. For the most part there wasn't one, so long as you avoided Whore Couture or Stripper Chic you were in the clear. This was a relief. After finding out how hot I looked as a girl, I didn't want to have to start dressing like a nun. 



Abigail was very quiet while she finished setting up her side of the room. She did keep shooting Audrey some glances. Whether she recognized her or not I was fairly sure she, at the very least, played for both teams. If she recognized her somehow it would be because she had seen pictures of her, and those would have been of her naked. And if she didn't recognize her from somewhere, then she was definitely attracted to her. 



"What do you say babe? You want to help me put this stuff away?" I asked, giving Audrey a gentle prod in the side. 



"Ugh, fine. And then I want a nap." Audrey said sitting up. "You wear me out girl." 



Unpacking was actually pretty easy. We hung up all the dresses and shirts in my closet and all my underwear was poured into the top drawer of my dresser followed by a drawer for my skirts and the last for my sports bras and sweat pants. The shoes just ended up in a pile at the bottom of my closet. My makeup and hygiene products didn't need to be unpacked because they had their own carry bags which worked out just fine. We finished by making up the bed with hot pink sheets and pillow cases and a black down comforter and collapsed back onto the bed. 



"Nap time, Lexi." Audrey declared as she snuggled into me. 



"You don't mind do you Abigail? We're exhausted." 



"Not at all, we can catch up later." she smiled. "There is a mandatory dorm meeting for our unit tonight at six though." 



"That shouldn't be a problem." I responded. "We only need an hour or two." 



"Don't mind us girl." Audrey reassured her. "We can sleep through an earthquake." 



A few minutes later we were asleep. 



*** *** *** 



Luckily when we woke up there were no awkward problems. Well there was some drool on my shirt from Audrey, but no loose erections or groping in our sleep. Shutting off the alarm on my phone, I sat up and sorted myself out. After smoothing out my clothes and fixing my makeup I made my way out to the common area leaving Audrey to sleep a little more. 



Seeing a group of five girls sitting in the lounge area on the sofas and armchairs, I figured that was where the meeting was happening and made my way over. They were all beautiful in their own way and I was hoping I would be able to keep it in my panties. I'm going to need to invest in stronger tape and tighter underwear, I thought. 



"Well it seems like we are all here." Holly said flipping her strawberry blond hair over her shoulder. "Well at least all of us that arrived today." she amended 



"My name is Holly and this is Jessica." she introduced, pointing to a slender darker skinned girl with shoulder length black hair and nice round breasts. "We are your dorm supervisors. We are basically here to make sure things don't get too out of hand and you guys don't burn the place down. The rules are pretty much what you would expect. No alcohol or drugs in the dorms. No open flames. No fighting. And don't get caught with a boy in your room." she said eyeing each of us in turn. I noticed some smiles on the other girl's faces once they realized the extra emphasis she put on the word caught. 



"If it's dangerous or your mother wouldn't approve, just don't do it." Jessica chimed in. "Also, these next points are guidelines really. "We operate on a don't ask don't tell philosophy. Do not tell us you're age, sexual orientation, political party affiliation... nothing. We don't want to know. For all we know you are all 21 year old virgin nuns." 



I knew exactly where she was going with this. Some of the other girls didn't seem to quite understand though. I figured a private chat with them afterwards would be appropriate. 



"All of this out of the way, it's tradition to go to The Library the weekend before classes start to let loose a little. For those of you who don't know, that is the name of a popular club just off campus." Jessica explained. "We should be heading out around 9pm if you would like to join." 



With that it seemed like the meeting was over. Jessica and Holly went back to the room they shared leaving me and the three other girls to ourselves. 



Having already met Abigail, I introduced myself to the other two girls, Skylar and Kennedy. Skylar was about my height but there the similarities ended. Her D breasts looked huge on her small body and she had powerful thighs and an ass to match. Her eyes were a cold blue that worked well to set of her pretty smile and she had the most incredibly long blond hair flowing all the way down to her ass. Kennedy was taller with gray eyes and vibrant auburn hair down to the middle of her back. Her breast were slightly smaller than Skylar's, but her body seemed perfectly proportioned and she was in fantastic looking shape. She kind of reminded me of Ariel but with slightly darker hair. 



"So, did you guys catch everything she said?" I asked. 



"Yeah I think so." Abigail said and the other girls agreed. 



"What about what they didn't say?" 



"You mean about getting caught with boys in our rooms?" Kennedy asked. 



"There was that, but I was more thinking about the other thing. They don't want to know how old we are so that if they see us drinking off campus they don't have to report it because they can 'assume' that we are old enough" I said to some appreciative smiles. "They basically said that they aren't going to be hard asses on us, but if we get caught because of our own stupidity then they will have to do something about it." 



"That's so awesome!" Skylar exclaimed. 



"I wouldn't get too out of control with it though and if you get in a bind ask someone for a Cold Charlie." 



"What's a Cold Charlie?" Abigail and Kennedy asked on top of one another. 



"That's not like a Hot Carl is it?" Skylar asked going in a totally different direction. 



I couldn't help but laugh at that. "No," I started trying to control my giggles. "a Cold Charlie is when you stick your helmet on the end of your rifle and wait for an enemy sniper to shoot at it so you can figure out where he's at." I explained. They looked even more confused than when I started. For fuck's sake. "It's a distraction." 



"That makes much more sense." Skylar said. 



With the meeting done I went back to my room to get ready for the night and to wake up Audrey. I really needed to watch what I say. These girls probably think I'm weird or just nuts. 



"Dreya, wake up." I said as I shook her. "Wake up. We're going out tonight." 



"What time is it?" she asked. 



"It's about 6:30. You have a couple hours." I assured her. Knowing her she would want to change and would need some time to pull together her club look. "Take my car and meet me back here." 



"Wear your red dress." she said getting up. After retrieving my keys she gave me a hug and kissed me on the lips. "I'll be back in a little bit. Stay out of trouble." she finished, giving my ass a playful smack. 



"I'll do my best." I joked back as she left my room. 



Having the room to myself, I decided to change quickly while I had some privacy. As luck would have it, the moment I was down to my underwear Abigail walked in. 



"Oh... Sorry." she said awkwardly trying to look anywhere but at me while I scrambled to cover myself with my dress. 



"It's OK. My fault I guess." I said quickly slipping into my dress and zipping it up. "I should have said something before I started taking my clothes off." 



"No it's no problem, we're both girls here right." she stated. 



"Yeah. Of course." I said awkwardly. "I'll just grab my makeup and leave you to change." 



"No need. We are going to be spending a lot of time in this room together over the next year. Might as well get it out of the way from the off." With that, she unzipped her dark green sundress and let in fall to the floor. 



She stood there blushing in her black demi-cup bra and matching black thong. I was speechless and having a hard time looking away. Finally getting my shit together I picked up my makeup bag and sat at my small desk and began touching up my makeup for a more evening club look. I couldn't help but notice Abigail cross into the view of the small stand mirror I was using as she went to her closet to find something to wear. Her ass was simply spectacular, and the way she stood slightly on the balls of her feet even though she was barefoot showed off how well toned her legs were. 



"Do you think this is too much?" she asked. 



Turning slightly I watched as she held up a black strapless cocktail dress made out of black lace. It flared at the hips and looked to be rather expensive. 



"I don't know if it is or not, but you should wear it." I said still staring. 



"You think so?" she asked sounding hopeful. "I don't really get many chances to wear some of the nicer things that I have." 



"Go for it. I don't know what the dress code is for something like this, but who cares." I said encouraging her. She obviously wanted to wear it and felt like she needed someone to say it was alright. 



"Thanks Lexi." she said tuning away from me and slipping it on. 



I went back to my make up and let Abigail do her thing. I didn't quite get why she was thanking me. If she wanted to wear the dress she should. Something about her seemed off. Not in a bad way, but just some part of her that I couldn't quite place. 



*** *** *** 



"I got a little gift for you." Audrey told me. I had gone out to meet her in the parking lot when she came back from getting ready. She was wearing a tight black halter top dress that showed a generous amount of her ample cleavage and ended with a wavy A-line skirt. God help me, she looked ready to fuck something. 



"Wow, you look..." I stalled. 



"Slutty?" she offered. 



"That too. I was going to go with great, or sexy or something like that." 



"No, it's OK. I was going for slutty." she said with a smile. 



"Slutty it is then." I said giving her a hug and a soft kiss on the lips. 



"Here." she said handing me an envelope. "Use it well and don't let your friends see it or they might ask too many questions." 



Opening the envelope I found a brand new Colorado state ID. It was my sisters ID. 



"I ordered that before we drove out here and had a friend forward it to our motel." she explained. "This way you can fully enjoy the college experience." 



"Thank you so much!" I said shocked. 



"Just try not to get into trouble with it. Nobody should question it, we look so much alike and that picture was taken a few years ago. And if anyone asks if you are that Audrey Allen, just give them shit about accusing you of being a porn star slut and tell them there is no relation... It's what I do." she said laughing. 



We talked a little longer waiting for the rest of the girls to come down. About nothing important really, we were mostly avoiding bringing up Audrey leaving tomorrow. 



Five minutes before nine we began to hear a ruckus coming from the direction of several of the dorm buildings. A minute or two later a mass of women came into view around several corners and began to gravitate into one huge group heading in the direction of The Library. It looked and sounded like the beginnings of a riot. There must have been at least 200 girls dressed to impress. All of the noise was from the older girls singing an old sea shanty from the 1800's, 'Roll Boy Roll'. 



Sally Brown, she's the gal for me, girls 



Roll girls, roll girls roll 



Sally Brown, she's the gal for me, girls 



Way high, Miss Sally Brown 



She's lovely on the foreyard, and she's lovely down below, girls 

roll girls, roll girls roll 



She's lovely 'cause she loves me, that's all I want to know, girls 



Way high, Miss Sally Brown... 



It seems that they had changed some of the words, making it pretty vulgar and very lesbian. Some of the younger girls were blushing, listening to a song implying girl on girl sex being sang by women from an all-girls school, but surprisingly some of the younger ones seem to be jumping in for the refrain. If some of these girls didn't expect there to be a little girl on girl activities in college let alone an all-girls one they were in for a surprise. 



Audrey and I joined the mob and we made the five minute walk to the club. As we approached the club, I noticed four huge bouncers standing at the front entrance and a line of almost fifty people (mostly men), being held back from entering. It seemed that the girls from the University had first dibs. Just another perk of being Lexi, I thought. 



"Under 21 on that side." one of the giants shouted. "21 and over on this side." 



The bouncers all had ID scanners and were checking faces to their pictures so Audrey and I split up hoping to avoid someone from noticing that they had seen the same ID twice. I was a little worried that they would see through me. Not that I was a guy using a girls ID but that I didn't look exactly like my sister's picture with my new haircut. All of that anxiety was for naught though. They quickly passed me into the club and gave me my wristband. 



The club was just as I remembered it from my first day in town. Hardwood floors and wood trimming on the walls complete with a wooden L shaped bar. The ambiance definitely suited its name and reminded me of a really old library but without the shelves. There was a barrier in between the dance area and the bar to keep the underage crowd away from the alcohol and a smattering of tables in both sections. 



It was eerily quiet as the rest of the girls came in. No music was playing and the music lighting was off. Once everyone was in one of the older girls climbed up to the stage. 



"Good evening ladies." she began. "Welcome to The Library and welcome to Mayweather." she paused for the cheers to calm down. "A couple of announcements to make before we get things rolling. Number one is that, thanks to the great placement of our favorite watering hole, our school has one of the lowest drunk driving percentages in the nation. This place is like our home so respect it and the people who work here. They treat us like family and provide a great place to come and lower our stress levels." 



Some of the younger students held back, but the older ones let loose cheering the club and staff. Apparently they knew how great this place was. 



"One thing our school isn't so great at is pregnancy." There were a few agreeing murmurs from the crowd now. "This is not a boarding school that locks you down, you can leave the campus whenever you want. You don't need to get as much sex as you can out of your system before classes start Monday. That being said, use protection. If you need some ask me or a dorm supervisor. It's awkward, I know, but so is having to explain to your guidance counselor that you're dropping out in February because you're six months pregnant." She let that hang out there for a few seconds to make sure everyone soaked it in. "With all that out of the way... Let's get this party started!" she shouted. 



As soon as she finished the house music and lights came up with a cheer from the girls. It also seemed that the "outsiders" were now allowed in. I wasn't quite sure what to think about a bunch of guys swarming a club clearly co-opted by an all-girls college. As a guy I thought it was a good idea, but as Lexi it seemed a little more than skeezy. They probably thought we were all desperate and that it would be like fishing with dynamite. 



Audrey and I found Abigail with Kennedy and Skylar. They had obviously had their own fake Ids and were already starting on their first round. Both Skylar and Kennedy were sporting tight little black dresses showing of their form perfectly. While Kennedy's dress was strapless, Skylar's had a halter top needing a little more support for her larger breasts. 



"I absolutely love your dress Abigail" Audrey exclaimed. "You wear it very well too." 



"Thank you." she said blushing and looking down. 



I was seriously worried that she knew who Audrey was now. It was either that or a severe girl crush. A girl crush we could handle, but if she put it together she would notice my same last name. I would prefer that everyone knew as little of my personal life as possible. 



"Drinks!" I said loudly. "We need drinks!" 



"What do you want hun.?" Audrey said getting up. 



"A rum and coke... A stiff one." I amended only to hear some giggles from our party. 



"So what do you guys think so far?" I asked, trying to break the ice. 



"It's great so far." Skylar said first. "It's a full scholarship, so I wouldn't complain even if it was horrible." 



"The campus looks amazing. It's like walking through a picture that someone took of the past." Abigail said. Then more quietly. "My mom went here and it looks just like she described it." 



"It's definitely interesting." Kennedy commented slamming the rest of her beer. "There is some potential, I'll give it that." Exactly what potential was left unsaid. 



With Audrey's return the conversation digressed towards fashion, makeup and boys. After a few drinks the girls were quite frank about their sexual past which caught me off guard. Some of their admissions were a surprise, like the fact that Abigail was still a virgin. That gorgeous and still untouched? At this day and age she was damn near a unicorn, a mythical creature you only hear tell of in traveler's tales. 



"The only sex I've had has been with Fred, my vibrator." she admitted with a little blush. "He is quite good though. Never leaves me hanging." 



Other reveals were not so surprising, such as Skylar having quite a lot of experience, starting her freshman year in high school. Kennedy was quiet for the most part but from the looks she was giving all of us she was playing for the Girls Team, and didn't want to spook the deer before she could get us used to her touch. 



When we were sufficiently drunk enough, we made our way to the dance floor and commenced to dance as only drunk girls can. With liberal grinding and our hands in the air, we shimmied and shook celebrating our womanhood. By now I was drunk enough to forget that I was a guy and just let myself be one of the girls. 



At 11 o' clock the house music was replaced by a DJ who spun his turn tables and worked us up into a lather. He seemed to specialize in rock and hip hop mash ups which fit the mood perfectly. 



Kennedy seemed to be having the time of her life sandwiched in between Audrey and another girl with long thick black hair that I had not met yet. She was beautiful though with striking blue eyes and seemed to be rather free with her hands on Kennedy's body. My sister seemed to have picked up on the score and was having a good time giving Kennedy a thrill. 



Throughout the night we slipped back and forth between the bar and the dance floor trying to either maintain or increase our alcohol levels. I know Skylar was increasing. She had two guys wrapped around her fingertips making sure she didn't want for anything. Seeing where that was heading, I stopped by a fish bowl at the bar and grabbed a condom courtesy of Durex's generous donation to the health department. And made my way to her. 



"Hey babe!" I said giving her a hug and discreetly slipping the condom into her halter. "Just in case." I whispered patting it over the cloth. She just smiled at me not really able to say anything with her guys next to her. I really hope she will only need one or they are going to have to share, I thought to myself laughing at the visual of the second guy having to wash it out before reusing it. 



Wanting some sister time, I co-opted Audrey with Kennedy. It was a great time all-in-all, even with some minor incidents. Some girl trying to give Abigail shit about her dress being the worst. 



"Don't you think you're a little over dressed?" She said snottily. "Think you're too good for us or something?" 



"Oh, she is too good for you sweetheart." Audrey said in her most sympathetic voice, mocking her. 



"Are you jealous?" I asked on top of her." "Do you wish you were wearing that dress... or do you just wish you could get her out of it?" I paused to let it sink in for her drunk brain. "Quit being a bitch and go find some friends." 



"Don't worry, you look great doll. Everyone in here wants a piece of you." I said to Abigail. "Even the guys." 



After that little mishap, she loosened up a little more. Probably realizing that we were friends and had her back had helped her open up to us... Or it could have been the shots of tequila my sister bought for us. Either way, she squeezed in with us and Kennedy and really let herself go. What began as a semi-erotic dance session between girlfriends slowly deteriorated into grinding and heavy petting. This was a situation I was not yet mentally equipped to handle. I knew this from experience and I really wasn't ready for Lexi Junior to make her famous debut. 



"I need a little break." I yelled to Audrey over the music. "I'll be back in a couple minutes." 



"I'll come with you." Audrey said producing a round of 'Awws' from the other girls. She was definitely the life of our little party. Slipping her arm into mine we made our way off the dance floor. 



"Getting a little too worked up out there?" she asked discreetly. 



"That obvious?" I asked. 



"To me yeah. You looked a little panicked there for a second." she said with a chuckle. She found the inconvenience of my erections highly amusing. "You want to take a walk outside?" 



"Yeah, some fresh air would be nice." I told her, letting her lead me out the back. 



It was pretty late but it was still incredibly warm out. It was about as warm outside as it was surrounded by all of that body heat on the dance floor. The back of the club was quiet and dimly lit. Audrey, still with her arm in mine, led us away from the dumpsters and towards the far end of the back of the club. 



"Kennedy really seems taken with you." I said trying to sound casual. 



"Jealous?" she shot back 



Well that failed I thought. Aloud, "Maybe a little." I admitted. 



"Don't worry Lover Girl, I've got plans for you and they don't involve sharing." she said pushing me to the side of a storage house set a little ways from the building. "At least not yet." 



With me pressed against the wall she kissed me hard grinding herself into me. Unsatisfied with what she felt, her hand dipped down as fast as a viper under my dress and fished into my panties freeing my cock. After the walk and now this blitzkrieg on my genitals, I was still growing and she was rough with her encouragement with both her hands and mouth. She had a firm grip of my hair, pulling my head to the side as she licked and bit on my neck and shoulder like some psychotic vampire slut while she mercilessly tugged on my growing cock. 



"AHHHH! Fuck!" I let out, grabbing her and flipping our position, slamming her forcefully into the wall. While she was still processing what happened I reached under her dress and slipped her panties down her legs. Having no pockets to put them into I hooked them into the waist band of my own underwear. It was done in a flash and I was back on her, pressing my lips to hers letting my tongue battle with hers while I began to press my fingers to her wet sex. The insides of her thighs were already slick with her arousal and the smallest touches brought her moans vibrating into my mouth. 



Not able to wait, she grabbed my shoulders and jumped up, wrapping her legs around my waist. I could feel the heat of her pussy radiating just above my cock. I thought for a half a second about teasing her but this wasn't a time to fuck around. All of that dancing and grinding was all the foreplay either of us needed right now. I pressed her against the wall and slid her down slowly until I felt her wet folds press against my tip and then I let her down hard and fast. 



"Oh." she said in surprise to the quick change in speed and the feeling of me quickly bottoming out in her. She did an admirable job of being quiet as I started to work into her fast and hard. Normally very vocal about her pleasure, she kept herself to quiet moans into my mouth occasionally broken by a small chant... or maybe it was a prayer, of 'fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.' 



Normally I don't think I would be able to hold her weight for this long, but with her pressed hard against the wall and her legs holding onto my hips so well, she made me feel like superman. I was the Lance Armstrong of fucking... except I had two balls. I could go for miles! 



"Oh god" she whispered squeezing her eyes shut. "Ah, ah, uuuuunn." she screamed, muffling the sounds by biting down on my exposed shoulder. 



I didn't even slow my pace for her I just kept railing into her like this was going to be my last pussy. Which it might very well be with me having to keep my dick a secret. This fuck was like an apology and a celebration for my star player and he was making the most of it. 



When she recovered she eased up and let go of her animal like grip on my shoulder and smiled at me. I couldn't help it, I just started laughing. I don't know what it was exactly but it just snuck up on me. It might be the fact that I'm a guy dressed as a girl screwing a girl behind a nightclub in a way that I've never dreamed of. Or it could be that she's my sister who just so happens to be a Playboy Playmate. Or maybe it was as simple as how cute and dazed she looked after I just fucked her through an amazing climax. It could have been all of it or none of it, I just didn't know. She must have felt the humor as well because she started laughing too. 



"Some detour our lives took huh?" I asked still fucking into her. 



"Your telling me." she said pulling me in to kiss her some more. I wasn't going to complain. I love the feel of her lips on mine and how soft her tongue was as she slid it against mine or how I could feel her smile while she had her lips pressed to me. 



It didn't take long for her to start moaning into my mouth again. I began to feel her pussy flex around my cock in a steady rhythm, slowly coaxing me towards my own orgasm. 



Our sweat and fluids were making our hips and thighs slick making it harder for her to grip me. I grabbed her tighter and continued my rapid assault on her velvet folds with her milking me steadily. Audrey seemed to be reaching her crescendo again and I was right behind her. I tried to savor this moment, of the both of us on the cusp of orgasm. The beauty of our connected bodies desperate and screaming for release. Waiting for that moment that signals no return, guaranteeing you your moment of bliss. 



"Hey guys, I was looking all... Oh shit. My bad." I looked quickly and saw it was Kennedy. Shit. Fuck. Fucking fuck. Mother fucking... FUCK! My articulate mind failed me. 



"Don't let me interrupt you ladies." Kennedy had already turned around and was rounding the corner before I had paused for more than a moment. 



I looked down and saw that we were blessedly covered by the skirts of our dresses and without missing another beat I got back to nailing my sister. 



"Oh fuck. Did she see?" Audrey asked moaning. 



"You mean did she see that I'm a girl with a nice big cock who was fucking her sister good?" I whispered into her ear. 



"Oh, fuck baby." she let out. "Don't fuck with me." 



"She saw two hot girls having a go at each other behind a club. That's all." I assured her. "But don't think for a second I won't fuck with you sis." 



Her orgasm nearing again after the shock, she became more frantic, desperate not to let this one slip through her fingers. Thrust after thrust I gave her all I had. Making sure to drag my pelvic bone across her clit at every opportunity. Hoping to help her along, I started whispering in her ear dirty little things about how hot she looked with her sister's cock fucking her. How I wanted to share her with Kennedy and watch her devour that young girl's pussy while I fucked her from behind. 



This recital we even working for me. I was panting into her ear, out of breath. She felt so amazing and tight around me and her pussy was still squeezing my cock, but now at a more rapid pace.. 



And then I told her how I wanted to seduce Abigail with her and watch that innocent beauty taste her first pussy, Audrey's pussy. 



With that she came. Voice gone with exhaustion and only left with a silent scream, like wind through the trees. With her pussy walls contracting in spasms, griping my cock I was done. Three thrusts after she started cumming I started blasting her insides with my seed, painting her cervix a pearly white. 



We held each other tight not moving waiting for the rapture to finish washing over us, not daring to move and risk ending it prematurely. Finally I eased out of her and we both slumped against the wall with exhaustion. 



"Oh god, I could use a cigarette after that." Audrey said. Then she started laughing hysterically. "I have cum and pussy juice... running down my legs. I'm covered in sweat... and I smell like a whore house... and you're barely in a better state than I am." 



After having a nice laugh together she calmed down again and I fished her panties out of the waist band of my own. Getting a good look at them, they were a black mesh g-string with the smallest amount of cloth conceivable. I handed them back to her receiving another small laugh. 



"I don't think these are going to be of any help after the mess you made of my pussy." she said. "You don't happen to have some napkins hidden in there somewhere do you?" 



"Nope." I smiled. 



"Let's get out of here." she said after another long pause. "I can't go back in there like this." 



I took her hand in mine and we left. We made our way around the outside of the club and headed back towards my car in the campus parking lot. 



"You know we're pretty fucked up as human beings right?" she asked as we walked in the night. 



"You're telling me." I said. 



With that we walked to my car in silence, hand in hand like lovers with her clutching her panties in her off hand and my sperm and her fluids running down her legs, shinning in the moonlight. 



*** *** *** 



Having sobered up during our spirited and public romp, Audrey was OK to drive and we went back to her motel. I had thought about staying in my dorm room, but if this was her last night here for a while, I wanted to spend it with her. 



We had sex again that night. Not like crazed animals like usual, but as lovers. It was slow and gentle and deeply sensual and afterward we held each other as we fell asleep. It felt like a goodbye and a thank you all at the same time. She had shown me so much and awakened something within me that I didn't know if I would be able to let go of. And I don't just mean the sex. She had found Lexi hidden away and trapped behind what felt like the mask of Alex. I knew I would see her again, and not just tomorrow before I took her to the airport. She would visit and I would see her at home on holidays. Even knowing this it still felt like a huge loss. 



We slept late and Audrey had to rush and shower all of our sex off of her before her flight, which left me no time for one myself due to the checkout time. 



"It serves you right." Audrey said to me as she hurried to do her makeup and hair. "You got us into this mess." 



"Hey now, you're the one who threw me into the wall and went all Lorena Bobbitt with the hand job." I defended. 

"OK, so it was my fault." She conceded. "But you don't have to get on a plane smelling like the rejection bin at a sperm bank. So I got the shower." 



"Fine." I said exasperated, leaning into the mirror trying to do something with my makeup. It was really bad. We're talking page one rewrite. 



With her bags packed and in my car she checked out and we headed to the airport. I walked with her to the security checkpoint and we had our sad little goodbye promising to see each other again. After she made it through security I took a deep breath and let it out and then made my way back to my car. 



When I got into my car I sat and thought about Audrey and how much I was going to miss her. It was such a wild ride, and for now at least it was over. I found myself wondering what to do now. Just when I thought it might be too much, I found a folded note on the passenger seat. 



'If it feels good, do it.' 



June 2013 



Her centerfold quote. I couldn't hold back the smile if I tried. 



END OF CHAPTER 2 



Ch.3 Preview 



During the drive back to my dorm, my new home, I couldn't help but smile every time I looked down at the small note in my lap. 



'If it feels good, do it.' 



June 2013 



Written in my sister cute, familiar hand, it reminded me of how far I had come since she first told me those words. It was after my first night as Lexi and I was confused and a little scared and unsure about how exactly I had let myself get into this situation. Shortly after that I had lost my virginity to her, a beautiful goddess of sexuality and violence. That last part isn't a bad thing. 



It also reminded me to not forget to live my life. It rang in my ears like a battle cry for the unsure and afraid, the shy and the outcast. 



It was a reminder of where my life truly began and who showed me the way. 



Back at my dorm I made my first walk of shame, I looked like a mess. My hair was doing its own thing in different directions, my makeup and eye shadow smeared irreparably and my lipstick was a joke. I really should have just stripped it all off this morning but in trying to fix it, I had wasted the time available to do so. 



I felt like I might have just made a reputation for myself as I noticed that more students had arrived to move in the day before classes started. There was no shortage of people to see my walk. I got a few snotty looks, but mostly they were the looks of women who had been there before and found it amusing to not be the one in my shoes for once. 



Reaching my dorm unit, I received a nice little round of applause from Kennedy, Skylar and a couple other girls. I gave them a wave, a blush, and a bow. I figured that this wouldn't be the last time that something like this happened and I might as well handle it with a little grace. 



My room was blessedly empty and I started to grab together my stuff to take a shower. Abigail must be out. Did she have a late night as well? I thought. Hearing the door, I called out "Did you have a good night, Abigail?" 



"Not as good as you I'm sure." 



Spinning quickly, it was not Abigail, I put a face to the slightly familiar voice. It was Kennedy. 



"Oh, yeah... I kind of got carried away didn't I?" I said, hoping she would take it as an admission of a bi curious or lesbian romp. 



"I know! Miss June. I'm so jealous!" she said. I was shocked. "Yeah, it took me a few to put it together." 



After a rather long pause with me speechless, I started to open my mouth to begin damage control ASAP and basically lie my ass off. 



"I know who you are too... Alex." 



Chapter three is well underway and should be finished in about a week. Don't forget to vote, and I'd love to read your comments! It makes me feel good in my special place.
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Son of Battles







During the drive back to my dorm, my new home, I couldn't help but smile every time I looked down at the small note in my lap.



'If it feels good, do it.'



June 2013



Written in my sister cute, familiar hand, it reminded me of how far I had come since she first told me those words. It was after my first night as Lexi and I was confused and a little scared and unsure about how exactly I had let myself get into this situation. Shortly after that I had lost my virginity to her, a beautiful goddess of sexuality and violence. That last part isn't a bad thing.



It also reminded me to not forget to live my life. It rang in my ears like a battle cry for the unsure and afraid, the shy and the outcast.



It was a reminder of when my life truly began and who showed me the way.



I arrived back at my dorm around 1pm, just in time to make my first walk of shame. I looked like a mess. My hair was doing its own thing in different directions, my makeup and eye shadow smeared irreparably, and my lipstick was a joke. I really should have just stripped it all off this morning but in trying to fix it, I had wasted the time available to do so.



I felt like I might have just made a reputation for myself as I noticed that more students had arrived to move in the day before classes started. There was no shortage of people to see my walk. I got a few snotty looks, but mostly they were the looks of women who had been there before, and found it amusing to not be the one in my shoes for a change.



Reaching my dorm unit, I received a nice little round of applause from Kennedy, Skylar and a couple other girls. I gave them a wave, a blush, and a bow. I figured that this wouldn't be the last time that something like this happened and I might as well handle it with a little grace. It might have been a little bit of my old guy persona coming to my rescue, but I felt a little proud to have my peers know of my sexual conquest.



Even with that small measure of pride, embarrassment was still pouring through and I made a hasty withdrawal to my room. It was blessedly empty and I started to grab together my stuff to take a shower. Abigail must be out. Did she have a late night as well? I thought. Hearing the door, I called out "Did you have a good night, Abigail?"



"Not as good as you I'm sure."



Spinning quickly, it was not Abigail, I put a face to the slightly familiar voice. It was Kennedy.



"Oh, yeah... I kind of got carried away didn't I?" I said, hoping she would take it as an admission of a bi curious or lesbian romp.



"I know! Miss June. I'm so jealous!" she said. I was shocked. "Yeah, it took me a few to put it together." 



After a rather long pause with me speechless, I started to open my mouth to begin damage control ASAP and basically lie my ass off. 



"I know who you are too... Alex."



Have you ever had a situation that seemed completely under control and within ten seconds it disintegrated into a cluster-fuck sliding down hill at an increasingly rapid pace? Well I was there. I felt like I was trapped inside my mind watching things fall apart while I was mentally slamming myself into the walls inside my head trying to escape, to get my body to move, anything.



After what felt like an eternity of standing there like a deer in headlights, I started packing my shit to get out of town. I sure as hell couldn't go home, my mom was sure to find out about this and she would be just thrilled. A daughter that became a porn star and a son that became a daughter... Yeah, she was going to love this. But where do I go? I was in full blown panic mode. Get your shit into the car first and then figure it out on the move, idiot.



All this work for nothing it seemed. All this preparation and some lesbian porn addict outs me because she recognized my sister. No, this was not for nothing. I found out who I am. Maybe I could go to California, I hear it's nice there. My mind was like a meth head, set to eleven and getting nowhere.



It took me a few seconds to realize that Kennedy was trying to talk to me. "Lexi... Lexi... FOR FUCKS SAKE, LEXI!"



Turning from stuffing my shit into bags, "What?" I said, unable to keep an edge of panic from my voice.



"What are you doing?"



"Getting the fuck out of here!" I said. "What does it look like?"



"What? Why?" she asked, her voice oddly tinged with a ring of confusion.



"Let's see. You know about me. This is an all girls school. I'm trying to beat the cops or reporters out of here." I said. "Take your pick."



"I didn't tell anyone." she said quietly. "I'm not going to."



"Why?" I said, caught completely off guard.



"I'm not really sure." she said honestly. "I guess you just seem pretty cool. Besides, from the bruises Audrey left on you I really don't think it would be wise to piss her off." she said gesturing to the bite marks on my shoulder. "If she did that to someone she likes, I'd hate to see what she would do to an enemy."



I stopped my packing and just starred at her for a while. This was a surprising turn of events. I didn't know if I could trust her. A big part of me really wanted to. I had worked so hard for this and I didn't want it to end so soon after it had started. During my quiet deliberation Abigail came in and helped to decide matters.



"Did you have a good ni... What happened to your stuff?" Abigail asked looking from me to Kennedy.



"The silly girl forgot to pack her vibrator." Kennedy said giving me a wink. "It's going to be one long year without it." she chimed.



I'm not sure if Abigail bought it, but she gave a shrug and went about her business. Kennedy gave me another long look before saying, "You should clean yourself up and meet me at Danny's Fish and Chips." She looked at me for another second and then gave a quick, satisfied nod before leaving.



Well maybe there was hope. She could have ruined me right there and she even covered for me. Catching a look at myself in my small stand mirror, I remembered what a mess I looked like. I grabbed a change of clothes, a towel, and my toiletry bag. I needed a shower.



The shower room was pretty big. Every surface was covered in sea foam green tile and there was a large open area in the middle with shower heads lined in rows. Two girls were standing in the open space completely naked and having a conversation together as they showered. I was getting ready to panic before I noticed that the outer edge of the room was lined with shower stalls for privacy. Thank God. My back up plan had been to join a gym and go there as Alex every night and use their showers before coming back to the dorms. It would have been inconvenient but it would have been safe.



I picked a stall out of the way, making sure to lock the door when I was inside. I set my stuff on a shelf out of the way of the water and got to work. I was completely methodical and masturbating didn't even cross my mind. I quickly finished, and after drying I slipped on my underwear and a casual white summer dress. Making sure everything was where it should be, I stepped out and went back to my room.



There were people in the halls and no one was screaming or pointing at me, so it seemed as if Kennedy was true to her word. I made quick work with my makeup and hair and left. I needed to figure this out with Kennedy and I didn't want her to think that I wasn't going to show.



*** *** ***



I made good time and found Kennedy in a booth in the back. The place was pretty empty for now, but would definitely be filling up in an hour or so for the dinner rush. I slid into the booth across from her and waited for her to start.



"So." she said.



"So." I replied.



"I really didn't mean to freak you out when I told you that I knew... you know." she said looking around. "I just got carried away for some reason. Maybe it was because I had met someone famous that I actually wanted to meet..." she trailed off. "I really could have handled that better."



"How did you find out?" I asked. I was so careful and if I screwed up I needed to know how.



"Well I knew who Audrey was. And you called her Dreya, which I'm assuming she picked because it has almost the exact letters as her real name." she began. "Then I found a Dreya Allen on Facebook that had a picture of her and you... but as a guy, and she had tagged you in the picture."



My Facebook page. I got made by a simple Facebook search. "Looks like I need to delete that." I said. "Who are you Nancy Drew?"



"Haha! No." she said. "I've spent a lot of time trying to find someone and I've learned some things."



"Who were you trying to find?" I asked, curious.



"My dad." she said bluntly. " All I know is that he got my mom pregnant in the summer of '98, he's pretty wealthy, and potentially an important person."



"Oh.. um... wow!" I said, not knowing exactly how to respond to that.



"He set up a blind trust to support my mom and me until I was 18. Child support I guess." she said. "And after I finish college I get access to a two million dollar trust fund."



"Wow, that's a lot of money." I said



"Yeah, If it wasn't I wouldn't even be here. I got accepted to USC." she said. "I could be on a beach right now. But I had to come here or I wouldn't get the money."



"Why here though?" I asked.



"I don't know, but I'm going to find out." she said sounding determined. "I hit a dead end trying to find my dad a while ago, but if he is willing to leverage me here with two million dollars, there has to be a reason. He was really careful hiding his tracks everywhere else so this is the last thing I have."



"Can't you just ask your mom?" I asked.



"Been there, tried that." she said. "She's honed her avoidance skills into an art form."



"Well if you need some help let me know." I offered. "I don't know much about finding lost parents but I'm sure I could do something."



"Thanks." Kennedy said.



Just then a server came by and took our orders. We made some casual small talk until our food and drinks arrived, not wanting to be interrupted or overheard. It was mostly about Mayweather and our dorm mates. When our food arrived we immediately dug in. While we ate, the silence stretched out and I found myself realizing that I had completely forgotten why I had come here. I had just become so swept up in her problems that mine seemed to have disappeared.



"So when did you start dressing like this?" Kennedy asked taking a sip of her drink.



"Two weeks ago." I said, deciding to go with honesty.



"Wow! Only two weeks?" she said surprised. "You pull it off so well. Wait... How did you even get accepted here."



"Well that's a long story..." I said. I proceeded to tell her about the mix up with my name and how Audrey and I were blindsided when we got here. I told her everything. I figured she already knew all the bad parts, me being a guy and also having sex with my sister. I even told her how I felt as Lexi, how more complete I was. She giggled and sighed and made all the other appropriate responses during my recital of my last couple weeks. It was really nice to share this with someone, especially someone who didn't seem to be judging me.



"...so I started out being Lexi just to go to college and now I am Lexi, whether I'm here or not." I finished. "When I thought you were going to out me I was going to run. I didn't know where, but wherever I went I knew I would be Lexi there."



"Wow, that sounds like something out of a story." she said clearly impressed with my little adventure. 



"So I've gotta ask. What's your affiliation? What team do you play for?" Kennedy asked, smiling. Just like that it seemed like we were just two girls talking sex stuff.



"Well, you may have guessed from the little incident behind the club, but I play for the girls' team." I said blushing a little. "It's weird right? I'm a guy dressed like a girl who wants to sleep with women."



"Yeah." Kennedy chuckled. "It kind of reminds me of Jerry Springer, Man gets sex change to become lesbian."



"Except without the sex change part." I clarified. "I couldn't do that to my star player."



"So... What team are you playing for?" I asked figuring turnabout was fair.



"Both I guess. I'm leaning towards women right now. I had a couple bad experiences with, guys both in and out of the bedroom." she answered, completely comfortable with the conversation. "Girls do lack a little something extra, but they never leave the job unfinished."



Is she flirting with me? I thought. She had her head cocked to the side with a little grin on her face and her steel-like gray eyes seemed to penetrate deep into my mind. My, but she was beautiful. Her thick mane of long auburn-red hair framing her model-esc face, with a perfect but wild look that must have taken no small amount of time to produce. I couldn't help but follow her hair down to her impressive cleavage. Her black spaghetti strap top had her breasts in a strangle hold pressing them together for my viewing pleasure. Speaking of pleasure, she was provoking a pleasant response in me.



"So how exactly did the whole thing with your sister start?" Kennedy asked, interrupting my appraisal of her.



"I think it had a lot to do with me becoming Lexi." I explained. "I think there was some serious identity confusion for the both of us when I started playing the role. That and the fact that I've had an unhealthy crush on her even before she started doing porn. That part of her life just made it easier to perv on her."I laughed. "It was nothing I ever would have acted on before, but as Lexi it just made it easier." I added. Now I was thinking about my hot sister and Kennedy and I started to squirm in my seat a little at the pain of my impending erection while it was tucked away.



"I don't have any siblings myself, so I don't have any experience in that area, but it is a little weird to me." Kennedy said carefully. "But if she was my sister I wouldn't be able to stop myself either."



"She is pretty amazing, right?"



"I can't tell you how many times I've gotten off to her." Kennedy said. "One of my boyfriends had the Playboy with her in it tucked in between his mattress, and one day when he left me alone in his room to go help his dad with something I found it. I was snooping and when I started looking through it I found her spread and I was in love. I didn't exactly have a bi side before that, but she made me a believer." Kennedy said blushing as she talked to me about her long time crush on my sister. "So I stole it and put it in my bag. I frigged myself silly to her all through high school. I still have the magazine... In my room actually."



The faces and little sounds she made while she described her one-sided relationship with my sister were completely erotic. She clearly had some fantastic memories locked away in her head. Hearing her talk about pleasuring herself brought my pain to a new level and I shifted myself to the side and eased my erection from its tucked position. I instantly solidified to full rigidity. 



I placed my hand over my dress where my cock was popping up to hide it and it took great effort not to grasp it or rub it. The soft fabric of my dress was torture enough and the last thing I wanted to do was ruin my dress or end up spraying Kennedy underneath the table. Friends don't cum on friends in public. Then thinking back to some of my times with Audrey I amended, well at least not without warning.



"Well the next time she comes to visit I'll have her sign it for you." I said like a mother teasing her daughter about a crush. 



"Thanks." she said looking down and blushing like fire. She definitely caught my little jibe at her.



With our food and drinks done, Kennedy started making ready to leave. "We should probably head back. I still have a lot of stuff to unpack." she said sliding out of the booth.



I couldn't move. I was glued to that seat and nothing could move me. I still had a raging erection from all of those visuals courtesy of Kennedy. Even If I tucked it into my waist band it would leave a noticeable lump in my dress. This dress didn't flair out like my red one and there was no hiding it.



"Are you coming?" Kennedy said pausing.



"I can't." I said avoiding eye contact.



"Whats wrong?" she asked. "I promised that I wouldn't tell anyone and I won't."



"Uh... it's not that... It's... I got a little problem." I finished fully embarrassed now.



"What... OH!" she said understanding. "Here switch me purses." she said handing me her large black bag. "Do what you can and just hold that over yourself until we get out of here."



I accepted her bag gratefully and set it on my lap while I fished under my dress and secured my aching cock into my waist band, angling it to the side. Making sure the purse was completely covering the evidence of my perversion, I slid out of the booth and followed Kennedy outside. She seemed to be taking extra care in standing just in front of me for a little extra security. Once outside she lead me to her sapphire blue BMW M2 and had me get in.



"We can sit here and relax while we wait for your situation to resolve itself." Kennedy said turning on the radio.



It was a little cute how we were both avoiding saying that I had a magnificent erection hidden underneath my dress. We sat listening to music for a while and I hadn't put a dent in my problem.



"Any progress?" Kennedy asked.



"No, it's not going anywhere." I said laughing at how funny our situation was. I missed Audrey, we would have been well on our way to fixing this problem.



"Do you think you need to maybe... you know?" she asked making an awkward jerking motion.



"Um... no, I think it'll be alright." I said blushing and not believing a word of what I had said.



"Are you sure? Because I don't mind." Kennedy asserted, staring straight out the front windshield. 



"Is this your way of asking if I'll masturbate for you?" I asked trying to lighten the mood a little.



"Maybe." she said turning to look at me. She had an almost indiscernible smile on her face as she stared me dead in the eyes for a few seconds before quickly dropping her gaze to where my erection was hidden.



This just took a turn into a direction out of left field. I had meant it as a joke, but she seemed serious. She had a look in her eyes that reminded me of my sister when she was working herself up into a frenzy.



Here goes I thought. Keeping my eyes on her, I spread my legs and gripped the hem of my dress, slowly bunching it up while I worked it up towards my waist. I knew she wasn't joking with me now. She really wanted to see me. Her lips slowly parted as I worked the dress up my legs and right before I reached my panties I saw her lean forward a hair.



Finally revealing my soft pink lace panties she could see my cock rebelling against the fabric. I still hadn't taken my eyes off of her but I knew what she was seeing, my erection not even fully contained by the cloth. All seven inches of veiny, throbbing meat. I continued to pull up my dress further showing of my smooth and toned tummy.



Holding my dress up with one hand, I grasped my cock with the other. It was warm to the touch and I gave it a gentle squeeze letting a small moan slip past my lips. Pulling it free of my panties, I gripped it tight and began to make long slow strokes.

Kennedy seemed to be really into it. Once I had freed myself she had turned on her seat to face me completely. She was leaning against her door with her knees bent up on the seat watching me from between her splayed legs. Her breathing was audible now and it made it even hotter. I had never done this in front of anyone before, and gauging by her response so far, I was doing a good job.



I continued to fist myself in a slow corkscrew motion that I favored, I wasn't close to coming yet but that was no longer the point. This had become something more. It felt like I was on stage, auditioning for a role that I knew nothing about.



Kennedy broke her daze and noticed me watching her. She smiled at me with a little sparkle in her eyes and leaned forward reaching out towards me. I was hoping she would help me along and it looked like she would until she grabbed the hand I had around my cock instead of my cock itself. I watched confused as she leaned over my palm and produced a large amount of spit into my hand. Giving me a little wink, she leaned back into her previous position. 



With her warm spit in my hand I resumed my stroking using her spit as lubricant. It was slick and smooth, letting my hand glide easily around my member and it felt unbelievable. I've used lube before but this was incredible. I had a feeling it was because I knew it was her spit freely given with the purpose of enhancing my pleasure.



Kennedy's hand slipped down to her jean shorts, rubbing herself through the thick fabric. This was just the push I needed. I felt that first far off shock, like a small warm pulse in my loins. If I kept going like this I would lose it. 



Kennedy must have seen something change in my movements. "Cum." she whispered. "Cum for me."



Heeding her assent, I threw myself into my purpose. I gripped a little tighter, stroked a little faster, and my hips began to buck slightly. My breathing became labored with my effort and my abs began to spasm involuntarily. That warning of bliss continued to rise and I was really working my hips. Kennedy's eyes had gotten wider and she was leaning slightly forward again in anticipation for the fireworks.



This was it. I felt it rising. Like dozens of electrical shocks surging through my loins, it screamed my imminent orgasm. Letting out cute little moans, I strained to keep my eyes on her as I fell into ecstasy. I felt my thick ropes of cum flood through me blasting out like the Fourth of July. The open mouth and wide eyed smile from Kennedy as she watched sent a whole new wave of pleasure through me. My abs rocked and clenched throughout my finale and when it was over we both sat there in silence panting.



"Wow!" Kennedy said. That one word, shattering the silence, brought me back to reality. I finally tore my eyes form her to survey the fruits of my labor. Her expensive leather dashboard was plastered with my seed and dripping down to the floor mat. I had escaped almost unscathed with the exception of a few translucent drops on my smooth thigh and what was left to dribble from the end of my cock.



"I'm sorry about your dashboard." I said sheepishly.



"To hell with the dashboard!" she said. "That was incredible!"



She leaned over me and opened her glove box, grabbing some tissues. Handing me them to me, she sat back into her seat and discreetly brought her hand to her mouth as she turned her head to look out of the window on her side. Did she just...? I thought. Looking back at the dashboard, I saw one of the larger globs of cum near the glove box was smeared. She just tasted my cum! That was amazingly hot to me. She had went out of her way just to get a taste of me, but was just shy enough to not want me to know about it.



I cleaned up myself and did what I could for the car. Some of it had seeped into the crevices and would require some detail work to fully clean. Also, there was a thick aroma of semen and female arousal permeating the air that I thought would linger for quite a while.



"Thanks for... well... you know." I said



"No problem." she said smiling at her steering wheel. "See you back at the dorm?"



"Yeah." I said feeling a little awkward now. I quickly tucked my deflated member back where it belonged and stepped out of her car. 



"And Lexi..." she said as I was getting ready to close the door. "Thanks for the show."



The drive back to my dorm left me feeling pretty good. I had left wondering if I would ever be able to return and after what happened in Kennedy's car, and the conversation we had before that, it seemed like I was safe. Well as safe as I could be.



In the parking lot by my dorm building I called Audrey. I figured inside my car and alone would be the safest place to have an honest conversation without anyone overhearing.



"You've reached Audrey. I can't get to my phone right now but leave me a message!" Her voice mail. She was probably still on the plane. I had just dropped her off a couple hours ago, but it felt like ages with all that had happened since then.



"Hey sis. Kennedy found out who you are and from that, who I am." I started. "She's cool about it and said that she would keep my secret. I have a feeling it might be more for you than for me. That girl has a serious hard-on for you! Anyway, you need to take down any pictures or references to me on your Facebook page. Basically burn me from your electronic existence. I'm going to take my entire page down. I'll make a new one for Lexi that has no contact with Alex's life and use a different name. Call me when you get settled in New York. Love you!" I finished in a rush to beat the buzzer.



I made my way back to my room, keeping to myself. A lot of new people had shown up today and the place was really filling up. With my legs still a little weak and my mind still bouncing a bunch of thoughts around, all I wanted to do was get to my room and relax.



Abigail was there, on her bed, lying on her stomach reading a magazine while her stereo played classic rock. I had really wanted to be alone, but when she looked up and smiled at me I changed my mind. 



"Hello Abigail." I said smiling back. "Sorry I ditched you last night."



"Oh, don't worry. The other girls and I got along just fine." she said easing me. "To be honest, I had so much to drink that I hadn't noticed until we were leaving."



The way she spoke, you could tell that she was from money. Not that she was snotty, or that she acted like she was better than everyone else. She just had a smooth properness about her. She also had a strong confidence that made people feel at ease around her. Well most of the time. For some reason she worried that people wouldn't like her because she was wealthy.



"Is your friend still here?" she asked casually.



"No, she had to catch a flight out of town earlier." I said as I sat on my bed and slipped off my shoes. "She couldn't take anymore time off of work, and with classes starting tomorrow we wouldn't have much time to spend together anyway."



"That's a shame." Abigail said rolling onto her back stretching out on her bed. "How was the rest of your evening?"



"We decided to go back to the motel we've been staying at and call it an early night." I said blushing. She had to know I was downplaying it after seeing what I looked like when I got back, but she didn't push it thankfully.



"So have you decided on a major?" I asked to fill the silence.



"I haven't decided yet." she admitted. "It will either be Art of Creative Writing, But my father is making me minor in Business. He is really set on that. It took a long time for him to agree to letting me decide my own major. And you?"



"I'm here for the Social Sciences department. I figure I will major in Psychology and minor in Sociology. My mom doesn't really care what I study so long as I go to college." I answered.



"That must be nice. This is the first real freedom I've had." she said. "In between private boarding schools and my home life, there were a lot of strict rules and schedules. Here I am essentially on my own. Yes I live in the dorms with others, but I can finally do what I want." she said happily.



I had the feeling that even with her new freedom she wouldn't be going crazy or anything. She seemed like she was just excited to have the opportunity to do whatever she wanted.



"That sounds kind of rough, growing up like that." I observed.



"No. Not really. My father believed in hard work and education. He didn't want me to become some idiot layabout or a wild miscreant just because of who my father and grandfather were and what they made of themselves."



"Oh." I said. Not sure if she was intentionally being vague or not, I asked gently, "Who were they? Or are they." I amended.



"My father is George William Lockwood the second. My grandfather was the first." she said quietly. "It's not exactly a secret. You cannot hide very well when you have a last name like mine, but I do try to avoid advertising it." she finished.



She was a Lockwood? I had read about the Lockwood rise in school. It started with bootlegging in the 20's during prohibition and after the stock market crashed Lockwood senior made a gamble and invested heavily in General Motors. With the fortune he made from that he turned around and invested in several aerospace companies. Lockwood junior had built on that wealth and I believe that the Lockwood net worth is in the billions now. And she was a Lockwood... No, she was the Lockwood. If I remembered correctly she was an only child. Every article or story I read about the Lockwood's neglected to mention her name or that it was a she, only that there was an heir.



"Wow." I said shocked. "I'm not sure what to say."



"This is why I don't advertise." she explained. "I don't want to be treated like that. Sure the money is nice, but I want to be known for who I am not for who my family is. Please try not to treat me differently. Yesterday, it was wonderful. Just being myself and not having people look at me differently. I don't want that to change." she said.



"Well you're blind if you think people aren't starring. Whether they know who you are or not, you're beautiful and everyone notices." I said getting up to sit next to her on her bed.



"I can understand wanting to be yourself and not have others judge you or treat you differently." I said putting my arm around her. "Just be yourself and people will catch on." I told her. "And if they mess with you, whistle real loud and I'll come line them up and kick their asses." I laughed. 



She pulled me in for a tight hug and gave me a small kiss on the cheek. "We really are friends, aren't we?



"That we are Abigail."



*** *** ***



Sleep came easy that night. After pizza with all the girls from our unit and some get-to-know-you games, I headed off to bed tuckered out. My morning wood was astounding, but thankfully it was pressed flat against my stomach thanks to some preparation and tight panties. I slipped out of bed before Abigail got up and grabbed my shower stuff. Everything seemed to be working. I could do this. No one would know about my secret.



"Hey Lexi." Kennedy said giving me a small fright. Well almost no one would know my secret. She was sipping coffee in her PJ's and eating a cereal bar. "Getting an early start too?" she asked.



"Yeah. I figured I would beat the rush for the showers." I said.



"Sounds like a good plan." she said giving a quick glance down at my crotch. "Wait for me. I'll grab my stuff." she said putting down her coffee.



We showered in neighboring stalls and talked to each other through the wall. It wasn't as weird as I thought it would be. It was actually quite pleasant. I did feel a little weird rubbing out my morning wood while we chatted but I figured she had already seen me doing it yesterday and enjoyed it. After we finished we dressed and left together just beating the rush, passing many girls in towels or their pajamas on our way back to our rooms. After taking my time with breakfast makeup and my hair, it was about time to leave for my first class.



Kennedy, Abigail and I left together and made our way across the quad. Kennedy and I had the same Gender Studies class and Abigail had a Business class in the adjacent building. After saying goodbye to Abigail we made our way to our class and eventually found ourselves in a large room with auditorium style seating.



"Can anyone tell me the difference between sex and gender?" Our professor asked.



"Aren't they the same?" someone asked from the back.



"No. This class is the study of different genders. Gender has nothing to do with what genitalia you were born with. Gender is the behavioral, cultural, or psychological traits typically associated with one sex. It's about what one feels, how one acts as well as how they see themselves. In this class we will discuss many different genders as well as the unwritten rules our cultures have against people who diverge from the black and white..."



As the class continued on, Kennedy eased her hand onto my bare thigh and began to make slow soft strokes on my silky skin. I knew she was playing with me, trying to get a rise out of me, but I kept my mind on the lecture. I eventually lost our battle of wills and had to move one of my books onto my lap to hide my erection. Kennedy however continued stroking my thigh, brushing the hem of my floral sundress. Thankfully she stopped before the class ended and gave me enough time to settle down. Being in the back of the class, I had enough privacy as I fit myself back into my underwear.



"You really know how to cause a girl problems." I told her in a hushed whisper. "How would you like it if I got you all worked up like that in class?"



"I wish you would have." she whispered with a smile as she got up.



I swear, this girl might be the end of me, but she did keep things interesting.



The class was quite good and to be honest, it felt like she was speaking to me. A lot of what she said fit right in with my situation. I had a complex gender identity of a man who feels and dresses feminine and loves women. Sure it wasn't traditional by society's standards, but from what our professor was saying, there wasn't anything wrong with it.



We left class and Kennedy slipped her hand into mine. I didn't want to question it. It felt good so I went with it. 



Feeling her delicate hand in mine I couldn't help but wonder though, with all that had already happened between us, what was she after? Was she just playing with me? Was this a one sided flirtation that she was having fun with? She had said that she wouldn't tell anyone about me and I was compelled to believe her, but what if during her teasing I made a move on her that she didn't want? Where would that leave us? 



Part of me felt like I was walking a fine line with this. For all I looked and acted like a girl I still had my teenage male hormones to battle with and this vixen seemed to know exactly how to push my buttons.



Then there was the very small voice that wondered if she was just using me because I was a conveniently located cock that she had all to herself. I ignored that voice. It could talk all it wanted because I didn't have a problem with her using me if that is what she was after. All I wanted to know was where the balance of power was in this whole mess.



"Hey you two!" Abigail said as she joined us. "Having a nice little walk out?" she asked noticing our hands.



"The more the merrier!" Kennedy said holding her hand out to Abigail.



Abigail took her hand blushing and walked with us back to our dorm. When Kennedy leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, Abigail blushed even harder than I thought was possible and her neck and shoulders flushed with embarrassment. She did have a coy little smile on her face as she looked away. She was obviously unaccustomed to cavalier and open displays of affection between girls.



Once back in our dorm, we split up to our rooms and Abigail and I set our stuff down in our room. Falling onto her bed, she was all smiles from ear to ear with all of her pearly whites. She was beautiful. I sat on my bed and watched her for a moment before she turned on her side and looked at me.



"How was your class?" Abigail asked.



"It was definitely interesting." I told her. I was thinking about the lecture and Kennedy's teasing. "How was yours?"



"It was OK. I'm just excited to be away from home!" she said happily. 



I spent a lot of time talking to Abigail before our next classes. She seemed to want to know everything about how it was for me growing up. It took some mental juggling to make sure that I didn't slip up and mention something I shouldn't. I had to gloss over having a sister completely and made it seem like Audrey (or Dreya rather) was a daughter of an old family friend. She seemed fascinated by how I described public school and my home life. My mother was a strict and religious person, but she envied how much freedom I'd had. We had definitely grown up with two different childhoods and it didn't seem as if having a wealthy family had made it any easier for her.



As we talked she began to open up more and I could see this playful side to her aching to come out. Her laughs became louder and that beautiful smile of hers became something more as we laughed telling each other funny stories.



Eventually we had to break up our little girl time and head to our next classes. I had a feeling that I had lucked out in the roommate department. Sure, Kennedy would have been fun as well, but that could turn from a blessing into a disaster if I could ever figure out what Kennedy was after.



I attended the rest of my classes, doing my best to absorb as much as I could. These professors didn't fuck around. Not even a hello, how are you, just down to business from the first breath. The lessons weren't hard, it was just difficult to keep up with them while I was taking notes. I noticed quite a few girls with hand held recorders or using apps on their phones, capturing the entire lesson. It wasn't a bad idea. I would need to look into that.



Already having papers to write, due later this week, the rest of my day as well as pretty much everyone else's in the dorm was dedicated to keeping up with the course load. Mentally exhausted, I fell into bed at 9pm to get some sleep. It already felt like this was going to be a long year.



*** *** ***



I woke up at about 5am from a mix of dreams about nightmare professors and being naked in class. Normally being naked in public is a common nightmare for people, but with my situation it was just a little more terrifying. Covered in sweat, I crawled out of bed and grabbed my shower stuff. I felt disgusting and I could imagine I smelled the same.



"Hello again." I said running into Kennedy in our common area. "You aren't stalking me are you?" I asked sweetly. "Because that would be exciting."



"No, but I could get behind that." she said walking next to me to the showers. "Or you could get behind me." she added with a sly flirtatious voice slipping into the large shower room ahead of me.



Once in the showers, I made my way towards one of the back private shower stalls. I knew Kennedy was having a grand old time screwing with me. It felt like she got off on turning me on. Giving me erections in public and such and then there was the whole thing in her car...



I was having a hard time figuring out this woman. Was she interested in me or am I just satisfying an itch for her? If I say no to an advance of hers or if I make a move on her without her initiating it, will she get pissed and blow the whistle? 



I chose a stall and placed my things on a shelf out of the way and when I turned to close and lock the door I found Kennedy standing there in just a towel.



"Do you need something?" I asked figuring she forgot her shampoo or something.



"Just some company." she said stepping in with me and closing the door. "We could conserve some water. This is a desert after all."

I didn't say anything. She still had me all off balance since she found out who I was and I hadn't quite found my footing. She brushed past me, squeezing a little closer than necessary to get to the shower nozzle, slipping her towel off as she passed me.



With her back to me my eyes went immediately to her ass. It was firm and sculpted and she had two cute dimples on her lower back that were like magnets to my eyes. I forced myself to look higher and caressed her smooth toned back with my mind. 



"You just gonna stare or are you going to join me?" Kennedy said pulling me from my appraisal of her body.



I couldn't help my blushes as I turned around. No need to be embarrassed for looking at her dick head. She's already seen you wanking your pecker and ruining her upholstery. It's strip time. 



I quickly pulled off my pajamas and underwear while I was turned away from her and I had the sure feeling that she was watching me undress. It must have been my imagination because when I finally turned around I found Kennedy facing the other way turning on the water. 



I watched as the water darkened her hair and cascaded down her back, trailing around and between the firm globes of her ass.



"Come on." she said turning to her side, holding her hand out to me.



I stepped closer to her and under the wide spray of water. We showered in mostly silence. I slowly began to relax under the warm spray, letting the water sooth me, and the heat ease my muscles. It was surprising to be this close to this naked beauty and not have a god like erection, but I was just so relaxed. When she began to wash my back and massage the body wash into my skin I couldn't help but let out a small moan brought forth by the pressure from her thumbs. She spent a long time kneading the muscles all up and down my back. It was wonderous and her hands were delicate but sure of their purpose.



"You turn." she said stopping her ministrations and turning away from me.



As I began to wash her back I gave her the same treatment, digging my fingers nicely into her muscles. She began to make pleasurable noises from the pressure and even though I knew it wasn't of a sexual kind, I could find nothing that it sounded like more. I began to let my hands slip further down feeling the top of her ass and then back up, feeling her sides brushing the edges of her breasts. All of this contact, and my sexual thoughts brought a rise out of me that I had held back thus far, leaving my hardened cock to rest gently on the cleft of her ass.



She felt me. I knew she had but she didn't move away. Hoping that this was her assent, I continued to rub her body, pulling her closer to me and moving my hands over and around to her stomach, careful to only allow a brush of my fingers to the edge of her breast. As I caressed her smooth skin she began to make almost indiscernible movements, rocking her tight bottom against my cock.



The small motions grew rapidly and unable to take the teasing, she took my hands in hers and pressed them to her breasts. I squeezed her soft flesh with her hands atop mine encouraging me, and I pinched her swollen nipples. Holding her tightly to my body, my fake breast were pressed firmly to her back with my own nipples digging into her.



Pulling my hands from her breasts she turned towards me and pulled me into an embrace mashing her lips to mine, our tongues forceful and pleading. Pressed together like this I could feel the fire within her radiating against my cock. Moments passed that felt like hours. Lost in our embrace I was jolted to feel her fingers wrap around my cock and begin to lightly stroke me. With a small amount of timidity, I trailed my hand down her taught tummy and let my finger brush against her delicately trimmed pubis. Kennedy lifted slightly onto her toes, moving my hand further down. 



With that movement I knew this was more than the one sided affair that I had feared. I stroked down past her soft hair and slid my finger over her swollen clit and through her wet lips eliciting a pleasurable gasp from her.



As I worked on Kennedy's sex she increased her grip and speed, expressing her need, demanding me to satisfy her in return for the pleasure she was inflicting on me. Her breath was in short gasps and pants and I became light headed breathing in her exhale. It felt like a race to finish before we passed out. My hand was soaked in her juices and she slowly fucked herself against my hand. 



I felt like I was losing our contest of wills. While Kennedy's pleasure was surely rising, my release was rapidly approaching. I tried to quicken my pace, fingering her wet pussy while using the palm of my hand to attack her clit. Gasping for breath I couldn't hold it back any longer. In short, gasping feminine moans I felt a wave wash over me as I blasted onto her stomach, painting her beautiful skin with a masterpiece of lust and satisfaction.



Kennedy continued to stroke me through my orgasm, torturing me with the intense pleasure. She began to rock into my hand with purpose and the vibrations from her lips moaning against mine grew more urgent.



"Oh fuck. So close. Oh Lexi, make me cum." she urged.



Not changing my motions I intensified my pressure while she vigorously fucked herself on me.



"Fuck, Lexi!" she moaned loudly, her voice echoing off the walls. "I'm gonna cum...Just like that!"



The sight and feel of her body undulating against mine, coaxing her body to cum for me, was an indescribable beauty. Her voice began to rise in short steady moans, matching the mutual rocking of my hand and her hips.



Ah... ah... ah...ah... Ah... Ah... AH... AHHH... AHHHHH!" Kennedy finished with a scream. 



I held her against me, keeping her upright on her unsteady feet. With one hand holding her body, I rested my other atop her over sensitive sex protectively. Once steadied, Kennedy fully embraced me, giving me a soft slow kiss on the lips finishing with a brush of her tongue over my lips. 



"What is this Kennedy?" I blurted out.



"Were friends." she said as if that explained everything. After taking in my confusion she added. "We're just having some fun, don't think about it too much."



She reminded me of Audrey in a way. Not afraid to go where others might fear to, and not overthinking it when she got there.



With a last squeeze of my deflated cock she released me and stepped away to wash my cum from her stomach. After a quick wash she grabbed her towel and made to leave. With a smile and a quick 'thanks', she stepped out completely naked with her towel in her hand.



*** *** ***



More often than not, Kennedy was there to share a shower with me in the mornings before many of the other girls got around to taking theirs. On a few occasions we had acquired a small audience that had listened to our symphony of moans and screams. They mostly found it amusing and we weren't the only ones to take advantage of the showers. On one occasion we had walked out of our shower stall to find a pair of girls fingering each other silly who had probably listened to us only minutes before.



Having Kennedy around was also a great help. She was glad to help me with things like reapplying my breast forms once a week or the occasional waxing. Although in public she was like pure torture. She loved to ride that dangerous line, teasing me at the most inopportune moments just to screw with me.



"If you don't stop I'm going to fuck you right here in class." I growled at Kennedy. We were in our Gender studies class again and she had the front of my dress flipped up while she sat beside me softly playing with my hard cock. We were the only people in the very back row of the class and the seats in front of us kept us hidden.



"Really?" Kennedy asked gripping my cock tighter. She knew I was bluffing. As much as I wanted to right then, there definitely wasn't enough cover for us to do that. 



"Don't tempt me you harlot. I'll drag you out of here by your hair and fuck the life out of you in a broom closet if I have too." I told her trying and failing to keep my voice serious. Despite all of the fooling around we had done we had yet to have sex. It had been a couple of weeks since we began showering together and even with all of the release we had given each other I desperately wanted to sleep with her.



Kennedy brought my attention back to her with a firm squeeze of my cock. Her small had felt like torture. I wanted to moan from the pleasure but I couldn't. She would bring me just close to cumming and then back off only to start the process over again. Kennedy had been at this for almost twenty minutes and she was having a blast. I had thought about getting her back, but she was wearing a pair of tight jeans that made easy access impossible.



Thankfully I had begun recording all of my class lectures on my phone, because I hadn't caught a word of what our teacher had said since Kennedy began fondling my precious cargo. Right when the lecture had begun she had her hand up my dress rubbing me through my panties, forcing me to spring free full and erect.



"This is such a great lecture." Kennedy said to me quietly. "Don't you agree?"



"Damn you to hell woman!" I spat. I couldn't take this anymore. "Either stop or let me cum!" that last came out as more of a plea than I would have liked.



"Oh you want to cum?" she said leaning in to whisper in my ear. "I think we can arrange something."



With a quick look around us, Kennedy slipped down her seat and onto the floor. With a wicked smile she moved in between my legs. She pulled her long hair over her shoulder and then proceeded to slip of my black panties. I eased off of my seat to help her and she guided them slowly down my legs, guiding them down and off of my heeled feet.



The hem of my pink dress was being held up by my cock that was pointing straight at Kennedy. She slowly raked her nails down my bare thighs giving me goosebumps all over my skin before delicately sliding her hand back up to grasp my shaft with both hands.



Fully hard, she could fit both of her hands around me with some to spare. She slowly pumped me a few times before leaning over and drooling spit onto the head of my cock and the proceeded to liberally coat my member with her saliva while she stroked me with a soft sloshing sound from her copious lubricant.



The professor was still going through the lecture and none of the students seem to realize what was happening behind them and I desperately hoped that it stayed that way. I was surprised that they hadn't heard the sounds of Kennedy's spit sloshing as she jerked me. It sounded loud to my over attuned ears.



When I looked back down at her she wore a huge grin staring back up at me from between my legs. With a cute little wink and a finger to her lips, she leaned forward again but instead of more spit she slipped her lips over the head of my cock flicking her tongue over the underside of my head while she continued to stroke me. 



Her hot breath and warm mouth felt incredible. She quickly darted her delicious tongue over my tip forcing me to fight back the moans that would condemn us both. After what felt like a prolonged torture, she finally relented and slid further down my shaft until I hit the back of her throat. Slipping her tongue past her lips she slowly retreated, keeping her eyes on me.



She was driving me wild and she knew it. She looked unbelievably sexy trying to smile around the tip of my cock. After that little tease Kennedy went to work on me. She began to quickly bob up and down on my cock, taking just over half of me while she expertly worked the remainder with her hand.



She was extremely dedicated to her cause, never taking me from her mouth as she vigorously sucked and tongued my cock. I was beginning to feel my approaching orgasm when Kennedy began to shake and her sucking became erratic. I realized Kennedy's free hand was between her legs and she must have been fingering herself while she sucked on me. She came with her lips wrapped around my cock and it spurred me forward.



With a quick glance to the class to make sure no one had noticed us, I whispered to Kennedy that I was going to cum. Instead of pulling away she refocused her efforts and attacked me with newfound purpose. My hips began to rise of their own will, thrusting to meet her mouth.



I had to bite my lip as I came to keep myself from calling out. My warm seed flew from the tip of my cock to splash into her mouth over and over again. Kennedy barely slowed her sucking at the onslaught, swallowing to keep up with my blasts. Thankfully she slowed her vigorous attack to a more gentle caress with her mouth, soothing my over sensitive member before she slowly let her lips slide off of my deflating cock.



Like there was nothing amiss, or that she had just blown me in a classroom full of students, she climbed back into her seat next to me and I watched as she fixed her pants. She had undone them and pulled them down a bit so that she could finger herself.



"Well that was fun!" she said excitedly to me. Before I knew what was happening, Kennedy pulled me into a kiss, slipping her tongue into my mouth. I could taste my cum on her, but it didn't stop me from returning her passion. If she was wild enough to suck my dick in the middle of class I could handle the taste of my own cum.



"Are we interrupting you ladies?" someone said snapping both of us from our shared moment. It was our professor. After a few moments of starring at us to make sure the message settled in, she resumed the lecture. "As I was saying, culture has influenced what we see as traditional gender roles for centuries..."



"You're crazy, you know that right?" I whispered to Kennedy. "Like five cans short of a six pack."



"You loved it!" she shot back. "If I'm crazy then you're to blame. I would have never had the nerve to do that before I met you. After seeing you fuck your sister out where anyone could see... That was so hot!"



"Next time she's in town I'll let you watch." I joked.



"Watch? Hell I want to join!" Kennedy said. "With both of you at the same time... I wouldn't know what to do with myself."



"I know what you would do." I told her with a small laugh. "You'd dive straight between Audrey's legs and lick that pussy like it was your last meal. I've been there, you're in for a treat." I joked.



I was so relaxed, sitting with my hip pressed up against Kennedy's and her leaning against me, that I didn't realize that I forgot to put my panties back on until the class ended. Kennedy quickly got up and slipped past me making her way to the isle. While I scampered to find my underwear Kennedy called out to me. "Lexi!" 



I looked for her at the isle, and with her body turned away from the students filing towards the door, she held up my black panties before slipping them into her pocket. "I'll see you back at the dorm." she laughed.



"Kennedy! Kennedy!" I called after her urgently but trying not to attract attention to myself. That was cruel. She was slipping out the door with the rest of the students and I was left virtually alone in the classroom.



I quickly shoved my things into my bag and turned off my recorder. Thankfully I had just came and was completely soft. I grabbed my bag and made to leave the classroom. It was quite a new sensation, walking in a dress without panties on. My soft cock swinging gently to and fro between my legs completely unencumbered. I felt so dirty, so slutty wearing this little pink sundress without any panties.



I had never thought about it before. I was a slut. I was a cute little slutty school girl. I have been fooling around with my sister, and now one of my classmates, getting each other off in the showers where anyone could hear us and now I let her go down on me in the middle of class. I was a slutty little girl!



This was a disastrous train of thought. Knowing that I was a slut was getting me hard and I couldn't stop thinking about all the things that I had done. I had let my sister jerk me off on a dance floor in the middle of a club while she got off rubbing her pussy on my thigh. I had fucked her behind another club and we had been seen. I jerked off in Kennedy's car in a parking lot full of cars. I was always letting her feel me up in classes and now I let her go down on me. And that wasn't all of it, just the highlights.



I was now slightly tenting my dress in the front and with every step the fabric was stroking the tip of my cock. I had to hold my bag in front of me as I walked down the hall to keep everyone from seeing it. I just had to make it back to my dorm.



This was so horrible! How could Kennedy do this to me! I was angry and scared, but I was also extremely turned on. It felt like my hormones were turned up to eleven. My cock was straining to push my book bag away from my waist and most likely leaking precum to soak through my dress and I was surrounded my all of these girls. None of them even seemed to suspect that every step I took was filled with pleasure, feeling my dress caress my bare ass, thighs and hips, while my bag pressed firmly against my raging cock, rubbing itself with each bounce of my step.



I felt so naughty. The only way to make this complete would be to have Kennedy's and my fluids dripping down my thighs. 



I made it to the quad before I had to stop. It felt like I would cum if I took one more step. I sat on a bench by the grass with my bag on my lap praying for my erection to go away. It was a stupid thing to wish for. I knew that once I started walking again the sensations I had felt earlier would start all over, putting me back in this same position. I tried to think of anything, everything else I could to help but nothing worked. I sat for a few minutes and checked my email hoping to be distracted enough, but to no avail.



"Hey Lexi." Abigail said making me jump. "How can you sit out here? I feel like I'm burning up!" she said waving her hand trying to cool down her face and chest. 



She was wearing a loose knee length skirt and a button up blouse with quite a few buttons undone exposing her amazing cleavage that in this heat, was covered in a glistening sheen of sweat. This was something I didn't need to see right now. Just one more thing to block my path to flaccidity.



"I had to stop to get something out of my shoe." I made up.



"Well you can walk back with me." Abigail said happily



"Yeah, sure." I told her trying to mask my reluctance and discomfort with a smile for her.



We made the walk to our dorm side by side. Thankfully my rest had calmed me down enough that I didn't feel like I would cream in my dress with each step that I took. I was still ridiculously hard and had to keep my bag in front of me, but the polite conversation I was having with Abigail was keeping me distracted enough to keep me from thinking about how much of a bad girl I had become.



We made our way across the quad and into Evens Hall, our dorm building. The sweet blessed air conditioning! The second we stepped inside the cool air swarmed around us slowly drying our sweaty bodies making us shiver from the drastic change.



The stairs to the second floor were a little trouble for me with my knees hitting my bag, knocking it away from me only to come crashing back against my hard on. I let Abigail walk ahead of me so that I could pull my bag further away from my crotch.



With the extra distance between us our conversation trailed off and I began to think of my dirty little exploits again. I was such a bad girl, letting Kennedy steal my panties leaving me to walk back to my room like this.



No one paid any mind to us as we entered our dorm unit and went to our room. I was so glad to be back in relative safety. I still had to find some panties and go take care of my erection without Abigail finding out, but this was much better than having to walk from one end of campus to the other.

"Hi guys." Kennedy said giving us a shock. We had not expected to find anyone in our room, and there she was sitting on the edge of my bed like a proper lady with her legs crossed and her hands in her lap. "Do you think I could have some time with Lexi, Abigail?"



"Sure." Abigail said awkwardly. She kept glancing from Kennedy and then to me and back. "I have a paper for my business class I should start on." she said grabbing her laptop from her desk and heading out to our common area.



Kennedy got up and closed the door behind Abigail and locked the door. After a thought she grabbed Abigail's desk chair and wedged it underneath the door knob preventing anyone from opening it even if they had a key.



"What the fuck!" I nearly yelled at Kennedy now that we were alone. "I had to walk all the way here without my underwear!" I told her dropping my bag so she could see my cock seriously tenting the front of my dress.



"That is so hot!" Kennedy said liking her lips as she sat on Abigail's bed. "I would have loved to see that." she said as she slipped off her shoes.



"What if somebody saw? If I didn't have my bag they would have!" I said almost hysterical.



"But you did have your bag." she said unbuttoning her jeans and wiggling out of them.



I was hardly paying attention until Kennedy was standing in front of me in her black spaghetti strap top and a tiny black thong.



"Someone's been a bad girl." she said walking over to me. I thought she was referring to me until she was standing in front of me. "Sucking a girl's cock in the middle of class where anyone could have caught her." she whispered as she placed her hand on my stomach, slowly sliding down to grip my cock through the skirt of my dress. With the soft material wrapped around my shaft she slowly stroked me. "I think you need to punish me." she said softly in a little pout.



My anger at her evaporated at her touch and my full attention was directed toward the things I wanted to do to this red haired beauty. I pulled her against me, wrapping my arms around her small hard body and kissed her soft lips. She parted them for me immediately and pressed her tongue out searching for mine. Feeling her tongue against mine was a sensation. It was so delicately soft to the touch but firm in its need, pressing forcefully to wrestle with mine.



She had stopped stroking my cock for our kiss and had a death-like grasp on me and the pressure felt wonderful. She was right, she was a bad girl and I did need to punish her. I grabbed her arms and spinning, I quickly threw her onto my bed tearing her from our kiss and making her let out a surprised squeal as she bounced on the bed.



Kennedy leaned up on her elbows with her knees bent and spread, looking at me from between them. With a smile and a crooked finger she beckoned me toward her. I slid between her legs, gliding my body against hers, to kiss her again while I slowly pressed my cock against the front of her panties.



She felt warm and ready against my shaft, and her panties were more than a little damp. I ran a hand over her firm breast and down her stomach to ease a finger into the band of her panties. Breaking away from our kiss, I slid my way down between her legs, tugging her thong with me as I went. 



With her panties at my feet I stood up to slowly and sexily remove my pink dress while Kennedy watched me. Letting it fall to the floor, I stood before her in only my black lacy bra that had matched the underwear she had stolen from me in class. I couldn't help but lick my lips as I got back on my knees in front of her.



We had fooled around with each other in the shower, but I had never actually gotten a good look at her pussy before. With her panties discarded, she had spread her legs for me and her beautiful wet pussy was left on display for me. 



Her lips were swollen and exposed and they were a beautiful candy pink that just demanded to be tasted. Kneeling on the floor next to the bed, I pulled on her legs tugging her across the covers so that her ass sat before me on the very edge of the mattress. She gave another little yelp and smiled at me as I slipped my head between her legs, trailing kisses along her toned thighs. I avoided her pussy intentionally teasing her, she deserved a little torture after what I went through.



She had her hands on my head trying to guide me to her promise land but I refused. It was torture for me as well because all I wanted was to dive into her beautiful snatch and drink my fill. It was tight and firm, not an ounce of fat, and her delicate folds glistened with her arousal. Inches away, that sweet scent was intoxicating. My mouth was dry. I was trapped deep in a desert, and right now... she was my oasis. I couldn't wait anymore, I leaned in and drank from her.



Her response was immediate. She began to work her hips and moan, urging me on, demanding me to help her release. I drove my tongue as far into her as I could reach, needing to catch every drop of her lust. When she gripped my head in her hands I relented and gave her what she wanted. Sliding my tongue in long slow swipes, I worked her swollen pearl, stopping every few licks to grip her clit between my lips and suck as I frantically attacked her with my tongue before moving back to those long slow swipes.



After what felt like ages of teasing her, letting her get close enough to feel it and then backing off, she couldn't take it anymore.



"Please." she begged. "No more. Make me cum." she whimpered.



That was all I needed. I wanted to hear her beg and it sounded beautiful coming from her lips. I fastened my mouth around her clit and attacked it with everything I had. My tongue was moving like lightning and I sucked hard as I slipped two fingers into her gushing hole. She was bucking and moaning like a mad woman, holding my face firmly on her sex. As her volume rose I hit her clit harder and harder, moving from the soft frantic flicks of my tongue to a firmer more violent thrashing.



"Oh..... oh.... oh..." she chanted for me. "Oh... fuck... yes... FUUUCK!" she screamed collapsing.



I eased off of her clit, letting her float away in her orgasm as I gently licked her cum off of her lips and hole. I continued to make love to her pussy while her breathing gradually slowed and when she finally came back down I lovingly kissed her beautiful pussy and crawled up to lay beside her.



"Wow!" she sighed as she moved all the way onto the bed. "Did Audrey teach you that?"



"No." I laughed moving to lay next to her on the pillows. "That one's all mine."



"Better than every girl I've had." she said leaning onto my chest. "I need another minute to catch my breath."



I just lay there running my hand through her thick hair and feeling her warm breath on my stomach. There was something about Kennedy. I didn't know what it was exactly, she definitely wasn't Audrey, but there was something about her. She was wild and spontaneous and it didn't hurt that she knew about my little secret.



After a minute or so I felt Kennedy start to slowly move her hand on my stomach, slowly stroking my abs back and forth. Her strokes started small and became larger eventually brushing the tip of my cock. I had deflated somewhat during our break but with the casual brushes of her hand I was slowly making a comeback.



Her strokes began to linger longer on my cock and slip farther down my shaft until she ended the subtly and began to devote all of her attention to my member. While she stroked me back to life, she turned her head to softly kiss me. There was a passion to it, but it was soft and gentle. He lips grasping mine and her tongue dancing out to brush against mine.



After a long kiss that alone would have stirred my loins to life, Kennedy pulled away and easily slipped a leg over to straddle me with my cock pressed flat on my stomach with her sitting on top of it. She slowly slid back and forth along my shaft as she pulled off her top, freeing her breast from its built in bra and letting them bounce free. They sat firm and high on her chest with her dark rose colored nipples pointing out at me.



Still working her pussy along the underside of my shaft she looked me in the eye. "I really have been a bad girl." she said in a little girl pout. "I really do need to be punished." she finished, not being able to completely hide the smile that was creeping onto her face.



"What am I going to do with you?" I asked deciding to have a little fun and play along with her. "You never seem to learn your lesson." I continued as I held onto her hips, helping her work herself on me.



"Maybe I should bend you over and spank you like the naughty little slut you are." I offered. "Maybe you would finally learn if I got behind you and spanked your cute little ass until you promised to be a good little girl."



Her eyes seemed to light up at that idea. I eased her off of me and kneeled in the middle of the bed facing the headboard. "Get over there, it's time for you to learn your lesson." I scolded her pointing to the headboard. 



Gripping the top of the headboard with both hands, she pressed her cheek against the wall above it. I crawled my way up to her ass, letting the tip of my cock brush against her. She was at the perfect height with her back arched and her ass up. My cock head was kissing her hole, being caressed by her candy pink pussy lips.



"You are such a bad girl." I told her punctuating my words with a modest slap of her ass.



"Oooh! I'm such a bad girl." she moaned.



I slapped her a little harder, gauging her response. I didn't want to hurt her after all. I slowly increased my force, slapping a different cheek at random to keep her surprised. I continued to tell her what a dirty little, naughty slut she was as I smacked away at her ass making it a nice deep pink color. 



I could feel her pussy begin to drip her girl cum around the tip of my cock. She had reached the point where she desperately wanted me to slide my cock into her and fuck her silly, but every time she tried to move her ass back to envelop my cock, I would back away leaving just the tip pressed against her and giving her a rather hard smack to punish her.



"Please fuck me! Please Lexi!" she begged. Her body seemed to be at war with itself, jerking trying to slide back onto my cock before she stopped herself. "I'm such a bad girl. Please fuck me and teach me a lesson. Fuck me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" she screamed.



I slammed into her hard, all the way to the hilt, pressing her breasts into the headboard and her cheek into the wall. I held there with my hips pressed into her ass savoring the feeling. She was extremely tight. Much tighter than I thought she would be and it felt like my dick was in a furnace. Her pussy was burning up from her arousal. 



I slowly slid out of her to the tip before I slammed back into her. The way she gripped me was exquisite. That silky soft tunnel slick with her fluids (and soon mine as well) held me in her firm grip as if milking me for my cum.



Kennedy was squirming around on my cock doing anything she could to help her to climax. Like a good girl she still had both of her hands gripping the headboard. No longer able to resist myself, I began pounding into her finding a steady but powerful rhythm using slow but forceful strokes. My hips were crashing into her ass, the smacking sound counting off the seconds.



"Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck, punish me!" she called out to me in a high pitched moan.



"Fuck, you're such a good slut!" I said giving her ass a loud smack.



I continued to pound into her, filling the room with the smacking sounds of our thighs, my hand on her ass and my balls swinging to hit her clit with each thrust. I don't know where this staying power had come from. Sure I had come about an hour ago in class, but I had been in a constant state of arousal since my walk back to the dorm without my panties. Regardless, I kept pounding into her.



"Punish my pussy!" Kennedy squealed. "Fuck don't stop! I'm gonna cum!"



With a firm grip on her hips I continued to power my cock brutally into her cunt. "Cum on my cock you little whore." I urged her. "Come on Lexi's cock!"



"Fuck fuck fuck! I'm coming!" she cried. "I'm cumming. I'm... oh FUCK!" she screamed as her already tight pussy clenched even tighter onto my cock. 



I didn't even slow my pounding as she trembled, holding desperately to the headboard to keep herself upright. She was letting out a constant series of short rapid moans, unable to fully catch her breath.



She finally came back to her senses while I continued to fuck her at that slow, hard pace. I could feel her cum dripping down my thighs and balls and the air was thick with the smell of her sex.



"Such a good little girl, cumming on my cock like that!" I called to her sweetly. "Suck a good little slut!" I praised rubbing her red ass cheeks in soothing motions.



"Umm! Fuck you feel so good around my cock." I told her.



"You feel so big!" she moaned to me. "Oh, you fuck me so good!"



Her compliments spurred me on and I slowly picked up my pace. I was really giving it to her. Gone were the slow strokes, replaced by a fast pistoning. I knew I couldn't keep up a pace like this for long. Leaning forward, I gripped one of her hands on the headboard and reached around to frig her swollen clit. I could feel my orgasm approaching with my rapid assault on her vice like pussy.



"Fuck, keep doing that!" Kennedy moaned. "I'm gonna cum again!"



Frigging her with a fury, I slammed into her pussy from behind. We were both pouring sweat from our efforts and the air smelled like sex. Kennedy was moaning a constant string of profanities while I let out cute little panting moans as I neared my climax. It was a perfect moment.



"I'm gonna cum baby!" I warned her. "Do you want me to pull out?" I asked her.



"Don't you fucking dare!" she screamed. 



A few seconds later she screamed her lungs out as she came on my cock. The tight spasms of her cunt were too much of me and I flooded her tight little burning hot pussy with my cream. Each jet I fired felt like a cannon blast, firing shot after shot. It felt like the most I had ever cum before.



I fell against Kennedy's back, leaning on her for support as she leaned against the headboard. We both held there, catching our breath with my cock still buried in her pussy slowly deflating. Our skin was clammy with the mix of our sweat pressed against our bodies.



"What the fuck!" Kennedy breathed after a minute or two.



"You told me not to pull out!" I defended.



"Not that!" she said pushing me off her so she could lay down on the bed. "I haven't been fucked like that... ever!" she confessed.



"Really?" I asked laying down next to her. I took up the girl's position and rested my head on her welcoming chest, feeling her breast rise and fall with her breathing.



"Why do you think I play for the girl's team?" If guys would have fucked me like that in high school I would have stuck with them."



We lay there for a while basking in the fruits of our labor. She ran her hand through my hair as she told me about how turned on I had made her when I was punishing and teasing her. It was good pillow talk in my estimation. I was able to make mental notes of all the things she was enthusiastic about.



I was really glad that Kennedy had let me keep my bra on while we fucked. I was a little ashamed about my fake breasts. I didn't know why exactly. I guess the fact that it was the only part of me that wasn't the 'real me' kind of got me down. I know what you're thinking. You're pretending to be a girl and that's what you have a problem with? Not your cock?



Well, I wasn't ashamed of my cock, it was a good cock. A cock to be proud of! But while my breast forms were amazing, I was a little shy about anyone actually seeing them whether they knew about them or not.



"I'm thirsty." I said to Kennedy. "Want to get us some water?" I asked her.



"You want me to go out there like this?" she said laughing, gesturing toward her naked body. 



"I walked all the way back her without underwear." I laughed back.



"Totally not the same thing." she said giggling. "You at least had you're dress!"



"You can wear my dress." I offered. A girl I might be, but I still thought like a guy sometimes. I would definitely get a thrill out of her going out into the common area wearing a dress that they had all seen me wear earlier. They undoubtedly knew what we had been up to, we had been in here alone for a while now and Kennedy hadn't exactly kept her voice down. I'm not sure how much sound these plaster wall could block out, but they surely couldn't completely contain Kennedy's screams of pleasure.



"They will know what we were doing if I go out there in your dress!" she said.



"Honey, they already know." I assured her. "You weren't exactly 'Miss Restraint' when it came to your vocals."



She was on the fence about it. With my head already laying on her breast, I reach out my tongue to lick her nipple. "You know you want to." I told her. "You're such a bad little girl." I cooed to her as I sucked her hard nipple into my mouth.



"I'm so thirsty!" I whined.



"Fine!" she said slowly rolling out of the bed.



"No panties!" I admonished as she reached for her thong. "Bad little girls like you don't get to wear them."



Kennedy just smiled at me as she slipped on my pink sundress. It was a little tight around her breast, but she looked fantastic. I just lay there and watched her as she straightened it and smoothed it out. With a smile and a shake of her head for me she pulled the chair away from the door and unlocked it. I had to scramble under the covers realizing that I was only wearing my bra and my cock was hanging out for anyone who happened to come in to see.



I waited patiently for Kennedy to come back with the bottled water. She returned flushed and flustered, quickly closing the door behind her.



"You jack ass!" she said throwing a bottle of water at me while she was laughing. "I got all the way to the fridge before you're cum started to drip down my leg!"



Looking at her standing there, she looked like nothing more than a fresh and well fucked woman. Her long thick hair was a wild and tangled mess, damp with the sweat of a good fucking. That and her wearing another girls dress and obviously without a bra and presumably panties. She looked beautiful.



She grabbed my discarded towel from my morning shower and used it to soak up the flow from her oozing pussy. "Jezzus! How much did you cum!"



I just smiled, watching her. I took it as a great compliment. If you think about it, she should have too. I had never cum that much before and it was all because of her teasing and efforts. We quickly drained our waters and Kennedy pulled my dress off and got back into bed with me under the covers. 



"Can I sleep here for a bit?" she asked snuggling into me.



"I'd like that." I told her caressing her long hair, brushing it out of her face. "I could use a good nap after that."



Exhausted, I fell asleep quickly.



*** *** ***



It was the best sleep I had in weeks. I woke up to realize we had slept long into the night. By my clock on my desk it was 3am. Kennedy was still in bead with me, spooning with her back to me. With a look over her shoulder I saw that Abigail was in her bed sleeping away. 



I wondered for a bit what she thought about Kennedy and I sleeping in the same bed together. She didn't know that I had a dick or anything, but as two girls. With the covers pulled up to her chin, you couldn't tell that Kennedy or I were naked, but I still wondered what she thought about us sleeping together with her in the same room.



I would just have to ask her. We were friends. If she had a problem with it we would work around it.



I was wide awake now with no chance of getting back to sleep. I felt alive and invigorated, ready to take on the world. I also felt... Kennedy's soft warm skin pressed against me with her bottom tucked firmly against my crotch. I couldn't have stopped my erection if I had wanted to, and I didn't. 

I was quickly fully hard with my shaft snugly pressed into her crack. I slowly began to rub my cock along her length enjoying the feeling of her. Her body was so warm against mine and I could smell our combined fragrance of dried sweat along with the faint lingering smell of our sexual fluids from earlier.



Kennedy gave a small moan as she woke and turned to look at me. I press my finger to my lips and pointed to Abigail sleeping. With a mischievous smile she looked back at me while she snaked her hand between her legs, grabbing my cock and slipping it forward to rest against her pussy. After a few quick rubs she maneuvered herself to slip my cock into her waiting pussy.



I knew what she wanted, she wanted to fuck while Abigail was here where she could catch us at any moment. We slowly fucked for over an hour, watching Abigail sleep right across the room from us. It was pretty erotic and to be honest, with that extremely slow pace I could have lasted forever but my legs were getting tired. Kennedy had cum quietly several times while we fucked, so not waiting for her, I came deep into her pussy with one final thrust.



We lay there for several minutes before we quietly decided to go take our morning shower a little early. We were already up and we had nothing else to do. We both couldn't fall back to sleep. We'll there was something else we could do, but I needed a little recharge time.



Kennedy got out of bed naked and kindly retrieved some panties and sweat pants for me to put on under the covers just in case Abigail woke up while I was getting dressed. I grabbed my shower stuff and waited for Kennedy to get hers from her room before we headed off to the showers.



*** *** ***



"Are you OK about yesterday?" I asked Abigail later that day after we were done with all of our classes.



We were both on our laptops working on some assignment or another. She was on her bed laying out on her stomach typing away while I was sitting at my desk.



"I didn't really mean to kick you out of our room... or to have Kennedy stay the night." I said purposely avoiding mentioning that Kennedy and I had had sex. She had to have known with our room smelling like a ten dollar brothel in Tijuana, but for some reason I didn't want to say it outright.



"I really wished you would have finished sooner." she said breaking her eyes away from her laptop to look at me. "I lost twenty bucks!" she exclaimed.



Twenty bucks? What was she talking about? Her words seemed slightly angry but she had a little smile on her lips.



"Skylar was out their taking bets with the other girls on how long you guys would last before coming out for air." she said. "Fifteen minutes sooner and I would have won over a hundred bucks!" she explained.



"They were taking bets on us?" I asked.



"Yeah, once we heard the screaming and moaning coming through the walls we knew exactly what was going on. You guys were at it for almost two hours!" she said laughing.



Two hours? It didn't really feel like that long, I thought to myself.



"And I wasn't bothered by Kennedy being here. I like her too." Abigail assured me. "We should all hang out more. She's really cool... I wish I could be more like her." she added more to herself.



"You don't need to be like her to be cool." I told her honestly. "I like you just the way you are! I think you are amazing."



"Thank you." Abigail said blushing as she turned back to her laptop.



"We should all go out this weekend." I offered. "We could go get some drinks at The Library and do some dancing."



"I'd really enjoy that, thank you Lexi." she said sincerely.



"Maybe we can find you a guy to flirt with." I told her playfully. "... or a girl." I added making her blush even more.



It seemed like she was interested in boys, but definitely curious about the fairer sex. Our conversation trailed off as we worked on our papers before calling it a night. Falling asleep I thought about Abigail and those dirty things I had said to Audrey the last time we had sex. I really did want to see my sister lick that girl's curious pussy. She would be so nervous at first, but I had a feeling that she would get wild once she got used to it. I also thought about her cute little mouth wrapped around my cock. I had very good dreams that night.



*** *** ***



"I think I have an idea!" Kennedy said running up to me on the quad in between some classes that we didn't share. It was almost a week since we began having sex and adventurous didn't begin to describe her. Any time Kennedy has an 'idea' I get nervous and scared... and incredibly horny.



"If it involves me not having underwear in public, I'm going to go with no." I told her.



"Nothing like that." she said quickly. She seemed like she was all business. "I just got an email notice saying that I have a mandatory guidance counselor meeting in the Student Services Department in the admissions building next week."



"Yeah, I got a message like that too." I told her. I didn't know why she was so excited about this, but part of me was a little relived. Her imagination, coupled with her hormones, can be a dangerous thing.



"Well, my father got me admitted right?" she began. "and he is paying my tuition and he must have had to pull some strings to get me in. I should be able to find out who he is from there!" she finished excitedly.



"They aren't just going to give us a confidential file if we smile for them, and I'm not up to sleeping with someone as a bribe." I told her. "Unless you have a big stack of cash to pay someone to give it to you, we're out of luck."



"Ew... no!" Kennedy said disgusted. "No screwing people and no bribes, I'm not rich yet haha! We can scope the place out during our meetings and go back another night to find what we needwhen nobody's there."



It sounded kind of risky. This was something we could be expelled for. It didn't take long for me to make a decision. I was going to do it. Kennedy was desperate to find out who her dad is. When I was desperate for her to keep my secret she did so without hesitation. Besides, she was essentially my best friend. I hadn't ever really had a best friend before so I had nothing to compare it to, but this is what I had imagined it would feel like.



I was in.
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*** *** ***



It's amazing how the mind works. How it can easily bend itself to fit around how you see yourself. How quickly it can adapt to something like a change in your identity. A little over a month ago I was a man. Well maybe man would be debatable seeing as I was barley into my eighteenth year and I was still a virgin. Either way, I was a man, and now in such a short time I don't even see myself as one in my thoughts.



I still have all of the same parts as before, but I now live my life as a woman. It wasn't exactly something I had always desired. It wasn't a dark secret I had kept to myself since childhood that I had finally let out. It was something born of circumstance, alcohol, and an extremely hot and excessively persuasive sister.



I had been accepted to a great private university with a full scholarship and as my luck would have it, when I arrived it turned out to be an all-girls college. It must have been a simple mix up with my name. Born Alexis Allen, they must have assumed that I was a girl. Long story short, my sister (an honest to god Playboy Playmate) got me plastered in our motel room and convinced me to become a girl so that I could get a free college education.



So here I am, a little over a month into my higher education, living my life as a woman en perpetuam. I eat sleep and breathe as a woman trying my hardest to not let anyone see beneath the surface. It helps that I make a great looking woman... or it hurt... depending how you look at it. I love being Lexi, the girl version of myself, but when I let my thoughts linger on my whole predicament too long I wonder about how my life might be if I didn't make this change.



For starters I would most likely still be a virgin and I definitely wouldn't have had sex with my sister. I also wouldn't have meet Kennedy or Abigail, my two closest friends. I had never had real friends before. I was always small and unattractive as a boy leading to a rough and solitary childhood. Now I had friends who actually cared about who I was and how I was doing.



So with all of this positive reinforcement and living nonstop as a woman, my mind now sees me as one. It may be its own twisted view of a woman (I still had a penis and loved using it), but somehow it seemed normal.



"What about the doors?" I mused while I stroked her smooth back.



"That's a no go. They will keep those locked down at night," Kennedy replied into my chest. "Our best bet would be a window."



It was the middle of the day on a Saturday. Kennedy and I were lying naked together under the sheets after one of our more enthusiastic romps. I was lying on my back with her upper body draped over mine. Her long auburn hair was a mess across my chest and her bare skin against mine was soft and warm.



"That's not a very reliable plan. How do we know if there will be a window unlocked?" I asked



"We don't. We'll just have to check them all," Kennedy supposed.



As most of our conversations had been about lately, this one was about our near future foray into breaking and entering and possibly burglary and a few other felonies. Kennedy was pretty set and determined to find out who her father was, and the only way I had found to slow her down from a reckless, break-neck speed to a jail cell had been to help. The sex might be a part of it as well. All of the answers she had spent most of her life looking for were about two hundred yards from where we now lay, in the administration building. Where exactly they were, we had not a clue. It wasn't like we could go in and ask for directions for our break in.



In the movies there are always answers and blue prints and some shady guy with gadgets and gizmos who drove a panel van and everybody and there brother knows how to pick a lock. In the real life it wasn't that simple.



Have you ever tried to google 'how to break and enter'? Surprisingly not a lot of relevant results. We were basically going off of the less dramatic movies we had seen and our common sense.



"Let's go over it again," Kennedy said firmly.



"Up and ready at midnight on Sunday, dark colors only. One o'clock to two is our window to get in and out."



Harold, the ancient security guard, roamed the campus in his golf cart during the nights. His route was sporadic at best, but every night at one o' clock sharp he headed off to the break room for his 'lunch' break and ate, spending the rest of his time sitting in a plastic chair outside smoking a cheap cigar.



"Are you sure an hour will be enough?" I asked.



"It'll have to be. And if it's not then we'll have to do it again next weekend," Kennedy finished with a sigh.



"I really don't want to have to do this twice. My heart is racing and we haven't even started yet," I said.



"You sure you're not just still coming down from the work out we had?" Kennedy giggled, giving my semi erect cock a squeeze



"You know what I mean," I said letting a little moan escape. Kennedy could be insatiable sometimes and I had a feeling that if she kept on I would be hard and we would be screwing again. Not that I minded in general, but a girl needs some time to recharge and refuel every once in a while. "So what do we do if we can get inside? We just need to find your file right? Someone is paying for your tuition and found a way to get you in here. There should be some mention of it somewhere."



"Yeah, they have to keep a record showing that my tuition is paid, and they will definitely have a record of whoever paid just in case they get audited," Kennedy agreed.



"Why would they worry about getting audited?" I asked.



"Schools are a business just like any other. Every business lives in fear of the tax man," Kennedy replied, giving my now firm cock slow strokes.



It looked like she was really pushing for a fourth round. However tired I was, I couldn't resist. Not because of whatever relationship we shared, but because she was extremely beautiful, especially when she was naked and on top of me.



Kennedy eased herself up to straddle me letting the sheet slide down her back to bunch up around her waist, exposing her firm stomach and deliciously round breasts.



"Just one more baby. I promises," Kennedy purred as she reached down to ease me into her. She was such a liar. She would ride me every minute of the day until one or both of us died if she got the chance. I don't know where she got the energy.



"Hey Lexi, I'm ba.... whoa!" Abigail said opening the door to our room.



"Shit!" I exclaimed. Almost ignoring Kennedy's modesty, I pulled the sheets around to cover our joining. It was a desperate reflex of self-preservation. Abigail still had no idea about my little secret, and as close of a friend as she'd become, I doubt she would be thrilled to find out that the girl that she shares a room with, the one that has seen her naked on many occasions, is in fact a guy. Well, girl... that I have a cock.



"You scared the crap out of me!" I explained as Abigail just stood in the doorway staring at the two of us.



"Do you guys need more time?" Abigail said shaking herself out of it. "You know what, I can come back."



"No, Abigail, it's fine," Kennedy said as she slowly pulled some of the sheets up to cover herself a little more.



"Kennedy!" I exclaimed. I couldn't believe her. She was always pushing that envelope just a little bit more. We were in bed naked together and I had my star player buried balls deep into her tight pussy and here she was inviting Abigail into the room with us. The little minx, I could feel her clenching her pussy muscles around my cock as she smiled back at Abigail.



"Awe! She's shy!" Kennedy said playfully. "It's OK baby I'll protect you from Abigail. I won't let her rape you."



Abigail had finally shut the door and at Kennedy's words she blushed like fire. She was really reserved and fairly inexperienced, but she never took her eyes off of Kennedy's body. I couldn't blame her. Many a man and woman had been hypnotized by Kennedy's beauty and exotic nature.



"Say Abigail," Kennedy said while she rocked her hips ever so slightly against me. "Do you want to go out with us tonight?"



"Sure," she said after a pause. "They... they might have something going on at the... uh... The Library."



"No. We need to go somewhere different. Let's go across town to The Blacklist Lounge. Lexi was telling me about it the other day. We need to let our hair down without having people we know looking over our shoulder."



"That sounds like a lot of fun!" Abigail said.



"Great! Well I'll let you have your room back and I'll give this girl a rest," Kennedy said accentuating her words with a slap to my stomach.



After one more small thrust against me she slid herself off of my pole and slowly climbed out of my bed. As she got up I made sure that my non girly parts were completely covered and I rolled onto my side to hide the tent that I would have made.



Kennedy casually picked her clothes up off the floor and put them on while trying to maintain an idle conversation with Abigail. It was pretty one sided as far as conversations go. Abigail was trying hard to not look like she was staring and failing miserably. I had had the feeling that Abigail had a girl crush on Kennedy for a while now. She'd always acted more nervous than usual around her and you could always catch her gazing at her, lost in her imagination.



"I'll see you guys tonight," Kennedy said when she was fully clothed again and adjusting her bra through her shirt. "Goodbye Abigail," she said in what seemed an almost seductive voice before leaning in to brush a kiss across her cheek.



She definitely knew how Abigail felt and I had a feeling that, before long, Abigail would be caught in the whirlwind that was Kennedy.



As soon as the door closed again Abigail slumped down onto her own bed. Her face was absolutely glowing as she sat there lost in her own thoughts.



As cute as it was to watch beautiful and innocent Abigail bask in what might be her first feelings of love or lust, I had my own problems. I was still naked except for my bra, hiding under the covers with a severely teased erection and all of my clothes were on the floor. While Abigail had become more and more comfortable in her states of undress around me, I had still kept to a strict dress code.



I never changed with her in the room unless absolutely necessary and the one time that it had been, the lights were out. As comfortable as I was about being a girl, I still had a secret to keep and Abigail wasn't a part of it. Kennedy was a stroke of luck. I doubt very many people could find out the secrets that I had and roll with them. Hell, Kennedy had caught me screwing my own sister.



I didn't know if I could trust Abigail, and right now that was the same thing as not trusting her. I felt a little twinge that I couldn't, but it was a risk I couldn't take right now. Besides, how would she react to finding out that I had a penis and had been sharing a room with her and seen her in her underwear on a regular basis? Likely not good, and it would end with the police and expulsion.



"I'm going to take a nap before tonight," I said rolling over to face the wall.



I desperately wanted to relieve some tension, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.



*** *** ***



I woke up to find Abigail walking around our room in her underwear getting ready. By the lack of light coming in from the window, it was getting late. It seemed like Abigail was having a hard time finding something to wear and had almost every dress she owned laying across her bed. With her back towards me she looked over each dress on her bed, picking up one and then the next in line, trying to decide which one to don.



She was wearing a matching black bra and thong combo, the latter perfectly framing the globes of her ass. I couldn't pull my eyes away from her ass and legs, they were my favorite part of her. They were very well toned and smooth, and her alabaster skin made her seem to glow.



I could feel my cock growing beneath the covers as I admired her. I knew that it would be a problem if I had to get up, but as it was I was still pants-less. I wasn't going anywhere while Abigail was still in the room. Resigned to my situation, I let myself indulge in the view and felt myself reach full rigidity.



The way she stood, slightly poised on the balls of her feet, gave her a look of grace. It also kept her muscles firm showing off her incredible form. This was just one small torture I endured on a daily basis. As much as I loved Kennedy and her crazy and spontaneous energy, I sometimes wished it was Abigail who had found out who I was. Where Kennedy is wild and unpredictable, Abigail is delicate and innocent. I don't think that Abigail is more attractive, they are both just as beautiful in their own ways, but having this much exposure with Abigail and having to hide all the time is difficult.



I'm going to be honest, I'm surprised I have gotten as far as I have without any more people finding out about me. Especially with Kennedy's antics.



After several minutes of quietly watching Abigail, my chance came. She threw her silk dressing robe around her, quickly tying it around her waist before stepping out of our room. As much as I was enjoying the show, I needed pants or I would be stuck in bed forever.



Quickly I jumped out of bed, feeling my hard cock swing and flop around, and rushed to my closet to find something to cover up with. Just when I was saying my silent prayer of thanks in front of my closet, the door to our room opened.



"There is no way I'm wearing that Kennedy!" Abigail was saying as she came back in. "Oh Lexi! You're awake! Kennedy said we're leaving at half past eight since it's a bit of a drive."



I was in shocked stillness. My dick was sticking straight out and Abigail was in the room with me. This felt worse than the time my mother caught me masturbating and gave me a four hour lecture about the sins of self-pollution.



I don't know how long I stood in my shock, I was only waiting for the sudden outburst from Abigail. I stood there in agony, eyes closed tight, waiting for the inevitable but it never came. And then suddenly...



"You have a little over an hour still if you want to get a shower in," came Abigail's voice casually.



I jumped a little at the sound of her voice before realizing that she wasn't flipping out. I opened my eyes slowly and realized my saving grace. The door to my closet must have been blocking just enough of me from Abigail's view. This shit was beginning to get ridiculous. If this kept up I was going to have my first heart attack at a very early age.



With my heart still pounding in my chest I pulled a towel around my shaking body and grabbed my shower bag. With the shock from my close call, my hard on had begun to subside. Holding my bag over my little 'Lady Bump', I made my way to the showers.



Going to and from the showers in just a towel is a thing that I would have never done if I hadn't been in shock like I was. It felt like I was on some sort of auto pilot until the water hit me in my shower stall, jolting me back to reality.



I couldn't control it. I started laughing. It started with giggles and spiraled into uncontrollable gales of laughter. Maybe I'm losing my mind. My situation is so surreal it borders on hilarity. I may have made peace with being Lexi, but the situation around it is a little too much sometimes.



Sometimes I wish I could just drop all of the subterfuge and just tell everyone 'yes I am a women and yes I have a dick'. I love being Lexi and I love my penis. I really don't want to give up on either of them. I'm not afraid to come out of the closet. I love who I am now. I'm afraid of getting kicked out of school because I have a dick and possibly going to jail for fraud. OK, maybe I'm afraid of coming out of the closet to my mother. That lady can be evil sometimes.



Knowing where we were going tonight, I jerked until I could jerk no more. The last thing I need is another errant boner on the dance floor. By the time I finished I was running on empty and both arms were a little sore.



*** *** ***



"No means no Kennedy!" Abigail laughed. "There is no way I'm wearing that!" she said pointing at the dress in Kennedy's hands.



I was back in my room with Abigail and Kennedy.



"Trust me, you're going to look great in it," Kennedy pleaded holding it out to her.



I couldn't tell what the dress would look like in her hands, but from Abigail's insistence it was a little more than revealing. Then again, this was Abigail. It might not be that bad.



"Just try it on Abigail," I tried. "If it doesn't look good then you don't have to wear it."



I knew Kennedy. Abigail had already lost, she just didn't know it yet. Kennedy was like a force of nature. If she wanted something there was no stopping her. This bit of knowledge was from first hand experience.



Looking a little dejected, Abigail slipped into the dress and adjusted it. I could see now why Abigail was hesitant. The body fit snug and clung to every curve and the skirt was made out of a light material that was cut at an angle from her left hip bone to her right knee. It showed off the entire side of her alabaster leg making a striking contrast with the black material.



It was very sexy and revealing. There was no way she would get away with wearing anything but a thong in that dress. Unless she just went without, and that just didn't seem like something Abigail would do.



"I feel naked," Abigail said trying to cover herself more, "and a little...slutty."



"The word you're looking for is sexy, sweety," Kennedy assured. "You look great and no one will know you where we're going. You'll be fine."



If Abigail thought her dress was indecent, I don't know what she would have thought about wearing the dress Kennedy chose. It was black as well with a low cut top and strapless, showing of her great breasts and giving the illusion that she would fall out at any moment. The skirt was made up of dozens of strips of cloth that landed a few inches above her knees. While standing still the strips covered her modestly, but when she moved they swayed and split apart showing her legs all the way up to her hips and parts of her ass.



I would have been hard pressed to decide who looked better. Kennedy's dress certainly did something special to my libido, but sweet little Abigail, in a dress with a slit all the way to her hip and way out of her comfort zone and looking amazing, did something as well.



I was wearing a special dress that my sister Audrey bought for me before she left. It was a strapless dress with a sweet heart neckline and a short, pleated, tutu skirt. With my strappy three inch heals I looked amazing.



Audrey had tried to explain to me why every girl needs a Little Black Dress when she bought it for me, but I didn't quite understand it until now. All dresses made me feel sexy, since the very first one I put on, but there was something more about this black dress I was wearing. I don't know if it was because my friends were wearing ones themselves, or if it was a symbol. Was it because this was one more right of being a woman that I got to enjoy or was there something else? I could feel a tingle run across my skin like electricity as I admired myself in the mirror. It was as if this dress encompassed my sexuality and my womanliness.

Whatever it was, I wasn't sure if I wanted to go out dancing and partying, or just stay in the dorms and fuck my way into a coma.



"Well ladies, our ride is on its way," Kennedy said happily. "How about a little something before we go?"



Kennedy reached into her purse and pulled out a bright pink dildo about seven inches long.



"Um... What the fuck?" Abigail said. She sounded shocked and a little scared.



Out of all the time I'd known her, she had never cursed. Not once. To be honest, I couldn't blame her. I was at a loss as well. We all knew that Kennedy had one, and even Abigail kept one she had named Fred, but why did she have it in her purse?



Before we could say anymore, Kennedy pressed the tip of the dildo to her lips and squeezed it a little. She appeared to be drinking something.



"It's Tequila!" Kennedy laughed. "It's a dildo flask. The look on your guys' faces... priceless!" She laughed harder.



"Why would someone make a flask that looks like a dildo?" Abigail asked.



"Because you can take a dildo places where you're not supposed to take alcohol. Say a dorm room for instance. If anyone ever went through the dorms looking for drugs or alcohol they would see this and pass right over it!" Kennedy explained. "I saw it at the mall last week and I had to get it."



"It's not a bad idea," I chimed in.



"Want some?" Kennedy said handing me the alcohol dispensing penis.



I held it in my hand for a few seconds. This was the first 'dildo' I had ever touched and the only other 'penis' as well. I felt kind of strange. With a closer look I could now see the small opening on the head where the alcohol would come out. If I drank from this would it be kind of gay? It really couldn't be could it? I was a girl after all... Lexi was a girl.



Kennedy had a weird little smile on her face as she watched me. She probably had an idea of what I was thinking.



I raised the flask to my mouth, pressing my lips on the tip and squeezed. I instantly felt the tequila splash against the back of my throat and I reflexively swallowed. The sensation was odd, but the tequila was good.



When it came to Abigail's turn, she was just as timid about it as I was. She barely parted her lips as she kissed the tip, taking her drink.



We only had to wait a couple of minutes for our driver to arrive- a balding man who appeared to be in his mid-forties. The three of us being rather small, fit rather comfortably in the back seat together with Abigail sitting between Kennedy and I. We were all feeling the effects of the tequila already and we were ready to party.



The drive was long, but made quicker by the hilarity of drinking alcohol out of a pink cock. It was quite ingenious really. The inside was made out of some kind of hollow tube and it was covered with silicone to make it look like a dick. A small opening at the head worked kind of like the nipple on a baby's bottle to prevent spills and there was a screw cap on the bottom where you filled it that looked like it was for batteries.



I kept catching glances of our driver watching us in the mirror while we giggled and drank our penis juice. He was very quiet, but I had the feeling he was going to need a little bathroom time after he dropped us off. Three stunning women mouthing what he thinks is a dildo in his back seat... yeah, there is no way he's not hard as a rock.



We had our driver drop us off half a block away from The Blacklist Lounge. After we paid the man we rechecked to make sure we had our correct ID's at hand before making our way into the club.



The place was just like I remembered it, except busier. The wrap around balcony on the second floor that looked down onto the large dance floor. The dark decor and flashing lights. The stage with a DJ pumping out beats for the gyrating crowd. I still dreamed about this place.



The last time I was here... I was still a little nervous about who I was. As the night grew on I felt more and more comfortable and actually happy with being Lexi. And then the unthinkable happened. My sister Audrey gave me a hand job right in the middle of the dance floor. Her hand under my dress. At first she was trying to help me hide my erection but somehow it ended with her grinding her wet pussy onto my thigh as she stroked me. That moment changed our relationship permanently. How could it not? I came all over her thighs and panties while she bit down on my neck, shaking from her own orgasm.



Just stepping back into this place made my heart flutter with emotion. As much fun as I have been having, I still miss Audrey.



"Drinks first, then dancing!" Kennedy shouted to us over the loud music.



Already a little tipsy from tequila, we made our way up the spiraling stairs to the over twenty-one bar. I am still surprised by how easy it is getting service now; less than a minute from sitting down at a table overlooking the dance floor we had someone running to fetch us some Cosmo's complements of Kennedy.



"Here's to a good night!" Abigail raised her glass.



"And alcohol and bad decisions!" Kennedy added.



The talk started out bland as per usual. Questions about classes and family floated across the table as the liquor continued to flow. I could feel Kennedy's hand on my thigh under the table. She wasn't trying to tease me like usual, more of a familiar gesture. After a short time and a few more drinks Abigail began to loosen up.



"I don't really know why I haven't done it yet," Abigail confessed.



"You mean you've been here how long and still haven't done it... with anyone?" Kennedy asked shocked. 



"Maybe she's just waiting for the right guy," I offered to Abigail's defense. "It's sweet."



"It has nothing to do with mister right," Abigail said with a coy look. "I put that delusion away long ago. I just can't seem to find someone I want to do it with. And when I do, I don't have a clue what to do about it."



"Just do what Kennedy does," I offered. "Grab life by the balls. And by life I mean the guy you want to bang."



"It's not that easy," Abigail scoffed.



"Are you sure?" I asked with mock confusion. "You're hot... and you're a girl. All you have to do is ask. You could be ugly and still have it be that easy. Kennedy, help me out here." I laughed.



"She's not wrong," Kennedy helped.



Abigail didn't seem convinced as she shook her head over her drink.



"Here. I'll show you," I said waving a guy over that I had noticed watching us.



"Do you want to have sex?" I asked when he came over.



"Um..." He articulated



"Yes or no!" I said snapping my fingers trying to get him to answer quickly.



"Yeah... yes," He said with a look of shock and surprise.



"See?" I said as Kennedy waved the pour guy away. "It's that easy."



"You are so mean!" Abigail laughed. "You just got that guys hopes up!"



"I'm with Abigail on this one," Kennedy said with slight reproach. "Between you and me, I think he would have enjoyed the experience," she added with a knowing wink and little smile to take the sting from her previous words.



"I don't know," I trailed looking away to hide my embarrassment.



I don't know if he would have or not, but the thing was, I didn't know where I stood on that subject. I enjoyed guys looking at me, especially with approval in their eyes, but where did I stand on actually doing something with one of them? Audrey had said once that I might be a little bi-curious, but I just wasn't sure. Besides, how exactly would I find one that would appreciate what I had to offer? They might like me as a girl, (I was attractive enough to give myself a hard on), but what would they say once they found out I had a dick? Enough of that.



"How is your si-friend Dreya," Kennedy said catching herself.



"She's fine. I think she's in Florida right now for some event," I replied.



"Is she going to be coming back to visit sometime soon?" Kennedy had a huge crush on my sister since she found her centerfold picture in high school.



"I think she might be visiting after midterms in October," I said. "Why? Are you worried that you won't get a chance to sleep with her?" I teased.



"Hey, a girl can dream," Kennedy laughed.



"If it helps, she has asked about you," I told her with a coy smile. "She may have mentioned some explicit activities..." I said letting her imagination handle the rest.



That seemed to really get to Kennedy. She was squirming in her seat a little and I could see her rubbing her legs together at the thought.



"Wait, aren't you two together," Abigail said before blushing furiously and looking away in embarrassment.



We had never really talked about it. We all knew that Kennedy and I fooled around. Hell, I wouldn't be surprised if the whole school knew. I knew for a fact that all of our dorm mates knew. We knew of some others that had their own girl trysts whether short or long lived like Kennedy and I, but no one really labeled it or talked about it directly. It was almost like a taboo topic. People did it and people knew about it, but no one ever really discussed it... well not in the company of the people involved.



"It's OK Abigail. We just like to have fun together," I said laying my hand on hers. "We aren't a real couple. It's just a little college fun. Besides, we're too good of friends to ruin this with a relationship," I said laughing.



Kennedy was still quiet and I was beginning to think that I had said something wrong. With a quick look a realized she wasn't paying attention any longer. One of her hands had disappeared under the table and by the faraway look on her face she was touching herself to thoughts of my far away sister. Like I said, her crush was bad.



Abigail seemed to notice as well and began to blush again. I swear she had the cutest blush, enough to make my cock stir in my panties. With a sly smile for Abigail, I discreetly slid my chair closer to Kennedy's. Kennedy was too far away in her own world to notice me. Keeping my eyes on Abigail, I slipped my hand under the table as I wrapped my other arm around Kennedy. She shook at my contact, but I placed my hand over hers under the table and kissed her ear.



She was always screwing with me in public, it was time for a little payback. The strips of her skirt were split around her wrist as she toyed with her clit over her panties. I moved her hand away and began to play with her myself. In no time, Kennedy's lips were pressed together and she was humming her pleasure for me. The club music was so loud I'm not sure if even Abigail could hear her, but the pleasure was written all over her face.



Abigail seemed transfixed. I was holding Kennedy tight against my body with my cheek to her ear while I watched Abigail watching us. She couldn't see what my hand was doing, but her eyes were glued to my arm mesmerized by the image that it drew for her.



Feeling truly naughty, I eased up on Kennedy's pussy and grabbed her wrist. At first she tried to reach back between her legs to continue her pleasure that I had ceased, but I moved her hand towards Abigail's leg.



I watched Abigail's eyes go wide and knew that she had made contact. From my view I could see Kennedy's hand slide up and then back down the open slit on Abigail's milky thigh. Reaching back between Kennedy's legs, I resumed my ministrations on her warm clit. I was starting to feel the dampness begin to soak through her thong and I couldn't resist any longer. I wanted to feel her.



I easily pulled aside the front of her panties and ran my finger up her slit feeling her shiver in my arms. Open to the air, I could easily smell her arousal as her juices, now freely flowing, began to cover my hand. I traced her folds teasingly and let my finger dip slightly into her warm cunt before moving on. I desperately wanted to slip under the table and lick her to pieces, watching her shatter when she fell from her peak. Sometimes teasing her was just as bad on me as it was on her.



Abigail seemed to be in a slight state of shock. She was rocking ever so slightly back and forth and her eyes, still fixed on my arm, were glazed over with her lips slightly parted. We had both wondered if Abigail had any interest in girls. We had strongly suspected, but it seemed we finally had our answer. Alcohol induced or not, she was feeling something.



Kennedy was becoming desperate now. With her free hand, she grabbed mine trying to direct it to her clit. Done with the teasing, she needed to come. Her hips were rocking in her chair now, begging me to strum her swollen clit. Being the gentleman I am... or lady rather, I obliged. I began slowly rubbing her little nub in circles building up a tempo with her bucking hips. I could hear her breathing quicken as I rubbed her faster and faster matching her humping into my hand. Like always, while I watched Kennedy race towards her climax, a thrill began to rise in me as I watched her expression shift though her stages of pleasure. When Bliss began to reach ecstasy the world around us began to dim. It was like there was a spotlight on just the two of us and all the other light faded to blackness. Kennedy's entire body began to vibrate in my arms as she bit her lip to hold back a scream.



"Would you like another round?" Came from the darkness.



"YESSSS!!" Kennedy screamed.



With the spell broken I noticed the server standing by our table. A cute girl in tight black dress pants and a button up shirt missing nearly half its buttons stood looking a little flustered having probably guessed what she had stumbled into.



"More drinks would be great, thank you," I said giving Kennedy a little kiss on the cheek. 



Kennedy was still trembling in my arms as the server left, leaving the three of us to come back to the here and now. Kennedy was still breathing heavily and with a glance toward Abigail's thigh I saw that Kennedy had removed her hand, but there was still a red imprint where she must have squeezed her when she came. Abigail looked a bit flustered herself.



"I think I need to powder my nose," Abigail said a little breathily.



"I'll need to freshen up too," Kennedy said getting to her feet a little shakily.



"I'll keep an eye out for the drinks," I offered watching them leave.



I was pretty aroused, but my cock was still in place thankfully. With a casual glance I noticed quite a few people watching our table before and after my friends left. It appears that several of them had enjoyed the show. I hadn't exactly been subtle about it I guess.



My hand was still covered with Kennedy's pussy juices and I found myself licking my fingers clean when our drinks arrived.



"Thank you," I told the server girl, handing her some money with a hefty tip.



"No, thank you!" She said with coy smile for me before heading on her way.



"Were you flirting with the server?" Kennedy said sneaking up on me while I watched our server walk away in her tight slacks. She really did have a nice ass.



"No, she was flirting with me I think," I replied turning back to my friends as they sat back down.



We sipped our drinks in silence for a few minutes before Abigail broke the silence.



"Do you guys do that a lot?" She asked.



"Finger each other?" Kennedy asked smiling.



"No... I mean... you know... In...in public?" She stammered.



"More than you know," I said laughing. "It's usually Kennedy screwing with me though. Trying to get me all hot n' bothered. She knows I get uncomfortable when I'm like that in public and she finds it amusing," I said giving Kennedy a look. "This was just a little payback."



"You guys are pretty crazy!" Abigail said shaking her head. "Aren't you worried that you might get caught?"



"I think the risk adds a little something myself," Kennedy mused. "I don't know about you, but I'm ready for some dancing."



Emphasizing her point, she tilted back the rest of her drink and stood up. Following her lead Abigail and I downed our drinks as well and we carefully made our way downstairs to the dance floor. In no time we were strutting our stuff like only girls can, swaying our bodies and undulating and gyrating to the sound of the music.



I couldn't take my eyes off of my friends. With her knees bent as she danced with her back against Abigail, the strips Kennedy's dress split around her legs giving full view of her legs up to her hips. Anyone who didn't have first-hand knowledge were probably wondering if she was wearing underwear at all. Abigail seemed to have forgotten her discomfort with her own dress and was enjoying herself as well.



I pressed myself against Abigail from behind letting the rhythm of the music take me. I found myself running my hands along her sides, slipping down over her hips and thighs. With the alcohol flowing through us and the anonymity of the night, we let ourselves go.



We had been dancing for almost an hour when a slightly familiar man pulled my mind back to the here and now. A few feet from me a guy was dancing with an Irish looking girl. He was tall and well-muscled with messy styled dark hair. At first I couldn't place where I had seen him before until I realized I had seen him here. Some twenty feet from where I was now standing to be more specific. I couldn't remember his name.



I don't know what possessed me, but I broke away from Abigail and Kennedy and made my way to him. I danced my way from person to person until I was standing right next to him. Audrey had given me advice on this while we had been drinking one night after I had become Lexi. I avoided looking directly at him as I continued to dance near a small group of girls next to him.



After almost a full song had passed he finally noticed me and when he did I saw a flash of recognition in his eyes. He whispered into the girl's ear before turning back to me and holding out his hand.



"Lexi!" He exclaimed as I took his hand. I racked my brain to remember his name but came up empty. "It's Danny..."



"I remembered, Danny," I lied. I had danced with him on the only other occasion that I'd been here.



"Would you like to dance?" He asked over the volume of the music.



My heart gave a flutter as I nodded my assent. I couldn't find my voice at the moment. Seeing him again and having him ask me to dance again reminded me of the first time. I was still getting used to being Lexi then and I had been a little insecure. Danny had looked right past my sister, a true life Playmate, and asked me to dance. It had meant so much to me, and him asking again lifted my heart just like before.



Danny pulled me into his arms and I couldn't help but press my body into his, letting my softer form mold against his firmer one. I inhaled the sweet musky sent of his cologne letting it fill my senses and taking me back. I don't remember how long we danced for, time seemed to stretch and compress all at the same time. I remember feeling him harden against me, pressing into my belly and later my ass, and feeling the thrill of being the cause.



I took a guilty pleasure in grinding against it and I loved the feel of his hands on my body. He was as much the gentleman as I remembered, never letting his hands roam into questionable territory, but how I wished that he would. His touch felt amazing and in the fog of alcohol I wanted to do things I had never contemplated openly.



At one point I pulled his lips to mine, letting his tongue dominate mine. His kiss was fierce with passion and need and his resolve slightly broke as his hands slipped down to grab my ass. I couldn't help but moan into his mouth at the feeling. His large strong hands gripped me and I could feel his power. I was so small in his arms and there was no doubt that he was in control. My heart was racing and my breath was gasping and my cock was beginning to swell. I could stay like this in his arms forever.



My cock was swelling.



My cock was swelling!



Breathily, I quickly broke our kiss and pulled away.



"I need to get a drink and freshen up, Danny," I said over the music. "Looks like you could use a little break yourself." I said smiling at the bulge in his slacks.

"I hope you don't leave without letting me see you again," he said. "I've been kicking myself for not getting your number last time."



"Oh, you'll see me again," I flirted turning away.



The tape I had used had definitely come loose, but I was still in my underwear. This skirt flared like most of the ones I owned, but I doubt it would hide a full on boner. There was also the risk that the tip might peak out the bottom; this skirt was rather short.



I quickly made my way to the ladies room and on my way I passed near Kennedy and Abigail. Kennedy was grinding hard against Abigail while kissing her neck. Abigail seemed to be enjoying it, grinding back. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip in what I could only interpret as pleasure. If I knew Kennedy, this was just the beginning.



One downside to being a woman is bathroom lines. There was a fifteen person queue, where as the men's room had no line at all. As I stood in line my erection began to dissipate, but I continued to wait my turn anyway. It wouldn't hurt to pee and resituate myself.



Once inside and in my stall I slipped my panties down and just barely remembered to sit down while I peed. Once finished, I pulled some tape from my purse and put myself back in place before pulling up my panties. I then participated in another ritual I enjoyed, reapplying my makeup with the other girls in front of the mirror. There is something about standing amongst other women, fixing yourself up and watching and being watched. One and all, every girl in that mirror judged themselves against the others discretely and I just knew I was at the top of most of those.



I found Kennedy and Abigail in the same place on the dance floor when I came back out and in much the same situation. If Kennedy wasn't careful Abigail was going to have a hell of a hickey. I made my way behind Kennedy and let my hands roam over her body causing her to gasp from surprise.



"Holy shit you scared the hell out of me!" She laughed when she saw it was me.



Abigail seemed to snap out of her trance and looked around blushing that familiar shade of hers.



I didn't mean to scare you!" I laughed. "I um...sorry," I felt like I had just cock blocked her, or whatever the female equivalent is. Maybe Beaver Dammed...or Clitor-ference.



"It's OK. We're going to have to leave soon anyway," Kennedy said looking at her phone. "Wow! It's almost two o'clock!"



"We've got time for one more drink," I offered.



We made our way back upstairs and ordered another round of drinks just under the wire and drank them up while Kennedy called us a ride. She seemed to be paying Abigail more attention than usual...well at least with the exception of tonight's events. It reminded me of when I watched a show about horse training and getting the animal used to your touch. It seemed Kennedy wanted to keep her acclimated.



Just before we were getting ready to leave we ran into Danny.



"I was hoping you hadn't left yet," He said coming up to our table.



Kennedy and Abigail stared from him to me and back smiling. Abigail didn't know but Kennedy did and seemed amused.



"Danny, these are my friends, Kennedy and Abigail," I said introducing them. "Ladies, this is Danny. We met the last time I was here."



"Well, well! It's a pleasure!" Kennedy said beaming.



"Hello," Abigail said quietly as she shook his hand. She was so shy around men it really was no wonder she was still a virgin.



"I just wanted to know if I could have your number. So I could call you some time," he said smoothly.



"Sure. I think I might like that," I said.



I thought about giving him a fake one. I was on dangerous ground as it was. I had no idea what I was thinking earlier and I was beginning to sober up a little. In the end I gave him my real number. I liked coming here and if I gave him a fake number and then saw him again it would be hugely embarrassing for the both of us. I quickly scribbled my number onto one of the napkins at our table before handing it to Danny.



"It was nice seeing you again, Danny," I said.



"I was nice to see you too, Lexi," He said smiling before turning to leave.



"Is that your new boyfriend?" Abigail squealed.



"No!" I said once I was sure he was out of earshot. "He was nice and we danced together."



"Naw, I think he's the future Mr. Lexi Allen!" Kennedy laughed jokingly. "Are we invited to the wedding? Can we be bridesmaids?"



"If we are I hope the dresses don't suck," Abigail chimed in offhandedly.



"I'M NOT GETTING MARIED!" I yelled only to get back laughter. "Come on you two. Our ride's probably hear."



Our ride was here. We carefully stumbled our way into the back seat with Kennedy in the middle this time. There was plenty of room for the three of us to sit comfortably in the back seat, but Kennedy had herself pressed tight against Abigail leaving plenty of room between us.



"How about a little more to drink?" Kennedy asked Abigail reaching into her purse as the car began to move.



Kennedy had her pink dildo flask in her hand holding it near Abigail's mouth. She casually slipped one arm around her shoulder and turned to face her more. I don't know what was going through Abigail's mind, but I was pretty sure about Kennedy's. She held the flask so the tip of it brushed against Abigail's lips, teasing them. Slowly her lips parted and Kennedy slipped it in further, letting the crown pass her lips. Leaning closer, she whispered something into Abigail's ear before tilting the flask up and slowly sliding a little more into her mouth and pulling it back out.



"Good girl!" Kennedy purred just loud enough for me to hear before taking a drink herself. She watched Abigail as she slipped it into her mouth the same way letting it slide in and out a few times before tilting it back for a drink.



I was mesmerized by their play. Abigail was all shy smiles but fully engaged in Kennedy's seduction. They took turns drinking, back and forth, progressively getting more and more sexual with this cock shaped flask. I wasn't even sure if they were drinking it any more, or if there was any left. Abigail had lost her timidity of sucking on a dildo in front of Kennedy. She was probably too drunk to even remember there were other people around.



Speaking of other people. The driver blew through a red light watching the girls in the rear view mirror and I had to kick the back of his seat to get him to pay attention. I really couldn't blame him, I had a pretty solid erection under my skirts. I had to release it from its tuck about two turns with the dildo flask ago, letting it rest upwards in the waistband of my panties.



I loved the way the material felt against it like this. I couldn't help but slip a hand under to run my fingers over it. I let my nails glide over my hardness, tickling and gently pleasuring myself while I watched Kennedy at work. My sister had taught me a little about seducing women, but Kennedy could teach us a thing or two.



Kennedy had the cock in Abigail's mouth, slowly sliding it in and out between her lips as she whispered more into her ear. I watched as she slowly slid her hand up the slit in Abigail's dress and dip smoothly in between her thighs. Abigail's hips thrust slightly into her hand and Kennedy pulled the dildo out of her mouth, replacing its presence with her own lips in a delicate kiss.



Kennedy had played her hand to perfection. In moments that delicate kiss turned into full blown passion and the hand under Abigail's dress worked faster and faster. I could hear Abigail's little moans escape from between their lips and see her hips fucking against Kennedy's hand. 



I had to slow my delicate stroking several times as I watched the scene before me. Even the smallest amount of attention was enough to make me blow watching these two. I couldn't believe what I was witnessing. Abigail was always so innocent and proper.



Very few people knew who she really was. She was Abigail Lockwood. Soul heiress to the Lockwood Empire worth billions of dollars. Raised in private schools and a higher society, forced to live by higher standards all of her life. Sheltered and shielded from the world for her protection. Unchased and untouched. Inexperienced. Innocent. And here she was, brought to her knees by a goddess with fire for hair.



I knew that I would never forget this moment, just the same as I would never forget Tiffany Scott and the backseat of her dads Volvo, or my sister Audrey and our first time. It's not often one gets to see a girl bloom and embrace her sexuality, truly becoming a woman. That, and this was incredibly hot.



I could smell Abigail's arousal in the air. That musky earthy sent filled the small space of the car leaving a heady feel that sunk deep into your bones having an even stronger effect than the alcohol. Over the quiet hum of the air conditioning I could hear the wet tell-tale-sounds of Kennedy's fingers working their way in and out of Abigail's soaking pussy, no longer teasing but demanding her to cum.



It took me a moment to realize that the car was stopped, and had probably been for some time. I fought to tear my eyes from these two beauties before me and quickly glanced toward the driver. He was as transfixed as I had been, drinking in the pair through the rear view mirror. Ready to silently chastise him, something else drew my attention. Past the rear view mirror I recognized our dorm building. We had arrived and I hadn't even noticed.



Louder gasps and moans from Abigail brought my focus back to them. Abigail was riding the edge of her orgasm at the end of Kennedy's practiced fingers. Her face contorted in the pain that devours one so desperate for release. He eyes shut tight and forehead pressed against Kennedy's. Her mouth stretched open in a near silent scream for release.



Kennedy kept her eyes open and locked on Abigail's expression. I couldn't blame her. There was no way I could stop myself from witnessing this moment. Kennedy's unintelligible whispers to Abigail were added to the sweet wet sounds and the nearly fought back high pitched moans.



Finally, like the Fourth of July, Abigail burst. One loud high pitch keen sliced through the air. It rose in pitch until her voice broke, just like her innocence that would forever be left on this back seat. Trembling and gasping, she held Kennedy tight against her as waves of pleasure washed over her, dragging her down with the under tow.



As her breathing began to steady so did my racing heart. Only then did I realized how tight of a grip I had on my painfully hard cock. I was desperate to stroke myself. It would be quick. A few short pulls and it would be all over. As it was, the tip of my swollen erection was barely covered by the skirt of my dress.



"That will be forty dollars," our driver said clearing his throat and bringing us all back to the here and now.



As difficult as it was I loosened my grip on my cock and slipped it back into the waistband of my panties before I could make a mess on the inside of my dress and all over this guys seats.



Kennedy paid the driver, receiving his card in return and an offer to 'call him anytime we needed a ride'. He had given us a pretty big discount for the show it seems. We all stumbled out of the car and into our building, taking or time on the stairs, and then making our way to our rooms.



We were as quiet as we could be, holding onto each other as we stumbled our way into Abigail's and my room, trying to fight back our drunken giggles. Once the door closed Abigail pulled Kennedy and I into a tight hug, pressing her luscious body into ours.



"I love you guys," she mumbled into our hair. "Thank you for taking me out tonight."



"It was our pleasure Abigail," I told her.



"Oh it was her pleasure too," Kennedy giggled.



I couldn't see from my vantage point, but the way she held us a little tighter, I had the feeling Abigail was blushing again. We all held onto each other and our bodies began to sway in time. It felt nice. I was really close to these two girls and I was really happy that they were my friends.



The swaying began to feel amazing. Like really, really good. Terrified, I froze and then slowly pulled myself away. My erection, tucked into my waistband, had been pressed into Abigail's hip. In my drunken fog I hadn't noticed.



"I um... I'm tired. I think it's time for some sleep," I said turning from the girls and heading towards my closet.



There would be no privacy for me tonight. To be honest I was so drunk and exhausted my instincts for self-preservation were diminished. I pulled my closet door open and used it to shield my body as I kicked off my shoes and slipped out of my dress. As I was pulling on a pair of cute sweat pants I overheard Kennedy whispering to Abigail that going to bed sounded like a fantastic idea. By Abigail's giggles, I was sure that that comment was anything but innocent.



Before I was even finished changing the lights went out casting the room into a deep darkness. My eyes slowly adjusted to the faint light from outside and the little that crept from under the door, showing me Kennedy slowly undressing Abigail.



I quietly made my way under the covers in my own bed and spied on them. Kennedy carefully pulled the strap off of Abigail's shoulder and slipped it down. Hooking her fingers into the top of the dress, she slowly peeled the stretchy material down her body, and once past her hips, let it fall to the floor in a pile.



The whole time Abigail stood still with nerves. Kennedy placed Abigail's hand on her own dress, guiding her hands gently until they began to move on their own. Soon both dresses were on the floor and they faced each other in their underwear. Even in the faint light, both of their bodies looked amazing. The light and shadows that danced across them accentuated their curves. The swell of their breasts, the curve of their asses and the shapes of their legs... all seemed to be made more alluring.



Silently Kennedy reached for Abigail's hand, fumbling until they had their fingers laced together. They stood for moments facing each other inches apart. My heart was racing as I watched secretly.



Kennedy made a slow step away, gently pulling Abigail along as she made her way to the bed. Kennedy smoothly slipped under the covers while Abigail was less graceful in her anxiety. Soon they were gently touching each other and exchanging soft kisses.



I couldn't take it any longer. The entire night had seemed devoted to teasing me, keeping me on the brink of release without relief. As I watched Kennedy roll on top of Abigail, pressing their bodies together as their kiss became more passionate, I reached into my own panties and pulled out my needy cock.



I slowly stroked myself as I watched my two best friends make love in the bed across from mine. I could see the movements of their bodies under the covers and my imagination filled in the gaps. I wasn't surprised to hear the soft high pitched moans from Abigail, but I was surprised to hear the familiar sounding moans from Kennedy.



"Yes! Just like that, baby!" Kennedy said softly. "I'm so close!"



Hearing that, I stroked my cock faster. Was Abigail really fingering Kennedy? It seemed a little unbelievable to me. I could see her passively being pleasured by Kennedy, but for some reason I had not even considered the fact that she would have the courage to do the same in return.



The smell of sapphic sex filled the air and their moaning became louder. As their bodies moved faster together, so did my hand on my shaft. Kennedy came first with a scream to wake the whole dorm and Abigail followed her down with a quiet shriek of her own. Seconds after their collapse, I bit back the moan of my own release as I fired rope after rope into the inside of my sweats.



I fell asleep with a sense of relief to the sounds of Kennedy and Abigail's giggles from across the room.



*** *** ***



I woke with a killer hangover. The last time I had felt this bad it had been with Audrey before I had moved into the dorms. I painfully rolled out of bed to find Kennedy and Abigail still fast asleep together, snuggled close under an expensive looking comforter.



I felt a smile form on my lips for the briefest of moments before the throbbing in my head forced its way through my amusement. I grabbed my things and quietly made my way out and to the showers to clean myself up. While I walked I could feel the dried cum from the previous night scratching at my legs with each step. Once I was stripped down in my favorite shower stall I let the hot water stream down over me, easing my pain and relaxing me.



I knew some part of me should be jealous of Abigail and Kennedy, but I wasn't. I knew what Kennedy and I had, and it wasn't a romantic love for the ages. We were great friends who enjoyed how we made each other feel. Besides, Abigail was a great friend as well and it had been so hot seeing her finally open up.



I'd had a sneaking suspicion that she was attracted to Kennedy before this and it was completely worth getting to see it. And Kennedy, her little seduction was great! I only wonder what Abigail's reaction will be when she wakes up next to Kennedy.



I finished drying myself off and dressed in the clothes that I had brought with me before going back to my room.



"...all your fault!" Abigail was laughing when I opened the door to our room.



"Sure it is sweety," Kennedy smiled as she brushed Abigail's hair behind her ear. "And it was completely my fault that you woke me up last night to go again."



"Good morning!" I greeted both of them.



Embarrassed, Abigail pulled the covers closer around her. She was a study in looking anywhere but my direction as her cheeks brightened. I did my best to act like everything was normal for her sake. Part of me wanted to rib her about last night, but seeing her this morning made me reconsider. I just couldn't make fun and have her close up on us again. Even if it was all in good fun.



"Are you two as hung over as I am?" I asked while I put my things away. "My head is still throbbing!"



"I'm feeling fine," Kennedy said stroking Abigail's arm.



She never got hangovers when we would go out drinking. I'm sure her comment about being fine had something to do with Abigail as well. I popped a few aspirin from a bottle on my desk before Abigail answered.



"I could use some of those," she said shyly.



She seemed nervous now that I was in the room again. In the conversation I'd caught when I had come in, she sounded playful and happy. I almost didn't believe it was Abigail until I saw her. The whole time I had known her she had always been sweet, but reserved. I wouldn't say she was afraid, but more cautious. Almost like she was trying to maintain an image she believed was necessary. If that bright playful personality was hidden underneath her quiet reserve, I wanted to see more of it, and I'm sure that the rest of the world would agree.



I handed her the bottle of pills and continued to pretty myself up. Today was the big day and I was nervous as well. Tonight Kennedy and I would be breaking into the Administration Building. It wasn't necessary to be ready this early, but I was too nervous to sit still, I needed to stay busy.



"Well you two have fun, I'm going to go out for a bit. I've got to see a dog about a horse," I said giving Kennedy a significant look and mouthing Danny's while Abigail was still avoiding looking at me.



"OK. Bye Lexi," Kennedy called as I closed the door behind me.



I sat in a booth at Danny's Fish and Chips near the back. I didn't know how long it would take Kennedy to join me, or if she even would. No, I was sure she would come. She might just need a little extra time. I was on my third cup of coffee, effectively killing my hangover when Kennedy arrived.



"Sorry I took so long. I got a little caught up," she said sitting down.

"Don't worry about it," I said over her holding my hand up. Then leaning towards her over the table, "How was it?"



"As good as you've imagined," Kennedy said with a huge grin. "Unpracticed, sure, but I think that just made it even better," she mused.



We sat in silence, both of us probably reliving last night but with different perspectives. Eventually Kennedy ordered a coffee for herself and we both got something to eat.



"Are you ready for tonight?" Kennedy asked.



"Yeah, a bit nervous though," I admitted.



"It's a piece of cake," she assured. "We go in, we come out."



"Sure, just add in a few felonies there in the middle parts and everything's dandy," I joked.



"It's only illegal if you get caught," Kennedy quipped.



"What's illegal?" Abigail said scarring both of us.



We had been so caught up in our conversation, neither of us had seen her approaching. Kennedy and I were both shocked into silence, staring from one another and then back to Abigail.



"Um...nothing. Illegal?" Kennedy asked bluffing.



Abigail wasn't buying it though. Worse, she wore a hurt look.



"Why didn't you guys say you were coming here?" She asked with her smile back.



I wasn't fooled. We were all friends and we had had a really fun time last night and it must have looked like we cut her out of our breakfast plans. Even worse, her relationship with Kennedy had...grown last night. I felt like crap. We weren't trying to cut her out of something. We just couldn't really bring people into our future felonies.



"Hey! Sit with us!" I said motioning to the seat next to me and waving for a server. "Great minds think alike! First Kennedy and now you?"



I don't know if she was buying the coincidence explanation, but she did sit with us.



"So what is it that's illegal?" Abigail asked again.



"Oh nothing. I'm not even sure I remember what we were talking about now," Kennedy said casually as the server walked up.



The server left with Abigail's order and then she dropped a bomb. "Does it have anything to do with why the two of you have spent every night sitting in a car in front of the Administration building? Or why you two always clam up whenever someone gets close?"



Kennedy and I were at a loss for words yet again. How did she know all of this? It wasn't much, but it was enough. I thought we were being careful. Obviously we hadn't been. Who else might have noticed?



"So what's in there?" Abigail asked.



"In where?" I asked. Truly confused. My mind was racing still and I was having trouble following her train of thought.



"In the Admin Building," she replied calmly.



I tried to keep my eyes on the table and avoid looking guilty. I wanted to tell her, but it was Kennedy's secret. I trusted Abigail, but she was raised differently she might not understand why we were willing to break the law.



"My file," Kennedy blurted out.



"Why do you want your file?" Abigail asked confused. "Are you trying to change a grade?" She hissed conspiratorially.



"No, nothing like that!" Kennedy assured. "I don't want to change anything on it, I just need to find out who paid my tuition and got me into this school in the first place."



"I thought you received a scholarship?"



"No, someone pulled strings to get me in here and then they paid my entire tuition up front," Kennedy explained reluctantly. "There should be some record of who paid for it all in my file."



"Who would pay for you to go here and how come you don't know," Abigail asked. "Why is it so important?"



"Because it was my dad." Kennedy said after a long silence. After that she explained everything. She told Abigail how she'd never known who he was and even her mother had kept it a secret from her. He was an important person and powerful, but it was an affair. He had made sure that she and her mother had been well taken care, but she still had a deep need to know who he was. When he had manipulated her into going to school here with a trust fund, she saw her opportunity. Without the grades to get in on her own, he must have pulled some strings and then he had to pay for it on top of that. This was her chance to find him. If he paid, there had to be a record of it.



"Wow! That's intense!" Abigail exclaimed. "So you two are going to sneak in? When?"



Kennedy looked from Abigail to me and then back. "Tonight."



"Can I help?" Abigail asked excited.



"What?" Kennedy and I asked together.



"I want to help! This sounds like so much fun!" She continued. "I've never done anything like this before. What do we do? How do we get in? Where are the files at?"



"Whoa! Slow down!" I said. She was talking so fast, with so many questions. "You do realize we could go to jail for this, right? Breaking and entering, trespassing, possible theft, not to mention some serious privacy laws. We're not talking a slap on the wrist. We're looking at expulsion at the very least and more than likely some prison time depending on how far we get."



"I really want to help!" Abigail pleaded.



There was an awkward silence before Kennedy accede. "OK, you can help. But if your dad comes to me angry that I got you mixed into this shit, I'm going to tell him you were too thick to be turned away. I really don't need those kinds of problems."



"Well at least I know what this was all about now," Abigail said smiling once again. "One minute you guys were hot and the next cold. I was wondering if it was something I was doing."



"We really didn't want to bring anyone else into this, especially you," Kennedy explained. "It wasn't that we didn't trust you, we didn't want to put you into a position where you could get into trouble."



"Do we get code names?" Abigail asked, brushing past Kennedy's apology excitedly. "Can I be Rogue?"



"What? No, we don't need..." I started.



"Ooh! Dibs on Black Widow!" Kennedy interrupted. "Seriously thought, Rogue?"



"From the X-Men," Abigail said quietly defending her choice. "I've always liked her."



"Why do we need code names?" I asked. These two were definitely not taking this seriously.



"Come on Lexi! It's fun!" Kennedy pleaded with a smile.



Both Kennedy and Abigail were looking at me expectantly with these excited smiles on their faces. I swear, the last time I had seen that kind of playful joy had been before Audrey had started high school. I couldn't help but give in.



"OK! Fine!" I relented. "I'll go with Bat Girl, though I don't know why we need code names in the first place."



"Because it's fun party pooper," Kennedy exclaimed sticking out her tongue at me.



We shared the whole plan with Abigail and spent the rest of the day in our room doing girly things like painting our toes and reading girl magazines. As the day went on, I regretted having ever kept our secret from her. I still didn't think she was taking this seriously enough, but she did have a way of taking the pressure off. I could even see more of that change in her that I caught a glimpse of earlier. I don't know if it was a byproduct of her intimate time with Kennedy last night, or the secret we all now shared, but I couldn't remember seeing her this bubbly before.



She had a beautiful rich laugh, something she held back before. I even notice a change in her posture. Usually proper and a little stiff, she now looked more relaxed. We had some serious bonding time, the three of us.



As the time drew near though, our minds were drawn back to the task at hand.



I love clothes. I love that as a girl I have so many options to make myself look pretty. But one thing I find thoroughly amusing is watching Abigail and Kennedy spend twenty minutes trying to decide what they are going to wear to a B&E.



"You can't wear that top with those pants, the fabrics clash," Abigail said.



"Are you sure? I think it looks great, especially with this belt." Kennedy said twisting around in front of the mirror.



"Let's see what other tops we have to work with," Abigail said moving back to the closet.



"Ladies! Does it matter if it matches?" I asked. "The whole point of this is to not be seen. Unless she gets caught, no one is going to know if she wore any clothes at all."



"No, that is not a challenge Kennedy so put that idea out of your head," I said when I saw Kennedy's eyes light up. I've gotten to know how her mind works and I needed to head that one off at the pass.



*** *** ***



An hour before time, we were all sitting in Kennedy's car with a clear view of the Admin Building. It was dark and I was beginning to feel a hint of a chill, signifying the hopeful end to a dreadful Phoenix summer. It was either that or a bad omen.



We waited patiently, drumming our fingers and tapping our feet on various surfaces of the car, and after about forty checks of the clock on my phone it was time. Any moment the security guard would be passing by to go on his break. A minute passed, then five. Finally, seven minutes after he was supposed to drive past he did.



"Whew!" Kennedy said watching him drive away. "Let's just hope he takes a little longer on his break to make up for the time.



We exited the car and casually strolled to the sidewalk that ran next to the building.



"Listen," Kennedy said nervously. "I think I should go in alone."



"What?" I asked on top of Abigail's 'why'.



"I don't want you guys to get in trouble, and to be honest I don't think three of us running around in there will be any faster than one. We all can't type on the same computer at the same time or anything," she explained. "Besides, I would feel a whole lot better if you guys were out hear keeping a look out for me."



"Are you sure?" I asked. I really didn't want to let her go in there alone, but she did make a valid point. If we all went in it would only be for moral support. If we stayed outside we could be real support, letting her know if someone was onto her so she could make a quick exit.



"Yeah," she said pulling out her Bluetooth. "We can do a group call. Put your earpieces on that way you guys can let me know if anything starts happening out here."



We set up the group call and made sure we could all hear each other. Abigail and I had to mute each other since we were going to be right next to one another. The echo had made it hard to concentrate.



"Looks like we're ready," Kennedy confirmed. "See that bench over there? Go and sit on that and let me know if you see anyone suspicious."



"You mean more suspicious than a girl dressed in all black breaking into a building?" Abigail whispered.



"Yeah something like that," Kennedy said turning towards the building and walking away.



I grabbed Abigail's hand and pulled her along with me to the bench. I had the feeling that she really would rather that she'd gone in with Kennedy. We sat on the bench and watched as Kennedy made her way from window to window on the ground floor, checking to see if she could find one that was unlocked. After the sixth window I was beginning to think that this was a bad idea.



"Bingo!" Kennedy whispered into my earpiece. "Looks like an office that's being used as a storage room," she relayed.



I watched as she sat on the window ledge and casually lifted her legs and spun inside. Closing the window behind her, she disappeared from sight. In the dark and from my vantage, I got the impression that this wasn't a first time sneaking into a window for Kennedy. Remembering why I was here, I went back to scanning the grounds instead of where Kennedy had made her entrance.



"Do you see anyone Abigail?" I asked.



"No. It's so creepy at night," Abigail said with a shiver. "I feel like we're in the middle of some cheap slasher film or something."



"That's exactly what I want to hear while I'm stalking the halls of an old building in the middle of the night," Kennedy said. "Thanks for that, Abigail."



"Sorry," Abigail blushed. "And my code name is Rogue, remember."



"Fine Rogue, you and Bat Girl just keep an eye out.



"Just keep your clothes on Black Widow," I advised. "It's always the naked chicks that get killed in those movies."



"Have you found anything yet?" I asked after a long silence.



"I'm in the Student Services Center. I just started looking for a log in," Kennedy replied.



"Remember to check under everything. Keyboards, mouse pads, phones, staplers," I reminded. "If you're having a hard time, try to find an old persons desk. They forget things all the time. It'll be the desk with cat figurines and a lot of really ugly picture frames."



"You know that's a little stereotypical. Not all old people are forgetful," Abigail said.



"Bat Girl you are a genius! Old lady desk had a list of logins and passwords on a post-it right there on the monitor!" Kennedy laughed.



"Stereotype are stereotypes for a reason. They might not always be correct, but they usually are," I shrugged.



"You've got about fifteen minutes," I reminded Kennedy.



"Let's see... Student files... Student files... there they are!" Kennedy mused more to herself than to us. "OK, I found my file!"



There was another long silence as she looked for her long awaited answer. The anticipation was killing me. I didn't even realize I was gripping Abigail's hand as we sat together on the bench still keeping our vigilant watch.



"Did you find it?" Abigail asked anxiously.



She was met by silence. I was trying to figure out if that was bad news, or if Kennedy was just in shock from having found it.



"Shit!" Kennedy hissed over the line. "It's not in here!"



"What? It has to be!" I replied.



"It's not! I'm looking right at it," Kennedy insisted. "All that's here is some alphanumeric number, for all the good that does."



"Take a picture of it and send it to my phone," Abigail said pulling her phone out of her purse.



In no time the picture made its way to Abigail's phone. After only a short perusal she figured out what she was looking at.



"It's a reference number, Kennedy," she said just a little louder than necessary, causing me to look around to make sure no one could hear. "Do a search. Pull up the file directory, and there should be a search field. Make sure you select the option to search file contents as well," Abigail explained. "The file name isn't likely to have the reference number in it, but the file name could tell a lot about what the reference number is."



"That was quick," Kennedy said. "It says Endowment HC Ref."



"HC? Is that hard copy?" I asked.



"I guess so. It would make sense. That kind of information could be sensitive. Who donated what and when... There could be financial information attached to it that they would want to keep secure," Abigail informed.



"Look for a readme file. Looks just like it sounds, one word," I encouraged. It was just a hunch and we were desperate.



"I found it, it say that the files are in Assistant Dean Decker's office!" Kennedy exclaimed.



I could hear some noise as she powered down the computer and then the clear sounds of running.



"You don't have time Kennedy!" I pleaded.



"I've got five minutes, that's plenty. It's only on the second floor."



"We can come back another time!"



"Almost there!" she said a little out of breath.



"Damn!" she hissed after a long silence. "He has a pass code lock on his door!"



"You're out of time! Take a picture of it and get out of there!" I demanded.



We were cutting this close enough as it is. She was so desperate to finally end the search, she was becoming reckless. It was almost hard to blame her. As it was, she was only risking herself, but I really didn't want my friend to be kicked out of school or for her to go to jail. I could still hear the pounding of her feet as she ran through the building. She was going to make it.



"Too late," Abigail whispered.



I turned my head to see what she was looking at and my heart clenched. Harold, the old security guard, was headed back out in his golf cart. It would be suspicious enough that Abigail and I were out here at two o'clock in the morning and add in the fact that he usually just made circuits around the quad, there was almost no way Kennedy would not be noticed when she came back out of the window.



"Harold's heading this way, Kennedy!" Abigail said with a tremble. "What do we do?"



"I'm gonna need a Cold Charlie," Kennedy replied out of breath from running. "I'm almost to the window."



My mind was racing. I needed a distraction. I had nothing to throw, and if I did it wouldn't last nearly long enough. We could start a fight, but I really didn't want to hit Abigail, besides it would bring its own disciplinary problems. I just needed something that would draw his attention for a few minutes so that Kennedy would have time to get out of the window and out of sight before he noticed anything.



"Abigail," I said feeling my heart skip a beat. "Just go with this."



Without any more warning, I kissed her. I tried to sell it as best as I could. At first I could feel Abigail protest but her resolve quickly broke as she began to kiss me back. It was all just for show, but her lips against min felt electric causing my heart to kick in my chest. Before I knew what was happening my hands were on her body, feeling every inch of her that I could reach. I had dreamed about this. Every day I saw her amazing form nearly naked, either for a minute or sometimes a lot longer as she would do her make up or search for something to wear.



I was shocked to feel it when her hands began to follow my lead. I smoothly laid her down on the bench sliding myself between her legs. Our lips still grasping at each others and our tongues dancing between them. I couldn't resist grinding my hips into Abigail as she squeezed my ass roughly.



"Is it clear yet?" Kennedy asked.



Abigail turned her head to look giving me access to the smooth pale skin of her neck, glowing in the moonlight. I dove in to lick and suck, teasing her flesh and causing her to moan as she answered Kennedy.



"Yessss!" she cried out shockingly loud in the night.



From my vantage, I couldn't see anything but Abigail. I was so caught up in our show, for a moment it became real. Abigail's hands were still roaming my body as I ground into her thinly covered pussy. I was growing hard, but as tightly secured as I was in my pants, it wasn't going anywhere.



"Yes, just like that!" Abigail purred "Keep going baby, you're almost there."



I had no idea whether she was talking to me or Kennedy, but at that moment I didn't care. Abigail's lips found mine again and she held my head firmly to hers through a tight grip of my hair. Her hips began to thrust up to meet mine in counter beat to my rhythm.



"I'm safe guys," Kennedy called over the earpiece. "You guys can stop now... you can stop now!"



With great physical and mental effort I pulled my lips from Abigail's. With my face just inches from hers I looked into her eyes. We were both breathing heavily and couldn't read the near blank expression on her face. Before I could lift myself off of her so we could meet up with Kennedy I dove back in for one more passionate kiss. I didn't know when I would ever get another chance, or if I even should (because she didn't know my secret), and I just wanted to experience those lips one last time.



"That last one was just for me." I smiled pulling away.



I slowly slid off of her body and onto my feet and helped her to hers. I spied a glance toward the security guard while I straightened my clothes. He was sitting at the edge of one of the buildings, parked discretely in some shadows, where he could watch the two of us without being too obvious.



I couldn't help but giggle at the thought. I hope we didn't make the poor guys heart race too badly. At his age I don't know if he could handle very much stimulation.



Still holding my hand, Abigail followed my lead as we rounded a corner away from Harold and quickened our pace to the parking lot to meet up with Kennedy.



"That was some distraction you guys made!" She exclaimed when we reached her.

"Just doing my part you know... Small sacrifices," I said trying to sound serious.



"Oh I'm sure it was torture," Kennedy quipped with a smile.



Abigail was rather quiet throughout the whole thing. I wasn't quite sure what to make of it. In the darkness I couldn't be sure if that was a blush I was seeing and before I had a chance to try and figure it out the mood changed to a more somber one.



"This is a picture of the lock," Kennedy said in a more serious tone holding up her phone. "It has five buttons in a vertical row. No numbers and no way of knowing how many digits long it is."



"If it's only four, we could get through it in a couple hours trying every combination," I guesstimated doing some quick math. "If it is five digits, that would take considerably longer.



I hated being the bearer of bad news. I didn't like that look in Kennedy's eyes, like life was still trying to kick her when she was down, but I had to be a realist. The more times we broke in the higher the odds that we were going to get caught.



"Let's go back to our room," Abigail said putting an arm around Kennedy and I. "We've done all we can for tonight. We can start worrying about the rest tomorrow."



END OF CHAPTER FOUR



I would like to thank all of you who have stuck with me this far. I would greatly enjoy hearing your comments and thoughts on my writing. The more feedback I get the more I want to continue writing for you guys. Don't forget to vote! More chapters are on their way.



SoB

Women's Studies Ch. 05

Welcome to your next installation of Women's Studies! This story originally began in the Incest/Taboo section, but as our favorite sister Audrey is still on vacation, this section of the story doesn't qualify for that category. If you are new to this tale, I would suggest reading the previous chapters first to catch yourself up to speed. 



You, my readers, are why I do this and I would love to hear your thoughts, whether it is a few words or an entire essay. I do read each and every one of the comments and e-mail I receive and if you have any comments, questions or if you simply want to chat about my use of the English language in general, feel free to reach out. 



This story does contain Transsexual/Crossdressing. If this is not your cup of tea, I thank you for coming and I wish you luck in finding something more to your taste. 



A special thanks to Skye4Life for her editing and counsel. 



***** 



There was a strong chill in the night air. Not nearly as bad as it would be back home in Colorado, but harsh just the same considering that only a few weeks ago the smallest amount of sunlight left you dashing for cover and thanking the air conditioning gods. It was such a strong contrast for such a short amount of time. One day you are enjoying tiny dresses and open toed heels, and the next you can't leave the indoors without pants, thick socks and a jacket. 



Speaking of pants, that was a whole new set of nervous emotions. My life was so much easier when I could wear skirts and dresses. I didn't realize it at the time, but it was so much easier to keep my extra lady bits hidden away when there was so much open room down there. Now that I needed pants to keep myself from freezing to death, in what was promising to be a dreary desert winter, I needed a little more support to hide my bulge. 



Still being rather new to being a woman, I had questions and thankfully I knew the person with all the answers. My good friend Google. Not knowing exactly what I was looking for at the time I did a random search and found just the thing I needed right away, a gaff. A lot of stores sold them online, but what I found that really suited my needs was one of the do it yourself ones. After seeing a video of how well it worked, I quickly went out and bought some pantyhose and a thick sock. With some liberal use of my scissors, I ended up with something that looked similar to a sling shot. Following the instructions, I slipped it over my legs and up into place. When I was sure I was all tucked away, I slipped on a pair of my sexiest panties and then a tight fitting pair of jeans. 



I looked fantastic. I couldn't see any trace of the cock between my legs, which made me as giddy as the school girl I was. Even with my own appraisal of my handy work, I still couldn't bring myself to leave my room. I was worried that I was missing something or that if I moved wrong I would come out of place. I called Kennedy for assistance and after nearly an hour of moving around, walking, skipping, jumping and bending, Kennedy assured me that I looked just as smooth and womanly down there as she did. 



I said it before and I'll say it again; it's hard work being a woman, but it's totally worth it. 



I was at a cafe near campus, sitting outside on a couch by a fire, watching the last traces of sunset fade away. After our felony bonding experience and Abigail's transformation from shy, reserved innocence to her now outgoing and carefree attitude, we had been spending a lot more time together. Almost every night we came to this cafe and sat outside drinking hot coco or coffee. 



"Here you go, Lexi," Abigail said holding out a warm container as she sat down next to me. "Be careful. It's hot." 



And hot it was. Delicious too. I loved having hot coco on nights like this. Abigail was in full blown relax mode as she slouched down on the couch leaning against me. 



"Where's Kennedy at?" Abigail asked checking her watch. "She was supposed to be here ten minutes ago." 



"I'm sure she's fine," I said, running my hand through her hair. 



"So how are things with you and Kennedy?" I asked trying to be casual. 



I knew pretty well how things were going between them. Almost every night since they first hooked up, Kennedy had spent the night in Abigail's bed; and sadly not in mine once. I missed the feel of her next to me with her warm skin and her arms holding on to me. I even missed the way her wild hair tickled my skin, waking me randomly throughout the night. I felt like an ass for being jealous of one of my best friends about another best friend, especially since Abigail was so much more alive now. I just couldn't help but miss what Kennedy and I used to have. 



"They're so great!" Abigail gushed. "I mean... wow! I mean I've used Fred before (her vibrator)... a lot, but I never knew it could feel like that. And the way her lips feel against mine. And that crazy tongue of hers too! And it's all the time. How does she have the energy?" She went on rambling happily. 



I couldn't help but smile for her. I knew firsthand what she was talking about. Kennedy could be insatiable. 



"Oh my God. Did she tell you what she did to me last Thursday?" Abigail went on. "She decided to sit in on one of my Art History classes and she spent the entire time fingering me in the back row." Abigail said laughing. "I came like four times all the while praying that I wouldn't scream and let everyone know that I had her fingers buried inside me!" 



"That definitely sounds like Kennedy alright!" I said laughing with her. 



I vividly remembered Kennedy sucking my cock in the back row of my Gender Studies class and then stealing my panties, forcing me to walk back to the dorm in my dress with a gigantic hard on. 



"I'm glad that you're happy," I told Abigail truthfully. 



"I just wish you were happy too." Abigail sighed. 



I should have remembered that she wouldn't be so near sighted. She might usually keep things to herself, but it didn't mean she didn't notice things. 



"I am happy Abigail," I said leaning my head against hers. "Look at you! You are so much happier now. You were so alone and closed off before and now you're so full of life!" I explained. "I'm happy for you!" 



"I'm not blind," Abigail said taking my hand in hers. "You miss Kennedy. You two had been inseparable since school started and now in the span of a couple of hours, I somehow stole her from you. I can't help the way she makes me feel, but I also can't avoid what I did to you. And you're still being so nice to me, even after what I did." 



"You didn't steal anything Abigail." I assured her. "Kennedy and I have only just been friends." 



"You guys slept together all the time... And I don't mean with actual sleep." she said confused. "Well, I guess she did do most of her actual sleeping with you as well." 



"Yeah, those things are true," I agreed. "But we both knew from the beginning that we were just really good friends; that we wouldn't be each other's girlfriend. We just enjoyed playing, and loved how we made each other feel," I said. "To be honest, she's more like a sister than a best friend." 



"So you're basically sleeping with your sister?" Abigail joked. 



Yes. "No, of course not," I said covering quickly. "It's not like that at all." It was exactly like that come to think of it. My feelings for Kennedy were nearly identical to my feelings for Audrey. And I was sleeping with both of them. 



"What I meant is that we're so close, it's like we could be sisters," I said trying to make it sound less dirty. 



"All right," Abigail said with a mirthful sigh. "I don't have any siblings myself, but I think I remember reading somewhere that sleeping with them would be wrong." 



"Stop it!" I laughed tickling Abigail's sides. 



"Fine! Fine! I'm done, I promise!" Abigail screamed laughing. "Ugh, you're horrible!" she said when I relented. 



The glow from the fire danced across us as we settled back down to enjoyed our hot beverages. I really was happy for Abigail, but to be honest this whole situation felt kind of impossible. We both cared for Kennedy as more than mere friends, just the same as we both craved her touch and sensual embrace. All I knew is that I couldn't hurt Abigail. 



"I don't know what Kennedy and I are," Abigail said staring into the fire. "We haven't talked about it. But I do know one thing," She said turning to face me. "You are the only person I wouldn't fight over her with. You and Kennedy are both my friends," She finished giving me a soft kiss on the cheek. 



Feeling her lips on me again took me back to the night we helped Kennedy break into the Admin building, stirring up a whole new problem. Abigail and I had made out on a park bench, making a very sexual scene, in order to distract security from catching Kennedy as she made her exit. It was supposed to just be a distraction, but I let myself get carried away. Now, even more thoughts than usual of her would creep into my mind. 



None of this was helped by the fact that Kennedy didn't mind an audience when she and Abigail would fool around in bed together late at night. A girl can only take so much. 



"Where the hell is Kennedy?" I asked in an attempt to distract my thoughts. 



As if my words were finally a summons, she appeared. 



"Kennedy where have you been?" I asked before I noticed to look on her face. "What happened? Is everything okay?" 



"Can I get a large non-fat mocha? Thank you," Kennedy said to the server before diving into her explanation. She had been in the Administration building reserving a couple of classes for the spring semester when she thought she would take a quick detour by the Assistant Deans office. "I was only in the outer office for a couple of seconds before Mr. Decker walked in behind me. For some reason he was pissed. He kept asking me what I was up to and getting angrier by the second. It was scary. I tried to say that I had gotten lost, but he was losing control. Thankfully someone heard the shouting and came to check it out." 



"Christ Kennedy! What were you doing in there?" I asked. "I thought we were in this together. You didn't even have a plan. You just went in blind!" 



"I know. I had just seen him on the first floor and thought I might have a couple minutes to see if his door was unlocked." She said. 



"Was it?" Abigail asked. 



"No." Kennedy sighed. 



"How much trouble did you get in?" I asked. 



"Not much surprisingly," Kennedy said. "I thought I was a goner for sure. Before one of the secretaries came to see what the commotion was all about, I thought he might actually hit me, he was that furious. After there was a witness around, I just thought I was going to be expelled or something. He kept saying that I was done at this school, and saying that I had messed with the wrong person. The weird thing was, when the Dean arrived she pulled Mr. Decker away for a few moments in private and after that she told me that the second floor was off limits to students without an appointment and that I was on probation and any other infractions would result in disciplinary action." 



"That's crazy. Why was he so mad?" Abigail asked. 



"I don't know," Kennedy said shivering a little. "But before that secretary came in I had never been so scared in my life." 



"It just seems weird to me," I said thinking aloud. "I can understand you getting into trouble for being somewhere you shouldn't be, but why was he so angry? And why did the Dean let you off so easy if Mr. Decker was so determined to expel you?" 



"I don't know. I'm just glad it's over and I'm not being kicked out," Kennedy said. 



It was quiet again while we all absorbed the latest news. We would definitely need to be more careful in the future. Maybe we would have to slow things down a little bit and let the dust settle before we tried getting into his office again. 



"In other news, I think we need to have an intervention for Lexi," Abigail said trying to lighten the mood. 



"I'm right here you know!" I exclaimed nudging her with my elbow. 



"Her hand is still glued to that phone I see." Kennedy said smiling. 



I very deliberately folded my arms to hide my phone from view. "I was holding it because I was about to call and see what was taking you so long." I lied. 



"Bull shit!" Abigail smiled. "You were waiting for Danny to text you when he got off work!" 



I had given Danny my phone number when we had our girl's night out at The Blacklist, and he began texting me almost immediately. I couldn't really figure out what I was doing with this though. I enjoyed our conversations, even more than I thought I would. Before, he was just a great memory of a kind stranger that had made me feel desirable, and now it was becoming more. As we talked over the last few weeks I began to know more and more about him, and I couldn't help but think of him as a friend. The problem was, I knew he wanted more. 



Firstly, I still didn't know where I stood with my feeling when it came to boys. Secondly, even if I did know where I stood, how exactly do you tell a boy that likes you that you have a penis too? 



"Whatever," I said. "Were just friends anyway." 



Thankfully before they could torment me further, all of our phones rang with a message from our Dorm Leaders. 



"EMERGENCY MEETING IN 15 MIN. PLEASE NOTIFY HOLLY IF YOU CANNOT MAKE IT." 



"Looks like we have to go," I said hopping up before they could tease me any more about Danny. I didn't know what it was, but I just couldn't take any of that right now. 



We were only a block away from campus when we got the text so we made it back in great time. Once we entered Evens Hall we noticed the dorms were abuzz. It was usually a busy place with people always moving through the halls, but there seemed to be an energy in the air tonight. 



"Great! You guys made it!" Holly said as we stepped into our unit. "We have some last minute news we need to share." 



I peered around, and I noticed that all the other girls that shared our flat were in attendance as well. They were sitting with what could only be described as anticipation. Whether it was for the news or our arrival, I was unsure. 



"You might have noticed that there have been no school festivities planned for Halloween," Holly said standing up to address all of us. "As a somewhat unspoken tradition, our school never hosts anything for Halloween. When the school first opened it was a pretty strict place designed solely for women to come and learn. In an act of rebellion, the students took it upon themselves to make the most of it and every year since its founding, the students of Mayweather have sponsored their own Halloween scavenger hunt." 



"Call it a night of mischief." Jessica, our other Dorm Leader, chimed in smiling. 



"As the years went on, alumni began donating prizes for the winners, and it has been like that ever since. We thought we would have to cancel it this year when we hadn't heard from any of our alumni, but we just received word that a Miss..." she began looking at a piece of paper, "Marilyn Brooks, has graciously pledged to match any funds we raise for the event, to be split among the winners!" 



The room was abuzz with excited voices at this announcement. Personally I wasn't sure how much fun a scavenger hunt would be, but a cash prize definitely got my attention. Some of the students came from wealthy families, but I wasn't one of them and I knew I wasn't alone in that regard. 



"The Student Union has decided that there will be a twenty dollar entry fee per participant. You will be working together in groups of four and the prize will be split evenly between the members of the winning team." 



"In true Mayweather fashion," Jessica added, "there will be no points for second place. In the real world there are no prizes for doing your best, only for doing the best." 



"On Friday evening, all participants will meet at The Library where they will hear the rules and receive their objectives," Holly said before adding, "And this is Halloween, so costumes will be mandatory." 



With that Jessica and Holly left, leaving us to discuss the news amongst ourselves. Now that the speech was over all of the girls began talking at once. Some were already pairing up while others were discussing the contest and the looming prize. 



"Do you guys want to do it?" Kennedy asked. "It sounds like fun!" 



"I'm in," I said quickly. I was doing the sums, and even if only a fraction of the twelve-hundred or so students participated it would be a nice bit of money. 



"Abigail?" Kennedy asked before realizing that Abigail wasn't with us any longer. "Where did she go?" 



I hadn't even seen her leave. Finding her was rather easy though. With a quick check of our room, we found her sitting on her bed staring out the window. 



"What's wrong Abigail?" I asked. "Why didn't you stick around?" 



"That was my mom," Abigail said quietly. 



"What? I thought your mom was..." Kennedy said before stopping herself. "I thought she passed away?" 



"She did, but that was her, Marilyn Brooks. It was her maiden name." She had a sad look in her eyes and she seemed to be fighting back tears. "I'm sure it was my dad. He must have sent the letter in her name." 



Kennedy sat down next to her and put her arm around Abigail to comfort her. Abigail didn't talk about her mother much, but I knew that she had passed away when she was really young. Abigail was here at Mayweather as a way to live a small part of her mother's life and find some sort of connection to what she lost. 



"Ugh," Abigail said as she dried her eyes. "I'm all right. It was just a little bit of a shock is all. So, do you guys want to do it with me?" 



"Hell yes!" Kennedy purred before kissing her cheek. 



"Okay! Okay! Stop! That tickles!" Abigail shrieked laughing as Kennedy continued to kiss down her neck. "I meant do you guys want to do the scavenger hunt with me, not do me!" 



"Party pooper," Kennedy said with a sigh. "Lexi and I already decided to team up." 



"We need one more though," I said. "It's teams of four." 



"How about Skylar?" Kennedy proposed. 



Skylar was Kennedy's roommate. Not that Kennedy spent much time in her own room. In the beginning, Kennedy had spent a lot of time in mine and Abigail's room with me, but since her and Abigail began their new relationship, she hardly spent a single night in her own room at all. 



To be fair, Skylar might not have noticed. Skylar is... promiscuous. She frequently has men coming by to pick her up and is not shy about her sexual experience. She has probably spent more nights in other guys' beds than her own since school started. 



All the times that I have spent around Skylar have been memorable, but she wasn't around very much. She attends her classes and does her work and then she is usually gone. I swear if she wasn't as smart as she is, she wouldn't be able to keep the social life she has. I honestly don't know how she does it. 



"You think she'll want to team up with us?" Abigail asked. 



"Please, she's been looking forward to getting dressed up for Halloween for weeks," Kennedy said. "Besides, she's here on a scholarship too so she could use the prize money as well." 



"I'm okay with Skylar as our fourth," I said. 



"All right, go ask her Kennedy," Abigail said reaching for her laptop. While Kennedy went to go find Skylar, Abigail's fingers flew across the keyboard on her lap. 



"Did you forget some homework?" I asked, watching her work. 



"Nope," She said smiling as she continued on her laptop. "I'm shopping." 



"So that's why you look so happy!" I laughed sitting down next to her to take a look. 



Abigail was browsing Halloween costumes and the prices were outrageous. Some of the costumes listed were over four hundred dollars! 

"Holy crap!" I exclaimed. "Are you really going to spend that much money on a Halloween costume?" 



"What?" Abigail said looking up at me as I broke her concentration. "Oh, yeah they do cost a little bit don't they?" 



"We have very different definitions of 'a little bit'," I said shaking my head. 



"Well feel better, because I'm buying yours and Kennedy's as well," She said offhandedly. 



"You don't have to do that," I explained. "I'm sure I can find something on my own." 



"I'm sure you could too," Abigail said. "Think of it as a thank you. You and Kennedy have been so great to me, it's the least I can do. Besides it's daddies Am-Ex card." 



"Are you sure?" I asked. I felt a little uncomfortable having her buy something for me. 



"Yeah, it's not a problem. When I started school here my dad set a weekly allowance for me and I have been coming in severely under budget," Abigail explained. 



"Skylar's in!" Kennedy exclaimed as she came back in the door. 



*** *** *** 



"Hold still!" Abigail scolded a couple hours later. 



She was on her knees in front of me with a tape measure. Since she had decided to buy us custom costumes she was getting all of our measurements, something she had been familiar with from a young age having been fitted numerous times. 



"Sorry, you're just getting a little handsy down there," I said trying not to move. To be honest, it wasn't just her hands. I couldn't help but imagine her naked there on her knees with my cock in her mouth. I had become aroused the moment she slipped down to her knees, and her touching me hadn't helped. 



"Oh please, you make it seem as if no one's ever touched you before!" She said as she finished her last measurements. 



Abigail had contacted a custom costume boutique in California. At first, they refused to take on any last minute orders, but after Abigail reluctantly told them her last name, and that she would pay a premium price if our costumes could be made and delivered before Friday, the shop owner agreed and as soon as Abigail could send in our measurements they would begin their work. 



After a long discussion of what we would all go as, we finally relented to Abigail and decided to go as our alter-egos. Kennedy would be Black Widow, I would be Bat Girl, and Abigail would go as Rogue from the X-Men. Skylar claimed to already have her costume and dodged any questions about what she was going as. 



*** *** *** 



The week leading up to the contest was filled with anticipation. Some of the upperclassmen were telling wild stories about previous scavenger hunts they were either a part of, or that they had heard of secondhand. Some of them were...graphic, and I could see why it was strictly student sponsored. There was no way the school would approve of some of this if they had any say. 



All of these stories affected people differently. Some feared what might be asked of them if they wanted to win, while others seemed ready to let loose and rise to the challenge. I wasn't sure which side I fell on, but either way I was in it to win it. 



Friday eventually arrived and it was time to put on our game faces. Abigail had taken some sweet pleasure in not letting us see our costumes until it was time to put them on. She claimed that she wanted it to be a surprise. The more she refused to let us see them, the more I worried about that sneaky smile she was trying to hide. All she would say was she wanted us to be surprised, and a surprise it was. 



We had seen some basic ideas of what our costumes would look like, but reality was a different thing all together. 



Besides Kennedy's Black widow costume being so skin tight it precluded the option of underwear, it was about what I assumed it would be. It was all black with a plunging neckline, exposing her deep cleavage, and a utility belt. It was so realistic I could have sworn it was the exact costume that Scarlett Johansson wore for the movies. 



Abigail's costume was skin tight as well in yellow and green, reminiscent of the old X-Men comics, and it came complete with a short brown leather jacket and white hair extensions giving her the Rogue streak. 



By the time they had both squeezed their tight little bodies into their outfits every delicious curve was on display. From what Abigail had shown us on her computer, I had expected theirs to be body suits, but nothing compared to what I was seeing before me. My costume however was not what I had envisioned at all. They gave me some privacy to dress and when I opened the box I didn't know whether to feel sexy or scared. 



Carefully placed inside the box was an expensive black corset with the Batman emblem over the bust, a small eye mask, black thigh high boots and the shortest skirt I had ever seen. 



"Maybe it won't be that bad." I said aloud trying to calm myself. 



Making sure the door was locked, I undressed and began to slip into my costume. My fake breasts jiggled as I slipped out of my bra and I immediately began slipping on the corset very carefully. Even before lacing it up it had a very snug fit that restricted my breathing. It covered my breast well and made them look great in the mirror. Next came the skirt. I slid it up my legs and into place and I couldn't believe what Abigail had been thinking when she bought this for me. In the front it barely covered my 'pussy' and in the back my ass cheeks were hanging out. I was lucky that my gaff kept me looking smooth down there, but if I got any kind of erection whatsoever I would have a huge lump in my panties. 



I finished putting on the rest of the items, the black thigh high boots, the tiny black shorts that were basically shiny black panties that left my cheeks exposed, the mask, and a black cape that thankfully came down to mid-thigh. At least I would have some cover back there. The cape cleverly hooked to the top of the corset in front and rested on my shoulders. 



"Are you done yet?" Kennedy called through the door. 



"Yeah, you're taking forever!" Abigail chimed in. 



"Just a second," I called back. After a scrutinizing look in the mirror, making sure nothing was out of place or showing where it shouldn't be, I put on the small eye mask and opened the door. 



"Oh my God!" Abigail exclaimed as she came into the room. "You look so hot!" 



"Why did you have to buy a skirt this small?" I whined playfully. "I have belts that cover more!" 



"Because I knew you would look sexy in it." Abigail responded while she fussed with my hair and smoothed out the cape. 



"You could definitely wear those boots with other outfits," Kennedy put in while she admired my costume. 



"Screw the boots!" I exclaimed, realizing that there was no way to avoid going out dressed like this. "If I bend over wrong, someone will see my cervix!" Kennedy snorted at this. Okay, so maybe I didn't actually have a cervix, but the idea was the same. 



"That's why I had them make the cape a little longer," Abigail explained as she adjusted parts of my costume. 



"I think you look great babe," Kennedy said watching as Abigail continued her adjustments. 



With Abigail continuing to touch parts of my costume, and Kennedy eyeing me like a piece of dessert, I began to feel ridiculously exposed. Sure, I had worn some short skirts and dresses before, but this was worse. I felt like a total slut. What made this worse, was I had some twisted part in my mind that always got turned on by the thought of being a slut. Before I knew it I could feel my cock slowly beginning to grow. 



"I umm...I think I should...Going to use the bathroom before we go," I stammered fidgeting as I awkwardly made a quick exit in search of some much needed privacy. 



"We have to leave in about thirty minutes," Abigail called after me while Kennedy's laughter echoed behind her. 



I got some looks as I made my way out of our dorm unit and down the hall for the bathroom. People watched as I went past and it only made me feel more like the slutty little girl I was. I opened the bathroom to find it packed with women who were doing makeup while others were putting on the last finishing touches to their costumes. 



There were just too many people. I quickly made a U-turn and kept walking down the hall. I was now holding my cape tight around me, desperate to hide the bulge I knew must be there. It was getting painful now. In a last ditch effort, I turned into the showers to find them blessedly empty and made a dash for my favorite cubicle and locked the door behind me. 



As soon as I was safe, I pulled down those little black panty-shorts along with my panties and gaff. As soon as they were out of the way my cock sprung free to bounce in front of me and I quickly took my problem in hand. 



With a little spit I began stroking myself with a fury. I was such a dirty little girl! Dressed so slutty in a skirt that didn't even cover my ass! Oh god, I was so horny. I came twice before I couldn't cum any more. I couldn't stop thinking about how slutty people would think I was tonight. All of those guys who would be staring and wanting me. All of the girls that would be jealous or possibly wanting me as well. It was just too much. 



It was exhausting. I was panting as I cleaned myself up and put myself away. I took special care to make sure my little secret was as smooth as any other girls before I was finally confident enough to head back to my room. 



"What took you so long Lexi?" Abigail asked. 



"Sorry, I was just..." I began trying to think of a quick excuse. 



"It doesn't matter," Kennedy said coming to my rescue. "We've got to go." 



I mouthed a small thank you to Kennedy when Abigail wasn't looking and she mouthed 'was it good' while making a jerking motion with her hand. I couldn't help my blushes. 



As we were leaving we met up with our fourth for the night, Skylar. It appeared she had decided to go as a villain instead of joining our super heroine theme. Harley Quinn to be exact. The Suicide Squad version...well sort of. Her 'Daddies Lil Monster' t-shirt was cut so short a large portion of the bottom of her breasts were exposed. Dressed as she was, and her tiny body, her double D's looked even larger. She had on torn fishnets with those tiny red and blue shorts. Her makeup matched the gritty, Suicide Squad Harley to a T, as well as her red and blue stained long blond pigtails. 



"You ladies ready for some fun!" Skylar asked in her creepiest Harley impersonation. 



"Wow you look..." I began. 



"Slutty?" she cut in smiling. "Don't worry, I'm going for slutty. It seems like you are too Bat Girl!" She said sliding up to me to put her arm around me, continuing her creepy act. 



"It was Abigail's idea," I tried. 



"I'm sure it was, Beautiful," She said not believing me. 



"We have fifteen minutes to get there, the pussy play with have to wait, Harley." Kennedy said smiling. "Let's get going." 



As we were leaving I could feel my heart racing in my chest and my hands trembling. I hadn't felt this sexy and scared since the first time my sister took me out in public while I was dressed as a woman. As we stepped outside I said a silent prayer that I would make it through this night. 



Ten minutes later we were waiting in line to get into The Library. We were surrounded by all different kinds of costumes. Some people went for scary or realistic costumes, but the majority of women were exploiting the excuse to be a little slutty... and in some cases, extremely slutty. Nurses, school girls, police women, you name it and there was a slutty costume to fill that void. I had the naughty feeling that I was standing in line for some kind of kinky sex club. I was relieved to see that I wasn't even close to being the sluttiest dressed though. 



Before long we were inside and the place was packed. I had never seen The Library this full before and they must have been stretching the maximum capacity. We nudged our way into the waiting crowd and in no time someone stepped onto the stage, microphone in hand, to address the mass of scantily clad women. 



"Welcome ladies, to the sixty eighth annual Halloween Scavenger Hunt!" The student union President said loudly. She was dresses as a character of the Hunger Games and I immediately began to get a bad feeling. "Our former sisters here at Mayweather began this tradition as a way to have a little fun, and rebel from the constraints of their era. It was a simple and innocent way to cut loose. Over the years it has changed. For one, it isn't as innocent as it was in their day," She said with a sly grin. "Some of these tasks are not for the faint at heart. That being said, nothing in these envelopes is illegal... well it depends on how you accomplish said tasks, I guess. Another change from back in the day is you must get photographic proof of said accomplishment." 



"Here on the stage are bundles of envelopes with your tasks. No two bundles have exactly the same lists and your choice is completely random. Some are easier and others are harder. Each objective is worth five points, but some have opportunities for bonus points. All of the bundles have the same potential points to make it fair." 



"Now here's the catch. If you open an envelope and can't find the objective, you lose three points. If you don't get a picture, negative points. Also, all participants must be in the photo unless otherwise stated for points to be awarded, so no splitting up. The winner will be the team with the most points. Ties will be broken by the team who finishes first and you must turn in your list by 3am." 



"Now for the prize!" She said. "We have five-hundred and twenty-four participants. That's one-hundred and thirty-one teams, which brings our prize to just over ten-thousand dollars which our generous alumni, Marilyn Brooks, has pledged to match. That's twenty thousand dollars to the victors!" She finished to a loud cheer from the crowd. 



"Teams pick your representative and claim your lists. And for those of you who think to be sneaky," she said with a smile, "you cannot use a Mayweather student to complete any of these challenges." 



At that announcement I saw a few sour faces that thought to get an edge in the competition somehow. 



"Let the sixty-eighth annual Scavenger Hunt begin! And may the odds be ever in your favor." 



We quickly elected Kennedy to claim our list and while some groups gathered to open their first envelope or discuss their plan of action we were already rushing to Kennedy's car. 



"Where to?" Kennedy asked as we clamored into the car. 



"It doesn't matter." Skylar said. "We need to get out of this parking lot. In a few minutes it's going to be a madhouse." 



Kennedy slammed the car into gear and made a quick getaway while the rest of us made a plan. The race was on. 



"Should we open our first envelope?" Abigail asked in anticipation. 



"Where should we go?" Skylar piped in. 



"I think we should open them all right now." I added, explaining. "If we open them one at a time we risk missing an objective later in the night that we could have easily completed earlier." 



"What about losing points if we don't finish one?" Abigail asked. 



"We'll just have to not let that happen." I said firmly. 



"I agree with Lexi. We should open them all right now and then decide where to go." Kennedy said pulling off to the side of the road. "Let's have them." 



Kennedy handed each of us some envelopes and we tore into them. The ones I opened didn't seem that bad, but the other girls kept gasping and giggling over theirs. After all of the envelopes were opened we had our list. 



Take a photo of the inside of a Men's Bathroom. All teammates. 5 points. 



Picture with police officer. All teammates. 5 points. 



Sexy kiss with a slutty witch. One teammate. No Mayweather students. 5 points. No bonus. 



Convince a stranger to make a condom balloon. 5 points. No bonus. 



Molly Ringwald. Acquire woman's panties. Must have a picture of them wearing them for points. No Mayweather students. 5 points. No bonus. 



Keg stand or beer bong. 3 points each. 12 points max. 



Picture of a penis. One person needs to be in this picture. 5 points. +5 Bonus if you are touching it. 



Find at least one person dressed as Carmen San Diego, Waldo, or a Ninja Turtle. 5 points. Plus 2 points if you find more than one. No doubles. 



Charity. Give a guy a lap dance. 3 points each. 12 points max. 



Write your names on a guy. All names must be on the same guy for points. 5 points. No bonus. 



I wasn't sure what I was expecting, but most of these weren't that bad. The way some of the upper class-men were talking, I was surprised we didn't have to blow anybody. Sure someone had to take a picture with a penis, but that could be one of the other girls. Getting another girls underwear might be a challenge, but kissing a slutty witch would be easy tonight with all the drinking and sex in the air. 



"That's some list," Abigail said dejectedly. 



"This? I think we lucked out!" Skylar said happily. "We can get most of this done on Mill Ave. We should start there and then go to an ASU party when it gets later." 



Following Skylar's lead, Kennedy made her way to Mill Ave. Mill Avenue is famous for college kids. It's an entire street lined with bars and restaurants on both sides, packed with ASU students and people who want to party like ASU students. We could easily check off half of our list there. 



"When we get there we are on the buddy system. Nobody goes off on their own and nobody drinks anything that they do not see the bartender pour." Kennedy said as she found a parking spot. 



I was sure Skylar already knew about not drinking a questionable drink, but I was assuming that that little tid-bit was meant for Abigail; she could be so trusting. Most of our outings were at The Library, and being the designated hang out for Mayweather students, the staff looked out for us. The world isn't always a nice place, and away from that safety and protection, we were on our own. 



"I'll be our designated driver," Kennedy added, putting the car into park. "It's 8:45pm. We have plenty of time to get these done." 



"Okay girls!" Skylar said with a wicked smile. "It's time to slut up or shut up!" 



*** *** *** 



We got our picture with a cop right off the bat. There were several walking the sidewalks in preparation for a wild night of college partiers and all it took was a sweet smile from Kennedy and he had his partner snapping a picture for us. The bathroom picture was easy as well. It was still early so we found the most empty bar we could and casually slipped into the men's room and took a picture next to a urinal. It was a little embarrassing running into a guy coming in while we were leaving, but still easy. Ten points as easy as that! 



We hit a small lull after that. Sure we had a lot of time to finish these objectives, but the down side to starting so early was the rest of the challenges required strangers, and there weren't that many out yet. It should have made it easier to do some of these things without a crowd, but without the crowd to get lost in, it made it too personal. And I could see that the others felt the same. 



"We need alcohol!" Abigail said leaning over the table we were sitting at in a mostly empty bar. 



I couldn't agree more. We flagged down a server and in no time we were sipping on drinks of delicious courage. 



"What's up ladies?" Kennedy asked. "We only have two down and this is a race." 



"I don't know if I can do some of these," Abigail protested. 



"There are not enough people out and I feel a little exposed." I said embarrassed. I hoped she recognize my reluctance with some of these. I didn't think I could get myself to take a picture with a guy's penis and I would need more alcohol if I was going to give some guy a lap dance. 



Dancing close with a guy was one thing, you could call it an accident, or just dancing. A lap dance was just that. You couldn't call it anything else and it was most certainly not an accident. 

"Skylar, do you have a condom?" Kennedy asked. 



"Why are you asking me?" She said avoiding Kennedy's eyes. 



"Because I know they don't," Kennedy answered motioning to Abigail and I. 



After a second Skylar reached into the waist of her tiny red and blue shorts and pulled out a condom. 



"Don't waste that one, I only have two left," Skylar said holding out the gold square. She must have been anticipating a really good night if she brought three condoms! 



Kennedy smiled as she snatched the condom and made her way to a nearby table with a couple of guys and sat down to talk to them. One of them was pretty good looking, but his companion was nothing special. Neither of them were in costume, just jeans and t-shirts. 



The two couldn't keep their eyes off of Kennedy and I couldn't blame them. Her body looked amazing and she was the perfect Black Widow. To tip the scales in her favor, it seemed Kennedy had pulled the zipper on her top down a few inches below her breast, making them virtual lodestones to their eyes. 



Kennedy focused in on the okay looking one and in no time they were talking and laughing. We couldn't hear their conversation, but eventually Kennedy smiled and pulled out the condom. We were all surprised when he eagerly took the condom from her and opened it. Before we knew it, he was blowing it up with a fury. 



"Holy shit that's huge!" Skylar said as it got bigger and bigger. 



It was impressive. It was almost two feet long and as big around as a basketball. 



"Oh shit!" I exclaimed grabbing my phone. In our amazement that Kennedy had gotten this guy to do it, we forgot about the picture. I quickly snapped a couple from across the room making sure to get both Kennedy and the guy in the frame. 



In no time the guy blew himself out and was seriously out of breath. Kennedy gave him a consoling smile and a pat on the arm before getting up and coming back to our table. 



"How the hell did you get him to do that so easily?" I asked. 



"Easy." Kennedy said sitting down. "I told him that we would all blow him if he could blow up that condom until it popped in under a minute." 



"You what!?" Abigail said shocked and a little outraged. I had to admit, I didn't like hearing that I had narrowly escaped having to give a stranger a blow job. 



"Relax, it's impossible to blow one up that fast. He only got about half way before the time was up." Kennedy explained. "Those things can get to like four feet long." 



"Fine, but let's not barter each other for sex. All right?" Abigail said shifting around in her seat. It appeared she didn't like the thought of having possibly been required to suck on a strangers cock. 



"Okay, no more. I promise?" Kennedy said looking a little ashamed with herself. Less for me and Skylar and more for Abigail I'm sure. Their relationship was still new and Abigail, despite her growing exploits with Kennedy, was still rather innocent. 



"While you two kiss and make up, I think I just found my lap dance" Skylar announced peering around me to a guy sitting in a cushioned chair in the corner with some friends. "Get your camera ready." 



"I need another drink," Abigail stated before walking over to the bar. 



With Abigail occupied and Skylar making her move on an objective, Kennedy moved in close and asked me a question. 



"Can we just take a picture of your cock for the challenge?" Kennedy whispered to me. "We can just slip away and get it done real quick." 



It sounded so easy, but the more I thought about it the more I was scared. What if somebody happened across us while I had my cock out? What if part of my costume was in the picture and someone recognized it? I couldn't think of all of the things that could go wrong, but my mind was still screaming no. 



"I don't think so," I said slowly. "It would be cheating, and I really don't want someone to walk in on us and see...me." 



"Come on! It would be so easy!" Kennedy persisted. 



I could see the argument from her side, but I was still scared and my nerves won out. "Sorry Kennedy, but no." 



She seemed a little upset by my response. 



By the time Abigail returned with her new drink, Skylar was well on her way to checking off her lap dance. A nice slow beat had just started over the speakers and she had casually sat down in the lap of a handsome Jack Sparrow. It looked like a nice conversation with him rubbing the bare skin of her back, courtesy of her tiny shirt. Very subtly she began to move her ass in the guy's lap until she was eventually fully grinding on his crotch. 



She easily shifted her position so she was facing away from him and sat between his spread legs. Her back was resting against his chest as she continued here gyrating motions in his lap. Skylar leaned her head back to whisper in his ear as she took both of his hands in hers. She placed them on her fishnet thighs and slowly pulled them up, passing her short shorts and onto her smooth stomach. 



Skylar continued her slow grinding as she moved his hands all over her exposed stomach even letting his fingers brush the undersides of her exposed breasts. 



The whole time Kennedy was snapping away pictures until the song ended and Skylar eased herself off Jack Sparrows lap. She gave him a sweet kiss on the cheek before violently grabbing his face and licking him from jaw to forehead. She was completely crazy! With a laugh, she blew him a kiss and skipped away. 



"How was that?" Skylar asked. With a smile. 



"See for yourself." Kennedy said smiling. She held out the phone for Skylar to see. Apparently she hadn't been taking pictures, but had videotaped the entire thing instead. When the video finally reached the end where she kissed and then licked this guy's face she was laughing so hard. 



"I look like a total nut job!" She laughed. "You have to send that to my phone!" 



After Skylar's little dance things settled down for a little while. With Kennedy being our designated driver, the rest of us began to drink more heavily in anticipation for the night to really begin. Abigail seemed a little more withdrawn, almost like the old Abigail, and I was sure it had something to do with Kennedy. It seemed that she wasn't over the bet she made and, even though Kennedy had been adamant that it wasn't possible for someone to do it, she was upset at the idea of being wagered like that. 



As we waited for the evening crowd to arrive we made our way from bar to bar in an attempt to find likely candidates for our other objectives, as well as the elusive Waldo, Carmen San Diego and Ninja Turtles. Together we had agreed that if we kept moving we would increase our odds. 



It was around 11pm before we tackled another challenge. We were at a place called El Hefe's when Abigail spotted our sexy witch on the dance floor. She was a tall, stunning blond, wearing a black hat and a dress with a lace up front and skirt that barely covered her ass. 



"Dibs!" Kennedy called immediately after Abigail pointed her out. 



"Kennedy!" Abigail said a little hurt. I knew that protective look on her face. I had seen it when Abigail had told me that I was the only person she wouldn't fight in regards to Kennedy's affections. It seemed that, even while mad at Kennedy, she was still unwilling to let anyone else get their hands on what was hers. 



"Don't worry baby, I'm just doing this for the team," Kennedy said pulling Abigail close. "You know I'm going home with you." She reassured her as she sweetly kissed Abigail's perfect pouty lips. 



I watched as Abigail's reluctance faded and she began to kiss back. Their arms wrapped around each other as their tongues dueled between soft lips and their hands roamed over skin tight clothing. Then out of nowhere Abigail squeezed Kennedy's ass causing a startled squeak to slip through Kennedy's lips. When they finally parted, Abigail had a huge grin and a faraway look in her eyes as she gazed back at Kennedy. 



"Maybe you want to come and help me?" Kennedy asked brushing her hair back. 



Ignoring Abigail's shy blushes, Kennedy pulled her along behind her. None of this really surprised me, this was classic Kennedy. She enjoyed pushing people boundaries in and out of the bedroom, but always sexually. 



"When did that start?" Skylar asked surprised. "Did I miss something?" 



"It happened a few weeks ago when we went to The Blacklist across town." I said smiling. 



"Wow!" Skylar exclaimed. "But it's Abigail... I mean... Wow!" 



"Yeah. I know." I said watching Kennedy and Abigail make their approach to our slutty witch. 



The slutty witch was dancing with a few guys when Kennedy pulled Abigail between them and began dancing with the girl. It started innocent, but quickly progressed to something more. Kennedy moved closer, taking Abigail with her, and began rubbing their bodies against hers. Hands began to roam as their bodies slid against each other's and the guys were eating it up. 



Just inches away from our slutty witch, Kennedy pulled Abigail in for a sensual kiss and when their lips finally parted she pulled the witch in for one as well and I snapped my picture. When Kennedy broke it off, the witch surprised all of us by planting her lips on Abigail as well. 



She had one hand gripped in Abigail's hair while the other moved over her body. I don't know if it was the alcohol lowering her inhibitions, but after only a small resistance Abigail began to kiss her back, wrapping her arms around her. For several minutes, it was a sexy mess of roaming hands and grinding bodies while their tongues danced between their lips. 



I snapped a few more pictures... just for posterity I assure you. When the kiss finally ended they danced for a brief moment longer before Kennedy pulled Abigail away and back toward us. 



"Did you get it?" Kennedy asked. 



"Oh we got it alright!" Skylar said giving Kennedy a high five and Abigail a hug. "I don't even go for girls, and that was still hot!" 



"Speaking of hot, I found my lap dance!" Kennedy announced before walking away. 



I wasn't sure, but I had the feeling Kennedy was a little upset about Abigail's enthusiasm with our witch, and if her performance was any indication, I was right. Lacking any subtlety, she walked over to a crowd of guys, and without a word she grabbed her target and dragged him a few feet away to a chair and pushed him onto it. 



I must say, Kennedy giving a lap dance in a crowded bar was everything I expected and more. Like it was the most natural thing in the world, she plopped herself into his lap a proceeded to grind on him every which way for the next five minutes or so. By the end of it there was a huge crowd gathered around her, chanting for the Black Widow, and Kennedy didn't disappoint them. Skylar, Abigail and I watched in amazement as Kennedy ate it up and worked her magic. 



The down side to Kennedy's lap dance was the need to change venues. It seems that every guy there thought he deserved the same treatment from her or the rest of us. We did still needed to tick a few more lap dances off of our list, but we all agreed, some of these guys were starting to creep us out with the way they were hovering around us, and if we stuck around we might be the unintentional cause of a riot. 



We hopped through a few more bars and Abigail managed to take care of her own lap dance in a nice piano bar. She was drunkenly enthusiastic and it seemed like she was trying to outdo Kennedy, but in reality it was almost hard to watch. She might be a good dancer when she is upright, but it was hard not to giggle at her attempt. 



There had been long stretches where we just danced or sat at our table being hit on by a constant stream of guys and it was during one of these breaks that Kennedy began to feed me drinks. I wasn't sure what was going on, but we were having a great time so I went with it. 



"Lexi and I will be right back," Kennedy said loudly. "Stick together." 



"What?" I said a little drunkenly. "Where we going?" 



Kennedy hauled me to my feet and pulled me along behind her. Once we rounded a corner Kennedy turned to me and her smiling attitude changed. 



"You, Missy, are being a big pussy!" She said jabbing her finger between my breasts. "You haven't even been trying to help out with the challenges! Hell, even Abigail has done more. I never would have thought you of all people would be chickening out like this. You need to find some big girl panties and start taking some for the team." She said firmly. 



I had been nervous about some of the things we had to do, but being caught up in the fun of watching I hadn't really realized how much I was letting everyone down. 



"I'm so sorry!" I said almost tearing up. "I'm just so scared. I mean I'm not... I'm... I have a... and... I'm not a real girl." I finished feeling the tears in my eyes. 



"Fuck that!" Kennedy said slapping me. "The hell you aren't. Just look at yourself for fucks sake. If you're not a girl, I don't know who is. Sure you have a little extra," Kennedy said smiling now, "but that doesn't mean you're not a woman." 



"How am I going to give a guy a lap dance?" I asked. "I don't even know how. What if he feels my... you know..? And touch a penis? I..." I began swallowing. 



This was something I had been fighting for a while. I loved how sexy and wanted I felt as a woman. I loved the attention I received from guys and I couldn't help but flirt with the cute ones. I even enjoyed dancing with them and the close touching. And Danny... I had Kissed Danny. A guy. And I loved the way I felt in his arms with his hands roaming my body. I even enjoyed the feeling of his hard cock pressed against my ass and stomach. 



It had happened. I still thought about it, but at the same time I had been ignoring something. I had a penis. As much as I felt like a woman as Lexi, I was still hiding, even if I felt more true to myself to be like this. I had been drawing invisible lines of what I could and couldn't do. Even though I felt like a woman, deep down somewhere I was still thinking like Alex. I was still thinking like the homophobic virgin, effeminate-looking teenage boy. 



"What's so wrong with touching a penis?" Kennedy asked. "I've touched yours many times. Hell, you have more experience with a penis than Abigail, Skylar and I put together." 



"It's not the same," I protested. 



"How so? It's a penis. You've touched one every day of your life. I'm pretty sure you've given it more hand jobs than you can count," Kennedy said. "And don't give me any of that 'gay' shit either. You're a lady. Cock handling is your business!" 



I couldn't hold it in any longer. The damn broke and the tears flew free. Kennedy pulled me into her arms and held me as I let it all out. I couldn't control myself as I cried into her shoulder. I won't go into the specifics, but it wasn't pretty. It was however what I needed. 



I had been so conflicted about this for so long. I still didn't really know if I was 'gay', but I had been so worried about it and feeling guilty about the thoughts I'd been having. Here Kennedy was saying that it was alright. She was someone I admired and looked up to and it meant so much hearing it from her. 



My sister Audrey had told me once that I might have a bi side, and that it would be okay if I did. It felt like so long ago, and even though I still remember the sincerity on her face when she said it, it wasn't the same as having Kennedy in front of me saying that it was okay. When my sister had told me it was at a time when I was confused and in firm denial. Part of me wished she was still around to help me navigate through this new world, but I was glad that I had Kennedy with me in her place. 



"Shh, it's okay Sweety. Everything's okay," Kennedy whispered to me as she stroked my hair. "You're okay." 



When my tears finally subsided Kennedy just held me until I had settled down. 



"Now that we got that out of the way. I guess I understand you not wanting some guy to feel you rubbing your lady bits on him, but next time talk to me about it. When we get back to the table you are going to sit in my lap and we'll do a little test run." Kennedy said fixing my hair. "And if all goes well, you should be able to give some lucky guy a pretty nice lap dance that he won't soon forget." 



"Now, you need to clean yourself up." Kennedy said. "No one wants to get a lap dance from a girl that's been crying." 



After another big hug, Kennedy and I went to the ladies room to freshen ourselves up. Well mostly just for me to freshen up. I washed away my tears and reapplied my makeup and made sure my hair was in order before donning my cute eye mask and returning to our table with Kennedy. At that moment I was thankful for my mask. It hid the redness around my eyes so my friends wouldn't see how much of a wreck I had been. 



We made it back to our table with a fresh round of drinks waiting for us. Kennedy sat down in her spot by the wall and gently pulled me into her lap. 



"Our little Lexi's been worried all night because she doesn't know how to give a lap dance." Kennedy explained to our cheery group. 



"Really?" Skylar said. "I would have thought you would be a pro at them... Not that you're a slut. You're hot," she said rather quickly and beginning to ramble. "Haven't you ever been grinding up against some guy while you were making out?" 



"I kind of hadn't done anything until I came here," I explained. 



It was true. I was still a hopeless virgin until my sister drove down with me to send me off to college. Sure I did have that one memorable time with Tiffany Scott, but I was on the receiving end of the grinding and there is a difference between seeing something done and knowing how to do it yourself. 



"What about that friend of yours that helped you move in in the beginning of the year?" Abigail asked. 



"She was my first," I said avoiding eye contact. I could feel the blood rushing to my cheeks and at that moment I was wishing I had a larger mask. Two out of three people at this table didn't know that 'Dreya' was my sister, but I couldn't help but realize I still told them that I lost my virginity to my sister. 



"She was very pretty," Abigail mused. 



"Did any of you think she looked familiar?" Skylar asked. "I kept thinking I'd seen her somewhere before?" 



Kennedy suddenly burst out laughing. 



"Oh that tickles!" She squealed quickly covering herself. When she calmed herself down she grabbed my hips and slowly began to move them. 



"Just follow my lead," Kennedy said into my ear. "That's it. Arch your back and stick your butt out. Now keep your body still and rock your hips forward." She instructed. 



I continued to let Kennedy's hands guide me as my friends watched on. It was a little awkward at first, but I seemed to quickly get the hang of it as Kennedy moved on to instructing me in a gyrating motion that she claimed men loved. 



"This is so fucking hot," Skylar said as she stared on in a trance. 



I don't know how long I was sitting on Kennedy's lap. I had really gotten into it and was really enjoying the feeling and the rhythm. While I was still lost in the moment Kennedy broke the spell, whispering into my ear. "I think that should be enough practice for now doll. I couldn't 'feel' anything but that beautiful ass on me. You should be okay as long as you don't get too excited." 



I was actually beginning to enjoy it, but Kennedy was right, it was enough practice for now. With a quiet sigh I eased myself off Kennedy and sat down in my own seat. It was nice to have had a little closeness with Kennedy again, but before I could reminisce we were interrupted by a man that must have been carved by Michelangelo himself. 



"Hi, I'm Tarzan," Said this beautifully sculpted man in a tattered loin cloth. "That was truly breathtaking." 



"I'm sorry Tarzan, but she's not Jane," Abigail said in a sweet voice dripping with sarcasm. 

"Hold on a second." I chided Abigail. I was still pretty buzzed and after giving Kennedy that lap dance I was still running on my endorphin high. "Hello Tarzan. I'm Bat Girl and these are my friends Black Widow, Harley Quinn, and Rogue." 



"It is a pleasure to meet you ladies." He said taking my hand to shake it. "Could I get you guys some drinks?" 



"How about you just sit with us?" I asked. 



I had been letting down our team whether anyone else but Kennedy knew it or not. It was time to start checking off some boxes, and god help me I was going to go big or go home. 



No one knew what was about to happen, but I did. I offered him the empty seat next to mine and he quickly sat down with us. Tarzan was really Greg, who was in his third year at ASU pursuing a degree in political science... if you could believe anything you hear from a guy in a bar. The only thing I believed so far was the fact that he worked as a personal trainer. He was incredibly fit. Shirtless as her was, and only wearing a tattered brown loin cloth, I could see every muscle he had and they were remarkable...well maybe not every muscle. 



"And then he said, 'What about the swordfish?'" Tarzan finished receiving loud laughs from all of us. 



The conversation was nice, but I was beginning to get more and more nervous the longer I waited. With great effort, I stilled my shaking hands and placed one on his muscled arm. 



"These are nice," I said, running my hands over the smooth curves and firm ridges. "You don't mind do you?" I asked holding his blue eyes with mine. 



His smiled at me, giving his assent, and I let my hand roam further. I was already sitting very close, so with little effort I let my hand slip from his arm to his chest. It was a delicate touch and I was sure he could feel the sensual nature behind it. I brushed his nipple with my fingers before pausing to give it a playful squeeze. 



By now my heart was hammering into my rib cage, and my tightened corset was causing my breath to come short. Still staring into his eyes, I moved my hand down his rock hard abs feeling the rise and fall of each hard muscle until my fingertips brushed the rough fabric of his loin cloth. 



I could see him swallow hard. I traced my fingers along the cloth until I reached the tie at his waist and then I made my way down his leg. 



By now I couldn't tell if the table had just gone quiet, or if my mind was so overloaded that I could no longer process sound. His flesh felt so warm under my touch. As I slid my hand back up, I let my fingers dip to the inside of his leg where they eventually disappeared under his cloth. 



As soon as my hand disappeared from view I slowed my progress moving inch by inch. I wanted to do this, but I couldn't deny that I was still scared. 



We both jumped a little when my fingers made contact and Tarzan jerked his head away to see if anyone notice what was happening. All the girls at our table knew exactly what was going on, but as for the rest of the club they were completely oblivious. 



I had been expecting to feel warm flesh under my fingers, but instead I felt soft fabric. It seems our Tarzan wasn't as authentic as he seemed. Still, I was not to be deterred. I found the waist of the underwear he was wearing and gently tugged them down. 



Tarzan eased off of his seat as I slipped them off and I hid his brown banana hammock in between my thigh and chair. With is underwear gone, there was an obvious tent in his loin cloth as something was lifting it a couple inches off of his lap. 



I scooted myself even closer and placed my hand back on his leg and smiled. This time, when I slid my hand underneath, I met no obstruction. As I made my way closer to his crotch, I felt his hardened shaft brush against the back of my hand accompanied by a quick intake of breath echoed by my Tarzan. 



Still a little timid, I gently traced his length with my fingertips feeling his silky soft skin combined with the firmness of iron underneath. I made the trip up and down twice before I concurred that he was definitely larger than I was. He must have been at least nine inches. 



I licked my lips and then eased my hand around his shaft. It felt so strong in my hand. So firm. I had felt my own, but this wasn't anywhere near the same when it was someone else's. It felt so hot to my touch and I could feel the blood pulsing into it. I gave it a little squeeze and it jumped in my hand giving me a shock. 



Giggling at my foolishness, I resumed my work. With his cock firmly in my hand I began to stroke him in a slow deliberate motion. I knew what I liked and I made sure to put all of that into my efforts. 



I could feel Tarzan twitching under my ministrations, fighting back the urge to thrust himself faster into my hand. I began to pump him harder adding a cork-screw motion and before long his eyes were closed tight begging for his release. 



As I continued to pleasure his shaft, I felt his hand on my milky thigh, slowly inching its way higher and higher. The feel of his rough, strong hands on me felt exhilarating. I desperately wanted him to go higher, but in a panic I stopped his hand with my own, holding it in place just inches from my panties. 



I could see Kennedy sitting on the other side of him smiling widely at me with her phone in her hand. Remembering why I was doing this, I angle his cock up more letting the loin cloth fall away exposing him. 



Still holding his hand firmly against my thigh, I leaned in close resting my head on his bare muscled chest. I could feel him begin to swell in my hand and I began to stroke faster. His strong hand gripped my thigh tighter, causing his fingers to dig into my smooth, toned flesh. 



I knew he was going to cum and my mind was screaming for him to. My body felt possessed, I flicked my tongue out across his nipple and sucked it into my mouth. As if that was the cue he had been waiting for, Tarzan grunted like the wild beast he was and I felt his cock erupt in my hand. With every throbbing pulse, cum sprayed out, arching up and onto the table in front of us. When his final shot was done, we were both panting and out of breath. 



Just as I was finally catching my breath, the last thing I expected happened. They cheered. My teammates let out a raucous shout of victory for my accomplishment. 



Seeing the semen on the table in front of me, and all of my girlfriends excited about what I had just done, started making me feel nervous again. I smiled awkwardly as I blushed like a fury. Knowing they had watched the whole thing, me jerking off a complete stranger in public, was making me even hornier than I had been while I was doing it. 



When I had his cock in my hand it felt amazing, but I was still a little in shock that I was actually doing it. Now that I was done, it all came flooding back to me and I couldn't stop the erection that was growing under my dangerously short skirt. 



"Excuse me, I'm just going to wash up really quick." I told Tarzan and my friends. "I'll be right back." 



I most definitely was not going to be right back. I slid off my chair and making sure my cape covered my backside and any bulge I might have in my panties, I rushed to the women's room. There was a small line, but to the protests of the women standing in it I skipped to the front. My need was greater than theirs. You could always hold it just a little bit longer, you could not stop a painful erection. It seems like the more pain they endure, the more they demand to grow and break free from their captivity. 



I quickly shut the door to the stall and freed my torment. With my cock firmly in hand I stroked myself furiously replaying the sight and feel of my hand around Tarzan's huge cock. I could still feel his brutish hand on my thigh, sliding slowly up to touch me, and then gripping me painfully as he came by my hand. In no time I was shooting my load onto the dirty bathroom floor with a gasp of relief. 



I leaned against the wall as I caught my breath and texted my friends to meet me outside while my cock shrank back to a more manageable size. I didn't know how to go back to that table and have some nice conversation with some strange guy I had just jerked off, and the good news was I didn't have to. Besides, we still had more challenges to get through. 



"I can't believe you just did that!" Abigail squealed as I met them outside. 



"I'm so proud of you," Kennedy whispered as she gave me a big hug. 



"Thank you!" I whispered back. "It means so much that your here to support me." 



"Speaking of support..." Kennedy said reaching into a pouch on her utility belt. "I thought you might like these." 



She was holding up what looked to be Tarzan's thong. 



"How did you get those?" I asked surprised. 



"They fell on the floor when you went to go wash up," She explained. "Just think, Tarzan is going to spend the rest of the night with his junk swinging away under that cloth," she said causing gales of laughter as we took in the image. 



"You are so cruel!" 



"Hey, life's all about balance," Kennedy explained. "He got a great hand job from a hot girl and then he went and lost his Pickle Pouch. See? Balance." 



"You guys are some hardcore bitches!" Skylar said giving us high fives. 



After that, the rest of the night felt like a breeze. We found our way to a couple of frat parties where we ticked off all of our beer bong challenges and wrote our names on a guy that was passed out in a lounge chair by a pool. With my new confidence I even managed my lap dance. I didn't do as well as Kennedy, but it was good enough for the points. Carmen San Diego and Waldo were elusive as ever, but we did find all four ninja turtles which started a heated debate about if each turtle was worth its own points. 



"It just says Ninja Turtle." Abigail explained. "No doubles. We'll only get credit for one." 



"They're not doubles, they are each a different turtle." Skylar protested for the fifth time. "That one's Donatello, that's Rafael, and Leo and Mikey are over by the barbecue. See, different turtles... No doubles." 



I had stepped out of this argument almost ten minutes ago. I was still pretty drunk, but I wasn't so drunk I need to argue about Ninja Turtles drunk. Personally I was more interested in what Kennedy was up to. We only had one challenge left and an hour to get back to The Library to turn them in, and it seemed like Kennedy was getting ready to close. 



Abigail's mood had been all over the place tonight. She was happy go lucky one minute and hurt or upset the next. I think we had let her have too much alcohol along with too much stimulus to be honest. She would get happy or upset at the slightest provocation. Her arguing with Skylar was actually a blessing because we were at the Molly Ringwald challenge and in her state, she didn't need to see this. 



We all knew that Kennedy was the panty whisperer, and this challenge was hers from the beginning. She had kept putting it off because she didn't want to upset Abigail. They had their relationship and it was a good one, but right now Abigail would not be able to comprehend that Kennedy was just doing this for the team, and just because she enjoyed doing it as well, didn't mean that Kennedy would have done it otherwise. 



So while Skylar and Abigail discussed the exact wording of a challenge that we had already completed, I watched on as Kennedy pulled out all of her moves on a slutty Red Riding Hood. Kennedy had her pressed up against the wall on a deserted side of the frat house kissing her neck while running her hands through her long black hair. Red's hands were being blocked by Kennedy's body, but I could only guess that they were rubbing furiously over the crotch of her Black Widow body suit. 



As if they were completely alone, Kennedy reached underneath Red's skirt and slowly pealed down her panties. Already ready and waiting, I snapped a few pictures of them both, making sure to catch the tiny black G-string while it was still around Red's thighs. 



Kennedy reached back underneath her skirt and went to work as she continued kissing her. I watched the short, but quick movements of her forearm in fascination. While Kennedy strummed her pussy, Red kicked off her panties and hooked a leg around Kennedy, pulling her closer. 



"But there not the same turtle!" I heard Skylar yelling again. 



After a few more minutes of Kennedy's fingers, Red pushed her off gasping for breath. Eager for more, she grabbed Kennedy's hand and lead her back into the frat house, presumably to a more private or comfortable location. As they rounded the corner, I stealthily moved in, worth of the dark night himself, and retrieved our prize. 



I wadded them up and tucked them into my cleavage before whipping out my phone to shoot a text to Kennedy. 



"I GOT THEM!" 



"Okay ladies." I said wrapping my cape around Skylar who was now shivering from her severe lack of clothing. "It's time to go turn in our list before it's too late." 



"T-t-thank y-y-ou." Skylar said rubbing her shoulders. 



She really didn't plan this whole costume thing out that well. I was basically wearing a corset and booty shorts as far as my tiny skirt was concerned, and she was wearing less than I was. Phoenix might be a desert, but it does get a little chilly at night, especially when you compare it to the near hundred degree weather a few weeks ago. 



"Come on, Abigail," I said holding her hand. "Let's all go and get warmed up. I bet we have hot coco at the dorm." 



By the time I got them out to the car, Kennedy was waiting for us with the heater already running. Still huddling together for warmth, the three of us clamored into the back seat together and Kennedy began to drive us back. 



"Did we get all of them done?" Abigail asked breaking the silence of the ride. 



"We didn't get Carmen San Diego or Waldo," Kennedy said keeping her eyes on the road. 



"But we did get all four Ninja Turtles," Skylar piped in. 



"We only get credit for one of them!" Abigail insisted. 



"Enough about the damn turtles!" Kennedy and I said in unison. 



We made it to the Library with twenty minutes to spare. Abigail and Skylar were down for the count in the back seat leaving Kennedy and I to turn in our envelopes and pictures, along with a pair of black panties that were still slightly damp. 



"So what did you do with Red Riding Hood?" I asked Kennedy while I had her away from Abigail. 



"She took me up to a room and I told her I was going to grab us a couple drinks and be right back," Kennedy replied. 



"Poor girl," I sighed. 



"She was pretty. She'll be okay," Kennedy smiled. 



After talking with one of the officials, we in fact did not receive extra points for each extra ninja turtle. They apologized for the unclear wording of the challenge, but in our case it didn't really matter. We had claimed Sixty-Nine points and held a twenty point lead on everyone else that had turned theirs in so far. Unless someone showed up in the next twenty minutes who had completed all of their objectives and managed to find Carmen San Diego or Waldo then we would be the winners. (Apparently everyone received that particular envelope.) 



Kennedy and I wanted to stick around to see if anyone turned up, but the other girls were still drunk and passed out in the car. Kennedy drove us all back to the Evens Hall, and it took some doing, but we managed to get them both back to the dorm and tucked warm in their beds. 



"That was a lot of work," Kennedy said collapsing onto the couch next to me after she tucked in Abigail. 



"Tell me about it," I sighed tiredly. "Next year we should really pace our drinking if we do this again." 



"Are you talking about the drunk wonder twins?" Kennedy asked, "Because I was talking about that hand job. You sure your arms not tired from all that stroking?" she asked making a jerking motion with her hand and causing my cheeks to burn with embarrassment. "You do remember that you only needed to touch it for the extra points right? We didn't need a semen sample." 



Just when I was wishing that I could melt from embarrassment, Kennedy leaned in and kissed me on the side of the forehead. 



"I'm so proud of you," She said pulling me into a hug. 



"I love you!" I said feeling tears in my eyes as my heart lifted from her words and embrace. 



"I love you to, Sweety." 



END OF CHAPTER FIVE 



I thank you for sticking with Lexi and I through this journey! Rest assured, there is plenty more to come. I plan on posting Ch.6 before the new year if all goes well, so keep an eye out. 



Please take just a second to vote below if you liked the story. It doesn't take very long, and it does wonderfully wicked things to my naughty bits when you do! 



SoB

Women's Studies Ch. 06

It may seem like I'm giving up on this story at times, but I can assure you that is not the case. I write nearly every day. Not all of that writing goes towards Women's Studies, but the majority of it does. Trying to stick to the standard that you have come to expect of this series, sometimes I write a single chapter multiple times before I finally settle on a version to post. Chapter 6 has had no less than 7 iterations. So while you think this story might be dying off, or that I am giving up, that is most certainly not the case. There will definitely be more to come.



I appreciate all of you sticking with me throughout this journey, and I welcome the new readers. Feel free to leave comments, and if you love the story don't forget to vote and favorite it. I don't have a firm date for chapter seven, but I have already started working on it. I'll try not to make you wait nearly as long.



This story contains cross-dressing and pre-op transsexual lesbianism... can't exactly call it hetero sex...



As always, thanks to Skye4Life1974 for her edits. She caught a bunch of them, but none of us are perfect and she volunteers for free.



Women's Studies Ch.06



I was becoming restless underneath my covers. It was late Wednesday morning and I had my duvet pulled over my head to block out the god awful light. Yesterday had seen the mass exodus of students and faculty for the Thanksgiving holiday and I had the entire dorm to myself. It wasn't just Evens hall either, as far as I knew I was the only hold out. It was depressing to say the least.



I had been looking forward to going back home. Well, sort of. I had been anticipating seeing my sister Audrey again, for obvious reasons, but she had called me earlier in the week informing me that she wouldn't be making it back home. With the only reason for me to return now gone, I decided to stay on campus in a solid attempt to avoid seeing my mother. That, and I wasn't ready to go back to being Alex, however temporary. If Audrey had been there it would have been worth it, but now that she was taking a pass, so was I.



I might have gone home if our mother wasn't such a bible thumping, perpetually angry, hate monger. She's one of those people you see holding signs and yelling at women entering planned parenthood or boycotting gay rights activists and the funerals for fallen war hero's. I'm pretty sure she believes that everyone except for her is going to hell for their sinful ways. I might've had to grow up with that shit, but now that I had a choice, I preferred to avoid it. That is, without incentive, of course.



Try as I might, I couldn't think of any appealing reason to get out of bed. With all my friends gone for the holiday, all I wanted to do was stay in my bed, however my body was of a different mind. I'd been wide awake for over an hour now, fidgeting restlessly beneath my blankets, trying to either fall asleep or think of something to do.



One good thing that had come to mind during my restlessness was, being all alone, I didn't have to be as careful as I usually had to. Having the whole place to myself, I didn't have to wait until odd hours to take a shower, or for Abigail to leave the room for me to change for fear of her seeing me naked. I could probably even walk the halls naked if I wanted to. Not that I would. That would be taking it a bit too far. The thought was arousing though. Kennedy had turned me into something of an exhibitionist. She loved teasing me in public to get a rise out of me, and the risk of being caught not only fooling around, but having a penis, was dangerously exciting.



I couldn't help but think back to the time Kennedy took off with my underwear after sucking my cock in the back of one of my classes. I had to walk the whole way back to the dorm with my dick swinging beneath my dress. I was so turned on by the sensations and feeling like a dirty little girl, I had to use my book bag to cover my painful erection.



I could feel my cock begin to swell beneath my covers, and lost in my thoughts, I began to stroke myself through my pajama pants. The soft fabric felt marvelous against my burgeoning shaft. I awkwardly slipped off my pants and underwear underneath the covers and continued to stroke myself.



My cock felt so warm against my fingers and I could feel the blood pulsing through it with my excitement. My hips began to rock with my continued stroking while soft moans escaped my lips. The heat beneath my covers began to rise and I could feel my impending climax. I bit my lip as I reveled in my naughty memories and began to stroke myself faster. With a loud moan I came into my wadded up panties, feeling spurt after spurt rocket through my loins. It took some time for my breathing to even out after my release.



It's strange the things you miss sometimes. It had been so long since I was able to masturbate first thing in the morning. A simple ritual I had followed, almost without fail, since puberty. Since I started my journey down this new road it had come to an end and it took some severe willpower to keep me from accidentally caving in to the pressure. It wasn't something I valued highly when I was able to do it at will, but now that my privacy was precarious to say the least, it was rare treat indeed.



I was in a much better mood after my game of five against one and from the sounds my stomach was making I was hungry too. Finally having a good reason to get out of bed, I wadded up my soiled panties, threw back my covers and jumped out of bed.



"Morning!" Abigail smiled from her bed.



Startled out of my mind, I tripped and hit the floor, scrambling for my blankets on my way down. Please God, No! I cried to myself as I rushed to cover my very exposed lower half. I prayed to whatever gods would listen, but the damage was surely done. There was no way she missed my still deflating cock.



"I'm...You were...I didn't..." I tried. "You left last night!" I finally got out.



"My flight was canceled. I got back in late," she said sitting up in her bed.



"You scared me... I thought I was all alone," I said hoping beyond hope that she did indeed miss seeing Bob Saget and the Olsen twins hanging out downstairs.



"I could see that," she smiled, her eyes flicking towards my waist and then toward my waded up panties on the floor in front of me. "Anything you want to tell me about?"



"What do you mean?" I asked blushing. She couldn't know. No way could she have seen and not be flipping out right now.



"Are you really going to make me say it?" Abigail asked giggling. "Your penis!"



I was frozen. I wanted to hide, or cry, or any one of a hundred other things, but I was naked with only my gray down comforter for cover. The silence stretched out and then Abigail got up and walked over to me. I closed my eyes anticipating a slap or shouting or something. I felt something brush against my shoulder causing me to flinch, but when I opened my eyes I saw that Abigail was now sitting next to me on the floor, pulling one leg under her. Her expression was soft and kind as she brushed her dark hair behind her ear.



"Do you hate me?" I asked.



"No Sweety, I don't hate you," she said. "I just wish you would've wanted to tell me sooner. I've been waiting for a while now."



"You've been waiting?" I asked confused.



"Yeah," she sighed. "I've known for a while," she confessed.



"How?"



"Well, at first I thought you were just shy, never changing when I was in the room, or how you always shower really early in the mornings, but what really did it was seeing your penis a little over a month ago when you were getting ready for our night out at the Blacklist."



I remembered the night. It was the only time I had risked getting dressed when Abigail was around. She had stepped out of the room, and I quickly went to put some clothes on. She had come back in while I was only wearing a bra with a raging hard on that I had thought was hidden by my closet door.



"You've known for over a month?" I asked disbelieving. "Why aren't you mad at me? Why didn't you say anything?"



"I'm not mad because it doesn't matter. I'm a little disappointed that you didn't want to tell me on your own, but I understand why you would be reluctant." She said kindly. "And I didn't say anything because you're my friend and I didn't want to upset you. You clearly wanted to keep it a secret and I was fine with that."



"But you're not worried about sharing a room with me?" I asked awkwardly. "I've seen you naked."



"Yes, you have," she said, smiling. "To be honest, this last month has been kind of fun for me. And I am sorry about that Bat Girl costume," she said laughing. "I was still a little sore about you and Kennedy leaving me out of the loop...again... and I kind of wanted to make you squirm a little bit. It was worth it though, you were so hot!"



"Oh my god! I can't believe you!" I said before realizing that it was a little like the whore calling the stripper a slut.



"Well you were hot!" Abigail laughed giving me a playful shove.



I could feel the corners of my mouth perking up remembering that night. I had looked amazing. Still a little dazed from this bomb shell, I felt at a loss for words and a silence fell between us.



"What now?" I asked.



"Breakfast," Abigail said getting to her feet. "I don't know about you but I'm starving. I didn't eat at all last night."



Abigail quickly threw on some clothes and graciously gave me the room so I could have my privacy. Sure, she had already seen everything, but I was still processing everything and after watching her dress, I was grateful that I didn't have to walk around in front of her with a hard on.



*** *** ***



Danny's Fish and Chips was just opening when we pulled up in Abigail's car. We huddled together in a corner booth near the back and as we waited for our food, the place slowly filling up. As okay as Abigail seemed to be with all of this, she still had a lot of questions, and the way she fired them off, one on top of another, showed how much she had been waiting to ask.



"...and that's how all this happened," I said finishing my recital of events that led up to me attending an all-girl college.



"So you're saying this all happened by accident?" She asked.



"I didn't mean for any of this," I said quickly. "But it's who I am now. I am Lexi," I said firmly. I didn't want her to think this was all just an act for me. Well it was and it wasn't. I might not genetically be a girl, but for better or worse, I was Lexi.



"I just can't believe you've only been doing this for a few months," Abigail said. "If I never saw your junk, I would have never known."



"Can I ask you something?" I asked.



"Sure. Anything," she assured me.



"How are you not weirded out by this? One of my biggest fears has been that you would find out and think I was some perv," I confided. "We've shared the same room. I've seen you naked on numerous occasions. And it's not like you don't know that I like girls."



"I like girls," Abigail said taking a bite of a french fry from my plate. "Do you think it really makes a difference if it's a guy, that thinks I'm hot, checking me out, or some girl perving on me? To be honest, I've felt more uncomfortable from some of the looks the other girls give me in the showers. Like it's the middle of July and I'm the last snow cone." She finished with a laugh.



"I never thought of it like that," I said.



"And to be honest, I peek a little too," Abigail smiled. "Every chance I could get, I would get an eyeful of Kennedy. Discreetly though," she assured me.



"She is beautiful isn't she?" I mused.



"You've got that right," Abigail sighed. "You know, after I found out about you, it shone the whole you and Kennedy thing in a whole new light. I bet you wish Kennedy had been your roommate. It would have made things a lot easier for you."



"Never," I said reaching across the table to hold her hand. "I wouldn't trade our friendship for anything."



"Awe!" Abigail sighed taking my hand.



The rest of the day seemed to pass quickly and I felt as if I was on a cloud. Abigail knew the truth about me and she didn't care. After breakfast we went out for a mani-pedi and then for a movie at the Art House Theater, finishing the night off with ordering a pizza at our dorm. I once again felt blessed with the friends I had found. Times may be changing for gender rights, but at the same time there are still people out there who are as close minded as ever. To be honest, I don't even know how I would have reacted before my sister introduced me to Lexi.



Getting ready for bed was different. It was awkward and exhilarating all at the same time. Even though Abigail knew, and had already seen it, I still couldn't help but be nervous. I had built up my protective instincts to keep my secret and they wouldn't be turned off easily. Abigail on the other hand had no problem stripping off her clothes and walking around in her panties before putting on her PJ's. I did my best not to stare at her body and mind my own.



Finally in my own pajamas, I slipped under my covers and told Abigail good night. I couldn't sleep though. I kept thinking about things. I apparently made a great girl, but a really shitty secret keeper. Good thing I don't know the Potters. I had two jobs here, graduate, and don't let anyone find out about my cock. Two people now knew about my secret, not counting my sister, and I couldn't help but worry about more people finding out. So far the two other people that knew were okay with it, but if I kept slipping up someone would find out that wouldn't be.



*** *** ***



It was just after noon on Thursday. Abigail and I were vegging out on the couch in the common area watching Americas Next Top Model while trying to forget how depressing it was that neither of us had anywhere else better to be on Thanksgiving. Well at least I was wondering that, I wasn't so sure about Abigail.



"Do you think Carmen is going to win?" Abigail asked.



"No way! Did you see the last episode?" I asked. "Her underwater photo shoot was an unmitigated disaster. How could she not know she was allergic to chlorine?"



"That's not fair!" Abigail protested. "It wasn't her fault!"



"Her fault or not, that was bad," I said. "She came out looking like Shrek's uglier cousin. It'll be hard for her to recover from that."



I don't think Abigail liked my assessment very much because she fell silent for a while. Top Model would normally never be on my list of shows to watch, but living with all of these other girls meant watching what the majority wanted. I thought of it like turning into a skid. A plus side was that you could learn a few things from it as well as get a few good laughs.



My phone buzzed again in my lap and after a quick glance, I swiped the message off the screen. That was one can of worms I wasn't ready to acknowledge. I felt like I had dug myself into a hole and the only way out that I could see was avoidance. I was getting pretty good at avoidance. My phone buzzed again.



"Who is that?" Abigail said as I swiped the new message off the screen and turned off the vibrator. "Is it Danny?" She asked with a smile.



I'm not exactly sure how it happened, but I really liked the guy. He was tall, strong, and handsome, and he was fun to be around. The more I thought about it though, it was a disaster waiting to happen.



"Yeah." I said pretending to be engrossed in the commercial that had just come on hoping Abigail would just let it pass.



"Why aren't you messaging him back?" She asked.



Well that failed, I thought.



"You two have been talking and messaging nonstop, what happened?" She implored through my silence.



"Nothing happened," I sighed, realizing she wasn't going to let it go.



"So why are you ignoring him?" She asked curiously. "Wait, how does that work? You know with your... you know. Does he know about that?"



"He doesn't know and that's why it won't work," I sighed. "He'll think I'm a freak." I said. "And what if he gets so upset when he finds out that he tells everyone? If the school finds out they'll kick me out for sure. I could probably even go to jail!" This whole thing was frustrating sometimes.



"I guess that could complicate things," Abigail said thoughtfully. "I never even thought about the possibility of jail."



"All because of my cock," I said. "Don't get me wrong, I love the guy, but he sure does get me into a lot of tight spots."



"I bet he does!" Abigail said giggling incessantly from my words.



"I didn't mean it like that!" I laughed.



"Can I see it?" Abigail asked out of nowhere once our laughter faded.



"See what?" I asked, leaning forward to grab some popcorn from the bowl on the coffee table.



"You know, your penis," she said causing me to slip off the edge of the couch and onto the floor.



"What?" I asked, thinking I couldn't have possibly heard her correctly.



"I've just never seen one before," she said blushing and avoiding my eyes.



"You've seen it already," I blushed.



"Only for a second!" She protested.



"Haven't you seen porn?" I asked getting back up onto the couch. This topic of conversation was a little uncomfortable, but at the same time I was finding it hard to stop form being aroused.



"Yes," she admitted blushing even deeper. "But it's not the same thing."



She was right about that. I had fantasized about naked women for my entire teenage life and all the porn in the world couldn't prepare me for the real thing. Even if the porn was of the very same girl.



"So...can I?" Abigail asked shyly.



Out of all the scenarios that flashed through my mind, none of them seemed bad. I had nothing to be ashamed of in the cock department, and a voice deep inside my brain kept screaming that this is how pornos are made. As Abigail watched me with her expectant eyes, my cock began to swell painfully in my panties.



More than ready to ease my pain, I stood up from the couch. I nervously hooked my thumbs into the waist of my pajama pants and slowly pulled them down over my hips and ass, and let them go as they fell to the floor at my ankles. Now in just my black panties and tank top, I watched Abigail's rapt attention on that small piece of fabric shielding me from view.



I don't know if it was an illusion or a trick of light, but as I inched my panties down I could've sworn her eyes shone a little brighter. He tongue peeked out to lightly wet her lips. The whole thing turned me on, and watching her watch me, reminded me of Kennedy. Like a coiled spring, once it was free, my cock sprung forward, and in seconds stood as tall and firm as ever, pointing straight at Abigail.



"Wow!" Abigail breathed, her mouth hanging open sexily. With her lips parted just so, I couldn't help but imagine slipping my cock between those soft, luscious beauties. Her eyes flickered to mine for the briefest of moments as she lifted her hand to reach out and touch me.



BRRRRIIINNNG!



"Fuck!" We both shouted in unison, jumping at the sound. Out of reflex I tried to cover myself as best as I could as I hit the floor.



"Oh that scared me to death!" Abigail laughed picking up her phone.



"Scared you? You're not the one swinging in the wind!" I shot back to laughter from Abigail.



"Hi Daddy," she said answering her phone. "Not much, just watching some TV with Lexi... Yeah, that's the one," she said watching me as I got back up off the floor. The danger was gone and whatever moment there was had passed. Even so, Abigail's eyes never left my cock as I pulled my panties back up, tucking my erection in the waist band as best I could, until my pajama pants were covering me decently again.



"Really!" Abigail said to her phone excitedly. "Yeah, I'll ask her!"



"My dad wants to know if you want to go out to dinner with us tonight," Abigail directed towards me. "He promises that you will have a good time!"

"I don't want to impose," I said trying to sit as comfortably as I could with my now massive erection.



"You're not imposing, he's inviting you," Abigail said kindly before covering her phone and adding. "Say yes! The food will be to die for."



"Okay, I'll come," I relented.



"She said yes," Abigail said into her phone. "Okay...Yes... I love you too. See you soon, Daddy!"



"We need to start getting ready," Abigail said jumping up off the couch as she hung up. "He will be picking us up in about two hours."



Abigail was nearly skipping as she made her way to our room with me following behind her. Dinner with Mr. Lockwood? It felt surreal. This man owned an empire that could put small countries to shame. The man and his family were practically legends. I know Abigail is part of that family, but for some reason I never saw her that way. Just thinking about it was making me nervous.



Abigail had already begun pulling out dresses from her closet, and by the looks of it the most expensive ones she owned. She usually toned it down around school, not wanting people to think that she thought herself better than them, but she did keep a few nice things around for special occasions.



"Your boobs are a little smaller than mine, but I think these two should be able to fit you nicely," Abigail said pointing to a black strapless dress and a vibrant red halter top evening gown with black beading swirling down from the bust. I was immediately drawn to the red.



"This is beautiful!" I exclaimed feeling the fabric.



"I thought you might like that one," she smiled, picking it up to hold in front of me. "You'll need to wear some heels to keep it off the floor though," she commented, noticing the length.



"I have a pair of four inch heels, if I need more than that there might be a problem," I said.



"That should be fine," Abigail said looking the dress over more. "Try it on and check the fit."



In my excitement to put on this beautiful dress, I forgot about my shyness and quickly stripped off my clothes and stepped into the dress while Abigail held it open for me. I held up my hair while Abigail fastened the halter top around my neck and as soon as she finished I looked at myself in the mirror. It was stunning. I couldn't help but stare and run my hands over the soft fabric. I felt like a princess.



"Wow!" I exclaimed breathily.



"It looks great on you!" Abigail smiled over my shoulder giving me a hug from behind, pressing herself into me. "You will have to lose the bra though." she said running her hand on the exposed skin of my lower back.



I was still in a daze looking at myself in the mirror while Abigail tried on a couple dresses before deciding on the one she wanted.



"What do you think?" She asked, breaking my trance.



She was wearing a strapless black dress with a sweetheart neckline that showed off some of her wonderful cleavage. It was tight in the body and flowed free past her hips and down to the floor.



"You look incredible!" I told her while getting an eyeful of how beautiful she was. "Are you sure this isn't too much for a dinner with your father?" I asked.



"He said to dress up," Abigail said coming up to stand next to me in front of the mirror. "When he says that it usually means some place really nice."



I was still having a hard time taking my eyes off myself in the mirror. I was almost having second thoughts though, this dress was perfectly modest in the front, but the back was completely open ending just above my tail bone. In the end I just knew I couldn't pass up wearing something this beautiful.



"As much as we both want to continue staring at you in that dress, it's time to take it off," Abigail said turning around so I could help her out of hers. "We both need to shower and finish getting ready."



I sighed as I turned away from the mirror to help her. I knew I was going to be putting it back on again shortly, but I couldn't help be feel at a loss. It was a dress every girl wishes to wear at least once in her life.



After Abigail helped me out of my dress, I quickly wrapped a towel around myself. Surprisingly, Abigail just grabbed her own towel and headed out of our room in her panties.



"No one else is here," Abigail said answering my unasked question as I quickly caught up to her.



"You know, I thought that exact same thing and look what happened," I said.



"Touché."



Regardless of her comment, she never did put her towel on and I was thankful for the view as I followed a step behind her. I didn't notice until we reached the showers, but I had broken another one of my rules. I left my room in only a towel. Abigail was most likely right about no one else being here, but I couldn't shake that nervous feeling.



"Where are you going?" Abigail asked as she turned on a couple of the water taps.



"Oh, um...to shower." I said pointing to my favorite shower cubicle.



"Nonsense." Abigail said waving me over. "Stay out here with me."



I knew it was a bad idea, but to be honest, I had always wanted to use the open showers and there was no safer time than now. Abigail was busy checking the temperature of the water while I quickly discarded my towel and underwear. Feeling nervous about my breast forms, I covered them as best I could as I stepped under the spray.



I flinched at the cool contact, but before long it felt wonderful against my skin. Steam eventually began to rise creating a comfortable fog in the air, slightly obscuring everything around me. Feeling more relaxed, I let my hands fall away from my chest and began to soap my skin.



"Are those real?" Abigail asked breaking the silence.



"Their fake," I sighed.



"They look amazing," she commented trying to get a better look. "I can barely tell and I'm really looking."



"I can tell," I said blushing a little. My breast we somewhat of a sore subject for me. I loved the way they looked and felt, but part of me wished they were real.



"Can I touch them?" Abigail asked looking up at me for a moment until I nodded.



She was gentle as she felt her way around them, brushing the nipples and eventually cupping them in her hands.



"They feel nice," she smiled. "I wish I had some of these my freshman year. Have you thought about getting real ones?" She asked before adding. "Well not real, but real fake ones."



"Sort of," I answered.



"Sort of yes, or sort of no?" she asked.



"I like the way these look, but part of me wishes they were real," I said. I had mused about it, but I had never really sat and thought about getting implants before. "Maybe someday."



"Well I think yours are lovely," Abigail said seeing my discomfort.



"Thanks. Yours are nice too," I said, receiving a laugh from her.



Showering wasn't nearly as awkward as I thought it would be. Abigail and I chatted about dresses and where we might be having dinner with her father. As much as I admired looking at the water cascade down her naked curves, the idle conversation was enough to temper me. By the time we turned off the water and dried off, it almost felt natural.



While I didn't feel awkward wearing nothing but a towel with Abigail, what did feel weird was feeling my hanging cock knocking between my legs as we walked back to our room. I couldn't recall if it had always been so obvious before, or if I was only noticing it now because I hadn't felt it in so long. In the end, I had to make a pit stop in the bathrooms before meeting Abigail in our room. All of that swinging around was making me excited and with a long night ahead of me I figured it would be best to take care of the problem now.



When I finally made it back to our room I was glad I had rubbed one out. Abigail was wearing some sexy black lingerie and had one foot propped up on her bed rolling up her last stocking before fastening it to her garter belt. She looked like a Victoria's Secret model.



Knowing time was of the essence I quickly donned a red pair of lace cheeky panties that would match the dress and proceeded to get ready. I quickly put my dress on before doing my hair and makeup, but Abigail moved around the room in her underwear leaving her dress until the very last. I didn't mind in the least.



In what felt like no time at all, Abigail and I made our way down stairs to wait for her father. I kind of felt like I was going to prom or something as we descended that long staircase.



"He's here!" Abigail said looking out the window panes on the door.



She was right. Outside was a plain black limousine and waiting by the back door was none other than Mr. Lockwood himself. Abigail immediately ran outside into the cool evening air as fast as her heels would let her and jumped into her father's arms letting him twirl her about.



"I thought I wasn't going to be able to see you!" Abigail laughed as he finally set her back on her own feet.



"I would never let that happen to my girl," he said smiling down at her. "My, you are beautiful!"



"Thank you, Daddy!" She said bashfully.



"And this must be Lexi," Mr. Lockwood said looking over Abigail to me as I caught up to her. "I've heard so much about you," he said kindly taking my hand gently in his.



His pictures in news articles didn't do any justice. In person he seemed so much...more. He was tall with broad shoulders, and despite the gray peppered throughout his hair, he was in better shape than most men half his age. His tailored black suit fit him perfectly but for some reason, his intimidatingly wealthy appearance was assuaged by his light blue eyes. They seemed unnaturally kind, but piercing as well. As if he could see beneath the surface with just a gaze. Just staring into those depths made me feel relaxed like I hadn't been in a long time.



"It's such a pleasure to meet you," I blushed, realizing how handsome I found him.



"The pleasure is all mine," Mr. Lockwood smiled. "Shall we be off? I wouldn't want you ladies to catch a chill on my behalf."



Abigail and I carefully made our way into the limo, making sure our dresses didn't catch or wrinkle and Mr. Lockwood climbed in behind us. I had never been in a limo before and I couldn't stop staring at how nice it was. There was so much room and every surface seemed to shine.



The whole ride Abigail tried to guess where we going for dinner. All Mr. Lockwood would say was that it was a surprise and just chuckle to himself as she rambled off a list of restaurants, trying to see if his face would give her any clues.



Our destination ended up being none of Abigail's guesses. The limo pulled up in front of a five star resort in downtown Phoenix. With Abigail on his right arm, and I on his left, Mr. Lockwood escorted us through the extravagant lobby to the elevators and all the way up to the top floor.



The restaurant was filled with silver tablecloths and sparkling crystal. Four chandeliers hung from the ceiling and a quartet house band played their instruments on a small raised stage next to an open dance floor where a few couple twirled around the open space.



We were quickly escorted to our table where our chairs were pulled out for us and gold rimmed menus were placed before us. With a few words from Mr. Lockwood, the waiter quickly left us to retrieve a bottle of wine. I wasn't poor growing up, but it was a little surreal how nice this place was.



"So, I hear you've been getting my little girl into trouble," Mr. Lockwood said out of nowhere.



"I...well we...I mean..." I tried. How could he have known about Abigail, Kennedy and I breaking into the school? Did Abigail tell him? Panicking, I looked to Abigail for help.



"I'm joking!" Mr. Lockwood laughed loudly, Abigail following close behind. "You should have seen the look... Haha... Like a dear in headlights."



"She's cute like that when she gets panicked," Abigail said putting a hand on my shoulder.



"Truth be told, I wouldn't mind if she did get into a little trouble now and then," Mr. Lockwood said, surprising me. "She never really had a chance to run free like normal children, and I feel badly about that. Just try not to make it the kind of trouble I can't bail you out of. Okay darling?" he asked glancing up as the waiter arrived with the wine.



"We'll try, Daddy," she joked with a little smile.



Once the wine was poured we toasted to friends and family, clinking our glasses together. I never really had a taste for wine before, but after taking a sip, I realized it could have just been that I didn't have a taste for cheap wine. It was delicious.



"How about a dance?" Mr. Lockwood asked Abigail holding out his hand.



Abigail's face lit up as she rose to her feet, taking his hand as he led her out on to the hardwood dance floor. They both quickly fell into step as they glided across the room. They were both remarkable dancers. Abigail's graceful nature showed in her movements. Eventually they joined me back at the table, Abigail clinging to her father's arm.



"You're next!" Abigail said releasing Mr. Lockwood's arm.



Before I knew what was happening my hand was in Mr. Lockwood's and he was leading me out onto the dance floor. I had no idea what I was doing. None of the dancing I knew would be suitable for a place like this, and grinding on my best friend's father didn't seem appropriate. Fortunately Mr. Lockwood was an excellent lead and helped me through the moves until I was moving with a grace as near to Abigail's as I could muster.



"Well, you learn quickly!" Mr. Lockwood said giving me a spin.



"I've never danced like this before," I said with a perpetual smile I had had since we stepped onto the floor.



"You're doing beautifully!" He remarked.



"I must admit, I was nervous about meeting you," I said.



"Really?" he asked.



"When I was in high school, I wrote a paper about you," I admitted. "Your profile in Time Magazine made you seem very intimidating."



"I never did like that piece," he said shaking his head. "They got all the facts right, but they always neglect the motivations behind them. Or the people for that matter. I did buy up a small company that ended up being a heavy competitor in the aerospace industry, but I only did it to save the jobs of over a thousand people."



"The current owner asked me to help him save his peoples livelihoods, so I bought the company and flooded it with capital. The fact that they made a breakthrough worth millions of dollars was never something I'd foreseen. I just wanted to help them."



"'That was very generous of you," I said



"Some have said that, others that I was a lucky fool," he said. "I just like to think that profit or not, I did the right thing."



"Ah-hem!" Abigail said tapping her father on the shoulder. "Do you mind if I cut in?"



"Not at all, Darling," he said kissing her on the forehead.



As he stepped away she wasted no time taking me in her arms. It must have looked odd to anyone watching, two girls in extravagant dresses twirling each other around on the dance floor, but in the moment I didn't even notice. I did however notice Abigail's fingertips caressing the bare skin of my lower back. It was comforting yet tantalizing and I was of two minds when Abigail pulled away announcing that our food was arriving.



As our meal progressed, I realized something. As much as I had read about Mr. Lockwood in news articles and magazines, they all failed to mention what he was like as a person. They all remarked on his 'brilliant business intellect' and 'innovate mind', but nothing I had ever read or heard about him could prepare me for who he was as a person. He was funny and charming, and could brighten up a room with his rich laugh. He had a great sense of humor, as well as a warm heart, especially for his daughter.



I had gotten to know Abigail really well in the past few months, but for some reason I was shocked to see their relationship before my eyes. I don't know if it was due to my experience with my own parents; my father out of the picture and my mother a strict, god fearing woman. The way they laughed and joked together was a type of family dynamic that was foreign to me. It almost seemed like they were best friends, rather than father and daughter.



"So tell me, is there a boy in your life yet?" Mr. Lockwood asked his daughter.



"Daddy!" Abigail laughed.



"Hey you're growing up. You're out on your own. I figured you would meet someone eventually," he said shrugging.



"We go to an all-girls college," Abigail said.



"It's a college, not a convent. Or a prison for that matter," he added. "I'm sure you've taken some time to see the sights."



"We have seen the sights," Abigail said. "But no, there are no boys in my life."



"Oh. I see," Mr. Lockwood said a little dejectedly. "Are there any girls?" He asked with a smile causing Abigail to blush profusely before denying that as well.



"No girls, Daddy," she said keeping her eyes on her wine glass.



"It would be okay if there was, Sweety," Mr. Lockwood smiled. "People in college experiment. It would be completely fine if you found your future wife here," he prodded, obviously enjoying her embarrassment.



"Daddy!" Abigail laughed blushing even more than I thought was possible.



"Lesbianism is a perfectly acceptable orientation," Mr. Lockwood said a little loudly trying to embarrass her further just as a waiter arrived to refill our wine.



"This is a nice place, Daddy," Abigail admonished him, not able to hold back her mirth. "You'll get us kicked out if you keep this up!"



"Well we wouldn't want that I suppose," he said placing his hand over hers. "At least not until we finish dessert."



"So Lexi, what are you studying?" Mr. Lockwood asked, pulling me into their conversation.



"Psychology and sociology. Possibly with a focus on gender studies," I replied.



"That sounds fascinating," Mr. Lockwood said turning more towards me. "You know, I hear that most people that go into psychology do so to better understand some sort of dysfunction in their own families."



"I would probably fall into that category," I said with a smile. "I was raised by a single mother who... she's extremely dedicated to her faith, and believes that her children should be as well," I said trying to be as polite about it as possible.



"She's putting it mildly," Abigail said cutting in. "I believe her words were 'bible thumping tyrant'. You don't have to sugar coat it with him," she added, seeing my reaction.



I was trying my best to maintain a proper appearance, being in such company, but the more I saw the two of them talk, the more I realized that in spite of a wealth to rival nations, they were very down to earth, and surprisingly refreshing.



"I guess I did say that once or twice," I said giving Abigail a smirk. "It was tough growing up forced to practice a religion that I didn't believe in."



"I'm sorry to hear that," Mr. Lockwood said. "I've always believed in letting Abigail decide for herself on such matters. Mary and I discussed it before we had her and we wanted Abigail to be able to choose her own path," he finished with a faraway look in his eyes.



The conversation lulled for a bit after that. I wasn't sure if it was from the mention of Abigail's mother or the depressing topic of my dismal home life, but it quickly became an uncomfortable silence while each of us peered around seeking a more uplifting topic. In the end it was Mr. Lockwood.



"I think I have the perfect idea!" he said. "I assume you both have fake ID's?" he asked leaning in and whispering to the both of us. "Don't look at me like the innocent daughter. I know you have one," he said to Abigail. "Lucas told me you asked him to procure one for you before he even got it for you."



"I will murder him!" Abigail said pouting.



"He was only doing his job," Mr. Lockwood said. "Besides, if I didn't approve, would you have one in the first place?" He said making Abigail think about it. "Now as I was saying, if you both have your ID we could get out of here and have some fun."

Mr. Lockwood's fun turned out to be a trip to a local casino. It seemed like the perfect plan to me. Abigail and I had won some money the previous month in that scavenger hunt and it had been burning a hole in my pocket ever since.



I was in a state of anticipation during the limo ride to the casino. I had never been to one before, and besides what I had seen in movies, I wasn't sure what to expect. The resort casino we pulled up to wasn't as massive as what might be in Las Vegas, but it was still rather impressive. As soon as we stepped from the limo we were bombarded with lights and a rich atmosphere.



I clung to Abigail's arm as we followed closely behind Mr. Lockwood, who seemed to have a built-in sense of direction. I was drawn in by the sounds of coins falling and bells sounding all around me. It was slightly disorientating and by a quick look to Abigail, she felt the same.



We waited while Mr. Lockwood spoke to someone at the cashier cage and in a few moments he came back over to us holding a blue bank pouch.



"Okay my ladies, here's the plan," he began as he pulled out two stacks of cash. "You each get ten thousand dollars," he said handing first one stack to Abigail and then another to me. "You can't leave the casino with it. You either lose it all or win enough to pay me back and you can keep the excess."



I was speechless as I stood there with ten thousand dollars of fresh bank notes in my hand. It was surreal to just be handed so much money like it was nothing. I was also worried about losing so much of someone else's money.



"I don't... I can't take this," I protested. "I wouldn't be able to pay you back."



"You weren't listening, Sweety," Abigail laughed. "You don't have to pay it back. You just gamble it. If you lose it all, it's fine, but if you win you get to keep anything more than you started with."



"That's it exactly," Mr. Lockwood said with a smile. "Think of it as a thank you for being such a good friend to my daughter."



Abigail and I stood there staring at each other with goofy smiles like idiots until the loud sound of a jackpot hitting broke us out of our trance.



"Where do you want to go first?" Abigail asked me. Seeing my overwhelmed state, she decided for me. "Blackjack."



We were actually skipping through the casino toward the blackjack tables with ten grand in our hands. Dressed as we were, in our extremely expensive evening gowns, we must have been a sight to behold. I caught several people watching our little parade with Mr. Lockwood trying to keep up behind us laughing all the way.



There were several tables with open seats, but we chose a table with only one other person sitting at it. It was an elderly gentleman in an old but well maintained gray suit and a respectable stack of chips in front of him.



"Hello!" The dealer said as we sat down. Her eyes widened slightly when Abigail placed her stack of cash on the green felt of the table, but she quickly recovered by the time I placed mine down as well. Receiving a curt nod from the pit boss behind her, she counted out our cash and pushed two large stacks of chips in front of us.



Mr. Lockwood stood behind us, guiding us through our first foray into gambling, giving tips and instructing us on table etiquette. I was all over the place winning and losing on a whim while Abigail's stack of chips seemed to slowly, but steadily grow. It felt nerve wracking watching my chips disappear. Sure it wasn't my money, but to me it was a vast sum that I felt like I was somehow squandering.



"You should split those." Mr. Lockwood instructed me placing his hand on my shoulder.



Trusting his instincts I signaled the dealer to split the aces that sat before me. I pushed forth another five hundred dollars and crossed my fingers while the cards were dealt.



"I can't believe it!" Abigail squealed with delight seeing the two face cards come up, giving me two blackjacks.



I was speechless. Abigail was laughing with joy and Mr. Lockwood gave my shoulder a squeeze while smiling down at me.



"Mr. Lockwood!" Someone announced from behind us breaking through our excitement.



I was sure that someone had realized we were under age, and that we would be kicked out. Abigail and I turned in our seats to see who the speaker was. I had to peer around Mr. Lockwood to see the middle aged man standing flanked by two other casino employees.



Something was off and it took only a moment to realize what it was. While the speaker was a middle aged man in an expensive black suit, his companions didn't seem to be the sort you would bring along to escort someone out of your casino. One was a short woman with blond hair and the other was a thin man in glasses holding a leather folder.



"I apologize, we had no idea that you would be coming to our establishment and I only just learned of your arrival," the man said with a slight bow of deference. "My name is John Anslow and I am the manager of this casino."



"It's a pleasure to meet you John," Mr. Lockwood said shaking his hand.



"Will you be requiring accommodations? We have set aside our Presidential Suite, free of charge, should you require it," Mr. Anslow said.



"I don't think that will be necessary. This is kind of a spur of the moment thing for the girls," he said glancing back at us.



"I understand perfectly," Mr. Anslow said with a small smile creeping into his features that left me feeling dirtier by the second. "Should you need anything at all during your stay Alice will be here to accommodate you."



"Thank you for your hospitality," Mr. Lockwood said in a slightly more serious tone.



I had the impression he knew what this manager was thinking and disapproved of the thought. Mr. Anslow was trying to be circumspect, but his eyes kept flickering from Abigail to me. He thought we were escorts or something!



Whatever his thoughts, he noticed the tone in Mr. Lockwood's voice and after a few quick words with his colleague, he left Alice to tend to our needs.



"I apologize for that," Alice said stepping forward.



"You don't need to apologize for anyone else's actions," Mr. Lockwood said with and easier smile for her. "I can't say that we'll be needing anything, but you're welcome to join us."



After that we went back to our gambling. We moved from table to table playing all sorts of games. Blackjack, Craps, Roulette, we played them all. We even played a few hands of Baccarat. Abigail had about fifteen thousand dollars amassed in front of her as we sat at the Roulette table, where as I only had four.



"It's getting late girls," Mr. Lockwood sighed. "I don't know where you keep all the energy, but I'm not as young as I used to be."



"You're young enough," Abigail joked, placing another bet.



"Young enough for what exactly?" He asked.



"I don't know. Lots of things," Abigail said.



"We should be leaving soon either way," He said. "You remember the rules," He said looking at me.



I either had to win something or lose it all. I had been up and down all night, but never breaking past the ten thousand I had started with. I know the games are set in the favor of the casinos, but I felt as if the universe was out to get me as well.



I stared at my chips for a minute before deciding. It wasn't that hard of a decision really. It wasn't my money to start with, and the only real option was betting it all. I separated my chips into four piles and placed them on four separate numbers on the table. It was a long shot, but really, there was no down side. If I lost then I hadn't really lost anything.



"No more bets," the dealer said waving her hand over the table.



"I can't believe you just did that!" Abigail said "All of it?"



"I told you, you walk out with something or nothing," Mr. Lockwood said smiling fondly at me for my boldness. "Time was running out and she knew the stakes."



We watched in anticipation as the ball spun and bounced around in the roulette wheel. It was a small chance that it would land on one of the numbers I had chosen, but as the ball bounced its way to a stop my heart skipped a beat in my chest.



For a moment there was silence. And then a loud bellowing cheer came from behind me. The ball had landed on black thirteen. It was a number I had picked for sentimentality, and by some twist of fate it had come through for me. Abigail nearly knocked me out of my chair as she hugged me to congratulate me.



"You're rich girl!" She laughed. "I thought I was hot stuff for being up five grand and you win over thirty thousand on one bet!"



"Thirty Thousand?" I said shocked, repeating her words. I had placed the bet, and I could recall that specific numbers were thirty-five to one odds, but I hadn't really thought about it. I had never expected to win.



"Yes you dummy!" she said kissing me on the cheek.



It was a bit overwhelming. Mr. Lockwood just laughed behind us while I sat in a daze. The dealer cashed out my chips and even gave me a tray to hold them all in; there were quite a lot of them. We were then escorted by a couple of large men to the cashier cage where they exchanged my winnings. After giving back the ten thousand to Mr. Lockwood I was left with twenty-six thousand dollars in my hands, and it was by far more money than I had ever had in my life.



"I think this calls for a bit of celebration," Mr. Lockwood said. "Alice, could we get some champagne?"



"Yes sir. Would you like it brought here?" She asked unsure.



Mr. Lockwood thought for a moment before replying. "Is that suite still available?"



"Yes, sir," she said reaching into a folder for a key card. "I can show you up myself."



"That would be appreciated," Mr. Lockwood said motioning her to lead the way.



Alice pulled out her phone as she lead the way and after pressing several buttons turned back to Mr. Lockwood and informed him that the champagne would be up shortly. We were lead to a VIP elevator that catered exclusively to the luxury suits on the top two floors, and after a short ride up we were being escorted to our room.



It was massive! The main living area was larger than my house back in Colorado. It was an open area design with light tile floors and dark rugs. The furniture was modern and appealing to the eyes, but what really drew the eyes was the massive wall of windows that overlooked the far stretching desert landscape that glowed in the light of a full moon.



"There are master suites on either side of the living quarters. The kitchen is fully stocked and if there is anything you require you can either call down or use the smart touch device in any room to notify us of your needs," Alice said showing us around. "It appears the champagne has already arrived," she noted. "And of course, it's all fully comped by the casino, so if you need something don't hesitate to ask."



"Thank you so much," Mr. Lockwood said, unphased by the luxury of our accommodations. I almost missed it, but as he shook her hand I noticed her palming what appeared to be several folded up bills.



"It was my absolute pleasure," Alice said smiling before leaving us.



Mr. Lockwood made quick work of the cork and began pouring champagne into crystal flutes.



"Here's to luck!" Mr. Lockwood said raising his glass. "Because being smart can only take you so far."



After clinking our glasses I got my first taste of champagne and it was fabulous. It had a peculiar sweet taste and it tickled my mouth pleasantly.



"This is incredible!" I said, shocked that something could taste so great.



"For five hundred dollars a bottle it should be," Mr. Lockwood said jokingly.



"At least you're not paying for it, Daddy," Abigail said taking another sip of hers.



"Thank you so much for tonight Mr. Lockwood," I said. "This has easily been one of the best nights of my life."



"One of the best?" he asked. "Now I want to hear about the best night!" he laughed causing me to blush like fire. My best night was the whole evening leading up to and including having sex with my own sister, followed closely by the first night I dressed up as Lexi.



"I don't know Mr. Lockwood," I smiled demurely. "A proper lady shouldn't speak of such things."



"There's a proper lady here?" Abigail said looking around. "Who let her in?" She laughed.



"I guess you have me there, Lexi," Mr. Lockwood sighed shaking his head. "And please call me George. I hear 'Mr. Lockwood' and I feel like looking over my shoulder for my father."



"Okay... George," I said tying it out.



"Can I call you George too?" Abigail joked.



"No you may not, Missy!" Mr. Lockwood laughed.



We spent a good while drinking our champagne and laughing at one thing or another. I found Abigail's discourse with her father open and refreshing, not to mention hilarious at times. No matter the conversation, my eyes were always drawn back to the stack of money sitting on the table in front of me.



"Are you sure I can keep all of this?" I asked fingering the money I had won. "It's a lot of money."



"Of course you can keep it," George said. "You know, I made my first million that same way. Not counting the money I inherited or the money my father gave me. The first money I made for myself came from a roulette wheel. I was on vacation in Europe, stretching my legs when I was twenty two, and I ended up in a casino. I started with fifty thousand dollars from a line of credit I got using my father's name, something he would have never approved of, and after six hours I left with a million dollars," He said reminiscing on the past. "It was an up and down roller coaster. I was up 200 grand at one point and lost nearly all of it before I made the climb back up."



"That money I started with wasn't mine either, but that first million let me build something of my own before my father passed the keys of his kingdom to me," George said. "So yes, that money is yours. Maybe someday you'll take some of that and build something of your own," he paused before smirking, "Or maybe you'll just have one hell of a weekend."



It was some story. I had never heard about any of this before, and by the looks of Abigail, she hadn't either. I was still having a hard time reconciling this man to the one I had read about, but either way, I liked this version more.



"I don't know about you ladies, but I think that's it for me tonight," Mr. Lockwood said standing. "I will see you both in the morning."



"Good night, George," I said followed by Abigail. "Goodnight Daddy."



"I don't know why, but I feel weird calling your dad George," I told Abigail after the door to his room shut.



"I know what you mean," Abigail said leaning back into the soft white cushions of the sofa. "I can't recall anyone ever calling him George before. It's always Mr. Lockwood. He must like you," she said with a smile.



"Uggh," I sighed getting up. "I hope you don't hog the covers, or someone will be sleeping on the floor... and it won't be me," I said walking to our room.



"You're not going to sleep, are you?" Abigail asked. Turning to look at me over the back of the sofa.



To be honest, I wasn't really that tired, but I had somehow fallen back into the habit of feeling I had to go to bed once my elders did. "I guess so," I said looking around awkwardly.



"Come on!" She exclaimed in a hushed tone, nervously peeking at the door to her father's room. "I'm too pumped to sleep right now. Aren't you? You just won a butt load of money!" She said getting up. "We need to celebrate!"



Before I could form a reasonable protest, Abigail grabbed me by the hand and pulled me out the door to our suite, closing the door quietly behind us, and towed me along behind her to the elevator.



We had several floors to travel down and the longer the ride took, the more Abigail began to fidget excitedly. She was bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet by the time the bell sounded for the ground floor and the doors opened.



"What are we going to do?" I asked as she guided me out of the elevator and into the noise and flashing lights of the casino floor.



"Let's gamble a little bit more and get some drinks," Abigail said.



Despite the hour, there was still a flood of people roaming the floor, gambling and drinking, or simply walking in search for a new game to call their name. Abigail and I drew several looks from the people around us. I was assuming it was due to our extravagant dress. Most of the people were dressed nicely themselves, but we were both on a whole different level. I still caught myself running my hands over the rich fabric of my luscious red gown or fingering the black coral beading that decorated it.



I had mused before that I had felt like a princess, but the way people made way for Abigail and I made the feeling really set in. I tried not to stare too hard at our admirers, but I had the feeling that their eyes lingered long after we passed them. I could almost feel their eyes caressing my curves from behind me.



"Abigail," I said stopping her. "I left my money upstairs."



"Don't worry, I have plenty on me." She said slipping two fingers into the cleavage of her black strapless dress to pull out a thick wad of bills.



"How did all that fit in there?!" I joked, surprised that there was any extra room in her dress with her breasts filling it out as they did.



"Ooh!" Abigail said either distracted or ignoring my comment. "This table!"



We sat down at a barren blackjack table overseen by an elderly man with a kind smile and thinning hair. After receiving a large pile of five dollar chips, Abigail split them with me and we placed our bets. We had already won a lot of money, but right now it was more about the ambiance as we drank and laughed together.



I don't know how long we were at it, but with our attendance the table filled quickly with men of all ages looking for any excuse to be near us. Most of them kept their peace, only letting their eyes wander to us frequently, but not all. Either in drink or feeling lucky, some few tried to gain some attention from us.



"Those dresses are amazing," one younger man said with a slight slur. "You guys come from somewhere fancy?"



Another tried playing a longer game. He was betting heavily, even for a five dollar table, while trying to subtly tell us how successful he was. He ended up losing all of his chips from lack of attention to his play. As he stood up to go he tried to salvage his losses by asking if we would like to "go someplace quiet." with him. By the third guy it was getting a little exhausting.



"Can I buy you ladies a drink?" A guy in his twenties asked.



"We have drinks," Abigail said holding up her glass fighting the urge to giggle at his poor attempt.



"How about just your name then?" He said trying to recover.



I wasn't feeling his attempt at all. Abigail gave him a funny lopsided look with a half-smile before she got up from her stool and stepped around me to stand next to him.



"You're not bad looking," She observed running a hand over his shoulder and lightly touching his hair, causing him to beam with anticipation. "You definitely have some money, judging by your clothes, but there's just one thing..." She said taking a step back towards me.



Before I knew what she was planning, Abigail sat easily into my lap sideways, hooking one arm around my shoulders.



"...you're just not our type," She smiled twisting her body into me and pulling me in for a sensual kiss.



I wasn't ready for it. For a split second I was shocked, but I quickly recovered remembering the only other time those beautifully soft lips had touched mine. It had only been a distraction so Kennedy could get away, but it was memorable. Just the thought of that night long ago could make my heart skip a beat and now it was happening again.



I was sure it wasn't real. Abigail was just screwing with this guy. That didn't stop me from enjoying it and taking full advantage. My hands easily snaked themselves around her, roaming over her small body. I could feel hers running along my thigh causing small ripples of pleasure to follow her touch.

Caught up in our kiss, instinct took over and my lips parted. To my surprise, Abigail followed my lead, letting her tongue dart out to meet mine. She tasted sweet like the sugary cocktail she had been drinking, and the feel of her tongue lapping against mine took my breath away.



It had only been moments, but when her lips finally pulled away from mine it felt like an eternity. We were both breathing heavily as she gracefully slid off my lap and back onto her own feet.



"Better luck next time, Romeo," Abigail said, patting the guy on the cheek before making her way around me and back to her own seat.



It took a few more moments for the spell to be broken. For me as well as everyone else. The whole table had been silent, as well as a few spectators that had stopped to watch. The dealer even stood stunned, forgetting that it was his job to always keep the cards flowing.



After that there was significantly less potential suitors vying for our attention. We ended up moving from game to game in an almost restless fashion, not quite finding something to suit our moods until eventually ending up at the bar sipping Cosmos and chatting about our day. The Cosmos were a bit cliché, but they were delicious and with the feeling they left once consumed I could care less.



"How much did you lose?" I asked taking another sip of my drink.



"Only about five hundred," Abigail said easily. "You?"



"I only won another two thousand."



"I don't know how you're doing it," Abigail said shaking her head. "Are you sure you've never done this before?"



"Gamble?" I asked. "Never in a casino. I've played online, but never for real money."



"You could've fooled me." Abigail said. "You're a natural."



"I don't know. I think I'm going to quit while I'm ahead," I said. "The last thing I need to do is lose it all. I could do a lot of things with this money."



"Well here's to our big winner!" She smile holding up her glass.



Our glasses clinked as they touched and we both finished our drinks. As Abigail set her glass carefully down on the bar, a strange look came over her eyes. They seemed to sparkle as she looked at me, smiling. I had the feeling she was going to say something until she bit her lower lip and shook her head as if to clear the cobwebs.



With a heavy sigh, she got to her feet, wobbling a little and grabbed my hand. "I think it's finally time for bed," she said.



Drinking with Abigail and Kennedy, I learned that my tolerance is a little higher than Abigail's so I put my arm around her to steady her feet. It was quite the little parade we made trying to find the elevator. We somehow got turned around and had to ask for directions for the express elevator and when the doors finally shut I couldn't help but burst into giggles at Abigail's antics.



During our search, I was quietly pleading with her to behave, using hushed whispers and pointed looks, but now that people weren't staring at us I found the whole ordeal hilarious. Several times when Abigail had noticed a guy watching us she would shout "Back off! She's mine!" before grabbing my ass, or one time even licking my face as if to mark her territory.



Even though I was in a dress, I was thankful for the cover of the elevator. All the attention Abigail was giving me, however playful, was beginning to have an effect on me. I could feel my cock slowly swelling and pressing against the soft fabric of my panties, and like some satanic means of torture, the building pain from the growing pressure only made the blood surge more. When the elevator doors opened I mumbled a prayer of thanks and hurried Abigail to the door of our suite.



"Where is the key, Abigail?" I asked realizing I didn't have one.



"Key?" Abigail asked distracted.



"To the room?"



"Oh, I have it here somewhere," she said fumbling at the cleavage of her dress.



To be honest, she wasn't taking very long, but I needed to free myself, soon, and with the length of my dress I couldn't easily reach under and readjust myself. Lacking the pain tolerance to wait, I slipped my hand into her cleavage to help her look.



"Oh you found it!" Abigail giggled as I pulled it from her right breast.



I quickly slipped the key card into the slot and opened the door, making a bee line for our room. I barely noticed the lavish beauty of the decor as I quickly hiked up my dress and reached under to remove my painful erection from its tuck, and repositioned it into the waistband of my panties.



With the pain finally gone, I couldn't help but give my shaft a squeeze, letting a muffled moan escape as it throbbed in my hand. My moment of revelry in the bliss following my torture only lasted a moment. Abigail entered the room behind me and I had to quickly let the skirts of my dress fall back down.



"Look at this room!" she exclaimed, letting the door close behind her. "I love it!" she said spinning around slowly with her arms outstretched.



Taking Abigail's cue, I looked around. Even in the dim light, I could see the prominent bronze/gold hue emanating from everywhere. The walls, carpet, even the bed seemed as if it was painted with gold. Oh and the bed! It was massive! Having been used to the size of the beds in the dorms, I couldn't believe we had so much space, even if it was for the two of us. You could host a gang bang with an entire football team on there and still have room left over. Okay, maybe not that many people, but it was still huge.



Even with the luxury of the furnishings, it paled in comparison to the view. The wall to wall, floor to ceiling window that covered an entire side of our room showed the distant mountains and beautiful desert landscape. I swear my cheeks were starting to hurt with all of the smiling I had been doing today.



"Can you help me?" Abigail asked, holding her hair up while she looked over her shoulder at me. "I can't get the zipper."



"Sure," I said walking up behind her. I slowly eased the zipper down on her strapless dress, careful not to let it snag.



I felt a little guilty savoring this. With each inch, more of her pale skin was exposed to glow in the dim lighting. I knew she wasn't wearing a bra from earlier, but I couldn't help but feel a thrill again as her bare back opened up to me.



As soon as the zipper finished just below her tail bone revealing her black thong, Abigail turned on me. She had one hand pressed to her breast, holding her dress up. Her expression was blank as she took a moment to stare at me from a little over a foot away. Her breast swelled with her breathing and then quite deliberately, she let go of her top. It fell easily from her breasts, catching for a bare moment on her hips before sliding to the floor.



I was stunned. It was nothing I hadn't seen before. We both knew as much, but this was different. I drank in the sight as she stood there silhouetted in the light from the full moon outside. Her entire body was poised like a statue of a goddess.



Her black thigh high stockings and garter belt contrasted sharply with the color of her skin in a way that amplified its flawlessness. I couldn't stop my hand from resting on my hip to caress my erection through my dress.



When I finally brought my gaze back to Abigail's eyes the blank expression was still there, but now, something seemed to be hidden behind it. With her eyes locked on mine, she stepped out of the puddle her dress made around her ankles right up to me.



She moved so slow I couldn't tell if things were in slow motion or if she was actually moving that slow. She leaned in and my eyes closed. I was desperate to feel her lips on mine again. Her hand snaked around the back of my neck and I could feel her warm breath teasing my lips. Her fingers fumbled at the clasp to my halter and with a snap, it released, letting my dress slide down my body causing me to shiver at its caress.



I couldn't see her, but I could feel the heat from her body radiating onto mine from inches away. My lips parted of their own volition and just like that, Abigail's hand slipped from around my shoulder.



Breathing quickly and my heart racing, I opened my eyes to see Abigail crawling under the rich comforter on our bed. I watched as her smooth, naked, alabaster skin disappeared beneath the comforter and silk sheets.



A pained sigh slipped through my lips. My mind was still swimming with alcohol, and I could feel my painful erection leaking precum into my panties. Resisting the urge to grasp my cock and give it a small measure of the pleasure it craved, I stumbled towards the bed and kicked off my heels.



The sheets were soft and warm against my skin, caressing and teasing me further as I situated myself under them. Abigail had her back to me, facing the window and I could already hear the soft even breathing of her deep in sleep.



I was feeling so frustrated. I couldn't tell if she was teasing me, or if it was all just in my head. I had always found her attractive and desirable, but ever since I found out that she knew about me it felt like my feelings had grown tenfold. With my thoughts and my cock begging me for attention, sleep seemed like a distant possibility.



*** *** ***



I woke with a slight throbbing in my head that was quickly overlooked by the other sensations I was feeling. I was lying on my back and Abigail had her naked breasts pressed against me as her head lay on my chest. I could feel one of her stocking covered legs hooked over mine, and her warm hand resting inches from my slowly growing cock in my panties.



When I looked down to see her sleeping face, my cock surged. Her lips were resting over the nipple of one of my breast forms. She must have rolled over at some point in the night. I couldn't even remember falling asleep.



I was enjoying the sensations from her warm body pressed into mine when I felt her shift, nuzzling herself into me. Her movements brought her fingertips lower, caressing the edge of my thickening shaft in my panties. I knew I should have said something. I should have moved her hand or woken her up, but the way her fingertips gently stroked me felt incredible.



I shut my eyes as I let the feeling wash over me. The more she made her small motions, the harder I became. As if it had a mind of its own, it began twitching against her fingers. With each little spasm, it slipped further in further out of the waist of my panties until after one final twitch, it sprung free.



I let out a quiet gasp as it slid right beneath her fingers to point straight up. Her warm fingers were now holding onto my bare shaft as it throbbed in her hand. In her sleep, Abigail began to slowly play with my cock, and I knew that if I let her keep this up I would cum all over both of us. I could already feel the first warning tingles shoot through my body.



"Abigail? Lexi? Are you girls up?" Mr. Lockwood's voice came from through the closed door.



Abigail wasn't up, but I sure was. Her hand was still teasing me and I felt trapped between my pleasure and Abigail waking up with my cock in her hand.



"Girls?" He called again knocking louder, causing Abigail to stir.



"Five more minutes." She mumbled into my breast.



Before I could get a handle on the situation Mr. Lockwood opened the door a crack to peek in. We were still modestly covered by the sheets, but by our bare shoulders, and Abigail's exposed back, it was clear that we weren't wearing much clothing, if any.



"Sorry!" he said averting his eyes before closing the door a crack. "We...uhhh...we should get going soon. It's almost noon." He finished, a little embarrassed.



Hell, he was embarrassed? I just got walked in on, by my best friend's dad, cuddled up all sexy and naked-like with his daughter and she had my cock in her hand! Sure he didn't know that last part, but I sure did!



"Abigail!" I said shaking her and trying to extricate my cock from her grasp.



The harder I tried to pull her hand away, the more firm her grip became causing me to moan.



"Abigail, you need to wake up!" I gasped. I was becoming desperate. As much as my body begged for release, the last thing I wanted was for Abigail to wake up covered in my cum.



"I just want to sleep!" she whined, opening her eyes a little as she looked up at me.



She stared confused at the panicked expression on my face for a few moments, before she realized where her hand was.



"Oh god!" she laughed, pulling her hand from my cock and rolling onto her back laughing.



I was thankful. Thankful she found this funny instead of creepy, and for releasing me before I plastered both of us in semen.



"Our car's downstairs." Mr. Lockwood called through the door.



"Oh shit!" Abigail said hearing her father's voice for the first time. Realizing she was naked, she rolled out of bed, but misjudged the distance and shrieked as hit the floor hard.



"You girls alright in there?" Mr. Lockwood asked sounding worried.



"We're fine!" Abigail called back laughing as she climbed to her feet looking for her clothes. "Lexi is being a klutz!"



"Am not!" I yelled throwing a pillow at her causing more giggles.



Taking my cue from Abigail, I tucked my erection back into my panties and slipped out of bed to find my dress. It didn't take long for us to get dressed, but Abigail did complain about the few wrinkles in her dress from lying on the floor all night. Mine was no better, but I was sure we wouldn't be wearing them for long.



As Abigail ran her fingers through her hair, trying to tame it as best she could, I found my heels. There was a little gift bag on one of the dressers, with expensive soaps and lotions, that I used to carry my shoes and money. Making sure I had all of my things, I hitched up my dress with my free hand to keep it from the floor and Abigail and I exited our room.



"What did you two get up to?" Mr. Lockwood said greeting us.



Abigail and I both blushed, she might not have known her father saw us naked together, but I was sure she hadn't forgot about my cock in her hand just yet. I know I hadn't.



"I heard you guys come back in some time after 2am," he said smiling. "You didn't lose all the money you won did you?" He joked with a smile.



"No, we still have our money," Abigail said now openly blushing at having realized we hadn't been as sneaky as she thought. I was relieved that he wasn't referring to our state of undress when he peeked in.



"That's good to hear." He said putting an arm around his daughter and kissing her on the top of her head. "I'm glad you both had fun last night. I would love to stay here longer," he said sighing, "but I have a flight to New Zealand in two hours."



"It's alright," Abigail said hugging her father. "I'm just glad I got to see you!"



"Me too, Kiddo," he said. "Now if we have everything, I think it's time I dropped you back at your dorm before our limo turns into a pumpkin."



Abigail and I followed her dad down to the limo, both us barefoot, not wanting to risk heels this soon after waking up. The longer we walked, the softer my erection became and the more prominent the slight throbbing in my head became. We definitely let things get a little out of hand on that front.



The ride back to our dorm felt a little awkward for me. Abigail sat between George and I, talking about how much she enjoyed his visit, while I tried to figure out what was going on. My mind wandered for a moment and before I knew it my cock was growing in my panties again. I couldn't wait to get to our dorm and find a quiet place to furiously masturbate.



"It was a real pleasure to meet you Lexi," Mr. Lockwood said taking my hand as we stood outside Evens Hall.



"It was wonderful meeting you to... George," I said, still feeling slightly uncomfortable calling him by his first name.



"I can't tell you how glad I am that my daughter has friends like you and Kennedy here looking out for her," Mr. Lockwood said. "Maybe next time I come out I'll be able to meet her as well."



"I'm sure she would love that," Abigail said.



"Alright Sweety, it's time for me to go," he said turning to hug his daughter. "I'll see you back home for Christmas in a few weeks."



"I love you Daddy!" She said into his chest.



"I love you too!" He said giving a farewell wave before he stepped back into the limo and it pulled away.



Abigail and I watched from the sidewalk in front of Evens Hall as the limo disappeared around a corner before hiking up our dresses and making our way upstairs. It was still eerie how quiet it was with everyone gone. At any hour you could usually hear girls laughing, or some ruckus or another. With everyone gone, the only sound was from our bare feet on the carpet runners in the halls.



As soon as we made it into our room Abigail collapsed onto her bed staring at the ceiling.



"I'm still exhausted!" she exclaimed. "I think we drank too much last night."



"Well you're the one to blame for that," I said as I put my heels in my closet.



I was still in desperate need of that release, so I quickly slipped out of my dress and carefully laid it out on my bed before throwing on a shirt and grabbing my towel. Abigail looked like she was already going back to sleep and I could feel my favorite shower stall calling my name.



I quickly stripped down the moment the door closed and I turned on the water. Not wanting to wait for the water to warm, I began to stroke myself. I was already so close to cumming. I leaned my back against the tiled wall as I began to feel tingling bolts of electricity shoot out through my body from my loins. My stroking became faster and before I knew it my muscles tensed up as I fired rope after rope, painting the opposite wall.



Breathing heavily, I moved under the spray and sat down against the wall, letting the soothing water wash over me. The steam was rising and the warmth seemed to ease the dull throbbing in my head. Before long, I was back in my room, and Abigail was fast asleep on top of her covers, still in her dress. I downed a few aspirin and shedding my towel, I crawled into my bed for a nap as well.



*** *** ***



I woke up as evening was setting in. The orangish purple glow of the Arizona sunset peeked through the curtains as I slipped from my sheets. Abigail was no longer in her bed and I had the room to myself. I quickly got dressed, still naked from my earlier shower, and listening to the growls from my stomach, I went in search of Abigail to see if she wanted to get some dinner.



I found her up and dressed, sitting on the couch watching the television.



"Are you hungry?" I asked over her shoulder.



"Starving! I haven't eaten all day," she said getting up. "I was just thinking about kicking you out of bed to go find some food."



After we grabbed some dinner at Danny's, we decided to get some coffee and sit outside our favorite cafe. Still being the weekend holiday in a small college town, there weren't very many people there. We both plopped down on one of the couches by the outdoor fireplace and sipped on our mocha lattes while we chatted.



"Have you thought about what you're going to spend all that money on?" Abigail asked.



"Not really," I sighed. I really hadn't. It was weird having so much money, not to mention the painful state of frustrating arousal I had been in since I had won it.



"Really?" she asked pulling her leg up on the couch and turning to me. "You haven't thought of a single thing you want to buy?" she asked.



"Maybe some more clothes," I mused. "Or a new set of tires for my car."



"Tires!" she laughed. "Please! You win all that money and all you can think about is tires?"



"What would you buy?" I asked defensively.



"I don't know," she mused. "I..." all of a sudden she got a really pensive look on her face. "I don't really know. I pretty much have everything I want right now."



"I feel about the same way," I said. "But I guess if I think of something then I'll be able to get it."



The warmth from the fire felt nice as it battered back the chill from the night air. After Abigail's words, I couldn't help trying to think of something to spend my money on. Try as I might, I kept coming up empty. I like where I was, and what I had. I guess the only thing I could think of spending it on would be doing something with my friends.

Speaking of friends, my phone chirped signaling a message. It was Danny again. I had begun slowly distancing our relationship over the last week or so, saying that I was busy with school or going back home to see family for the holidays. I had gotten over my phobia of being attracted to guys, thanks to Kennedy, but my phobia of him finding out about me and taking it badly was still alive and kicking.



"Is that Danny again?" Abigail asked leaning over to catch the screen of my phone. "You really need to do something about that."



"I am doing something," I said swiping the screen to dismiss the message.



"If you're so worried about it, why don't you just let him down easy?" Abigail asked brushing a strand of hair out of her face. "Tell him 'it's not him. It's you.' I hear they like that." she smiled.



"I don't know," I sighed. "I like him. He's nice and he makes me feel good."



"Exactly where does he make you feel good?" Abigail smirked running her hand along my thigh jokingly.



"You know what I mean," I shot back. "I don't mean sexually. He just makes me feel nice."



"You could always just say screw it and tell him, consequences be damned," Abigail offered.



"I don't know if he makes me feel that good!" I laughed.



"Well, if I were him," Abigail paused, "I wouldn't have a problem with you."



Her hand was still on my thigh, slowly rubbing my leg through my jeans. Her eyes held mine and she wore the same blank like expression from last night in our hotel room. There was something behind her eyes that I couldn't quite describe. One moment it seemed like apprehension, and the next anticipation. She bit her lip lightly and slowly leaned forward. Her eyes never left mine as she inched her way closer. Just before her lips touched mine her eyes closed and her lips parted.



Uncontrolled, my hand came up to cup her cheek. My lips parted for hers, feeling her warm breath mix with my own as our tongues met. Abigail awkwardly crawled into my lap, pressing herself into me as she straddled my waist. Her fingers ran through my hair, gripping my scalp as she kissed me.



It was a slow, sensual kiss that took my breath away. The warmth of her against me felt wonderful in the chilly night air and I couldn't help but pull her body tighter against mine. Her soft lips and delicate tongue played with mine, and our bodies began to rock together. I could feel a fire rising up between us and I felt like a glowing ember being swept up in a breeze.



"We have to stop," Abigail gasped pulling away. My heart fell a little until she added, "Not here," before getting up off my lap and pulling me to my feet.



I followed her eagerly as we made our way out of the cafe and to the parking lot and Abigail drove us back to Evens Hall. The air between us seemed electrified. With the heightened state of arousal and the silent car ride back, it felt somewhat awkward. I could only hope at what was going to happen and with how nervous Abigail seemed to be I didn't want to break the silence to ask.



As soon as she parked the car, Abigail quickly jumped out and I had to jog slightly just to catch up to her. As soon as we reached our room Abigail pulled me back into her, planting another kiss on me that curled my toes, before pulling away slightly with a timidity I did not expect.



"I'm a little nervous," she admitted shyly, looking down at her feet.



I held her chin in my hand and tilted her head up until she was looking at me again. I could feel her whole body slightly trembling in front of me.



"It's okay," I said smiling kindly as I held her beautiful brown eyes with mine.



"I've been wanting to do this for so long," she said nervously. "Not with you specifically... not that I don't want to... with you... I really want to. I wanted to say something last night, but even with all that alcohol I couldn't summon the courage," she rambled.



I found it adorable how she became when she was nervous or exited like this, but in the end I kissed her, and she seemed to melt into my arms. We stood there for I don't know how long, wrapped up in each other's arms as the world around us faded away.



Abigail's body was still trembling against mine with excitement. Her hands began to roam over my body first, eventually cupping my perky ass in my tight jeans. I took my cue from her and let myself feel every inch of her that I had been dying to touch for these past months. I let my fingers caress the sides of her breasts through her shirt as I let them trail down to her hips and around to her ass.



God, I hate jeans! Came a random thought. I loved how they clung to my skin and showed of my legs and ass, but unlike dresses or skirts, there was no forgiveness for an erection. I was so painfully hard, and the thick material left my cock nowhere to go.







I desperately wanted to free myself, but this was Abigail's first time, and I wanted her to set the pace. Thankfully Abigail didn't make me suffer long, because I felt her fingers fumbling at the button to my jeans. As she tried and failed to unfasten them, her hands became more frantic. After that first button was undone, we became an awkward flurry of hands and clothes until we were both standing in front of each other in our panties.



Our bodies immediately pressed back together, our breasts mashed into each other's, and my cock pressing into her hip. Feeling this Abigail pulled back sharply and looked up at me. With a small smile, she nervously placed her hand over my cock and resumed kissing me.



Her hand was still for a moment, but the more we kissed, the more she relaxed into it. Soon she was gently squeezing my shaft and tracing her fingers along my length through my panties. Her touch felt electric, sending jolts through my loins like a live wire.



I let my hands roam across her silky skin, feeling her muscles clench as her body undulated against mine. My hands moved lower, over the small of her back. Once they passed the thin strip of her thong her body clenched and her grip on my cock tightened, her ass felt wonderful in my hands and she moaned into my lips as I squeezed them.



Her kiss became more forceful, like a need, a hunger of her desire. Her fingertips dipped into my panties to wrap around my shaft. They felt like fire as she tightly grasped my throbbing shaft causing me to moan.



As soon as she held my bare flesh in her hand, something came over her. Her tongue danced with mine as she pulled my panties down over my ass, sliding them down my thighs until they fell to my feet.



"Now!" Abigail sighed breaking our kiss. She took my hand leading me to the bed. When the back of her legs met the mattress she sat down and scooted her way up the bed. I almost couldn't believe this was happening. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and raising her ass, slipped them down before kicking them to the floor.



I almost didn't recognizes this Abigail until she blushed and shied away from my gaze. It didn't last long though. She seemed to regain her resolve and looked up into my eyes before smiling nervously and nodding her head.



This was it.



I climbed onto the bed between her legs and brought my mouth to hers. I could feel her nervousness in her touch. Her body was hesitant and her lips trembled against mine. As we kissed, our bodies gently rocked together causing my cock to brush gently across her pelvis.



A gentle brush turned into a grind as I felt the wetness of her pussy begin to coat the underside of my shaft. I eased more of my weight onto her, pressing my cock between us, letting it rub along her soaking slit and tickling her clit. At this welcome sensation she pressed harder into me, losing her nerves to euphoria, and grinding her body against mine.



I so desperately wanted to put it in and fuck her beautiful body within an inch of her life, but this was her first time. I needed to do this right for her. I continued to kiss her supple lips as I took longer and longer strokes along her dripping pussy, waiting for the right moment.



"Oh Lexi!" she moan against my lips.



At that I let myself slide a little bit farther back, letting my swollen cock kiss the entrance of her threshold. The overwhelming heat of her desire was sending goosebumps across my skin. I pulled away from our kiss and held her cheek in my hand, my eyes holding hers, as I slowly pressed into her.



The sensation was like nothing I had ever felt before. The pressure was more intense than I thought could be possible. Abigail's eyes never left mine, but her mouth was held open in a silent moan as a pushed further into her depths. By the time our pelvises touched it felt as if I was held in a giant, liquid velvet vice, trying to strangle the life from my erection. The more it pressed around my cock, the more blood surged, causing me to painfully swell and throb inside her.



Abigail's breathing was coming in gasps and gulps as she adjusted to my size. I don't know if it was voluntary or intentional, but her pussy was squeezing my cock at sporadic intervals tempting me to lose all control.



I almost thought Abigail would never be ready to go on until she pulled my lips to hers, slipping her tongue into my mouth and began to slowly grind her pussy against me.



Taking that as my sign, I began to slowly work myself in and out of her. The natural rhythm we found was slow. Our bodies sliding against each other as I made careful, but full strokes into her. The longer we went, the harder her hips bucked up against my thrusts.



Abigail's heavy panting became quiet moans in the darkness. Her hand slipped down my back to inelegantly grab my ass, forcing me to quicken my pace as she pulled me into her. I didn't want to disappoint Abigail on her first time, but the heat and friction, not to mention the unbelievable pressure from her pussy, were driving me closer to the edge.



"Abby," I said between breaths. "I'm close!" I whispered.



"Just... Just... Just," she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist, locking me inside her.



Her hands wrapped around my body holding me tight as she guided my thrusts with her legs.



"Oh god!" She moaned digging her nails into my back like claws.



The pain amplified my pleasure and I could no longer hold back. The floodgates opened and I could feel my cum surging through me to splash deep inside her.



"OH FUCK!" Abigail cursed feeling me cum inside her.



Her entire body seized, her legs pulling me tightly into her as far as I could go. Her entire body shook as her muscles involuntarily contracted and her pussy milked my cock of the last few drops it could.



Abigail held me like that until her orgasm subsided, letting her strained muscles collapse from exertion. Seeing the spent look on her face, with her eyes closed in a blissful surrender, I kissed her forehead and slid from between her legs to lay beside her with my head on her breast.



"Wow!" Abigail breathed. "I can't believe I waited this long to do that. Is it always this good?"



"I like to think I brought a little something extra to the experience," I said turning my head slightly to kiss the bottom of her breast.



"Wow!" she sighed again.



It was quiet for a time while we both caught our breath. I had the feeling Abigail was still processing this experience and I didn't want to interrupt her thoughts, I had my own besides. I was glad that she enjoyed her first time. I was thrilled to be the one to give it to her. One thing that was on my mind, was if she chose me because of some feelings she had for me, or if I just conveniently had a cock. I guess I would have been okay with either scenario, but I kind of needed to know.



"Abby?" I asked.



"Yeah?"



"Why did you want to sleep with me?"



"What do you mean?"



"I mean, why did you choose me out of all the people that could have been your first?"



"Because you're my best friend, dummy!" She said giving my bottom a pinch. "Who else would I want to share this with? Some random guy who doesn't even care about me? You get added points because you're beautiful."



"Thank you," I said blushing into her chest at hearing her call me beautiful.



There was more I wanted to ask, like about Kennedy. What would happen when she came back? Was this a one-time thing? Seeing how happy Abigail was, I couldn't get myself to bring any of this up. She seemed as if she was on a cloud right now and not knowing where these conversations might go, I didn't want to risk spoiling her good mood. Instead I let my mind fill itself with thoughts of where I was and the amazing thing that had just happened.



With my head resting on Abigail's breast, I listened to her steady breathing. Abigail gently running her fingers through my hair, and my head rising and falling with her breathing in a hypnotic fashion, my tired body slipped into a deep, peaceful sleep.



*** *** ***



It felt amazing waking up next to Abigail. We must have slept until early afternoon, and I was spooned up behind her holding her in my arms with one hand resting gently on a perfect breast. It was a little disorientating waking up on the wrong side of the room, but between Abigail's soft sheets and her warm silky skin against mine, it was a wonderful way to start the morning. We spent over an hour snuggled up together, both of us wide awake, before either of us said a word.



"Ummm! I could stay like this forever," Abigail said in her sleepy voice as she pulled my arm tighter around her.



"Me too!" I mused.



It started from nothing. Abigail pulled my fingers to her lips, softly kissing each one delicately before moving on to the next one. I could feel the temperature rising between us, trapped by her covers, and the soft sensual feeling of her lips on my skin woke my star player. Abigail began to press her beautiful bottom into me, coaxing me further, and from there it was downhill.



She took my hand from her lips, guiding me down her bare chest and over her smooth tummy until I was right over her moist lips. Her legs parted slightly, giving her room to guide my hand. Abigail let out a sigh as my fingers touched her, arching her back into me, and I began to kiss her neck as I toyed with her clit. As her breathing quickened, she turned her head to me, engulfing my lips with hers.



Impatient, Abigail removed her hand from atop the one I had working her clit and reached between us for my hard shaft. Eager to feel me inside of her, she parted her legs even more and positioned the head of my cock between her thighs, letting my swollen head rest against her wet opening.



Unable to even think about teasing her, I pressed forth letting her pussy swallow me inch by inch. Her morning voice cracked as she gasped at my intrusion. Sounds of her pleasure filled my ears, and I continued to rub her swollen clit as I slowly thrust in and out of her.



Our pace slowly gained speed as we both sought release. Her cute little ass rocked onto my cock perfectly, drawing gasps from me as her tight pussy stroked my shaft. Our breathing had become ragged, and our lips barely touched, as we sucked in air through open mouths.



I loved how eager she had become to have my cock inside of her. I couldn't get enough of seeing her sweet innocent face contorted in this vision of absolute carnal pleasure. The way her warm smooth body moved against mine, the way she moaned into my lips, was pure bliss. Even with all this pleasure bombarding my senses, in this moment, I felt like I could make love to her like this for hours.



Our pace began to quicken and I could feel Abigail's nails dig into my hip where she held me, signaling that she was getting close. She was really working her ass into my cock now and I began to drive into her harder. I opened my eyes in anticipation of her climax, wanting to watch the look of pure ecstasy on her face when she came for me.



"I'm back, Bitches!" Kennedy said throwing the door open only to stop dead in her tracks with her mouth hanging open. "Ho-ly-shit!"
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***** 



"Holy shit!" Kennedy exclaimed standing in the door way with her mouth hanging open. 



Abigail and I were together in her bed. The sheets were still covering most of us, but by our bare shoulders and exposed legs, it was obvious that we weren't wearing much, if any clothing. Abigail and I had only woken a short while ago and with our already being naked, and with one thing leading to another, I was spooned up behind her, sliding my cock into her. 



"What are you doing here?!" I exclaimed in a panicked voice, my body frozen in mid thrust. "You weren't supposed to be back until tomorrow!" 



"That's what you have to say?" Kennedy stared at me, still standing in the open door way. "Nothing about any of...this?" she said gesturing elaborately with her hands. 



"When did this start?" Kennedy asked. "When did she find out you have a penis?" 



"You have a penis?" Abigail asked feigning shock before bursting out into giggles causing a sensation like pure, blissful torture as her pussy flexed around my cock. 



I didn't know what to do. I felt kind of awkward having Kennedy in the room while I had my dick in Abigail, but Abigail hadn't made any move to have me withdraw. In fact, she had begun to make minute gyrating motions with her ass into my crotch. 



"Um, Kennedy, can we get a second?" I asked. 



"No! I need answers damn it!" she said with mock anger sitting down on the edge of the bed. 



"I found out a while ago, but I didn't say anything." Abigail said making those wonderful motions on my cock. 



"So you guys had sex?" Kennedy asked. "Wait.." she paused to take a closer look at us. "Are you having sex right now?" She smiled wickedly as reached for the edge of the sheet. 



"Hey!" Abigail exclaimed, holding her sheets tight against her. 



Kennedy was laughing outright now as she drummed her feet on the ground. "Fine! Fine! I'm going to go and grab us some breakfast while you two finish up," she said giving my ass a smack. "If you're not done by the time I get back, I'm just going to have to watch until you finish," she said getting up to leave. 



Before the door even shut, Abigail pulled herself off my cock and threw the sheets aside baring me completely. She climbed on top of me with a feline grace causing her pale breasts to bounce seductively. Easily straddling me, she aimed my cock at her entrance and slid herself carefully down my swollen shaft. 



"Oh God!" She mewled, wincing at my intrusion. "You feel so good." 



"You feel incredible Abby," I sighed, reveling in her warm embrace. 



"You know, I love it when you call me Abby," she said smiling down at me with her dark brown hair wildly framing her beautiful face. 



She braced her weight with both hands on my ribs, cupping the underside of my breasts as she slowly rolled her hips, pressing her clit onto me as she fucked herself on my cock. Her beautiful lips parted as her breath quickened, and her breasts began to bounce in a hypnotic fashion as they were pinned between both of her arms. 



I gripped her hip bone with one hand, urging her on, while my other hand trailed over the soft skin of her stomach, up to tease her breasts. 



The combination of the wet friction from her pussy and the beautiful vision of her naked body on top of me was bringing my orgasm faster than I wanted. 



"Slow down Abby," I panted. "I'm so close!" I moaned. 



"Good," she gasped, ignoring my warning as she picked up her pace. 



My quiet pants turned into loud, high pitched moans, as I fought my building climax. Abigail's movements began to take on a life of their own as her voice rose, making music with my own. 



"I'm cumming, Abby!" I cried "I'm cumming!" 



As I spewed forth my seed, Abigail kept hammering herself onto my bursting cock. Her eyes were shut tight as she threw back her head. I had finished filling her with my cum, but Abigail pressed on, torturing my oversensitive cock. When I was about to scream that I could take no more, her body locked up atop of me as she let out a wail of ecstasy. I suffered through the painful bliss of her pussy milking me until, at last, Abigail fell forward beside me on the bed, letting me slip from what had become the torturous depths of her pussy. 



"That was incredible!" she sighed, squeezing her hand between her thighs as she felt for the mess I had made. "But now I have to kick you out of my bed," she said giving me a smile and a nudge. "Kennedy will be back soon, and I trust her when she says she will sit there and watch us until we're finished. So get dressed." 



"Ugh," I sighed as I pulled my sex-tired body up. "She would too." 



Not knowing how much time we had before Kennedy's return, I quickly threw on a pair of pajama pants and one of my old Alex t-shirts that hugged my breasts deliciously. It felt weird wearing one of my old t-shirts like this. I loved the way my breasts looked in it, and I kind of felt like I was a girl wearing her boyfriend's t-shirt. 



Abigail was in the process of slipping on a pair of girly boxers, after cleaning up the mess I had made in her pussy, when Kennedy returned with breakfast burritos. 



"Sausage, egg, and cheese," Kennedy said tossing a burrito to Abigail and then me. "I assume neither of you have a problem with sausage?" Kennedy asked with a smile and a raised eyebrow as she sat on the edge of Abigail's bed to unwrap her own breakfast. 



I was sitting cross legged on my own bed as we ate and I listened to Kennedy probe Abigail for details on how her first time was. 



"So," Kennedy began. "How was it? Was it as good as you thought it would be?" 



"Better," Abigail blushed. "How come you never told me how great it feels?" 



"Because it isn't always great," Kennedy said, shrugging as she took a bite. "Sometimes it sucks." 



"Hey now!" I cut in, feeling the need to defend myself. 



"Not with you, Sweety. I mean in general," Kennedy clarified. "You're an exception." 



"Sex is a nuanced art form," Kennedy explained to Abigail. "Some guys think all they have to do is stick it in and pound away, but there's so much more to it. You lucked out for your first time and found someone who knows what they're doing." 



"She is pretty good, isn't she?" Abigail said giving me a smile. "I see now how you could lock yourselves away for hours on end without coming up for air." 



It was a little embarrassing to be in the middle of their girl talk, with me being the topic of discussion, but at the same time flattering. It was always nice to know that you did a good job. It did get to be a little much after a while. Kennedy insisted that Abigail give her a play by play, and the details were pretty graphic. By the end of her recital I was wishing I hadn't forgone wearing panties. My cock was rock solid and without my panties to contain it, it easily tented the loose fabric of my pajama bottoms. 



"You okay over there, Lexi?" Kennedy smiled, noticing my attempts to try and conceal my erection. 



"Yeah, everything's fine," I replied, trying to act casual. 



"You sure? All this sex talk isn't getting hard on you is it?" She asked, emphasizing certain words. "You look bored stiff," she finished with a smirk. 



"Alright. We get it," I said standing up, gesturing to the now very obvious tent in my pants. "I have a boner." 



I was slightly annoyed at first, but as both girls began giggling uncontrollably, they sucked me in and I began laughing as well. I sat back down and did my best to situate my erection, but the silky fabric continued to tease my cock playfully. 



"So, isn't this a little weird?" Abigail asked once the laughter died down. "We've all had sex with each other. What happens now?" 



"I can think of a few things," Kennedy smiled mischievously. 



"Get your mind out of the gutter," Abigail chided her. 



"Don't play Miss Innocent with me!" Kennedy shot back, poking her playfully in her side. "I've seen your naughty bits!" 



As interesting as this direction was going, I could see the nervousness in Abigail's demeanor and I felt protective of her. As arousing as the thought of a possible three way with these two beauties was, Abigail had only just had her first time. I didn't want her to feel rushed into anything. It was hard to reconcile the innocent girl sitting there fidgeting in her PJ's with the woman who had been sexily riding my cock less than an hour ago. 



"What are you doing back today?" I asked, trying to steer the conversation in a new direction. "What happened to coming back tomorrow night?" 



"Oh, I got into a fight with my mom," Kennedy said shrugging. 



"What happened?" Abigail asked. "Is everything going to be all right?" 



"I was prying for information about my dad again," Kennedy began. "She got a little angry that I was bringing it up again, and told me that she wasn't going to discuss it. I was pissed, but that's not what the fight was about. She went out for a little bit to pick some things up at the store and I decided to do a covert search of her bedroom to see if I could find anything." 



"Did you?" I asked. Kennedy's father was something of a guilty pleasure topic. The mystery of it had a way of pulling you in and making you want to know more. 



"No. I found nothing," Kennedy sighed. "Unless you count a few toys that my mother probably wished I never found. When she got home, she found me in her room and my covert search had somehow morphed into me ransacking the place. That's where the fight started, and I decided it would be best if I came back early. And between us, I'm kind of glad I did" she finished smiling a little too innocently at Abigail and I. 



I could easily see Kennedy violating her mother's privacy for even the smallest clue as to who her father was. She could be distracted from her all-out assault on the truth, but only for short periods of time before her need to know forced its way out, putting her back into a break neck charge towards trouble. 



"What kinds of toys, exactly?" Abigail asked into the silence, causing another round of laughter. 



"Nothing I wanted to find in my mother's closet," Kennedy assured us shaking her head. 



*** *** *** 



After we finished breakfast, we moved our little party out into the common room to enjoy the last day of solitude before everyone came back. Kennedy, still feeling frisky, changed her clothes and came back wearing a tiny black thong and a t-shirt that only covered half of her ass. Still going commando under my pants, it was the main cause for my prolonged erection. 



Even with all the sexual tension, it felt wonderful to hang out with my two best friends and not have to worry about keeping any secrets. It felt liberating. I still tried to not make my boner look obvious when I had one, but it was nice to not have to live in fear that someone would notice it, which they did quite frequently. 



"Who's going down to pick up the pizza?" Abigail asked. 



"Not it," I quickly claimed, followed by Abigail. 



"That's not fair," Kennedy said. "I'm in my underwear." 



"And I'm not wearing underwear," I said. 



"You'll be fine," Kennedy scoffed with a laugh. 



"Really?" I said moving my arm away from its place covering my groin. My erection had died down, but there was an obvious bulge in my pants that couldn't be mistaken for anything but a cock. "How about I pay for the pizza and you can give the pizza guy something to tell his friends about?" I offered with a smile. 



"Oh, you're buying now?" Kennedy asked. 



"Yeah, I have a little extra money," I said shrugging and giving Abigail a little smile. 



"A little?" Abigail laughed. "After my dad took us to the casino, that girl is loaded!" 



"You guys went to the casino?" Kennedy asked surprised. "And you got to meet Mr. Lockwood? When did all this happen? I should have stayed here with you guys," she said looking a little disappointed. 



"We'll tell you about it over the pizza. Now, are you going down to get it or not?" I asked as I walked the short distance into my room to grab some of the money I had squirreled away. 



"Fine, but you're going to owe me a little more than just pizza." she said, her eyes flicking to my bouncing crotch as I walked back out of my room. 



Abigail and I watched from the banister at the top of the stairs as Kennedy pranced down in her underwear to open the door. I was standing behind Abigail, using her body to hide the noticeable bulge in my pajama pants, letting my growth press gently into her bottom. 



Kennedy opened the door and was met by a wide eyed pizza boy. He stammered and stared as he took in the view of her barely-there underwear and her slightly transparent t-shirt stretched tightly around her wonderful breasts. From the look in his eyes, he was probably wishing that here and now would be the moment that his wildest pizza delivery dreams would come true in the shape of a beautiful red haired goddess. 



Abigail and I stifled our giggles as we watched Kennedy pay for the pizza. His eyes never left her body and for all he knew we paid him a couple of folded singles. Carrying our pie, Kennedy twirled away sexily, letting her hair spin, and pranced away and up the stairs letting her nearly bare ass sway seductively as she went. 



"I can't believe I just did that!" Kennedy giggled as we stumbled back into the common room laughing. 



"He was really looking too!" Abigail said. 



"I can't see how he could avoid it. Especially with the way she was working those hips!" I threw in. "It had me drooling a little." 



We dove into the pizza as we watched Texas Chainsaw Massacre, and told a jealous Kennedy all about thanksgiving with Abigail's father. With Kennedy on one side and Abigail on the other we shamelessly finished off the pizza and snuggled together as the bloodbath ensued. It wasn't really my kind of film, but with the company I had, I couldn't complain. 



*** *** *** 



I woke up in a panic. Abigail's elbow was digging into my side and I felt like I was being suffocated by Kennedy's wild red hair. Neither of these things were what had caused my heart to hammer at an unbelievable pace though. There were people walking around us. 



We had fallen asleep on the common room couch, and being Sunday, some of the girls had arrived back at the dorm already. We were a tangle of fleshy limbs and hair. Kennedy was laying partly atop of me with her hair in my face and Abigail was lying on her back beneath me. Her legs were parted, giving me room to lie between them with my head pillowed on her breasts. I couldn't see what we looked like, but I expected a clumsy human sandwich with me in the center. The other girls were still sound asleep and I could feel Kennedy's hand wrapped around my waist, gently resting over my morning erection. 



I could only hear two voices in the room so far, but it was two too many for me. There was no way I would be able to hide my erection in these pants. I had let my guard down with my friends and now I was paying the price. 



"Looks like we missed a hell of a party," came the whispering voice of Holly, one of the dorm supervisors. 



"At least they didn't trash the place," came another familiar voice. I was sure it was Danielle, one of the girls from the room next to Abigail and I. 



"Yeah, but still, they look like one hot mess don't they?" Holly observed. I could hear a little bit of excitement in her voice. 



Every second I stayed there, pressed between their bodies, I began to panic more. There were only two of them so far, but who knows when more would show up. Becoming more frantic, I began to subtly try and wake Abigail. After a few minutes of increasingly hard prodding she finally began to stir. 



When her eyes finally opened, she looked down to see the panicked look on my face. Her head shifted at the sound of the others in the room and she seemed to understand my plight. 



"Kennedy!" Abigail groaned causing me to flinch at her loud voice. "You guys are crushing me!" 



"Wha'?" Kennedy said stirring on my back. "Wha' time's it?" 



As Kennedy shifted, her hand rubbed the length of my shaft, and she froze as well. After a moment, Kennedy slid her body up my back and quietly whispered 'Cold Charlie' before gathering herself and climbing off of Abigail. 



Kennedy made a big production out of standing up and stretching, yawning loudly as her shirt rode up exposing her tiny black thong and her bare midriff, before smiling over at the other girls and joining them in the kitchen area. 



"Hey guys," she said to our other flatmates. "When did you get in?" 



"A few minutes ago," Danielle said awkwardly. "Holly was here when I got in." 



"I only just beat her here," Holly said. 



As Kennedy flaunted herself and talked with the other girls, I slipped from atop Abigail and she stood next to me as we walked back to our room, blocking their view as best she could while I desperately tried to keep the bulge in my pants as unnoticeable as possible. 



"That was close!" Abigail sighed as she closed the door behind me. "God, my heart is racing right now. Is it always like this for you?" 



"I usually don't let myself get into these situations," I said crashing onto my bed to stare at the ceiling. 



"I meant the worrying," she clarified. 



"Yeah, pretty much," I sighed. "Not getting caught is generally the thing foremost on my mind. Thanks for helping me out of there," I added. 



"I'm glad I could help," Abigail said lying down next to me on my bed. "But, I think Kennedy still did most of the heavy lifting." 



*** *** *** 



Wanting to avoid the hustle and bustle of all the returning students with all their luggage in tow, Kennedy, Abigail, and I shut ourselves away in our room. Not wanting to endure anymore close calls, I was fully dressed in a pair of stretchy jeans that show off every great curve of my legs and ass and I had my cock firmly tucked out of sight. I had let my guard down too much over the last few days and I really needed to get back to my old habits of constant vigilance. 



After all that had happened over the last twenty-four hours or so, the sexual tension was thick in the enclosed space. We were all just lounging around, listening to music or reading magazines and such, but I couldn't help my eyes from wandering. I kept glancing over to Abigail on her bed painting her toenails. All of her focus was on the soft pink lacquer she was applying. 



There was nothing sexual about her posture or actions, but I couldn't help being mesmerized by her sight. After seeing her at her most vulnerable, her naked body fused with my own, and hearing her cry out in ecstasy, I found her outward innocence even more alluring. It was like a secret that I could now see, just beneath the surface. I tried to occupy my mind with some reading that I was behind on in my classes, but she kept pulling my eyes. 



Kennedy was quiet as well as she lay on the floor between us reading a magazine, but her eyes kept shifting from Abigail then to me, and back, with a small smile and a trace of playful lust in her eyes. I knew what she wanted, but I had no idea what gears were spinning behind her eyes. 

As afternoon faded and the premature evening of winter darkened the sky, there was a knock at our door from Skylar, Kennedy's roommate. 



"I don't know if you guys have seen it or not, but there's a notice for a party tonight at the Library," Skylar said leaning in through the crack in the door. 



"Oh, thanks for letting us know," Abigail said sitting up. "Do you know what time?" 



"Doors open at nine, and there's supposed to be a few announcements a little after that," she replied. 



"All right. We'll see you down there," Abigail said as Kennedy already began rising from her spot on the floor. 



It seemed like everyone had gotten the news already and were rushing to get ready. With so many women, the whole hall was a scrambling mess of people moving around from here to there in various states of undress. To top it off, the showers were a mad house. 



"I don't think I can do this," I whispered to Kennedy and Abigail as the flanked me walking towards the showers. "There'll be too many people! Maybe I'll be fine without a shower." 



"It'll be fine!" Kennedy tried soothing my nerves. 



"What if there aren't any private stalls available?" I asked. 



"Don't worry, no one really uses them anymore." Abigail said. "At the beginning of the year a lot of people were shy, and preferred to use them, but now everyone usually uses the open showers." 



My nerves were a little on edge. I had never used the showers when they were crowded. Even though I always used the private stalls, it seemed easier to use them when hardly anyone was there. One of the main reasons I felt awkward was because I didn't want to feel like I was perving on all the naked women. It started out because I was worried about being found out, and I didn't want the headline to read 'man pretends to be girl so he can perv on women in the showers.' 



As soon as we walked in there seemed to be a wall of wet female flesh undulating as they washed themselves, partially obscured by the steam wafting through the air. It took a couple of tries, but I did find and empty stall and quickly slipped inside. Before I could shut the door, Kennedy was slipping in behind me and as another surprise, Abigail. I could see a couple faces watching the unusual scene from within the steam, but eager to shut out their eyes, I closed and locked the door. 



"What are you guys doing?" I asked. 



"I don't know about you, but I'm showering," Abigail replied as she tugged her shirt over her head to reveal her pale round breasts. 



"Call it moral support," Kennedy added as she too began stripping down. 



It was incredibly arousing and frustrating watching them both get naked in front of me, but I was more worried about what everyone outside was thinking about what we were all doing in here together. The closed off shower was rather large, but with three people inside it felt a little crowded. 



Still filled with anxiety, I quickly joined them in a rush to get this over with. As much of a hurry as I was in, the girls didn't seem to mind at all. They took turns washing each other's backs. In the somewhat confined space, as we all tried our best to be under the spray, our bodies brushed against each other's soft skin. 



The sight of them washing each other and the feel of their skin on mine was easily enough to turn me to granite, and before long I could feel them intentionally brushing against my cock and pressing it against their bodies. 



"You guys are killing me you know that right?" 



I only got back laughter as they both turned on me and began washing me together. The sound of their voices bounced loudly off the tiles filling my ears. Though their hands traveled all over my body, they seemed to pay special attention to my ass and cock, washing them several times. 



For a time, I became pudding in their hands as they manipulated my body. Their soft soapy hands slowly coaxing me to climax between their bodies. My mind shut down, forgetting my worries and troubles, every thought was directed toward their touch and my approaching release. It felt like heaven. 



"All done!" they both announced, pulling away bringing a pained groan from my lips. 



"You guys are cruel!" I said cradling my needy cock in my hands. 



I knew what game they were playing and my pride kept me from caving. I had an idea that this was Kennedy's doing. She loved watching me jerk off and also had a thing of making me beg for her. Not this time. Taking a deep breath, I let go of my cock, letting it point straight out swinging back and forth as I moved to turn off the water and dry off with my towel. 



Both of them eyed me with suspicion when I didn't play into their little game. I was surprised to see a little pout cross Abigail's lips, but it was what they deserved for their teasing. Fighting back a little smile, I dressed in my pajamas I had worn to the shower and watched as the girls wrapped towels around themselves. 



My hard cock pointing at an awkward angle as we walked down the busy hall to our room, and I was beginning to regret not finishing myself off in the shower like they obviously wanted. Thankfully the pain slowly faded after reaching my room and I was able to let my mind focus on getting ready. 



We weren't in much of a hurry, and it was nice taking my time as I slowly flipped through my clothing for something that struck my eye that would match my mood. After comparing several outfits I decided to hell with how cold it was outside, I wanted to wear a dress tonight and found myself fingering something in black as I let my mind wander. 



A little while later I watched from my desk, where I applied my makeup, as Abigail slid on a pair of sexy white stockings before fastening them to a lacy white garter resting on her hips. It was nice to no longer feel guilty watching her like this. She had told me she enjoyed having my eyes on her when she was dressing, and I could hardly disappoint her now. 



The way she looked in her lingerie turned me on. Not only did I want her, I wanted to be wearing those sexy things. I had leggings to keep my legs warm in the cold, but hers looked so much more sexual, and I wanted that feeling. 



Part of being a girl that I loved so much was the clothing. When I was just plain old Alex, my choices were pretty slim as far as attire; either pants or shorts and a shirt. As a woman there was so much more to it, and not only could your clothing reflect how you were feeling, your clothing could affect how you felt, and I loved that. I loved putting on some lacy underwear and a dress and immediately feeling sexy and desired. Even with pants, some skin tight low-rise jeans that accentuated every curve of my legs and my round, perky ass. Watching Abigail, I realized I definitely needed to look into some stockings like that for myself. 



As with being a girl, it took us a little while to finish getting ready, but when we were done we were definitely a sight to behold. Abigail decided on a white halter style cocktail dress that ended just above her knees, to Kennedy's dismay. And Kennedy and I wore our little black dresses. Hers was tight and strapless, barely containing her lovely breasts, with the tattered skirt made out of strips of cloth that ended a few inches above her knees. I loved how those little strips split apart when she moved, showing off her legs and ass seductively. My own dress was strapless as well with a short pleaded tutu skirt that flared out over my ass making it pop. 



Between us, Abigail looked classy and refined, and Kennedy and I looked like sex on a stick. It was nearly nine when we each took one of Abigail's arms and headed out and down the stairs of Evens Hall. 



As we walked, I began wishing I had worn my leggings. The chill in the air was nothing compared to back home, but then again I had never really been this exposed to the elements. The cold night air was wafting up between my skirt and around my ass sending chills up my spine and goosebumps down my legs making me once again thankful that I waxed. 



"Anyone else wish they were wearing pants right about now?" Kennedy asked from Abigail's other side. 



"Me," I said. "Can we walk a little faster?" I laughed. 



"I'm fine," Abigail said, warm in her stockings. 



"Yeah, well my vagina's freezing," Kennedy replied. "Wouldn't mind a warm hand or two..." Kennedy said smiling. 



"Play your cards right..." Abigail said surprising me. 



Thankfully, by the time we reached the Library, the doors had already opened and people were streaming in. The heat from inside felt wonderful as it began sinking into my skin and with all the bodies around us; the temperature quickly began to rise. 



"Welcome back!" Debrah Dewer, the Student Union President said from atop the stage. "We're on the home stretch for the first semester, and with the inevitable increase in our workloads a party is in order... because there won't be many more opportunities to celebrate. So while tomorrow, and the next four weeks may be daunting, tonight we let loose! There has been debate whether this should be mentioned, but we have lost thirteen of our number already. Since the start of term, thirteen girls have dropped out due to pregnancy so I stress again, for the love of God, play safe girls. There's no reason not to. Keeping that in mind..." she said smiling as she raised her hand. "Party like there's no tomorrow!" 



The DJ behind her immediately began pumping out the sound and the mob of women began jumping and dancing to the thumping beat. 



"To the bar!" Kennedy shouted over the music like it was some battle cry charge. 



Abigail and I followed behind her absolutely ready to get this night started. By the time we made it to the bar, the doors had been opened to the rest of the public and the usual throngs of local men had begun pouring in. Even though we could all meet men whenever we wanted, being cooped up with only women all day during classes and in the dorms, men held a place as a rare commodity. And with this place being the designated watering hole for our school, for most men that came here it was almost like shooting fish in a barrel. 



"Tonight, the drinks are on me," I announced pulling a wad of bills from my cleavage. 



"How much money did you win at the casino?" Kennedy asked. 



"A lot," Abigail said sliding onto a stool next to me. 



"If Abigail said it's a lot, it must be," she laughed 



It took us a while to get our drinks. A downside to being at a bar filled with a ton of women is that you don't get that special attention you usually get at places with more men in them. After a rum and coke, and a shot of tequila a piece, we were more than ready to get our dance on. 



With liquor for lubricant and dressed to thrill, it didn't take much to get us going. Deep within the crown on the dance floor, we quickly found our bodies pressed tightly together as we undulated in time with each other to the rhythm of the music. 



The close proximity was enthralling. Abigail's breasts were pressed against me and her ass was grinding back into Kennedy. Her face was just inches from mine and I could feel her warm breath on my lips. As we rocked our bodies to the music, Kennedy's hand reached around Abigail to rest on my bare thigh and slowly slid up under my skirt to rest on my bare ass. 



In the middle of the dance floor amongst the press of bodies, the heat was overwhelming and any exposed skin began to glisten with a sheen of sweat. With the humid air, Abigail's perfectly curled hair had begun to frizz, becoming wild and sexual, reminding me of how she looked this morning while we were having sex. With my head floating in alcohol, I felt no need to hold back and I let my lips reach across the short expanse for hers. 



The feel of her full pink lips against mine felt wonderful, and Abigail didn't hesitate to match my kiss with a passion of her own. Her lips were grasping and her mouth opened in search of my tongue as she pulled me tighter against her body. Submitting to her passion, she began to steadily rock her crotch into my thigh as she let her pleasure take control. 



Kennedy continued rubbing her hands over both our bodies, reveling in our act and pressing us on. Abigail's lips pulled quickly from mine as she threw her head back gasping, letting a moan escape her lips. I watched as Kennedy's lips and tongue teased her neck sensually from behind. Abigail reached back, lost in our moment, to hold Kennedy's mouth to her pale neck. 



Our sex was in the air. I could smell it, thick and trapped between the bodies surrounding us. Abigail continued to ride my thigh and Kennedy's hands found her breast, squeezing them through the top of her dress. 



I don't know how long we were joined like that, our bodies grinding against one another and our lips and tongues caressing each other's, or any bare flesh available. Eventually the heat and sweat between the masses became too much as Kennedy pulled her lips from mine, panting heavily. 



"I need water," she gasped with a smile on her face. 



"Me too," Abigail said squeezing Kennedy's ass, letting some of her fingers slip through the strips of her skirt. 



Taking us both by the hand, Kennedy lead the way off the dance floor and back towards the bar. 



"Oh look, it's the shower sluts! Why don't you get a room? Or a shower?" Grace Arlington sneered. 



"What?" Abigail asked, still catching up after this sudden turn of events. 



I remembered this girl immediately. She was the one who had tried picking on Abigail the day before school started. Mocking her about how nice her dress was of all things. She was a bit smaller, with a pudgy face, and she was flanked by her friends who were also staring down their noses at us. 



"You heard me. And don't think because you dress fancy that we all can't see right through you," Grace said with a sadistic smile. "Slut." 



"You need to watch your fat mouth before I give your face a makeover," Kennedy said stepping in between her and Abigail, her fists balled angrily at her sides. 



"Really Skank?" she said shoving Kennedy back causing her to stumble into Abigail. 



"What's your problem bitch?!" I said stepping forward. I had had enough of this shit. 



"My problem is you and your friends are giving this school a bad reputation," she sneered. "Everyone knows about you. The Lezbos of Evens Hall!" 



"If you touch my friends again... you'll be sorry." I said ignoring her other words. 



I had been out of practice, but I was still able to easily block the slap she swung at me with my arm. Out of reflex my other hand, balled up into a fist, began swinging back at her. I barely caught myself, and a split second before I connected I opened my hand delivering a full armed smack, staggering her back into her friends. 



As she steadied herself on her feet she turned back to me and for a second I thought she was going to charge me. I don't know if it was the look in my eyes challenging her to just try it, or something else entirely, but she began to think better of it and quickly turned away, slipping back through the crowd and disappearing from sight. I felt relieved that I didn't have to fight her. I wasn't afraid of losing, I would have wrecked her without breaking a sweat, but as much of a woman as I felt like, I still felt bad about hitting one. 



When I turned around to check on Abigail and Kennedy, I realized why Grace might have decided not to fight. Skylar was standing there as well now, and that short girl looked menacing, even in her skimpy dress, and the red nail polish that was glowing in the black light looked like claws covered in blood. 



"Are you guys okay?" Skylar asked. "Abigail?" 



"Yeah. We're fine," Abigail said trying to shake it off. 



"What was that all about?" Skylar asked curiously. "I saw her come up to you guys from the bar and she didn't look happy." 



"It was nothing," Abigail said blushing. 



"She thinks we're sluts and that it's her job to make sure we know it," Kennedy said. She was obviously still pissed that some bitch pushed her down, heels or no. 



"What a bitch," Skylar said, her eyes searching the crowd unconsciously. "Why should she care what you do?" she asked shaking her head. "Well if you guys are going to have a rumble count me in," she said smiling to break the tension before she drifted away back towards the bar. 



After that, there was a lot less dancing and a lot more drinking. That girl had been such a buzz kill on our night. We didn't see her again, but the damage was done. Kennedy and I could handle someone calling us sluts, but Abigail was a little more soft-hearted. To make things worse for her, she no longer had her virginity to cling to. I don't think she was upset about losing it with me, but she was starting to worry about how people saw her. 



After enough drinks, we began to cheer her back up, but we never got back to the careless passion we had experienced on the dance floor. 



*** *** *** 



It was sometime Monday morning when I felt someone slipping into bed with me, stirring me from sleep. I was lying facing the wall, out of habit to hide my morning erection. My first thought was Abigail, but the moment I smelled that sweet citrus scent, I knew exactly who it was. 



"Morning Kennedy," I sighed in my cute morning voice as I felt her arm slip around me. 



"How'd you know it was me?" She asked playfully. 



"You two smell differently," I said smiling. "Where's Abigail?" 



"She left a bit ago, she has morning classes," Kennedy said in mock disgust that someone could do such a thing. "Why? Would you prefer it was her here with you?" 



Her fingers began playing with the hem of my shirt, slipping beneath to run along the soft skin of my stomach. 



"I don't think I could ever choose between you," I said truthfully. 



"I know the feeling," Kennedy sighed into my ear, letting her hand drift down. "She is a goddess, but then again so are you." 



Kennedy's hand slipped underneath the waist of my pajamas and her fingers instantly found my erection. Her tongue reached out to pull my ear lobe into her warm mouth as she steadily began to stroke me. Kennedy's touch began to stir a fire that had been smoldering inside me since yesterday morning. Yesterday had felt like one giant tease from the moment I had woken up until I slid into bed at night. Feeling a driving need, I turned towards her, kissing her lips. Her body felt great against mine, and her warm hand on my shaft magnificent. 



"That's my girl," Kennedy panted against my lips. "I've missed playing with you!" 



Before the holiday, she had been spending most of her time with Abigail. They had started something, and with Abigail being new to sexual relationships, Kennedy felt inclined to avoid complications. It seemed that now that I was sleeping with Abigail as well, those reservations had evaporated. 



"I've missed this too!" I purred back. 



I slid my hand down her tight little body and greedily dove my hand down the front of her cute pink boxers to find her dripping pussy unguarded by underwear. Our mutual masturbation didn't last long before Kennedy lost her patience. She quickly pulled away from me and stood to rip her shirt over her head and shimmy out of her boxers before climbing back onto the bed to relieve me of my pajama pants and shirt. With my cock free and standing at attention for her, she quickly straddled me and slid herself down my cock. 



"Oh fuck, I've missed this!" Kennedy gasped as she bottomed out. 



Kennedy held my breast through my black bra while she rode me, letting out little moans as the pleasure built in her body. I was always glad when Kennedy let me keep my breasts covered. I loved the way I looked with them, and they were surprisingly realistic, but even so, I felt awkward that they weren't real. 



Kennedy quickly worked herself up to a rapid pace before eventually sitting up straight as she rode me. The way she moved reminded me of a belly dancer. Her upper body hardly moved, but her hips were rapidly rolling and grinding as she fucked herself onto my cock. My hands gripped her thighs tightly as hers reached up, slipping her fingers through her tangled hair. 

"I'm so close," she gasped as she began to really grind her pussy against me. 



As hard as I was for her, I wasn't even close yet. Kennedy must have been really worked up to be coming this quickly. She gasped and shook as she hit her peak and slid off of me to lay beside me as she caught her breath. 



"I really needed that," she gasped. "I've been so horny since I saw you and Abigail together." 



"I bet!" I laughed back. 



"So how fun was it to finally have sex with her?" Kennedy asked shamelessly as her hand wrapped around my slick cock. "I bet she was great. She has all those pent up feelings and not to mention she's just been dying to finally have sex for so long." 



"It was amazing," I said. "I totally never expected her to make the first move. I never expected her to make any moves." 



"If you could have seen the things I did to that girl..." Kennedy trailed off. "She may be all proper and innocent acting in public, but once I had her alone... She barely needed encouraging when I corrupted her." 



Kennedy, now recovered, began inching her way down my bed as she licked and trailed kisses down my body. 



"How about you?" Kennedy asked. "Will you let me corrupt you?" 



I could feel her hot breath on my cock as she continued to slowly stoke the fire that was building within me. 



"I'll need you to say it," she said smiling up at me as she barely grazed my cock with her tongue. 



"Yes," I whispered. 



"Yes what?" 



"Corrupt me," I gasped aching for her mouth on me. 



Immediately, I felt her mouth engulf the head of my cock and her tongue began to swirl around sending bolts of pleasure throughout my body. Keeping my cock in her mouth, she repositioned herself between my legs and continued to slowly bob down my straining shaft, teasing me. 



I let my fingers slip through her wild hair, fighting the urge to pull her down faster onto my straining shaft. She pulled one of my smooth legs onto her shoulder as she really settled in to worship my cock. Her slow pace was driving me wild and her low moans were sending shivers down my spine. I could feel her saliva dripping down around my cock, and all of these sensations were slowly building up to what I could only assume would be a powerful release. 



Kennedy began to gently play with my balls, but her fingers began to drift down to the small stretch of skin below. My hips shifted nervously as she rubbed there, causing a new, strange sensation to come over my body. The more her fingers moved, the more that sensation, and my nervousness grew. 



Her fingers, wet from her spit dripping down my cock, began to travel further down with each caress until she was brushing the very edge of my ass causing me to jerk with surprise. 



I looked down to Kennedy only to find her eyes locked on mine as she began to lightly massage my tight hole. I instantly began to squirm under her, but stopped the instant I felt her teeth pressing tightly around my cock. 



She was biting me rather hard. Not enough to cause real pain, but enough to be a serious warning. I watched her slowly retract her teeth as I stopped moving and her finger continued its work as her mouth began to slowly tease my shaft again. 



With all the drool dripping down, she had my hole all nice and wet before she began putting pressure on it. It was subtle at first, but ever growing and persistent. I was fighting the urge to panic as a slight pain came over me and her finger finally eased itself into my ass. My breathing was ragged. After a few moments, the pain dissipated and her finger began to move inside of me, pressing further in and messaging me from the inside. 



At first I thought I imagined it, as pleasure coursed through my body, sharp and hot, but it happened again. And again. Kennedy's finger kept pressing on something deep inside of me, causing an incredible feeling to wash over me. As she continued, I could no longer control my body. My ass began to wiggle around, desperate for her to push deeper and continue this sensation. My hands rose above my head, pressing flat against the headboard as I fought to push my body down, further onto Kennedy's wonderful intrusion. 



I gasped as I felt a second finger press inside of me, but the pain it caused was nothing next to the pleasure coursing through me. Kennedy continued to slowly, teasingly suck on my cock, and at this point her incredible oral skills were overshadowed by what her fingers were doing to me. 



I felt a warm sensation slowly build inside of me and the stronger it became, the more I bucked onto Kennedy's skilled fingers. My whimpering moans began to grow louder with until I finally cried out as the pleasure began to peak, wracking my body as I came into Kennedy's mouth. And then I passed out. 



When I woke, Kennedy was lying next to me, still naked and playing with my deflated cock. I could still feel the after effects of my orgasm rippling through my body like quiet waves on the shore. 



"That must have been some orgasm!" She smiled, seeing me awake. 



"What was that?!" I asked feeling uncomfortable with what I had let her do to me...and what it had done to me. I had only ever had my ass played with once before, and it had been by my sister in a brief lesson about not playing with her ass without warning. That had felt nothing like what I had just experienced, and I felt...dirty. 



"Amazing would be my guess," Kennedy laughed. "Who knew you liked the butt stuff?" 



"That was... I don't..." I began as I struggled for what to say. I felt weird about it. People weren't supposed to like putting things in their asses, but the feelings I had experienced were unlike anything I had ever experienced before. I felt conflicted, and the fact that I truly, thoroughly, enjoyed the experience made me feel wrong. 



"If you're about to say that you didn't like it, then that orgasm must have given you memory loss," Kennedy smiled. "It's okay to like it. I like it too," she confided trying to ease my mind. 



I felt better hearing Kennedy admit it. I was afraid she would think I was weird because I liked it. It was irrational, I know. She was the one that wanted to play with my ass after all. I'm supposed to be a woman, we're expected to be irrational. 



"So, say you liked it and we can move on," Kennedy said ribbing me. "Go on..." 



"I liked it," I said nervously. 



"Good girl," Kennedy said. "You looked so hot wiggling your cute little ass onto my fingers." 



"Kennedy!" I said, still not entirely comfortable with what we just did. 



"For a girl with a dick, you can be quite close minded, you know?" She laughed. 



"Girl with a dick?" I asked in mock outrage. "I'll give you 'Girl with a dick'," I said aggressively pinning her naked body to the bed. 



"God, I wish you would!" She squealed. 



*** *** *** 



By the time my afternoon classes arrived I was exhausted. Kennedy had been insatiable. We must have had sex for at least another couple of hours before she called it quits. I wasn't really complaining, but it took serious effort to focus in my classes with my sore muscles and the near undeniable urge to lay my head down on my desk and pass out. 



Thankfully she didn't play with my ass again during all that. Don't get me wrong, my body was begging for it. The memory of that warm shooting tingling sensation seemed to occupy the back of my mind. I had grown up thinking that this kind of thing was wrong and gross, but after experiencing it for myself I was well and truly conflicted. It felt so dirty, but incredibly exhilarating at the same time. And even a small part of me found the dirty aspect incredibly naughty. 



We were right to party last night. The course load that my classes were piling onto me was staggering. I had only attended two of my three classes so far today and I already had three papers to write and a hundred pages to read on top of that. I was sure it would only get worse too. My last class for the day was Psychology, with Kennedy, and from previous experience, this teacher loved handing out outrageous amounts of work. 



"How do you look all fresh and chipper?" I asked Kennedy bitterly as she met up with me in the quad. There was something off with this picture. I felt drained, like I could fall down and sleep for days, and she looked as fresh as daises. She even had a glow about her...the little hellion. 



"What can I say?" she said mockingly. "I feel fantastic!" 



"Next time you're doing all the work then," I threatened. "I can hardly stay awake right now." 



"Oh, poor you!" She mocked, lowering her voice as we walked into the science wing. "It must be such a burden, beautiful women taking advantage of you at all hours of the day? Don't you just wish they would all leave you alone so you could live your life in celibacy?" 



She was right, my life was a dream. Hell, it was my dream. This is what I wanted when I thought about how great college would be in high school. Granted in those visions I wasn't a woman, but the principle still stood. 



"You're right," I said letting a smile grace my lips. "I'm just tired right now and being cranky." 



"Miss Allen?" A man said from behind me, placing his hand on my shoulder, startling me. 



I turned quickly, not really accustomed to coming across men in the halls of Mayweather, only to find myself face to face with a security guard. He was tall and lean and looked to be in his mid to late thirties, and he wasn't alone. There was another man in an identical uniform behind him. 



"Yes?" I asked confused. 



"I'm going to need you to come with me," he said in an even, practiced tone. 



"Is something wrong?" I asked feeling fear creep in. This couldn't be good. If it was something ordinary a student aid would have been sent to get me. They know! I thought immediately. Why else send two security guards to get one tiny girl? I screwed up somehow. I let myself relax the last few days and it caught up to me. I must have missed something and now they knew the truth! 



"We just need you to come with us to see the Assistant Dean," he said. 



My fears were confirmed. You don't get called to the Assistant Dean for just anything. He was the man that handed out the pink slips and coordinated with authorities when someone screwed up royally. Sounds had somehow become distorted, like I was listening from underwater or from a great distance. 



"Can I ask what this is about?" Kennedy asked in a serious tone as she stepped up beside me. As she stared down the two men her shoulder moved to slightly angle herself in front of me. I don't know if it was an unconscious act or not, but I couldn't let her get caught up in the middle of this. If they asked, none of them knew anything, Abigail or Kennedy. They didn't deserve to be caught up in this. 



"It'll be okay," I said placing my hand on Kennedy's arm, my voice sounding strange in my own ears. "Can you take notes for me in class?" 



"Yeah..." she said her eyes worried and curious as they scanned my face. "You sure?" 



"I'll be fine," I lied with a hopefully warming smile. 



Seeing that I was ready to go with them, they split apart to let me past, and we walked back down the hall towards the open quad. Thinking as fast as I could, I pulled my phone from my purse and shot a quick text to Kennedy. 



~I THINK THEY KNOW ABOUT ME! TELL ABIGAIL THAT YOU BOTH KNOW NOTHING ABOUT ME! YOU THOUGHT I WAS REALLY A GIRL. LOVE YOU GUYS. SORRY.~ 



I quickly hit send and deleted the message from my phone before stuffing it back into my purse. 



One of the most depressing thoughts that floated through my mind was that I was going to jail. I was sure to be spending a long time in there...and the whole time I would be forced to be Alex. 



I was fighting back the tears that wanted to well up in my eyes as they escorted me into the Administration Building and up to the second floor. When I entered the outer office of the Assistant Dean, I couldn't believe I was there already. The whole walk here had felt like a blur. 



In a reverse, the five minutes I spent sitting in the outer office waiting for the Assistant Dean felt like eternity. I knew what was coming and I was hoping it would be quick, like ripping off a Band-Aid... or a good death. 



The security guards stood by the door idly, and I could only assume that they saw me as a flight risk. I don't know why. I didn't have it in me to run. 



The door opened to the Assistant Deans office and there he stood, Assistant Dean Decker. I never had the pleasure, but from what I saw, I believed every word that Kennedy had said about him. I got a creepy, scary vibe from him as he looked me up and down before turning his back on me and calling me into his office. 



"This way, Miss Allen." 



I dragged myself up from my seat and followed him inside to accept my fate. I was so going to miss being Lexi. Once inside, I sat down in the chair he indicated and he stood by the window staring out over the quad for a moment before he spoke again. 



"Do you know why you're here Miss Allen?" he asked. 



I was about to answer before I realized. He was calling me Miss Allen. Miss? Does he know? I had been sure they knew. Why else would they put me through all this? 



"I'm not sure, Sir," I said carefully, feeling hope rising for the first time in what felt like ages. 



"One of your fellow students has leveled charges against you, that you have broken one of the most sacred bylaws in the Student Code of Conduct, and assaulted her," he said turning back to me. His face seemed perfectly calm, but his voice and his eyes held a simmering anger. "Last night at the Library, she claims you struck her in the face and she has witnesses and a bruise on her face. What do you have to say for yourself?" 



This might not be them finding out I had a penis, but this still didn't look that great. Thankfully, the relief I had from not being found out had greatly settled my nerves and made this blow land so much easier. 



"Is she the pudgy girl with the big mouth that likes to hit people?" I asked, not really hiding my dislike for Grace Arlington. I almost winced at my cavalier attitude to assaulting another student. 



"In my office, you will speak to me in a respectful tone young lady!" he shouted. 



"I'm sorry, Sir," I said after taking a few calming breaths. "What I meant was, Grace was trying to humiliate my friends and I, and when Kennedy told her to stop she pushed her down. After that, she tried to hit me, so I hit her back," I tried to explain. "I didn't really mean to, she swung at me and I just... swung back." 



"Here at Mayweather, we have a zero tolerance for violence. Before you try to argue that it didn't occur on campus, this school's code of conduct encompasses the students, not the location in which events take place," he said sitting down finally. "I'm sorry, but her witnesses claim that you assaulted her unprovoked." 



"What about my witnesses?" I asked. 



"Your friends?" he asked. "I don't know if the account of your friends could be impartial." 



This man was infuriating. 



"Who are her witnesses? Her friends?" I asked carefully, trying to remain as respectful as I could while this gigantic ass-bag continued to raise my anger to levels of pissed off previously unreached by mere mortals. I don't know if it was the rapid roller-coaster of emotions I had went through in the last few minutes, or what, but I was struggling here. 



I loved this school. Despite the little situation with my cock, I felt like I truly belonged here. I had never really had that before, and I wasn't going to let it go without a fight. 



"I'm just looking at the facts right now," he said. "She's bruised, not a mark on you. She came to me to report the assault, you did not. That tells me something." 



"What, that she is a tattle tale and she doesn't know how to fight?" I asked in a borderline mocking tone. "So I get punished for being mature enough to let her actions go, and because I'm not a defenseless woman?" 



"Are you always this stubborn?" he said becoming angry again. 



"I hear this place makes strong women," I replied calmly. 



He watched me for a few moments, searching for something in my features as the wheels turned behind his eyes. 



"I'm sorry, but like I said, zero tolerance, whether you were at fault or not. I'm not really seeing any other options here," he said in an uncharacteristically sympathetic tone. 



"Zero tolerance?" I asked. "So that girl is going to be expelled as well?" 



"Well...no." 



"Then where is this zero tolerance if it only really seems to apply to me?" I asked. "I'm automatically guilty? Is that where this is coming from? You've been toting this Code of Conduct pretty hard here, what does it say about slut shaming? Or about harassing students because of their sexual orientation? This school was founded to build women up. To bring forth the modern age woman. Does this modern age not include the right to the sexuality of our choosing? Is this modern woman supposed to be prejudiced against other women who fall outside of what a 1940's woman should be?" 



"We are getting far afield," he said trying to cut me off. "This is strictly about the assault." 



"I don't think we are," I said losing my cool now. "I think I want to draw sexual and physical harassment charges against Grace Arlington. You seem not to be able to, or just unwilling to do your job, so maybe the authorities will be more inclined," I threatened pulling my phone from my purse. 



It was a total bluff. The last thing I wanted was to bring cops into this who would want my information and ID when I filed a complaint. I don't know why I said it, but I was tired of this jack-wad refusing to even look into what actually happened. I held my phone in my hand for a moment, watching him, waiting for him to stop me. When he didn't I swiped my screen and begun dialing. 



"Just wait a second," he said holding up his hands. "I don't see how it will change anything, but I'll listen to what your witnesses have to say." 



Hiding my satisfied smile, I put away my phone and gave him the names. Kennedy Monroe, Abigail Lockwood, and Skylar Lawson, he wrote them down on a sheet of paper before stepping outside to hand the paper off to one of the security guards outside. After a quick word with his secretary, he came back into his office and sat across from me, watching me over steepled fingers in silence. 



The wait felt like forever as Mr. Decker eyed me. At first he merely looked pensive, but after a short while he began to creep me out. Just before my skin began to crawl, there was a knock at the door and the security guard poked his head in. 



"They're all here," he announced. 



"Please wait outside Miss Allen." Mr. Decker informed me curtly. 



"No talking until we sort this out," the security guard said as I passed through the door. 



"You're first Miss Monroe," Mr. Decker said gesturing to Kennedy. 



Kennedy was in his office for a while. Skylar, Abigail and I sat in the waiting chairs, and with the two security guards and the secretary, the room felt crowded. Skylar seemed completely unphased by all of this as she peered at her red nail polish while her foot bobbed and swayed in the air off her crossed legs. Abigail on the other hand couldn't stop fidgeting. Her eyes darted from the two security guards to me and then to the closed door of the Assistant Deans office. 



My eyes seemed to get drawn back to Skylar for some reason. It was the strangest time to have this overwhelming feeling like I was missing something. Every time I shook it, it came back with a vengeance. 



When Kennedy finally emerged from his office, she looked relieved. 



"Miss Lawson," Mr. Decker called from inside his office. 



Without hesitation Skylar uncrossed her legs and walked inside, closing the door behind her. The moment she passed me, I knew what was tickling my mind. It was brilliant in a simple sort of way. I saw an answer unfold in my mind, but it wasn't the answer to right now's problems so I forcefully put it aside until this was over. 

Skylar's time was significantly shorter, and before I knew it Abigail was walking nervously into his office. Abigail was in there for a long time and I was beginning to worry. What could take so long about explaining what had happened? The incident itself had lasted no more than two minutes. Just when I was about think something had going horribly wrong, Abigail emerged. 



Her face was worried, but well hidden, and even though she had fixed it I could see evidence of smeared mascara. She had been crying. I immediately jumped up and pulled her into a hug. 



"These other girls can go now," Mr. Decker said from the doorway. "I'll need a few moments before I speak with Miss Allen again," he said before closing his door. 



Kennedy and Abigail said their goodbyes and Skylar gave me a friendly nod before they were shown out. After that I was alone. Well, not really alone. There was still one security guard and the secretary, but for all purposes I was alone. It was at least another ten nerve-wracking minutes before I was eventually asked back into his office. 



"It seems like everyone here agrees with your version of events." Mr. Decker said somewhat glumly as I sat down. "Given this, I am feeling... I'm feeling inclined to let you go with a warning. Here at Mayweather, we don't condone any form of violence. If there are any more altercations we will have to take action." 



"So...so I can stay?" I asked trying to control my overwhelming happiness. 



"Yes," he said casting a strange glance towards the phone on his desk. "You can stay." 



The proper response would have probably been a thank you, but I had no feeling of thanks towards this man. He wasn't even disguising his disappointment. Lacking any words, we engaged in an awkward staring contest for a few moments before, finally, he dismissed me with a curt 'You can go.' 



*** *** *** 



As I walked back to Evens Hall, I couldn't stop thinking about Mr. Decker. I was glad to not be expelled, but there was something I felt like I was missing there. The way he acted seemed off to me. Why would he have been disappointed that he wasn't going to expel me? For that matter, why did he seem so eager to expel me in the first place? It was all a little strange. But the good news was that I didn't have to leave. 



The common room was quiet when I arrived back to the dorm. It wasn't unusual for the amount of work all of us had been given. I spotted Skylar sitting on the sofa and she gave me a friendly smile on my way to my room. 



When I opened the door, I was originally disorientated. At first glance, I thought I had the wrong room. Nothing was as it should have been. I almost sputtered out a sorry and shut the door, but I recognized something. Two somethings actually. Abigail and Kennedy. 



They were both lying on what looked like a giant bed positioned in the center of the room. Our small desks had been moved to the opposing walls. Kennedy and Abigail were lying on top of some ruffled comforters and they were both naked, save for some sexy underwear. Abigail was in a white lace demi bra and thong, and Kennedy in a scarlet bra and revealing booty shorts with little black bows on both. 



"What took you so long?!" Kennedy said sitting up on her elbows. 



"I hurried back as soon as he let me go," I said. "He let me off with a warning." 



"We know he let you off," Abigail said. 



"What? How?" I asked. "And what did you do to our room?" 



"You like?" Kennedy asked gesturing at the expanse of bed below her. "We pushed them together. Now we can all fit." Her smile was eager and smokey. 



Where Kennedy seemed frisky, Abigail sat up and held her arms open to me. It was just what I needed. I crawled onto the bed and let her arms engulf me. It felt so great to be held after the emotional shit storm I had been through, but exhaustion was fighting me. I eventually pulled away and fell down onto my back between the two of them. 



"Thank you so much for today," I told them. "But I've had a hell of a day and I just want to sleep right now and try to forget about it." 



"You owe me!" Abigail said sitting up on one arm as she looked me in the eyes. "I called my father for you," she said stone seriously. "I love him, but I hate using his name for things. And...and I had to tell him why this all happened." 



"What did you tell him?" I asked carefully. 



"The truth!" she grumped, letting herself fall back onto the bed frustrated. "That someone was being mean to me... because I was sleeping with girls," she got out. "I told him that she pushed Kennedy and you stood up for us, and when she tried to hit you too, you hit back. And I had to tell him all this with that creep watching me." 



"I'm sorry you had to call your dad," I said, pulling her into me, resting my head on her bosom as I tried to console her. "It must have been hard for you to tell your dad those things." 



"He took it pretty well," she mumbled into my chest. 



There was silence for a while as I held onto Abigail, her barely covered body pressed against mine. The sweet scent of vanilla and lavender filling my senses. Kennedy was spooning behind me, softly stroking my arm and side. I felt completely safe and content between the two of them and in my relaxed state I slowly began to drift to sleep. 



"Not so fast!" Abigail said firmly, shocking me back to the here and now. "You still owe me." 



She wiggled free, gently nudging me off my resting place, and sat up in the bed. I watched her eyes; they had a twinkle in them as she gazed down at me, and the smile that split her face... I almost thought it was Kennedy staring back from behind those pretty brown eyes. 



I shifted onto my back and noticed Kennedy staring down at me from my other side with that same look in her eyes. If I didn't know better, I would have said they were both hungry. 



"I came out to my father, the least you could do is thank me properly." Abigail said in a smokey voice as she lowered her lips to mine. 



Small jolts of electricity cascaded from the contact of our lips spreading throughout the rest of my body. That small, incredibly sensual touch seemed to invigorate my body. Any fatigue I had felt before evaporated as her soft lips clung to mine and her tongue searched into my mouth. My arms reached for hers, sliding along her milky skin as I wrapped her into my embrace. 



Feeling that same need as I, Abigail climbed up to sit across my waist, letting her barely covered body press against mine. It wasn't enough though. This frustrating fabric encasing my body felt like a bane. Loosening my arms from around her, I reached down my sides for the hem of my shirt. Grasping at the cloth, I began to shift my body and tug. 



Abigail's hands found mine as she slightly raised her body from mine. Together we tugged, pulling my top over my head, barely ceasing our kiss for the moment it took to clear my lips. 



My arms were a tangled mess above my head. The fabric from my t-shirt tangling together with my arms inside. Abigail, taking full advantage, used one hand to pin them in place as she continued to kiss me and slide her soft skin against my own. 



I felt trapped, unable to touch her body. I was completely hers for the taking. It was thrilling. Just when I though it couldn't get better, I felt more hands on my body and I remembered Kennedy. Her palms were sliding up the thighs of my tight jeans, slowly working their way to my crotch. When she finally reached her prize, she attacked the button and zipper just below Abigail's gently rocking ass. 



Kennedy was quick, and practiced, as she unfastened my pants and began the slow work of tugging them down over my curvaceous ass and down my legs. I rocked my body in time with her tugs, helping as I could with Abigail holding my upper half captive. Once they reached my ankles I kicked them to the floor. 



Without my tight jeans, my panties were no match for my hardening cock. I could feel it bulging out the fabric between my thighs, desperate for freedom. Bulge as it did though, it still couldn't slip free. 



I felt incredibly powerless. I knew that these two women would never hurt me, but the loss of control was exhilarating...and torturous. As Abigail took her pleasure from my lips, Kennedy began trailing kisses up and down the insides of my spread thighs. My straining cock, held at its awkward angle, ignored as I languished in painful pleasure. 



The longer they both teased me, the more I began to squirm beneath them. I began to fight, desperate to free the only part of me that mattered at the moment, but with both of them atop me, they easily contained my struggles. 



An anguished cry finally pierced my lips as I begged. I couldn't believe this was happening. The way they were both teaming up on me, and Abigail's behavior... Kennedy had definitely been rubbing off on her. 



Like a godsend, I felt Kennedy's fingers gently stroking my aching member through the thin material of my panties. Grateful moans escaped my mouth as I slowly began to rock my crotch against her touch. The moment she loosed my panties from my waist, relief flooded me. My cock instantly sprung forward and in the blink of an eye reached full rigidity. 



The next sensation I felt was hot and wet. Kennedy's lips wrapped around the swollen tip of my cock as she gently sucked and let her tongue dance on the sensitive part just below the tip. 



I relished in the teasing pleasure Kennedy gave to my cock. My hips slowly rocked into her mouth and she let me gently slide a few small inches in and out of her waiting mouth. After so much frustration and pain, this moment of pleasure felt overwhelming, but it was short lived. 



"Your turn!" I heard Kennedy call out, accompanied by a fleshy smack as her wonderful lips disappeared from around my cock. 



Abigail let out a squeal into my lips before pulling away to look back at Kennedy playfully. From my vantage, I could just see Kennedy pulling a wet finger from her mouth and I could imagine were it had been a second ago. 



Abigail slowly crawled off of me and went to kneel next to Kennedy between my legs. With my hands now free, I untangled them from my shirt and discarded it as I watched Kennedy whisper into Abigail's ear. When she pulled away they both shared a mischievous smile before Kennedy came to lay next to me, letting her head tilt to the side and rest against mine on the pillow. 



"You're going to want to pay attention." Kennedy whispered quietly to me. 



There between my open legs, staring wide eyed at my throbbing cock was Abigail. Beautiful pale skin, clad in her white lingerie, she was a beautiful contradiction of innocence and sex. Her hand slowly reached for me tentatively. 



I gasped at the sight coupled with the feeling as her small hand wrapped around my shaft. A small smile snuck across her lips as she held me in her hand. She began to let her hand slide across my skin, exploring, and by the look in her eyes, playing. It was amazing to watch. 



After some time, she cast a furtive glance up to me, and then quickly to Kennedy. After watching Kennedy for a moment longer, she took a steady breath and began to lower her lips to my cock. Her dark brown hair fell like a curtain to the sides of her face, but from my place above, I saw every moment. Her pursed lips came into contact with my tip as she gave it a gentle lingering kiss, and as she pulled away a small string of precum connected the tip of my cock to her luscious lips. Her eyes met mine with a little smile. 



With my precum still on her lips, she began to trail more kisses across my skin. All over my head and up and down the sides of my shaft. Her soft puffy lips felt wonderful, and the warm breath she expelled sent shivers along my body. The longer she spent kissing, the more relaxed she became. Eventually her kisses became a soft dragging of her lips across my cock as she savored the act. 



She worked her way back to the tip to place another kiss, but as her lips pressed against my swollen tip, they slowly parted. Little by little, she let the tip of my cock disappear into her mouth. It felt incredible. Her tongue slid slowly across me. She pulled slowly back; removing me from her mouth, but never letting her lips leave me. 



Abigail raised her eyes to my bewildered face and she sunk back down. This time she went farther down. Taking me in until I hit the back of her throat before easing back and sliding back down again. I watched in wonder as my cock disappeared into her beautiful mouth over and over. I couldn't believe how skilled she was for her first time as I felt her hot wet tongue dance across my sensitive skin. 



"Oh my God, Abby!" I gasped out. 



"I know right?" Kennedy said next to me as her hands stroked my bare skin. 



"You have no idea," I moaned. "How is she doing that?" 



"Someone here," Abigail said coming up for air, "likes putting things in my mouth," giving me a naughty smile. 



As Abigail continued to make love to my cock, Kennedy pulled my hand into hers and gently pulled it between her legs. I knew what she wanted. With her hand atop mine, we slipped beneath her panties. I immediately felt her wetness as I let my fingers travel along her gushing slit. I slowly began to stroke the length of her teasingly as we both got off on watching Abigail suck my cock. 



We stayed like that for a while; pleasuring each other until Abigail began to pick up her pace on my cock. 



"Oh fuck!" I called out as my fingers began to quicken over Kennedy's clit in reaction from my increased pleasure. 



"Oh! Slow down, girl!" Kennedy called out to Abigail. "Lexi still has work to do." 



Reluctantly, Abigail let my cock slide out of her mouth as she looked from Kennedy to me. 



"You see, there's something Abigail wants from you," Kennedy said sitting up on the bed. "She's a little too shy to ask though." 



Kennedy scooted off the bed and began to casually slip off her bra and panties. After she was completely naked she climbed back on the bed behind Abigail and unclasped her bra. 



"Our little Abigail wants to be fucked, don't you Abigail?" Kennedy asked caressing Abigail's shoulders as she slipped off her bra straps, exposing those pale beautiful breasts with their dark pink nipples. 



Abigail was blushing nervously as she smiled coyly. Why was she so shy about asking me? We had had sex before, hell my cock was just in her mouth. 



"I wanna watch you fuck her," Kennedy said looking me in the eyes. "She told me all about how sweet and loving you were with her, but she wants you to take her. She wants to feel you slamming into her." 



I felt like a little girl in a candy shop. I almost couldn't believe my ears. Kennedy sat up, pulling me along with her until the three of us were all on our knees facing each other. As we all knelt together, Abigail shyly avoided my eyes, but her thumbs were fidgeting with the string waistband of her thong. 



"Do you want this Abigail?" I asked seeing her nervousness. Now that my cock wasn't in her mouth, some of my brain seemed to be working again. 



"I want it," she said almost too quiet to hear. 



"Speak louder love," Kennedy said smiling. 



"I want you to fuck me," Abigail said looking me in the eyes now. 



I leaned forward and kissed her. My hands met with hers on her hips and worked her little white thong down over her ass and she rose up, letting me slip them down her thighs. After a little awkward shifting, her panties were decorating the floor and she was kneeling in front of me as bare as could be. I went to lie her on her back, but Kennedy had other ideas. 



"Turn her around," Kennedy instructed maneuvering Abigail and I until she was on all fours and I was positioned behind her. 



Kennedy knelt right beside us as I maneuvered my cock towards Abigail's entrance. I could feel the heat from her even before we touched, radiating from her excited sex. When my tip brushed against her slit, it was bathed in the juices dripping from her. With Kennedy's hand on Abigail's back, and the other on my ass, she pulled us together. The moment I pierced her, Abigail gasped and I felt her already tight pussy clamp down on my tip. At Kennedy's urging though, my cock slowly forged its way into the tight confines of her soaking pussy. 



Jolts of pleasure coursed through my body as I slowly filled her up, and after one long, slow thrust, I was bottomed out completely with my hips pressing tight against her ass. I held still, savoring the feeling of her and admiring the sight before me. Her wonderful alabaster ass molded against me and her small waist, those little dimples on her lower back that seemed to be smiling the small dark beauty marks on her shoulder that contrasted sharply with her skin. 



"Fuck me," Abigail whispered looking back at me from over her shoulder. 



I began at a slow pace, taking long full strokes into her. With every thrust I increased my pace slightly. Kennedy watched from her up-close vantage right beside us as I fucked our friend, with one of her hands conspicuously between her thighs. 



It didn't take long for the thick musky smell of sex to completely fill the air. 



Seeing that we were well on our way, Kennedy crawled in front of Abigail and without any ceremony she lay down in front of her, parting her legs and displaying her wet pussy. Abigail didn't say a word as she lowered her lips to Kennedy's wet sex and began taking slow loving licks all the way up her slit, parting Kennedy's pink candy colored lips. 



Caught up in watching Abigail expertly devouring Kennedy's pussy, I began to thrust harder. The moans of pleasure escaping from Kennedy's lips seemed to be driving me on as I slammed into Abigail even harder until Abigail cried out over Kennedy's dripping cunt. 



Thinking I had gone too far, I began to slow down, but Abigail's hand shot back, grasping my hand on her ass. She gripped me tight and she rocked back forcefully to meet my next stroke. At her urging I pressed on and I began to fuck her harder. As my pace quickened, loud slaps of skin on skin began to fill the air of our room. 



The flood of juices dripping from Abigail was astounding. Our thighs were slick and my balls dripped with her cream. The smell of sex in the air was overpowering and intoxicating. Coupled with the rhythmic smack, smack, smack, of my thrusts, it was hypnotic. One thing that kept me grounded was Abigail's hand gripping mine. She never let go. 



Kennedy's moans began to rise, and Abigail seemed to be attacking her pussy with even more vigor now. I mustered all the power I had and began to really slam into Abigail's dripping pussy. I was sure that this might be too much for her, but I could hear her squeals of delight, even muffled as they were by Kennedy holding her head firmly between her legs. 



Abigail's hand squeezed mine for all it was worth and I continued to plow into her with all my might. My balls began to churn and my short high-pitched moans began to sing with both of theirs. We were a chorus of pleasure racing towards the crescendo, all of us desperate to keep time with each other in what felt like the performance of our lives. 



I'm not sure who came first, Kennedy, or me, but I do know that as soon as my cum ripped from my loins to blast into Abigail's welcome womb, it set her off like the Fourth of July. All of our voices echoed off the walls in our confined space filling our ears. 



Someone must have heard. There was no way that sound of carnal release could have failed to make it through the walls. But in that moment, we didn't care. In truth, we probably would never care again. Abigail and I both collapsed forward onto Kennedy's trembling body. Abigail's head resting just below her breasts and I squarely on Abigail's soft back. 



As we lay there riding the waves of our blissful conclusion, a single solitary thought was able to form where no other thought could. I was blessed to live this life. 

*** *** *** 



Waking up in between Kennedy and Abigail was one of the most amazing things I had experienced. The feel of their soft skin pressed against mine, in a sweet contrast to the chilly early morning air seeping in from the cracked window, gave me a relaxed and refreshed sensation. A girl could get used to these new sleeping arrangements. As tired as I was the night before, I felt invigorated now. 



After we had all wakened, I told them about the light bulb I had had when we were in Mr. Decker's office. I thought I had figured a way to get past the Key Pad lock on his door for Kennedy. Kennedy was already planning a late night assault on the building when Abigail offered a more simple solution. There were some things we would need, but it wasn't long before everything was ready. 



*** *** *** 



I hated what I was about to do, but after what my friends had been willing to do for me yesterday I had to do something for at least one of them. Still, after being treated as I had been, this would leave a bitter taste in my mouth. 



"Would it be possible for me to see Mr. Decker for a moment?" I asked his secretary. 



"That shouldn't be a problem dear," she said looking up to me from her desk. "Just a moment." 



After that she pressed a button on an intercom on her desk before announcing, "Miss Allen is here to see you." 



"Send her in," came his reply after a moment's silence. 



There was a mechanical click at his door, which I assumed was it being unlocked. Taking an even breath to calm my nerves and strengthen my resolve, I opened the door. Mr. Decker was sitting at his desk with several papers and folders spread out before him. His expression was curious as I slowly entered and stepped up to his desk. 



"I realized that I never thanked you yesterday," I said, feeling bile rising in my stomach as I tried to keep an appreciative look on my face. "You didn't have to make that exception for me, and I know it could have been a lot worse for me. So thank you." 



He looked taken aback by my sweet tone and my apology coupled with thanks. He studied me for a moment before he finally spoke, leaning back in his chair. "I appreciate you making the time to come here. It shows character. I was wrong about you yesterday, and today I can honestly say that I look forward to seeing you here for a long time." 



"Thank you, Sir," I said, hating that I used that word for him. 



"I'm sorry to cut this short Miss Allen, but I have a lot of work to do today," he said gesturing to all the paperwork on his desk. 



"Of course," I said turning to go. 



I opened his door a couple feet to slip out and turned sharply back to him. This was the moment I was truly waiting for. I hated playing out this fake pretense, inflating the ego and self-importance of such a profound douche nozzle, but it was the only thing any of us could think of that would get me into this room without arousing suspicion or committing a felony. 



I pressed my side against the open door and quickly dipped my hand into my purse finding the open bottle of clear nail polish that had been carefully placed in a small plastic bag. I dipped my index finger inside and almost immediately came into contact with a cold wet substance. I carefully removed my hand from my purse, making sure I didn't smear any on my way out and blindly found the key pad on the opposite side of the door. Feeling my heart race, I quickly coated the buttons with the clear polish, making sure every one of them had a thin coat. 



"Oh, and Mr. Decker," I said pretending like I just remembered. "Have a great day!" 



"You too Miss Allen," he said smiling his creepy smile. 



My heart was hammering as I made my slow escape, walking from his office and to the stairs. The paint on my fingers was still wet, and my only hope was that the thin coat I had left on the buttons would dry before anyone had to use them. 



When I had seen Skylar in the Assistant Deans office, things started slowly moving into place in my mind before I could realize it. She had been wearing that same red nail polish at the Library and it had glowed in the black light. I figured there must be a clear kind that would act the same and my plan began to form. With the buttons now coated in a thin layer, every time he used his keypad he would slowly rub away the paint, eventually leaving the buttons he didn't use to glow underneath a black light, greatly narrowing the amount of combinations we would need to try in order to guess the correct one. 



The file Kennedy needed in order to find out the identity of her father was in the endowment file hidden away in the office of none other than Assistant Dean Decker. Before, we knew what we needed, but had no plan as to how we would get it, now... it was only a matter of time. 



Once outside the Admin Building; I quickened my pace, eager to reach the girls and tell them it was a success. 



The End of Chapter Seven 



Thank you to everyone who took the time to peruse my little piece of fiction. I hope you enjoyed it! I love to hear your thoughts on my work, either in the comments or private correspondence if you prefer. Please don't forget to vote, and if you have enjoyed my work you can favorite me as an author to see when I post new stories. 



If you are titillated by the TS/CD category, you should check out Noobdude and Dreamweaver594. They have some great stories. 



Your friendly neighborhood SoB

Women's Studies Ch. 08

Thank you for waiting so long for this next installment of Women's Studies. It was originally intended to be longer, encompassing all of winter break, but due to the length I broke it into two chapters. The second part will be submitted soon after this chapter goes live. 



As always, thank you to Skye4Life for editing this for me. 



While this Chapter doesn't necessarily have enough Transsexual content to qualify for this category, the story itself is about a transsexual individual, so it's staying in this category. 



This story contains Transgendered themes and Incest. 



***** 



Women's Studies Ch. 08 



I couldn't help but squirm in my seat as I drove down the interstate, back toward my childhood home. It seemed weird calling it that. My childhood home. Less than six months ago it was just my home, but after all that had happened to me, and all the changes...I could never see myself calling that place home again. 



Every little shift I made in my seat sent more thrills through my body, causing more shifting and even more pleasure to ripple through my body. I was playing, enjoying these last few hours before I had to strip off my pretty clothes and makeup and become Alex, the boy. I wasn't looking forward to that, but right now I was reveling in my naughty pleasure. 



Every time my body shifted the small butt plug I had inserted underneath my tight jeans pressed further against my prostate, that wonderful pleasure spot that sent out addicting waves of bliss to tremble throughout my body. 



It was all Kennedy's fault. Feeling dirty and frisky, she had... coerced me into letting her play with my bottom. Ever since then, I couldn't stop thinking about those amazingly wonderful feelings that had enveloped my very being. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. It was her fault. I had gone my entire life up until that point blissfully ignorant to the heights my pleasure could reach... and then she broke me. 



I had been able to shove it from my mind for a little while when my body would beg for those feelings again, but it didn't last. I absolutely could not ask Kennedy to do that again. I had admitted to her that I'd liked it, not that she needed my confirmation. I had passed out from the overload to my mind, but I felt so dirty even thinking about it, I just couldn't form the words to ask her. 



The first time I caved was in the middle of the night. We were all pressed together on our makeshift large bed that we had fashioned by pushing Abigail's and mine together. Abigail and Kennedy were both fast asleep, the sounds of their steady breathing filling the air. Try as I might, I just couldn't get sleep to come for me. My skin tingled, and the heat of my skin felt stifling as I tried not to squirm underneath our sheets. My cock was dripping in my panties, but it wasn't the only part of me aching for attention. 



Finally, unable to stand it any longer, I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake them, and made my way to the bathroom in our dorm suite. There I sat on the floor against the wall with the door locked as I slipped my pajamas and panties down and off my legs to be left in a pile in front of me. I touched my aching cock, savoring what I was about to do, while feeling guilty and more than a little dirty. 



I spit into my open palm and used it to coat my cock as I slowly stroked myself. My other hand trembled as it rose to my mouth, letting my fingers slip inside. I let my tongue swirl around them as I coated them with as much saliva as I could before lowering them between my legs. 



I slowly rubbed circles around my puckered hole, biting back moans of pleasure as I teased myself. It didn't take long before I could wait no longer. I slowly pressed one of my fingers firmly against my hole, willing it to open up for me. Slowly increasing the pressure, the resistance finally broke and my finger slowly sank in. I was panting hard now as the hand on my cock firmly grasped my shaft. 



The pain was familiar this time and I patiently waited for it to subside before sinking further into my ass. Fully inside now, I moved my finger around searching for that spot, that wonderful spot that Kennedy had opened my eyes to. The moment I touched it I gasped, feeling that hot, sharp feeling of pleasure once again. 



I needed this. I started slowly at first, making gentle circular motions over it as I began to stroke myself again. I was lost as I pleasured myself in such a naughty fashion. I began to forget where I was as my hands went to work on me. I needed more though. I eased another finger inside of me, and ignoring the pain, I pressed on and brought the pleasure up another notch. 



I don't know how long I sat there, slumped down on the floor touching myself, but I remember the overwhelming pleasure, and waking up with my cum coating my shirt and neck. 



It was addictive. I found myself thinking about it everywhere. No place was safe. I found myself parked in my car on the way to meet up with my friends after class; the seat leaned all the way back while I fingered myself. As embarrassed as I was about how dirty it made me feel, I couldn't stop myself. 



Eventually I became a little more adventurous and I found myself at an adult boutique all the way on the other side of town. It was an old stand-alone building with a liquor store on one side and a smoke shop on the other. I received plenty of leering looks as I quickly entered the shop. There were only a few people inside and I kept my head down as I perused the shelves for what I needed. 



There were rows upon rows of DVDs with everything from coeds and giant black cocks to incest and she-males. For a brief moment, I thought that it might not be a bad place to find a guy that was into that, if I ever got to that point, but once I saw the creepy looking man standing in the isle comparing two different titles, I immediately took that thought back. 



It seemed that anywhere I went in the store, all eyes were upon me. It was as if they never saw a hot girl walk into a porn shop before. Well, maybe they hadn't. Either way, it didn't take long to find the section I was looking for and I couldn't believe how many toys there were. There were fake cocks of all different colors and sizes, ropes, handcuffs, ball gags, you name it. I felt like I had somehow slipped into the adult version of Toy's R' Us. 



I didn't think I could take anything really big. I did find something called a magic wand though. It was a little bigger around than a finger and about six inches long; it even vibrated. The thought of what that might feel like buzzing inside of me sent tingles through my body. I was just about to go and pay for it when I saw something else that caught my eye. 



I bit my lip nervously as I held the new item in my hands. It was a butt plug. Its widest part was about the diameter of a quarter and it was nicely tapered. It even had a pink jewel on the end of it and it looked positively sinful. The more I looked at it, the more I thought about wearing it underneath my clothes. 



That's how I found myself sitting in my car, driving home to see my mother and sister, with a butt plug firmly nestled up my bum, gently pleasuring me as I made my way down the interstate. 



This little thing had become like a best friend. I found myself wearing it a lot, in classes or to the movies with Abigail and Kennedy. Just having it inside me felt wonderful, but all I had to do was shift around and it would send thrills through my body that felt amazing. To top it off, walking around campus with it inside of me was like a naughty little secret I had. Every person I walked past or sat next to, every person I spoke with or who might have checked me out, none of them knew about the jeweled butt plug that kept that smile on my face. 



Dread broke through my pleasure as I saw the mile marker and then the sign for the rest stop approaching. I had crossed into Colorado a while ago, and this was the last rest stop that would have little traffic at it. This was where Lexi would disguise herself as Alex. 



I pulled off the road into the empty parking lot of the rest stop. This early in the morning there wasn't another soul in sight, which suited me perfectly. After parking, I grabbed the bag off the passenger seat, and after a quick glance around I slipped into the men's room. It felt like a lifetime since I had been in one instead of five months. The smell assaulted my senses quickly. Wrinkling my nose, I quickly stepped into the large stall on the end and got to the business at hand. 



As much as I was looking forward to seeing Audrey, I felt a strong reluctance as I stripped off my tight low-ride jeans and my cute long sleeve top that hugged my cleavage. Goosebumps prickled my skin instantly as I stood in my pink panties and bra and I hopped from foot to foot as the cold floor stung the soles of my feet. 



Wanting to get this over as quickly as possible, I pulled a pair of worn and faded jeans out of my bag and slipped them on before stepping into my old pair of skate shoes. It felt odd wearing something without heals, but in the interest of preventing hypothermia, I persevered. With a fluidity I never had as a man, I reached behind me to unsnap my bra and slipped it off. 



I spent the next few minutes shivering as I slowly removed my breast forms, making me once again flat chested and feeling off balance. I threw on a t-shirt and hoodie as soon as they were off and waited for my body to warm them up as I used wet wipes to remove my makeup. 



My clothes felt strange and confining, and at the same time too loose. The fabric even felt rough against my soft skin. As soon as all of my makeup was gone, I threw on a beanie to obscure my girlish haircut and stepped out of the stall. Thankfully, I was still alone. 



On my way out of the restroom, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I knew I wouldn't be seeing 'Lexi' in the mirror, but it was still a shock to see a scrawny looking young boy. I still had my delicate features, but without my makeup or breasts, to me, I just looked like the effeminate boy I had loathed being for the past eighteen years. Feeling a sense of loss, I averted my gaze and walked quickly out and back to my car. 



The moment I sat down in the driver seat I realized I had forgotten something. With the bitter cold I was no longer accustomed to distracting me, I forgot about my butt plug. The moment my ass hit the seat it was pressed further in, sending ripples through my body. I knew I should go back into the restroom to remove it, but I didn't. It felt wonderful, and with all the dread I had at returning home, I deserved this pleasure for now. 



As I drove, slowly rocking in my seat, I was feeling increasingly uncomfortable. My clothes felt bland and strange, and I couldn't seem to get used to normal shoes. I had been wearing nothing but heels since I started school, and even sitting I could feel the difference. The rough fabric of my jeans scratched the soft exposed skin on my ass. In my t-shirt and hoodie, I felt like I was dressed in a giant trash bag. I couldn't believe how unattractive I felt like this. 



I kept telling myself this sacrifice would be worth it. It had been a long time since I had seen my sister, and truth be told, I hadn't kept in touch like I should have. There was so much to do with school, and with my whole situation with packing a cock to an all-girls college, it added to the amount of work I had to do with trying to keep it secret. That doesn't even take into account my love life. Who would've thought I would have more sex than I could handle. 



Audrey told me before we even reached my campus before term, that college was sex, schoolwork, and partying. I never believed her when she said it, but I do now. 



My sister and I had a... unique relationship. During my whole transformation, sexual tension began to develop and thanks to alcohol and loose morals we began having sex together. My first time was with a Playmate, and my sister. Even though our relationship had changed, she still acted like my sister, which I loved. She might see me as her little sister now, but that was perfectly fine with me. 



My mother was the reason for this disguise, and my impending dread. She was a religious tyrant who believed anyone in the LGBT community should burn in hell, if not before. She hated Planned Parenthood as well as anything else that might encroach on her beliefs...like science...or facts. No, if she knew about me, I would be treated even worse than she treated my sister, the family porn star, that had brought her so much shame in her religious community. Compared to how she would treat me, Audrey would seem like her favorite, most beloved daughter. 



A few miles out from the house, my phone rang, buzzing around in the center console. 



"Where are you?" Audrey complained over the phone. "I've been here for hours! You said I wouldn't be suffering alone," she reminded me. 



"I'm a few minutes out," I said trying to placate her. "Five minutes tops. I had to stop and change clothes." 



"Well, I'll be outside waiting for you," my sister said before hanging up. 



True to her word, she was standing in the drive wearing a cute charcoal gray wool coat that was tied at the waist. Her breath misting in front of her. As soon as I stepped out of the car she pulled me into a big hug. 



"I missed you!" she exclaimed. 



"Me too," I sighed as I held her in my arms. We stood like that for a while, holding on to each other, enjoying a warmth that had nothing to do with body heat. 



"I guess we should go inside," Audrey sighed, finally breaking the silence of our embrace. 



"If we must," I joked. 



"Wait," Audrey said taking a step back from me to look me over. "Something's not right." 



After another cursory look, Audrey stepped up to me and after taking a conspiratorial look around she slipped her cold hand down the front of my pants and into my underwear, causing me to flinch and yelp. "Panties?" She smiled, having felt the soft fabric. I was in such a hurry to get dressed I had forgotten my boxers! She reached as far in as she could and grabbed a hold of my tucked cock before moving it so it bulged prominently in the front of my pants. 



"Much better," my sister said, slipping her hand out of my pants and giving my package a pat. "And lower your voice a bit," she added before turning around and climbing the porch steps. 



I followed my sister up the porch steps inside and was immediately assaulted by the smell of pine and cinnamon in the air. There was a warm fire in the fireplace. Every wall in the house bore at least one cross, and several pictures and figurines of Jesus and angels decorated the place. It was depressing that this domicile of repression had ever felt like home to me. 



"Alex!" My mother exclaimed at seeing me as she left the kitchen. "She said you would be here soon!" 



She pulled me into a great hug as she commented about how little I must have been eating to be so skinny. She pulled me into the kitchen with her and sat me down, reminding me once again about my little friend down there slowly pleasuring me. 



"How has school been? I've hardly heard from you," she said sitting down with me, baring coco and cookies. "I thought about coming down to surprise you a few times..." 



"Yeah, it's been so busy," I cut in. "With all my classes, and trying to keep my grades for the scholarship... It's a full-time job," I laid it on thick; trying to prevent any thoughts that she should surprise me. 



"I'm so glad one of my children will be getting a college degree," she smiled. 



"Thanks mom," I said, awkwardly glancing at Audrey. 



It only got more awkward after that. She spoke like this often with my sister easily within earshot, subtle jabs at how disappointed she was in Audrey. Not to mention that she would go out of her way to avoid talking to her directly. The longer I sat there talking with her the more unbearable it became. Not just the conversation, that wasn't pleasant, but the fact that no matter what I did, I was slowly pleasuring my ass in front of my mother. I needed away from all of this. The car ride had been fun, but this felt like crossing the line. 



"Thanks for the coco mom," I said standing up. "I'm going to grab my things from the car and take them up to my room." 



"Okay Alex, dear," she smiled as I stood. "I'm so glad to have you back around the house." 



I didn't really need to grab my things from my car. The only bag I had in there contained girl's clothes and accessories. I had planned on wearing the clothes still in my old bedroom during my stay, but I really needed out of the conversation...and this butt plug out of my ass. 



My room was just like I remembered it, perfectly clean and bland. No posters or pictures on the walls, bed perfectly made, and shelves and desk organized and immaculate. I dropped my bag by the foot of my bed and nudged it under with my foot before making a quick trip to the bathroom to remove my plug, ceasing the pleasure it had been causing. Once I was back in my room, I collapsed onto my bed. It might only be early afternoon, but after twelve hours of driving I was exhausted. 



*** *** *** 



Thankfully, they let me sleep for a while before waking me up for dinner. The meal went slightly better than I thought it would, mostly because my mother ignored Audrey and anything she said as if she was some sort of spirit that only I could see. 



People sometimes ask me about my mother. It's mostly just general conversation stuff, but the only things I can think to tell them about her is how fanatic she is in her religious beliefs, that and how she has this permanent look on her face like she's about to ask to see the manager. All things being fair, it suits her. If anyone in our family deserved a face like that, it was our mother. 



After dinner, Audrey sat with me on the sofa in the living room. It turns out our mother only now decided to own a TV, now that her children were out of the house. With a little work with my smartphone, I had Netflix streaming onto the television for Audrey and I. 



"You can never show mom how to do this," Audrey said keeping he voice down. "The last thing that woman needs is something to make her life easier." 



We watched some reruns of sitcoms for a while, nothing that our mother would disapprove of, until she went to sleep. After she retired for the night we found something more our speed, a college movie with lots of vulgar humor and gratuitous nudity. In no time we were giggling like two school girls, leaning against each other as we watched. 



"So, how's school been?" Audrey asked during a less humorous part. "What has it been like living as Lexi?" 



"Shhh!" I shushed her, peeking over the back of the couch to check that our mother hadn't overheard. "Not right now. I'll tell you everything when she's at church tomorrow." I said quietly, in a warning tone. 



Seeing the fear I held for our mother, and understanding it, she took my hand in hers and leaned into me as we continued to watch the movie. 



*** *** *** 



"You couldn't find your way back to your bedroom?" came the hushed, but angry voice of my mother stirring me awake. "For the love of all that is holy, you should know better. Or maybe you don't, with that sinful profession of yours." 



"Mom, we just fell asleep watching TV. It's not a big deal," Audrey said, still a little sleepy. 



"Don't try playing innocent with me, I saw how the two of you were," Mom said snidely. "You were practically on top of him. I knew you had the devil in you, but your brother? You need to get control of yourself and find some decency...if you have any left. Your brother doesn't need this kind of whorish attention from you. Thank the Lord he isn't awake to witness this. He would be traumatized." 

"Mom, you're making way more of this than it is," Audrey tried to explain truthfully. 



"I don't think I am," Mom replied. "You get your bottom off that couch and away from Alex. I don't need you leading him to temptation. I only have one good child left, and I won't let you ruin him." 



"Jeez," Audrey sighed standing from her spot next to me on the couch. 



"Don't you take that tone with me," mom said firmly. "And don't use that word either. It's disrespectful to Jesus." 



Her words faded as she followed my sister toward the stairs and up to her room. Even though they were out of earshot, I knew that my mother's tirade had not finished. Not by a long shot was my guess. 



Knowing that they were gone, I opened my eyes and sat up on the couch. 



"Merry Christmas," I huffed underneath my breath. 



I knew what I had been signing up for; I just hoped spending time with my sister would outweigh the bad. 



I climbed from the couch, discarding the woven afghan that had been covering me, and made my way into the kitchen to make some coffee. Just as the pot had finished my mother entered the kitchen acting like nothing was wrong in the world. 



"Morning Alex," she said smiling. "Oh, you made coffee! You're such a good son." 



"Thanks mom," I said pretending that I didn't just hear her berating the only person in this family I loved... or that I even liked her. 



"I'm going to be heading off to church shortly, are you coming with me?" she asked pouring herself a cup. 



"Not this time," I said sincerely. "I'm still exhausted from school and the drive back here." 



"Are you sure?" she asked. "The Lord can give you strength." 



"I'm sorry mom, but even with this coffee I'm ready to fall right back to sleep," I tried, desperate to not be forced to attend church. "I wouldn't want to fall asleep during the sermon. I might not be able to help it, and I wouldn't want to be disrespectful." 



"I suppose not," she sighed, disappointed. "Mary Winters fell asleep two months ago and began snoring. Such an awful woman. If only she was as considerate as you." 



I was thankful she relented. So thankful, I didn't even mention how vicious she would have been to poor Mary Winters if she had skipped a Sunday of church. The lady was 70 years old and my mother would have spread the scandalous tale of how sinful she was and what she must be doing since she wasn't in attendance. 



"It's really great to have you home," my mother smiled as she patted my hand. "Now if you will excuse me, I need to finish getting ready for church." 



With that, she got up and placed her empty cup in the sink and left the room. The tension I had been harboring left as soon as she did. I couldn't believe the things she had said to my sister. Come to think of it, pretty much all of them were true. Audrey had corrupted me, but I had already been corrupting myself for years. Audrey just helped me along. Even so, I hated the way she treated my sister. She was her daughter for Christ's sake. 



Audrey didn't show her face until our mother's car left the drive outside our house. 



"Mom's a bitch," I said the moment Audrey came into the room. 



"You heard all that?" she asked with a haggard look on her face. 



Audrey was used to being put down and stepped on by our mother by now, but that didn't mean it no longer affected her. Sure, she was stronger now, and could take it without being forced to tears, but that doesn't mean that it didn't upset her to be reminded of how our mother saw her. 



"Yeah," I said, pouring her a cup of coffee. "And you should ignore her. She's a bitch." 



"Thanks," Audrey said as she sat in the chair next to me. 



I didn't know if it was for the words or the coffee, and to be honest it didn't really matter. 



"Mom should be gone for at least six hours," I offered. "What do you want to do?" 



"I want to hear about what you've been up to, and what was so scandalous that you couldn't even speak about it until mom left the house," Audrey said, a smile finally gracing her lips this morning over the rim of her coffee mug. 



"Oh jeez, where should I start?" I asked, shaking my head seeing a flood of memories pass through my mind's eye. 



"At the beginning," Audrey said pushing her coffee mug away. "I want to hear everything. But first, I think we need something better than coffee. Put on something warm and meet me on the back porch." 



Seeing her in a better mood was all the reason I needed to follow her instructions. I quickly climbed the stairs two at a time and found a warm jacket in my closet. Sufficiently bundled up, I raced back downstairs and saw Audrey on the porch swing through the bay windows in the dining room. 



As I stepped outside I felt the rush of cold air engulf me, making me wish for the gentle chill I was familiar with in Arizona. The back yard stretched into a small wooded area with the property ending at the brook hidden just behind the tree line. The back yard was covered in a thick layer of snow that buried the bottom step of the porch. It was a familiar sight from every year of my childhood. 



Audrey was gently rocking on the swing holding two cups while a thermos sat by her feet. 



"Take this," she instructed as I sat next to her, "and tell me everything that happened since I left." 



"Well, you know about Kennedy finding out about us, and me," I said taking a large drink from my mug. "Oh my God!" I coughed. "What is this?" 



"It's hot coco," she said innocently before a smile broke through. "And a lot of peppermint schnapps." 



"Yeah, that's a lot," I said clearing my throat before I took another sip. 



"So, Kennedy found out..." Audrey prodded. 



"Yeah, did I already tell you what she had me do in her car?" I asked. 



"No!" she said getting excited and leaning forward. 



"So the whole time we were talking in the diner, I couldn't stop this massive erection I had growing under my dress. She was telling me about how she recognized you and about how she had masturbated to you in a Playboy she'd found at a boyfriend's house. She stole it from him and she's been using it ever since," I said. 



"No wonder she knew who I was," Audrey interrupted. 



"You are going to have to sign that for her sometime," I said before I pressed on. "So we leave, and I'm trying to hide the tent in my dress. We get to her car and she asks me if I need to... you know? Well, I end up doing it... the girl spit in my hand to use while I stoked myself..." 



After I started, the words just continued to flow out of me. It felt kind of cathartic to talk about it like this. Sure, I had lived it, but other than Kennedy and Abigail, who had experienced most of this with me, I didn't have anyone else to talk to about my life. It was one of those things that came with living a lie. The lie wasn't that I was a girl, the lie was that I also had a penis. If I had been going to a normal college, I guess it wouldn't be that big of a deal, but at an all-girls school the wrong person finding out could be a problem. Finally free to share the sordid details of my life, I let everything out. 



"No way!" Audrey exclaimed at one point giggling. "Right there in the middle of the bar?" 



"Yup," I said blushing as I stared into my mug. I don't know what possessed me to tell her about Halloween. Once I started talking it was like I couldn't stop. 



"Did you like it?" she asked leaning in curiously. 



"It was kind of like doing it to myself, but different," I said trying to find a way to describe it. "I felt... kind of powerful. You would think it would be the other way around, with me being the one touching him, but it wasn't. When I was running my hand up his thigh, I could feel him begging for me to touch him, and when I did it was like he was under some spell." 



"It's wild, right?" Audrey said smiling. "You were so worried before about feeling things about guys, what changed?" 



I forgot how much I missed having my sister around to talk to like this. No matter how afraid I was to talk about something, or worried about what she would think, she always seemed to have just the reaction I needed from her. Right now she was open and sincere, as well as a little excited. 



"A lot of things, but mostly Kennedy," I replied. 



"The way you talk about her, that girl seems wild," she said with a knowing smile. 



"Like a force of nature," I replied. "Do you remember that guy Danny from that club we went to on my first night out?" 



"I think so. He was the one who asked you to dance, right?" Audrey asked. 



"Yeah, well I ran into him again when I was with Kennedy and Abigail. We ended up exchanging numbers, but I was afraid of what I was feeling and what he would think when he eventually found out. All of that had been building up and while we were out on Halloween, Kennedy slapped some sense into me," I said pausing for a moment. "She basically told me that I was a woman and I was being foolish." 



"Well, I'm glad you're opening up," Audrey said as she leaned back into the porch swing, sending us back into a gentle rock. "Being all pent up and repressed is no way to go through life. Just a bit of sage advice from the family porn star," she laughed. "So, this Danny guy, do you really like him?" 



"I don't know," I replied honestly. "We've only seen each other a couple of times, but we've talked on the phone a lot. When I'm around him he makes me feel incredible, and I must say I do like kissing him," I blushed. "But I don't really know him. You know? And for that matter, he doesn't really know me. I've been distancing myself lately. I'm afraid of telling him, and as it is, I can't take this any farther without telling him first." 



"Why don't you just bite the bullet?" Audrey asked. "What's the worst that could happen? He says he doesn't want to see you again and storms off? After seeing you in action with that jerk at the bar, I can't really see anyone beating you up." 



"How about he is so disgusted that he has been fooling around and kissing a 'guy'," I said with finger quotes, "that he calls my school to tell them that they have a freak pretending to be a girl at their school," I said. 



"Yeah," she paused. "That could make things difficult." 



After a long pause Audrey tried to lighten the mood again. 



"So, tell me something else. What other things have you done?" 



"Well, I did have Thanksgiving with Abigail and her dad. That was pretty cool. We dressed up all fancy and went to dinner and then the casino. I won a lot of money," I said, a small smile creasing my lips as I remembered. 



"I still have a hard time seeing that girl as the heiress to the Lockwood Empire." Audrey mused. "She was beautiful, sure, but she didn't really seem to be the type of girl that's worth billions of dollars." 



"You haven't fucked her yet," I countered with a grin. 



"Touché," she replied. "Well, I don't think I had nearly that much fun my first semester of college. I was trying my hardest not to fail out mostly." 



"I don't know how I'm doing it either," I admitted. "With Abigail in the mix now, there is almost more sex than I can handle. I was so worried when you convinced me to become Lexi. I thought I would never have sex in college, and now... I don't know what I did to be living this life." 



"You're a good person, you deserve it," Audrey said leaning in to give me a tender peck on my lips. 



What started as sisterly affection quickly turned into something else. I had forgotten the taste of her lips in the time we spent apart, but having them pressed against mine was bringing back a flood of memories. I felt myself stiffen in my pants as her lips teased mine and her teeth lightly nipped at me playfully. Out of nowhere, I remembered who I was pretending to be, and I pulled away feeling uncomfortable. 



"I feel weird like this," I said looking away from her and into my mug. "I feel disgusting. I know what I look like as a boy." 



"Yeah, but I know what you really look like," Audrey said holding my eyes. "I know who you really are, and just the thought of that turns me on like you wouldn't believe." 



I could see the truth in her eyes, and the way she nervously bit her lip as she stared into mine. Seeing that look on her face made me believe. She pulled me back into our kiss and it escalated quickly. Our mugs were set aside and our hands began to take full advantage of each other's bodies. I felt Audrey's ice-cold fingers slip into my waistband and encounter my cock. I flinched, and she giggled at my reaction. The longer she touched me though, the warmer her hand became, and she began to stroke me in earnest inside my baggy jeans. 



My hands found her breasts and her hard nipples underneath her coat. 



"I don't think so buster," she laughed as I tried to slip a hand into her pants. "You're going to have to wait until we're some place warmer." 



"I let you," I said in playful disappointment. 



"You let me?" she asked with a laugh. "You were begging for it. Don't pretend!" 



I was so ready for this, but I wasn't in a hurry, just being here, right next to her and being able to touch those lips with mine was enough for now. I felt like I was in high school again, making out with a girl, being teased by her, forever on the verge of release but never quite reaching it. I loved it. 



We sat there, pressed into each other, kissing as she slowly stroked my thundering cock. Small flakes of snow began to fall unnoticed around us. I don't know how long we teased each other, but we were both shocked from our lust filled trance by the sound of a car engine and a door slamming. 



"Shit!" Audrey exclaimed pulling away from my lips and tugging her hand from my pants. 



"Fuck!" I echoed in anguish. 



"Don't worry, there'll be more where that came from," Audrey said as she straightened her clothes and ran her fingers through her hair. "Just act natural," she added, handing me my nearly empty mug of now cold coco and schnapps. 



Audrey refilled our cups from the thermos, warming the contents and assumed the most innocent posture and expression she could before our mother peeked her head outside. 



"How are you two?" she asked kindly as she eyed my sister. 



"We're fine mom, just catching up over some coco," I replied. 



"That's nice," she said. "I'll be starting dinner in a little while. Pork chops, your favorite." 



"Thanks mom." 



"You're welcome dear," she said turning back into the house. 



Audrey and I sat outside for a while longer, polishing off the rest of the thermos. By the time we reached the bottom, we were both tipsy and trying to hide it as we giggled to each other on the porch swing. 



Dinner was hard. Audrey sat across from me and her feet kept wandering over to mine and up my legs. It was hard to concentrate on my mother's conversation with the alcohol I had in my system, but it was even harder with my sister's bare foot massaging my cock and balls under the table. When my mother excused herself to the bathroom after she finished I was grateful. My cock was painfully hard and the last thing I wanted was for my mother to ask me to help clear the table. 



"You're killing me over here!" I said in a hushed whisper as soon as our mother left the room. 



"Don't be such a baby," she said playfully before sticking her tongue out at me. 



"I'm going up to my room," I said, desperate not to let my mom find me with an erection. "Because of this, you get to help mom clean up," I said sticking my tongue out back at her. 



"Jeez!" she exclaimed as I was leaving. "Do someone a favor..." 



*** *** *** 



It was late; I was wearing an old tank top and, wanting to retain some of my femininity, a pair of satin bikini panties. I was just about to fall asleep when I heard my door slowly creak open. I peeked over to see what it was, only to find my sister standing there in the dark as she shimmied out of her pajama pants right in front of my closed door. Once they reached the floor, she stepped out of them and climbed into bed with me. Even through the dim light, I could clearly note her lack of underwear. 



"You're gonna have to be super quiet for this," she whispered as she placed her lips delicately on mine. 



"What about mom?" I tried to protest. 



"Please-!" She begged. "Please, leave our mother out of this. Don't talk about her, just fuck me. I've been wanting this since I saw you pull up the drive yesterday." 



A smile creased my lips as hers pressed back against mine. I felt wicked having sex under my mother's roof, and even more so with my own sister. God, I've dreamed of this! And I had. My sister's porn career started near the beginning of high school for me. I had spent most of those years seeing her naked body spread out across my computer screen while I tugged furiously at my cock. It was only natural to imagine her slipping into my room late one night, during a visit home, to ravage me. It was completely unrealistic to think something like that could happen, but that was before. Everything had changed now. 



I threw back my covers, exposing my body, and pulled her into me. I could feel the need in her. Her lips were hungry for mine as they grasped desperately to me. Her tongue danced against mine and her hands eagerly reached lower for more. 



Knowing we could be caught at any moment, I began to frantically wiggle my panties down my legs and kick them off into the darkness. Her desperation was infecting me and from there I quickly tore off her top, unleashing her bare breasts. Our lips only parted for the instant it took for the bundled-up cloth to pass, and then we were back together, feeding each other's desire. 



Thoughts of being discovered vanished as I realized how much I truly missed my sister. They say you never forget your first, that you always maintain a special connection, and right now I believed. As I smelled the sweet scent that was hers, I remembered everything we had done, and every sensation and emotion I'd felt. 



Giving in to my desire, I crushed down the fear I had of being caught. With one swift motion I flipped us over, taking charge of my sister's body. I quickly discarded my own tank top leaving me just as bare as her. Our soft warm skin slid against each other like silk as I let my body rest upon hers, feeling her hard nipples drag against my chest. 



The smile on Audrey's face was one of pure delight as she looked up at me through the darkness. I eased down on top of her, kissing one of her rock-hard nipples before returning to her lips and sliding forward, letting my cock brush along her wet pussy. 



"Do it!" she quietly urged me. "Fuck me!" 



Reaching between us, I aimed my swollen head at her entrance and pressed forth. It was as marvelous as I remembered. It took several short thrusts until I was able to sink myself fully inside her. 



Something about my sister's pussy felt better by any magnitude than any other I had felt. I felt guilty for thinking so, but I couldn't explain it. Some part of my mind thought the only defining difference was that it was my sister's. 



"That's it baby," she cooed into my ear. "Fuck your big sister!" 



With my body pressed against hers, I began to slowly rock my hips, sliding my shaft in and out of her delicious pussy. The way she flexed her pussy muscles around my cock, massaging me as I slowly fucked her, felt even better than I remembered. 



Her heels, hooked around my thighs, urged me on as her lips clung to mine and I slowly built up my pace. The only sounds in the air were the slight rustling of the sheets beneath us and the gentle sounds of the breeze from outside my window. 



Audrey began to nip at my lower lip as she urged me on harder with her legs. She had always been a somewhat violent lover, and that passion was one of the things I loved about her. Unable to disappoint her, I began to fuck her as hard as I dared. The last thing I wanted was to make any noise that might disturb our mother's sleep only a few feet away. 

In a near panic, both of us froze while I was in mid thrust. There had been a soft creaking noise that must have been loud enough to penetrate the walls. Having grown up in this house, the noise had been unmistakable. It was the sound of the bottom step of the stairs. 



In the scant moonlight that fell from my window, Audrey and I stared at each other, our faces only inches apart. From the look in her eyes, she recognized that sound as well, and knew, just as I, that the only explanation was our mother had gone downstairs in the middle of the night. 



At the same time, we both mouthed 'Mom' to each other. 



We held frozen for what felt like an eternity, waiting for any other noises that could confirm what we thought we had heard. I almost thought we had imagined it until I heard the clinking of glass carrying its way upstairs. 



I was just about to suggest that we finish this another time when I began to feel the wonderful sensation of Audrey's warm pussy rhythmically squeezing my cock inside of her. 



"Don't stop," she whispered, rocking her hips slightly beneath me, urging me to press on. "Go slow. Just like that," she gasped quietly into my ear. 



My heart was pounding in my chest and it was abnormally loud in my ears. My hearing felt heightened, listening to every sound around me. I could hear the subtle wind from outside my window, the panting breath of my sister beneath me and the moans that barely escaped her lips. 



The immense danger of being discovered was overwhelming. If our mother caught us, there would be nothing to stop her wrath at our actions. That coupled with the depravity of this act, and the almost loving nature of it, had my blood boiling in my loins. 



My muscles were over stressed as I slowly thrust in and out of my sister. Our bodies were pressed tight to each other, her hands wrapped tight around my back as we rocked into each other. The clenching in Audrey's pussy seemed to be happening faster, and I could tell she was working herself up to a powerful orgasm. 



My steady, sensual pace faltered when I heard the telltale-creak of the bottom step, announcing our mother's ascent up the stairs to her room. I wanted to stop. I needed to. I was nearly shaking from the terror of getting caught. 



"Don't stop!" Audrey whispered to me, out of breath. "Oh God, don't stop!" 



"Please!" I pleaded, knowing that she had already won. 



The sensations from my sister's pussy wrapped around my cock seemed to be magnified as I listened in fear. I held my breath as I heard our mother's footfalls at the top of the stairs. I continued to slowly pump into Audrey at her desperate urging. 



I had to stop from crying out as Audrey's teeth sank into my shoulder, and her nails dug into my back, as her body began to tremble. Her pussy clamped down on my sensitive cock, rapidly spasming around me at an incredible rate. I tried to hold back, my fear gripping me, but just as I heard our mother passing my bedroom door, the dam broke, my cock surged, and I flooded Audrey's cunt with my warm seed. 



The moment I began to spew into her, her teeth sank even farther into my flesh causing me to brace myself in pain. Every muscle in my body strained as I fought back the urge to cry out from the mix of pain and pleasure. 



"Wow!" Audrey gasped after she was sure it was finally safe to talk again. "That was incredible!" 



"You're crazy!" I exclaimed in a hushed voice as I rolled off of her, raising a hand to my tender shoulder. "What if Mom walked in?" 



My words, even though I meant them, lacked the frustration or anger I had hoped for. I was still coming down from my own orgasm and as dangerous as it had been, I had been counting the days until Audrey and I had sex again. 



"If she caught us, we wouldn't have to bother with coming home for the holidays anymore," she said giving me a playful kiss on the cheek before rolling out of bed. "Not exactly a huge loss if you ask me." 



Audrey took a few moments to find her clothes in the dark, and even threw my own panties back to me on my bed. Still naked, and holding her bundle of clothing, she blew me a kiss before slipping out of my room and tiptoeing back to her own. 



*** *** *** 



I woke late the next morning. Audrey's night time visit had taken a lot out of me, both mentally and physically. Even so, I still felt tired. It was one of those 'tireds' that comes from oversleeping, where you've been in bed so long you just want to stay there. In the end, my stomach prevailed, and I slipped on some pajamas over my panties and grabbed a warm long sleeve shirt. 



Down stairs I found Audrey sitting on the sofa in the living room fiddling with her phone while the television played in the background. 



"Took you long enough," she said loudly as the last step creaked underneath me. "If you didn't get up soon, I was going to call in a search party." 



"Your fault," I mumbled accusingly. "Kept me up." 



"Oh, are you complaining?" She asked. 



"Is mom here?" I asked ignoring her question. She already knew what my answer would be anyway. 



"She's at work," Audrey replied as I eased myself on the sofa next to her. "She said she wouldn't be back until four." 



"What do you have planned for today?" I asked. 



"I've been thinking about getting out of the house for a bit. This place gives me the creeps. Everywhere I turn, Jesus is staring at me, and I don't ever remember this place smelling so much like moth balls," she said peering around. 



She wasn't wrong, the place was a little creepy, and it did contain the distinct 'old person' aroma. 



"Have you done all of your shopping yet?" I asked. "We could go down to the 16th Street Mall and check out the boutiques down there. I still have to get mom something for Christmas." 



"That sounds like a good idea to me. We can even pick up some lunch while we're out," Audrey mused. 



Getting ready as Alex is a bit anti-climactic. In less than five minutes I was set to go. After becoming Lexi, it seems like the key hallmark of getting ready as a guy is doing the least amount of work as possible. My fingers itched for my makeup bag as I sat on the couch waiting for Audrey to finish up. 



I had been feeling slovenly since I came home for break. I had never understood how girls could take so long getting ready until I had become one. The entire process of doing make-up and hair and picking out the perfect outfit and shoes had become a welcome ritual, and now I was back to throwing on the first thing I could find that was clean...well before now 'clean' wasn't a necessity. Waiting for Audrey to finish left me agitated. I felt like I was somehow being left out of something I had grown fond of. 



When she finally came downstairs she looked pristine in her perfection. She was wearing tight low-rise jeans and a cute black long sleeve top with a deep neckline. In her arms she held her purse and black pee coat jacket. 



"I'm ready," she announced as she slipped on her coat. 



"You look great," I commented. "I love that jacket." Most jackets tend to take away from your form, but this one seemed to accentuate her hips and breasts as it hugged her thin waistline. 



"Thanks, you look good too," she replied. 



"I look like a troll missing his bridge," I said as I stood up. "You don't have to lie to spare my feelings." 



"Just because you are a little more rough around the edges doesn't mean you don't still look good," she tried. 



"Yeah, yeah," I replied. I was feeling a little down this morning despite the wonderfully erotic night I had. "I'm ready if you are." 



We rode in silence, apart from Christmas tunes playing through the speakers. I was grateful that we weren't in any hurry when we reached 16th Street. With only two more days until Christmas, the street was flooded with last minute shoppers. It took us twenty minutes to find a parking spot. 



We walked arm in arm down the decoratively paved sidewalk, carefully placing our steps so we didn't slip. The walks were mostly clear and regularly maintained, but it never hurt to be a little cautious. Besides, the closeness felt nice. 



Around us, people bustled from shop to shop at a hurried pace in an attempt to avoid the cold. While the road and sidewalks were clear, the trees that ran down the center of the street were thick with snow on their branches giving off an even more Christmas-like temperance than the other festive decorations adorning the shop fronts. 



"So, what are you going to get mom?" Audrey asked as she scanned one of the shop windows. 



"Maybe another Jesus cross she can hang on the wall," I commented off hand. 



"Can't go wrong with that." 



"What did you get her?" I asked. 



"I haven't yet," she sighed. "I've been putting it off to be honest. It feels wrong getting a gift for someone who hates me. Maybe I'll get her some shit so she can weave another afghan. I haven't decided yet." 



"If you really want to stick it to her," I offered, "you could always get her some healing crystals from that new age shop. Tell her she needs the Triple Goddess to realign her chakra or something." 



"As funny as that would be," Audrey laughed, "I would like to finish this holiday without another fight with her." 



"Do you mind if we split up for a bit?" I asked, seeing a shop I wanted to go into. 



"Sure, meet me at the book store after you're done and we'll get some coffee." 



I kept an eye on Audrey as she walked away before crossing the street and ducking into a jewelry shop. I had already gotten something for her back in Arizona, but I wanted to get her something else as well. She had done so much for me when I really needed someone. She helped me become Lexi, so I could go to school. And more importantly, she helped me find Lexi. 



A little bell chimed on the door as I entered the small shop. It was a simple place, an open space floor with glass cases lining the sides. An elderly woman stood behind one of the counters as she showed off a piece to a man in his early thirties. 



Not wanting to bother them, and wanting to take a look around myself first, I began carefully looking through the cases. I spent some time looking over earrings, bracelets and pendants. Everything was beautiful, but I was looking for something specific, I just didn't know what yet. 



It took some time before I finally found something that was just perfect for Audrey. It was a three carat demantoid garnet, the same green as her eyes. It was cut in a heart shape, set inside a platinum heart casing with a long platinum chain. It would look beautiful on her. The price was a little exorbitant, but thinking back to how much money Audrey had spent turning me into Lexi, I quickly decided that it was worth the price. 



The old lady behind the counter looked a little flummoxed when I pulled out a thick wad of bills from my wallet. She must not have expected someone of my age to be carrying around so much cash. I gave her everything I had and had to put the last few hundred dollars on my credit card. 



When I had pocketed some money from my stash in my room, I originally thought I had taken way more than I needed, I hadn't planned on spending this much, but the moment I saw that pendant, I knew it would be perfect for her. 



With my pockets considerably lighter, I carefully placed the plush velvet case inside my jacket pocket and stepped back out into the frigid air. I still didn't understand how six months in Arizona could ruin me towards this kind of weather. It was bearable, but only just. 



I made one more quick stop on my way to meet my sister at the book store to pick up something for my mother. I easily settled on a stone cut statue of Jesus Christ that stood about a foot tall. The house was already ruined with them, one more wouldn't hurt. After adding that to my credit card, I rushed down the street to meet up with Audrey. Having skipped breakfast, I was beginning to get hungry. 



"Alex!" My sister called after I entered the bookstore. "Over here." She was tucked away in the back corner of the small cafe. 



Hearing my name caused me to wince slightly. It was hard getting used to being Alex again. 



"It's hard to believe I preferred that name once," I said as I sat to join her. "Now hearing it makes my skin crawl," I said shivering a bit. "After being Lexi for so long, I feel like a freak right now," I said gesturing towards my whole appearance. 



"I told you earlier, you look fine," she tried reassuring me with a smile. 



"It's not just how I look," I said trying to keep my voice down while still talking loud enough for her to hear me over the din of other voices. "I feel...wrong. I'm all off balance without my breasts, and walking is funny in flat shoes now." 



"It wasn't so long ago you were tripping over yourself walking around our motel room in your first pair of heels. It's amazing what you can get used to with enough time," she commented. "You just need to get through another week." 



"Do you want to get out of here?" I asked wanting to change the topic. I didn't feel like being reminded of how much time left I had to serve. 



"Yeah," she replied, taking one last sip from her coffee. "I'm done with my shopping." 



"Are you sure?" I asked, eyeing her as she began collecting her many bags. "I think there's still a couple places you haven't cleared out yet." 



"Shut up and help me with these," she laughed. "I might have gone a little overboard, but it isn't that bad." 



"Still, it's a good thing I've been working out," I joked. 



"Sex doesn't count as exercise," she countered with amusement. 



"Then you're doing it wrong," I smiled as I grabbed a few of the heavier bags for her. 



"Touché." 



Lunch was a simple affair at a little Italian bistro a couple blocks down 16th Street. I had cut a lot of carbs out of my diet since becoming Lexi, and it was nice to enjoy pasta again. With all the calories I was burning in the cold, I thought it wouldn't hurt too much. I was still determined to keep my girlish figure after all, Alex or no. 



*** *** *** 



Later that night, as we sat at the dining room table having our evening meal, our mother dropped a bombshell on us. There was a small fire going in the living room, adding to the warmth from the heater, giving a nice contrast of comfortable warmth compared to the scene of a steady snowfall that played out through the frosted windows. 



"Christmas Mass," Our mother began, getting up once dinner was finished, "It's Thursday and we've all been invited." 



"Thursday?" Audrey asked. I could see the wheels spinning behind her eyes as she tried to think of a way out of it. "I don't know if I'll be able to make it..." She began. 



"On Christmas Eve?" our mother asked. "Do you have some other family you need to be with? It wasn't a request. Father Wilkins invited us, and we won't disappoint him. Oh, and please control yourself and wear something respectable. None of your whore dresses." 



"Sure," she said sarcastically. "It might be difficult, but I'll try to find something that doesn't show off my labia." 



"Watch your mouth in my house!" our mother said sternly as she slammed her silverware on her plate for emphasis. 



I kept my head down throughout all of this. As much as I hated the way my mother treated her, I couldn't bring myself to draw her ire onto myself. 



*** *** *** 



It was Thursday evening and once again, I was waiting for Audrey to finish getting ready. Our mother was rushing around as she finished preparing to leave as well. 



"Have you seen my keys, Alex?" my mother asked frustrated as she dashed past me for the second time. "I could have sworn that I put them on the hook by the door." 



"I don't know, Ma," I said peering around as I unconsciously readjusted my shirt. "Have you looked in the kitchen? I think I might have seen them in there." 



It sort of felt like Prom night, with me standing at the bottom of the stairs waiting for my date... That is if I had ever gone to prom. In retrospect, if I had gone to my own prom, I think I would have much rather preferred to be the one wearing the dress. My slacks felt strangely loose and a little itchy on my smooth legs, and my crisp shirt and jacket were entirely unbecoming to my figure. Top that off with a tie that was slowly strangling me...no woman should ever complain about wearing heels again. 



Just as our mother made a beeline for the kitchen, Audrey finally made her decent down the stairs. She looked radiant, and her dress was very modest (at least by Audrey's standards) and becoming on her. Insert joke about cumming on my sister. I thought automatically. 



It was a black cocktail dress that showed her figure wonderfully and a skirt that flared out just past her knees. Her bosom however, was where the modesty took a slight detour. It wasn't gratuitous or anything, Audrey just had a pair of breasts that were hard to ignore. They were encased in a square cut neckline, and although they weren't popping out, they seemed to be propped up leaving a shelf of tantalizing cleavage on display. All-in-all, I thought she looked wonderful. 



"You clean up nicely," Audrey smiled as she reached the landing. Then in a lowered voice, "It's not that bad, is it?" as she fiddled with her bust in a failed attempt to make them appear less noticeable. 



"You look great," I said, trying to be as convincing as I could. She did look great, but what she really wanted to know was whether or not our mother would approve. 



"Found them!" mom announced walking back into the living room. 



Before she could say anything else, her eyes fell onto Audrey and they seemed to focus in on her neckline as her lips pursed into a thin line before muttering, "We're running late," and heading for the front door. 



The drive to the church was a quiet one. Audrey and I decided to ride in the backseat together. She had no inclination to ride up front with our mother and I decided on sibling solidarity. 



As we arrived at the church, I realized how long it had been since I was forced to attend. I knew from memory what the place looked like, but seeing it again in person was a whole other thing. I didn't know if the massive stone architecture was real, or just clever imitation, but standing before it...there was no doubting its majesty. Complete with its stain glass windows, it made me think of old pictures I had seen of castles. 



We made our way up the stone paved walkway, Audrey and I trailing a small distance behind our mother who, ever since we left the house, hadn't spoken a word. 



"I don't know what she's upset about," Audrey whispered to me. "I wore this dress when I was in high school. It's been sitting in the back of my closet at home since forever. I figured if anything would be okay for tonight, this would be it." 



"It'll be fine," I whispered back. "Let's just get through this." I didn't comment about how much her boobs had grown since she had worn that last. I didn't see anything wrong with her dress, and mentioning that wouldn't be any help. 



We suffered through an hour and a half long sermon and a little play about the birth of Christ before the two hundred or so people exited to the Recreation Room for the party. Party might be the wrong word. It was mostly just people standing around talking while the children ran around between them sneaking cookies off the tables by the handful. 



There was some champagne for the older group, but sadly my fake ID wouldn't be of any use around here. Most of them knew me, and for the other, my fake ID was for a girl. Instead of getting plastered with my sister, I was relegated to making the rounds and shaking hands to pass the time until we could leave. Audrey on the other hand was taking full advantage of her adult status and made a beeline for the alcohol. 



"Alex?" came a familiar call from behind me after about the twentieth hand I had shaken. 

"Tiffany!" I said surprised. "Uh, how have you been?" 



"I'm doing great!" she beamed as she looked me over. "I just finished my first semester at Yale." 



"That's great. I had heard you got accepted there," I said trying to quickly think of a way to change the conversation from school. "I like your dress," I tried, having it as the only thing I could think of to mention. It was rather nice after all. It was a dark blue evening gown that went well with her skin tone and her blond hair was done up in an intricate bun. 



"Oh, thank you," she said unconsciously preening herself. "I spent entirely too much on it at a boutique in New York." 



"Well it suits you," I said honestly. 



There was some awkward silence before Tiffany spoke again. "That's a very unique hair cut you have," she said gesturing to my somewhat girlish hair. It used to be a very roguish asymmetrical bob, dyed platinum blonde with a layer of jet black underneath, but it had since grown out a bit. Almost to my shoulders now, it lacked the sexy girl look, but was still decidedly feminine. 



"Uh, thanks," I blushed. "I met a girl. She's studying cosmetology... she can be very... persuasive." 



"That's... um...good for you!" she stumbled. 



"So what school did you get into?" Tiffany asked eyeing me a little more. "I heard you were in Arizona." 



"Yeah, Arizona," I said beginning to panic. These were the exact questions I was hoping to avoid. One Google search for Mayweather and I would be toast. "You wouldn't believe how hot it gets out there. Constant triple digits," I went on, hoping to distract her. "Even now, it barely gets down into the forties." 



"Hey little bro!" Audrey said surprising me from behind as she casually hooked an arm over my shoulder while she held a glass of champagne in her other hand. "What are you up to?" 



"Just catching up with Tiffany here," I said gesturing toward her. 



"Ah, I almost didn't recognize you?" Audrey said. "It's been quite a long time since I've been to one of these gatherings." 



"It has. I didn't know you would be here," Tiffany said awkwardly, her eyes taking obvious note of Audrey's cleavage. 



"No one ever expects me to come, but when I do... BAM!" Audrey exclaimed, shocking Tiffany. "It's like a volcano!" she said making an explosion gesture with her hands from her crotch. 



Hearing her, and seeing her hand motions, I had to fight to choke back my laughs. 



"I'm sure," Tiffany said with a disapproving tone and a sniff before turning to me again. "It was nice seeing you again, Alex." With one last look of disdain for my sister, she walked away. 



"You looked like you could use a hand," Audrey said, standing up straighter and looking decidedly less tipsy. "Everything okay?" 



"It is now, but mom is going to have a fit if she's hears that you were drunk and vulgar. Even if you were pretending," I said. "Thank you for that though." 



"Don't mention it, little sis," she said giving me a sly wink. "Besides, Mom already knows all my secrets. It's not like she could think less of me. For you, there's still hope." 



"All of your secrets?" I asked, letting my hand slide down her back suggestively. I never let my hand get too low for propriety, but just enough to give her an idea. 



"Okay, maybe not all of them," Audrey admitted. "But to help you out, this was worth the ten to fifteen-minute lecture and frosty silence that would follow." 



"Did I ever tell you that you're the best sister ever?" I asked smiling. 



"Maybe once or twice," she smirked. 



After that little run in, Audrey stuck to my hip. She was a social outcast here with no one to really talk to, unless you count the few other younger men forced to be here with their parents, who were only interested in banging a porn star. With my disinterest in mingling with these people, we made the perfect pair. 



The party was nice for the most part. There was a live four-piece band playing classical music, along with beautiful festive decorations and delicious foods. The only drawbacks were some of the snide looks my sister received. She ignored them well though. 



Audrey had tried to entice me onto the dance floor with her, but that was one task I was unwilling to take up. If I was dressed as Lexi, I would have been all for it, but from Alex's perspective I had zero experience in the man's role. 



The sad thing was, all of these people were hypocrites, at least all of the men for sure. I would bet my ridiculous stack of cash I had hidden away in a duffel bag in my room, that every single one of these 'upstanding gentlemen' had Googled pictures or video of Audrey at one time or another. They pretended to be of the highest moral standing, but human nature was human nature. You hear about a beautiful young girl from your community that has bared it all to become a porn star, what would you do? You would wait for your wife or family to leave the house, set your browser to incognito, and then proceed to fist your cock furiously to images of that familiar beauty. Then afterwards, you'd ask God to forgive you... because that's what all good Catholics do. 



"Want to see the sights?" Audrey asked after sitting for a while totally bored, with nothing to say. 



It was only about nine pm, and with Audrey being the pariah of the party, we had mostly just been sitting together while everyone avoided the two of us. With nearly another two hours to go before it was time to head home, I was up for anything that got me out of this chair. 



"Sure," I said quickly rising to my feet. "What do you want to see?" 



"We'll find something," she said excitedly as she jumped to her feet. "Come on!" 



Trying to act casually, we weaved our way through the partygoers and made our way to the exit. With our escape successful, we walked the halls until Audrey decided to poke her head into the chapel. After a quick look, she opened the door further and pulled me along behind her. 



"God, it's been forever since I've been in here!" Audrey exclaimed as she walked down the aisle between the pews, twirling as she took in the beauty of the place. "I think it was just before I turned nineteen. The next time I saw mom, she knew about the porn... well everyone knew about the porn," she went on as she made her way down the aisle. "After that, I got the idea I wasn't really welcome back." 



"It was their loss," I said as I walked a few paces behind her. 



Audrey let her hands run over the delicately carved pews, feeling their smooth texture. With nobody else in the room, I felt awkward. It almost felt like someone was watching me, which was ridiculous of course. I'm sure if anyone saw us entering they would have asked what we were doing in here. 



As Audrey admired the beauty of the place, I couldn't help but do the same. The moonlight pierced the long stained-glass windows reaching up towards the high ceilings, depicting famous religious icons. That light, combined with the meager glow from a few dozen candles, cast a gothic shadow on the room. 



Without warning Audrey quickened her pace, almost skipping as she climbed the steps towards the altar. 



"Are you sure we should be in here?" I asked my sister, keeping my voice down. 



"There wasn't a sign saying we couldn't," she replied. Even with the confidence in her voice, I noted she kept to a whisper as well. 



"I didn't mean if we were allowed," I said. "With all the things we've both done; if there is a god he might smite us on principle," I joked. 



"Hah!" She laughed casting a glance back at me as she slowly ran her fingers over the stone altar. "Maybe we should pray and ask for a little forgiveness while we're here." 



"If you plan on asking forgiveness for all the things you've done, we might be here all night," I shot back as I caught up to her. 



"You're probably right," Audrey said, turning on me in front of the altar. "Maybe we should give him a little show instead. It's the least we could do. He probably doesn't get the Playboy channel all the way up there." 



She slowly nudged one of the thick straps off her shoulder to let it hang down seductively while she bit her lip, peering at me through her eyelashes. 



"You're not serious?" I asked. I had known her to be spontaneous. She was no stranger to risk, but there was a difference between Audrey being caught with Lexi and Audrey being caught with her own brother. Technically we were the same person, but in the eyes of the rest of the world Lexi and Audrey weren't committing incest. 



"What do you think?" she asked, stepping closer before pulling me into her and planting her lips on mine. 



My heart quickened from her touch. Her body pressed against mine and the need of her lips had me intoxicated. 



"We can't," I tried to protest. "What if someone walks in?" 



"Come on, Alex," she purred. "No one will know. We'll keep this between you, me, and the big guy," she smiled looking back behind her toward the large wooden carving of Jesus Christ himself on his cross, sitting high on the wall behind her. 



"Audrey!" I tried. "Someone could come in here at any moment. There's over a hundred people just down the hall!" 



"Don't be such a sour puss," she began as she lifted herself up to sit on the edge of the altar. "Who doesn't like a little risk in their life?" she added as she reached underneath the skirt of her dress to slide her thong down her stocking clad legs. 



"I have plenty, if you haven't forgotten," I replied, taking a quick glance at the closed doors behind me. 



"Come on, I've always wanted to have sex in a church," she said seductively. 



Her hands on her thighs began slowly inching her dress up, revealing more and more of her black stocking legs. I watched with rapt attention as it rose, finally exposing her bare thighs and the thin straps holding them to her garter belt. She watched me seductively as she slowly spread her thighs before me. She took a painstakingly long time with the last few inches, but when the hem of her dress finally reached her waist, my breath caught. 



Before me was my sister siting on a church altar, wearing a beautiful dress, with her skirt pulled up exposing her bald pussy. Even in the dim lighting, I could see the wetness, like morning dew, clinging to her velvet petals. 



"Come on, Lexi," she purred, letting a finger tease her moist slit. "You know you want to kneel at this altar." 



I knew I was Lexi, deep down, but in these clothes and looking like this, I didn't feel like myself. Still, she was right. I did want to kneel between those thighs and worship her. Taking one last look behind me, I stepped up between her open legs and kissed her. 



Our kiss didn't linger very long before Audrey began putting pressure on my shoulders. Knowing what she wanted, I slowly slid down between her legs to admire her womanhood. I gently kissed and then nibbled on her thigh above her stocking before kissing my way to her warm sex. Even before I reached it, I could feel the heat of her arousal warm against my cheek, and when my tongue ran the length of her trench, it was like a seal was broken as fluids began to rush into my mouth. 



Audrey's fingers ran through my hair, holding my head tight to her sex as she moaned from my manipulations. The stale, musky air of this sacred room was quickly replaced with the more earthy and sweet aroma of my sister's arousal. I let my tongue explore her, teasingly tracing her folds and only momentarily tickling her clit. 



"Oh God, Baby!" she moaned for me. "You know just how to lick your sister!" 



Hearing the pleasure in her voice was like hearing a favorite song. You can never shut it off until you hear the end. My delicate licks began to pick up their pace as I made love to her with my mouth. I began to focus more of my efforts around her clit and her purring moans began to pick up even more. 



"Fuck, I'm getting close!" she whispered urgently as her fingers, now tangled in my hair, were gripping my head even tighter against her pussy. 



I locked my lips around her swollen clit and began to suck hard as I flicked my tongue over it as fast as I could. Audrey's thighs clenched tight against my ears, and the force with which she was holding my head began to become painful until, with a muffled cry through her clenched teeth, her body shook with ecstasy. 



"Oh God!" she shuddered, finally loosening her thighs from my head, releasing me. "That was incredible!" 



"Careful," I said smiling up at her as she caught her breath. "He might be able to hear you." 



She giggled to that as I stood up before her. With her juices still coating my tongue and lips, I kissed her gently on her lips, letting my tongue flick out to run across her lips playfully. 



"You're not done yet Kitten," she said peering over my shoulder with a flicker of her eyes. "I said I wanted to have sex in a church." 



With that, she attacked my belt and zipper on my pants. As practiced as she was, it took her no time before she was reaching into my suit pants to fish out my rock-hard shaft. I was still worried about someone coming across us, but I was so hard it hurt, and I wasn't thinking with anything but my libido. 



With my cock free, she aimed me at her entrance and, locking her heels around my waist, pulled me deep inside of her. The warm embrace of her wet folds enveloped me easily. A choked moan escaped her lips as I bottomed out inside her. 



"This feels so dirty!" Audrey moaned. "I can't believe I'm fucking my sister on an altar in a Catholic church! This is so fucking hot!" 



It was hard to believe that being in this room could heighten our pleasure, but it did. It felt like I could feel every silky atom of her pussy as it caressed my cock. The breath of her on my lips from inches away felt even more erotic, and her breasts pressed against my chest even felt... more. 



I was caught up in our sinful moment. If the entire congregation barged in to pray, I don't think I would have noticed, or stopped even if I had. Her heels loosened their pressure on me and I eased out before slowly sliding back into her, feeling every heightened sense of her. 



I slowly made love to her as she held my face in her hands, our eyes only inches apart. Her lips were parted sweetly as whispered moans fought past her labored breath. I was in no hurry for this to end. The things I was feeling were mesmerizing and addictive. I wanted to stretch this moment out for as long as I could. 



I slowly slipped one of her dress straps off her shoulder, and then the other. As I kissed her neck, I gently pealed her dress down, freeing her arms and her glorious breasts that were cradled delicately in a sexy black demi-cup bra. Now the entirety of her black dress was bunched up around her waist, leaving her exposed eroticly in front of me as I slowly speared her holy place on this altar of God. I couldn't help but think how fitting it was to be fucking a goddess in such a place. 



I let my mouth move across her skin as I slowly laid her back onto the altar. Still keeping up with my loving thrusts, I kissed my way down to her partly-covered breasts to taste her tantalizing cleavage. 



Audrey's legs locked tighter around my waist as she pulled me into her more forcefully. Following her lead, I began to add more force to my thrusts until, eventually, I was fucking her outright. I stood up straight to get a better angle and watched as I roughly slammed into my sister's begging cunt. 



Her voluminous breasts bounced with every thrust I made into her. She had one hand down by her ass, gripping the edge of the alter preventing her from being forced over the other side, and her head hung back sexily off the other side with her hair hanging down in messy tresses. Her other hand was covering her mouth as she moaned loudly with my thrusts, and her eyes... her eyes were glued to the large carved statue of 'our lord and savior', hanging on his cross, high on the wall behind her. 



The image in front of me was exhilarating. It was too much to take. One moment, I thought I could fuck her forever, and the next, I felt that lightning-like jolt shoot from the tip of my cock through my loins to the rest of my body, signaling me that the end was near. 



I was already pounding into my sister as hard as I could, and by the pressure from her heels she still wanted more. I was panting, sweat beading down my face as every muscle in my body clench in a desperate attempt to buy more time. 



"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Audrey cried through her hand covering her mouth. "OOOOHH fuck me!" 



"Sis, I'm so close!" I moaned, my voice high and feminine. "Please cum for me!" I begged. 



With a loud, wordless cry, her legs locked around my waist like a vice, and her body shook and shuddered through an explosive climax. Buried deep inside of her, with her pussy gushing as it milked my cock, I spewed forth rope after rope of my holy communion into her welcoming altar of bliss. 



As soon as the flood of endorphins faded from my body, I remembered exactly where we were... and exactly how loud Audrey had been near the end. With only a little effort, I unhooked Audrey's legs from around me and removed my slowly softening cock. 



"We really need to get out of here," I said stuffing my cock back into my pants and righting myself. 



"Oh, what a charmer," Audrey laughed, grunting slightly as she sat up on the altar. "You really know how to romance a girl." 



"I'm serious!" I said scooping up her thong from the ground. "You were really loud. The whole party probably heard you. With the way this room echoes, I wouldn't be surprised if half the town heard," I added as I grabbed her heeled feet, slipping her panties on them and sliding them quickly up her stocking clad legs. 



"Shit!" she exclaimed, trying only now to keep her voice down. 



"Just hurry," I said as she quickly slipped her arms back into her straps and pulled up the top of her dress to properly cover her again. 



"What do we do?" Audrey asked. "Do we just slip back out and go back to the party?" she added, gesturing to the main doors we had entered through. 



"Um," I thought as I looked around. "No, we can get outside through that door and walk around to the front through the garden." I said as I spied a side door in the back corner. 



Audrey was still trying to comb her tangled sex hair with her fingers as I took her arm and pulled her along and out the door with me. 



The cold winter air hit us hard after the sweat we had worked up inside. Goosebumps hit our skin immediately, and we began to shiver as our feet crunched through a few inches of snow. 



Luckily, we didn't run into anyone on our way to the garden. Once there, I gave Audrey my jacket to keep her warm. She insisted she was fine, but the way her teeth chattered as she spoke gave her away. Her coat was still inside, and she had a lot more exposed skin than I did. 



Audrey took a few minutes to make sure her clothing and appearance were fine before we continued, on through the garden and back to the entrance being used for the party. Moments after we entered the ballroom, our mother found us. 



"Where have you two been?" she asked suspiciously eyeing us over. "I've been looking all over for you." 



"We took a little walk." Audrey said quickly. "The garden looks beautiful this time of year with the moonlight and all the snow." 



"The garden?" our mother asked. 



"Yeah, Audrey wanted to take a break from the party, so we went for a little sight-seeing," I supplied. 



"All right," she said after a moment. "Someone thought they heard someone making a ruckus in the Chapel. I wanted to make sure it wasn't you." 



"Is that what that was?" Audrey asked. "We heard something for a moment, but then it was gone." 



"Whatever it was, it's past my bed time," our mother said. "Grab your things and let's head out to the car. I've already said my goodbyes." 

Feeling like we dodged some serious bullets, we quickly grabbed our things, and Audrey traded my coat for hers. Bundled up again, we found our mother by the doors. 



"Did you get something on your dress?" Our mother asked Audrey, gesturing towards the hem of her skirt. 



"Oh, that," Audrey said without skipping a beat. "I got a little cream on it. From the pie," she clarified, running a finger over it before slipping it into her mouth. 



It wasn't whipped cream; it was my cum she just licked off her finger in front of our mother. I tried my best to hide my blushes as we made it to the car. Audrey and I both piled into the back seat as our mother drove us home. The whole way I was desperately hoping that she was such a prude that she would not be able to recognize the smell of sex that was no doubt soaking through Audrey's panties as our combined cum oozed out of her. 



We made it home by eleven, and after the night I had I slept like a baby. I was thoroughly exhausted, not only from the sex, but from the effect the adrenaline had on me. Having sex right there in the middle of the church had probably been the most daring thing I had ever done. I know I had been taking a lot of risks lately, but they had all been calculated for the most part. To openly flaunt our incest, on the altar of a church no less, that seemed to be pushing it. My heart had been racing the whole time and after the danger of it had passed and I was alone again in my sheets I drifted into a peaceful sleep immediately. 



The next morning, Christmas day, we all gathered in the living room in front of the fire to exchange gifts. Mom seemed to enjoy the statue I had gotten for her, and even seemed to appreciate her gift from Audrey. 



I gave Audrey her gift, something I had picked up while I was still in Arizona. It was an assortment of scented lotions and bath stuff. A typical gift from a younger brother. Using my better judgment, I decided to wait until later to give Audrey her other gift. Our mother, lacking in any insight into Audrey's life, gave her an Amazon gift card. 



I received a new pair of what used to be my favorite skate shoes from mom, and from Audrey I got the latest Call of Duty game along with an expensive Elite Wireless Controller. I was a little disappointed that I didn't have my console with me to try it out. 



Audrey might have gotten me that because it was something she would have normally gotten for me before, but to be honest being a girl hadn't diminished my love for slaying my enemies on the virtual field of battle. Even aside girly things, I still think this was the better gift. 



For the rest of the morning we sat around the fire chatting like old times. It was refreshing, and a little odd as well. This had to be the longest Audrey and our mother had stayed in the same room without shouting at each other. At least for today, it seemed like mom was really making an effort. 



At around noon, mom began her work in the kitchen. Audrey and I grabbed a small snack while she started Christmas dinner, and retreated back to the living room to watch "It's a Wonderful Life" on the television. When our grandparents were still around, we used to always watch it with them on Christmas. 



After dinner, Audrey and I swung together on the back porch watching large snowflakes fall from the sky. 



"To be honest, this went a lot better than I thought it would," Audrey sighed as she sat next to me. She had one foot tucked under her cutely while her other idly kicked against the wooden porch, sending us rocking. 



"Same," I mused. "I thought it was going to be a disaster. Speaking of better than you thought it would be," I said reaching into my coat pocket. "Here's your real gift." 



"What?" she asked, taking the blue velvet case from my hands curiously. 



"You didn't think I was only going to get you some lotions, did you?" I asked. "After all you've done for me... and to me, come to think of it," I added with a little laugh. 



"Wow!" she exclaimed breathily as she peered into the box. "Is this real?" 



"It's a real garnet, if that's what you're asking," I told her. 



"It's huge!" Audrey exclaimed. "How much did this cost? This has to be too much!" 



"It's was expensive, but it wasn't too much," I told her truthfully. "I wanted to get you something really nice, and when I saw this I immediately knew it was for you." 



With shaking hands, she carefully removed it from the box to examine it closer. The orange glow coming from the dining room window was a poor light source to examine something so beautiful, but even so, she was speechless. 



"Here, let me put it on for you," I offered, reaching for her hands. "You might not be able to tell in this light, but it matches your eyes." 



Audrey beamed as she turned from me and lifted her hair out of the way. It took a moment to work the small clasp, but once in place she turned back to me to pull me into a tight hug. 



"Thank you!" she said with a tear in her eye. "This is the best gift ever." 



"You're welcome," I smiled at her, and with a quick glance through the window behind us, I risked a kiss. 



Our lips came together in a warm embrace as we held each other, and I had just the briefest moment to taste her berry chap-stick before we pulled apart. I let my own tongue trace over my lips, savoring it as I took my sister's hand in mine and leaned back into the swing. The night might have been cold and frigged, but just knowing she was here with me was warmth enough. 



END OF CH.08 



Thank you for taking the time to read my story and follow Lexi on her journey. I have enjoyed writing this for you and love hearing your thoughts. I have read every single e-mail and comment, and they are uplifting and inspiring. 



Also, please rate my story. It only takes a second and it makes the hours and days that I invest into this worth it.

Women's Studies Ch. 09

Hello, and welcome to Chapter 09 of Women's Studies! This chapter picks up shortly after the last one left off. I would like to thank all of you who have stuck with me throughout this story, and I hope you enjoy. 



This chapter contains, transsexualism, incestual activity, and transexual on male sex. 



As always, a big thanks to Skye4Life for helping me edit this. I'm pretty sure we didn't catch everything, but I hope we caught most of it. 



***** 



Women's Studies Ch.09 



Christmas was over, and the next few days began to settle into somewhat of a routine. Around seven in the morning our mother would leave for work at the hospital, leaving my sister and I alone for most of the day. While being at home again was awkward and stressful, that nine-hour period where it was just Audrey and I made the whole thing worth it. 



Most mornings, I would wake up to Audrey slipping underneath my covers just after our mother had gone. It was so comforting to have her there with me. Living with Kennedy and Abigail, I had grown accustomed to never having to sleep alone, and the soft feeling of her arms encircling me was relaxing enough to put me right back into a gentle coma for the next couple of hours. 



After waking up, we spent most of our time lounging around the house, enjoying each other's company. We did at least try to have some normal sibling interaction, but the longer we were together, the harder it became to keep our hands to ourselves. I'd been missing her something fierce for the last few months, and to be honest I didn't know when we would get the chance to be together again. In the end we took full advantage of what time we had. 



It did feel naughty to be defiling our mother's house like we were though. The only room we stayed away from was our mother's bedroom. For some reason it just felt extremely awkward for both of us. Many of our mornings started out in the kitchen. I loved bending Audrey over the counter as I fucked her from behind while we waited for the coffee maker, her Victoria Secret sweat pants down around her thighs with me thrusting into her welcoming pussy. We even tried to do it on the porch swing, but after three minutes of fighting the stinging cold we relented and rushed back inside to the warmth with our clothes in our hands. 



I think our favorite place, or at least Audrey's, was on the sofa in the living room. She liked to face away from me and slowly ride my cock while we talked casually and watched television. It was strange how she could make something so erotic, and as taboo as incest, feel so natural. I do have to admit, it might have been my favorite place as well. Having her warm pussy slowly work my cock as she leaned back against me felt wondrous. 



*** *** *** 



It was New Year's Eve. The sun had just started setting, and with our mother in the house I was lounging on my bed with a book. With Audrey and I in a near constant state of taboo sibling bliss, it had been easier for us to keep our distance when our mother was around. All it would take was one overly familiar touch or gesture for our mother to begin suspecting what was really going on between us. 



"Hey!" Audrey leaned into my doorway, startling me. "I have a surprise for you," she smiled before pulling a shopping bag into view. 



"Really?" I said putting my book aside. "I thought we already exchanged gifts?" 



"You're really going to go there after you bought me this necklace?" she asked, smiling as she fingered the platinum chain dipping between her cleavage. "Besides, this has been the real gift all along." 



Audrey sauntered into my room and set the large bag on the bed in front of me before sitting down beside me. I wasted no time pulling out the tissue paper, revealing what was underneath. It was clothing, and the only kind I wanted. Inside was a short plaid skirt and a cute but mangled looking top and some fishnet stockings. Underneath it all was a shoe box containing black, strappy, four-inch heels. 



"This looks like-" I started. 



"The first girl clothes you ever wore," Audrey finished, resting her chin on my shoulder. "And might I say, you looked so fine in them," she added with a little purr. "That's not all. We're going out tonight...or I should say, Lexi and I are going out." 



"What?" I started. "What about mom?" 



"She'll never know a thing. You've been moping around since you got here, and I thought this would cheer you up," she said, smiling mischievously. "Besides, it's New Year's Eve. We have to go to a party." 



Ever since I returned to Colorado for the holidays, I'd been living as Alex again. It was rough pretending not to be Lexi, but the last thing I needed right now was for my mother to know about who I had become. Sure, I might wear cute panties underneath my boxers sometimes to retain some small measure of my femininity, but actually dressing up was something I hadn't risked. In Arizona, nobody knew me at all, but too many people knew Alex in Denver. 



Audrey pouted while she waited for my answer. It seemed like I had a lot of secrets building up in my life. Part of me missed the simple days, before, when I had nothing to hide. It was foolish though. I much preferred who I had become. I just didn't enjoy the stress that came with it. Having to become Alex again had only added to my anxiety. In the end, it came down to a yearning I had to be myself again. 



"Okay," I finally said with a nervous smile. "But where am I going to change? I don't want mom seeing any of this." 



"I've thought it all out for you," she assured me. 



She had. True to her word, she laid out a plan that seemed foolproof. 



With a night as Lexi in my immediate future, I felt butterflies in my stomach. It had only been a little over a week, but just the thought of slipping into those cute clothes and heels had me fidgeting nervously all through dinner. 



Audrey helped me wash the dishes after our meal, and then we began getting ready. Almost an hour and a half later, I stood barefoot in front of the mirror in my room. My cock was tucked under a pair of Audrey's black lace panties and I was dressed in my short plaid skirt, fishnet stockings, and tight-fitting Ramone's t-shirt that looked like someone went crazy at it with a pair of scissors. 



I twisted and preened a little as I looked at myself in the mirror. There were so many cuts in the t-shirt you could see a lot of bare skin, as well as parts of my red bra underneath. My hair was already done, looking roguish and girly. Even without makeup on, I felt sexy, I felt like myself, and a wave of contentment washed over me. 



With a little sigh I began with the next step. With my breast forms already in place, I chose a puffy jacket that wouldn't show my form as much, and it took serious will power not to get an erection as I slid my baggy jeans on over my fishnets. By the time I was ready to go, my mini-skirt was sitting high up around my abdomen, so as not to make my pants bulge awkwardly, and I had a beanie covering my hair. While I couldn't see Lexi in the mirror any longer, I could feel her in the tight skimpy clothing hugging my body underneath. 



It didn't take much effort for us to get past our mother. She did gripe about how late the hour was when we were leaving, but with a promise not to get into trouble, and to be quite when we came home, we were out the door. 



We rushed to my car, and I threw Audrey the keys so she could drive. With every step I took, I could feel the slight wisk, wisk, wisk of my jeans as they ran against my fishnets and it was driving me up the wall with arousal and anticipation. 



We weren't on the road for five minutes before Audrey pulled into a parking lot. As soon as the car stopped I was sliding my pants down my legs exposing my black panties and fishnet legs. I kicked my shoes and pants off and pulled my skirt down over my hips. Next, I stripped off my bulky jacket exposing the bulges of my now obvious breasts, and after several minutes with my makeup I was Lexi again. 



I couldn't stop smiling at my reflection in the visor mirror. I felt whole. 



"I knew you needed this," Audrey smiled at me from the driver's seat. "Shoes," she said pulling those strappy four-inch heels out of the over-sized purse she'd slipped past our mother. 



"Do you think it's weird?" I asked taking the heels from her and leaning over to slip them on and fasten the straps. "I feel more like myself like this than I ever did as Alex." 



"It's not weird to me," she said reaching out to yank off my beanie and adjust my hair. 



"Can I ask you why I'm dressed like Punk-Rock-Hooker-Barbie and you're wearing that cute dress?" I asked. "You're not going to pimp me out, are you?" I joked. 



"No!" she laughed, smiling at my joke. "Here, get my zipper for me," she said pulling her hair out of the way as she turned in her seat. 



I eased the zipper down the back of her dress and quickly discovered that she had done the same thing I had. She was wearing her real outfit underneath her 'mother approved' one. 



"I learned this trick in middle school," Audrey explained, as she worked her dress down over her hips. 



She was wearing a black corset dress with a skirt shorter than mine. 



"We're going to freeze to death dressed like this!" I realized. 



"We'll be indoors for most of it," Audrey said. "Besides, we'll have our coats. Our legs might get a little cold, but that's the price we pay for being hot," she said smiling as she used her mirror to make her respectable eye shadow darker. 



With our makeup and wardrobe change complete, we were back on the road. Thirty minutes later we pulled up outside a local spot downtown that was famous for their New Year's bashes. We huddled around our knee-high tan trench coats as Audrey got a ticket from the valet. Once the car was sorted, Audrey pulled me along by the hand as we passed the line of people waiting to get in. 



"Right this way, Miss Allen," a large muscular man said as he held the door open for her, and by association me. 



It was obvious that there was no pretense tonight. These people knew exactly who my sister was. Previously, when my sister and I would go out she would use a fake name, so people wouldn't harass her. As much as she enjoyed being Playboy's Miss June 2013, it did tend to attract the wrong sort of attention more often than not. 



After checking our coats, we were escorted to our private table in the VIP section. The table was huge, especially for just the two of us. It was placed in the corner with a plush cushy bench circling it like a horseshoe. 



"You sure this table will be big enough?" I asked Audrey wryly. 



"When I called earlier, I just asked for a table," Audrey said shrugging. "I didn't think about size. I'm sure we could fill it up with some new friends though." 



As late as our mother thought it was, it was still a little early in the evening, so Audrey ordered us some champagne while we waited for the party to come into full swing. Three glasses in and I was feeling a really good buzz when I finally blurted out, "I think I want boobs," almost a little too loudly. 



"What?" Audrey said choking on her drink a little bit. 



"Boobs!" I said again, more quietly this time. 



"When did you start thinking about this?" She asked wiping her mouth with a napkin. 



"For a while now." I sighed. "I love how my breast forms look," I said unconsciously feeling them, "but I wish they were real. I want to be able to feel them...and I don't want to feel embarrassed because they're not real," I finished feeling nervous. 



"Let me put this out there first; good for you," Audrey said putting her hand on mine. "Now I have to say this; you do realize that it's going to be impossible to hide breasts from our mother. The cat will well and truly be out of the bag after that. Is that something you're ready for?" 



"That's a scary thought," I said staring at my hands as they fumbled with my champagne glass. "It's a shitty thing to say, but... I don't really have any feelings toward her. I don't hate her, but I don't particularly care about her either. She has always made our lives miserable in one form or another. If she can't handle this then it won't really be like I lost anything. Let's face it, we wouldn't have even come home for Christmas if it wasn't for the fact that we could see each other." 



"You're kinda right on that," Audrey said. "Well maybe after this mom will give me less shit for doing porn," she said jokingly with a playful nudge. 



"The hell she will!" I said in mock seriousness. "Especially when she finds out you're the one that turned her only son into her second daughter!" 



"You wouldn't!" Audrey said. 



"I don't know..." I said gravely, only ruining it by the smile I could no longer hold back. "I guess it depends on how bad she takes it." 



"Tell her you met a hot Satan worshiper and he turned you into his sissy princess!" Audrey laughed. "Anything but the truth." 



"Oh yeah, like that will make things better!" I laughed. 



"It would for me!" Audrey giggled before downing the rest of her champagne and raising her hand to catch a server's attention. "We're going to need something a little stronger over here!" 



After sending someone for more drinks, Audrey dove right back into our conversation. 



"So how big do you want these new breasts of yours to be?" Audrey asked after ordering us rum and cokes. "You thinking something like this?" she mused as she groped her own breasts through her corset top. 



"I don't know," I answered truthfully. "I don't want them to be too big, you know?" 



"Well, with how small you are you won't need to go very big for them to make an impression," she said. "What about the size you are with your breast forms?" 



"I like this size, but to be honest I think I like them mostly because if they were any bigger it would be impossible to hide the fact that they're fake. As it is, I can never show any cleavage," I mused idly feeling the size of my breast through my top. "Maybe a little bigger won't be too bad." 



"Just make sure they're not too big," Audrey cautioned. "You don't want to look top-heavy. Try to find a size that matches your hips and ass. That way you'll look proportionate." 



"Really?" I thought. My ass wasn't huge or anything, but it was pleasantly feminine and... obvious. It had a way of sticking out. Kennedy liked to call it a bubble butt. 



After our drinks arrived our conversation changed course and we began talking about our plans for the next year. Mine were obvious; I wanted boobs and I was going back to school. With that out of the way I mostly listened to Audrey talk about her plans for photo shoots and video's she was up for as well as a possible chance of her being cast in a main stream movie playing herself. It was supposedly one of those raunchy high school comedies that we loved to watch. 



She had met a casting director at a party a couple of months ago and this movie was slated to be made sometime next year. They had been talking back and forth about the script for some time now. 



Around ten-thirty the party really started to kick into full swing and Audrey pulled me off the sidelines and onto the dance floor. It had only been a few weeks since the last time I'd been out dancing with the girls, but I had missed this. It felt nice having Audrey's body against mine as we rocked our hips against each other to the music. 



This overwhelming feeling of being myself again washed over me and I couldn't stop smiling as we danced. I smiled so hard my cheeks began to hurt, but that didn't stop my contentment. 



It didn't take Audrey long to find her hands on my ass beneath my skirt as she pulled me tighter against her body. She was straddling my thigh and I knew exactly what she was doing. We had been here before, what felt like ages ago. 



"You're such a bad girl," I purred into her ear as I let one of my hands slide down her back and onto her ass, giving it a squeeze. "Do you want to cum all over your sister? Right here in front of everybody?" 



"Yes!" she quivered. 



People had no doubt noticed how sexy we were dancing, but with so many people pressed around us, I could probably slip my cock inside her without anyone seeing. My mind even contemplated it for a few moments, but that risk was beyond me. Instead, I pulled her body harder against mine, enjoying the sounds she was making into my ear. 



"Cum for me," I urged her. "Cum for your baby sister!" I moaned into her ear. 



I firmed my leg and began pulling her harder onto my thigh by her ass, making her really grind into me. I could feel her slick juices leaking through her panties as she rode me, the thin material of her panties dragging across my fishnet stockings creating a subtle vibration that caused her to shudder with each pass. 



"Oh, Lexi!" Audrey moaned as she came. As loud as the music was, she was loud enough that I worried someone might hear it for what it was and notice how she was trembling in my arms with me being the only thing keeping her upright on her shaking legs. 



With the thumping beat of the music, Audrey and I held each other as we slowly swayed, looking to the world like two lovers in a slow dance. 



"You know, if that's what you wanted, we could have gone back out to the car," I chuckled into her ear. "We could've really had some fun." 



"Down girl," she said, giving my ass a pat. "There's still plenty of time for that later." 



When Audrey's legs became a little more steady, we danced for a bit longer before taking a break to rest our heeled feet. While she went back to our private table I found the bar to order us another round of drinks. 



"Two rum and cokes," I said once I reached an open spot at the bar. I stood idly tapping the counter as I waited for my order when a man to my left spoke up. 



"Hi, I'm Josh," he said offering me his hand. 



"Oh hi, I'm..." I trailed off. "...Lexi." I finished, taking his hand awkwardly. 



"It's nice to meet you," he smiled warmly. 



The reason for my shock wasn't because an attractive man wanted to talk to me. That had happened many times before. The shocking part was that I knew him. Not as Lexi mind you, but as Alex. Standing in front of me was the same Josh that had taken pity on me when I was in high school and taught me how to defend myself. I had spent countless hours with him on the mat as close, if not closer, than we were now. 



"It's nice to meet you too," I said a little more calmly while trying not to make too much eye contact. 



"So how do you know Audrey?" Josh asked me. 



"Audrey?" I asked dumbly. 



"Yeah, the girl you were dancing with," he said looking back to where we had been dancing before. 



"She's my sister," I said blushing. I knew the second I said it that it was the wrong thing to say. How is it that I could lose my mind and my somewhat quick wits? Get a grip! I thought. He's not that good looking! 



He really was though. I had never really seen it before, but he was tall and lean with dark brown hair and hazel eyes, and the way he was smiling at me sent a small tingle down my spine. All of this coupled with my shock and I had turned into some sort of mindless bimbo. 



"Ah... Audrey doesn't have any sisters," he said clearly not believing me. "She's got a brother. I know him... Alex." 



As soon as he said my name, I flinched slightly. His eyes narrowed as he scanned my face more closely and I tried more studiously to avoid his gaze. 



"Alex?" he said disbelieving. "No fucking way!" 



"Shut up!" I snapped looking around nervously. "Keep your voice down." 



"Wow!" he said shaking his head. "When did this happen? Does everyone know but me?" 



"It's been a while now," I said quietly to him taking a seat on an open stool next to him. "And you're the first person to meet Lexi that has also known Alex." 

"How did all this happen?" he asked, leaning closer so he could speak softer. 



"It's a long story, and incredibly private, but the important part is that it did happen," I said, not wanting to go into everything at the moment. 



"You look..." he said, unable to find his words, until, "Just... Incredible!" 



"Wow...Thank you," I said disbelieving how well he seemed to be taking this. 



Josh had always been a great guy. He always had a thing for sticking up for the little guy and never judging people. I guess it really wasn't that much of a surprise that he would be okay with something like this. Another thing I hadn't really foreseen, was the way he was looking at me now. 



He was quiet for a few moments as we sat there at the bar just staring at each other. Well, it was more me watching him as his eyes traveled over my body. I was enjoying his attention, and the fact that he wasn't disgusted the moment he found out gave me a warm feeling. I could feel his gaze, tracing my every curve, causing me to shudder. I never knew a simple look could be so intimate. 



"Two rum and cokes," the bartender said loudly over the noise around us as he set my drinks down on the counter. "That will be twenty dollars." 



"Do you want to come sit with us?" I asked Josh as I handed my money to the bartender. 



"Sure... Yeah, I'd like that," he said finally peeling his eyes from my body to look me in the eyes again. "Are you sure your sister won't mind?" 



"I'm sure she'll be fine," I replied as I got up. 



Being the gentleman that I already knew he was, he carried the drinks for me as I showed him back to our table. 



"Hey!" Audrey exclaimed. "You found a new friend!" 



"An old one in fact," I commented. "This is Josh, he's the one who taught me how to fight." 



"You're that Josh?" Audrey asked smiling. "I've seen your handiwork. She put some jack ass on the floor a few months ago... wait..." Audrey paused looking back to me. "He knows... about..." 



"Yeah, he knows," I laughed. I was still coming back from my own shock at him finding out, but it was nice to see that look of shock running through someone else for once. 



"We haven't officially met before, but we went to school together," Josh said as he held out his hand. "I was a couple of years ahead of you." 



"It's nice to meet you, Josh," Audrey said holding out her hand to shake his. 



Audrey and I spent a lot of time talking with Josh as the night went on, but to be honest, he seemed more focused on me. It was strange, I had known him as Alex, and here we were talking about things as if I was Alex, but with my new perspective as Lexi. I'm not sure how to describe it other than to say it was as if both of my worlds seemed to have merged. 



The longer we talked, the more at ease I felt, and I was definitely enjoying how his eyes wandered over my body. If I didn't know better, I would have thought he was flirting a little with me. 



As midnight approached we were all well and truly intoxicated. The three of us stood among the masses as our host initiated the countdown. Hundreds of drunken souls waited with bated breath as the seconds counted down to the new year. 



"Three...Two...One!" The announcer called. "Happy New Year!" 



A loud cheer burst through the crowd and masses of confetti were shot into the air from all directions to drop like snow while 'Auld Lang Syne' played through the speakers. 



In all fairness, I had never thought much about the New Year. To me it had always just been another day, lacking any huge impact on my life, unless you count having to remember to change the year when I wrote the date. This time I felt a little differently, but that could have just been the alcohol. 



With the confetti still falling around us, my sister pulled me in for a New Year's kiss that I hoped Josh didn't see to closely. For us, it was very brief, but there was no mistaking that quick slip of her tongue reaching out instinctively to mine. Not a moment after my lips parted with Audrey, I was spun around to face Josh, and to my shock he pulled me in for a much more enthusiastic kiss than Audrey delivered. It lacked the tongue, but the way he held me in his arms as his lips clasped with mine made my knees weak. When he finally pulled away I was gulping for breath and praying that my cock stayed tucked firmly inside my panties. 



Audrey quickly wiped the shocked look from her face and replaced it with another one of approval. 



"Now that was some kiss!" she laughed, putting an arm around my shoulders as I stood there nervously. Before I could make a fool of myself and say something stupid, Josh finally spoke. 



"Do you want to dance?" he nearly blurted out. 



"What, with you?" I asked, surprised by the question. "What I mean is, you want to dance with me?" 



"Yes," he said simply, holding my gaze with a small smile. 



I cast a nervous glance to Audrey before she quickly began shooing us away. "Go! Go and have some fun!" she smiled. 



With the quick celebratory moment gone, the party resumed, and music played out through the speakers again as Josh pulled me out onto the dance floor. 



"You're shaking!" Josh exclaimed as we started to dance together. 



"I'm sorry, I'm a little nervous," I said. "You're the first guy that's danced with me that actually knows who I am." 



"Well that, my dear, is a shame," he said pulling me a little closer to him. 



There was still a small space between us, but we were so close together I could feel the warmth of him against my skin, and the smell of him filled my senses, sending more tingles across my body. Butterflies began forming a mosh pit in my stomach and I was beginning to hope that this wasn't just some drunken fever dream. 



The feeling I was having were conflicting. Sure, I had feelings for Danny, but he was so far away. Josh was here right now, and he knew exactly who I was. Danny was still a mystery wrapped in an enigma of uncertainty. I still didn't know if I could risk telling him my secret. I'd had nightmares of how that scenario ended. Here, right now, there were no nightmares. Seizing onto the moment, I pretended to stumble slightly into him, closing that last bit of distance between us. 



I was relieved when he held me a little tighter to him. More so, I was excited to feel the soft bulge of his crotch pressing back against me. He wasn't hard, but just feeling him against me like that set me off. 



My hormones, and the alcohol, conspired without my consent and I began rubbing against him more, making sure that he felt me. My hands traveled his strong back as I worked my hips trying to tease his cock to life. 



Slowly, he began to move with me. At first, his grinding was subtle, almost accidental, but the more I worked my tight body for him, the more he pressed. It wasn't long before I could feel his iron-like cock rubbing hard against my leg and pelvis. Despite the sweat building up from the body heat surrounding us, his arousal, and the way his hands roamed my body, sent chills though me. 



On impulse, I turned to face away from him, pressing back against his body as I continued to undulate my body to the rhythm of the music. I loved the way his hard cock felt against my ass, and I relished knowing that it was for me. Needing more of it, I began to grind harder into his crotch. 



I reached for his hands on my waist and began to move them along my body. First sensually up my sides, then down low, just beneath the hem of my skirt where they met bare thigh. I could feel his hot breath on my neck as I teased him, and at the same time myself. 



I let his hands rise further along my smooth skin, lifting the sides of my skirt and exposing my thighs nearly to my hips, while the middle of my skirt still hung low enough to hide my secrets. 



My breathing became heavy as my eyes became clouded by lust. I knew what I wanted to ask, but where it would take me was a place I had never been before. My heart was racing right along with my rum soaked mind. I wanted this. I needed him inside of me, but could I even dare to ask? The part of my mind drowning in alcohol thought it was the best idea I'd had tonight. 



"Do you want to go somewhere?" I whispered into his ear nervously as I tried to catch my breath. My eyes were shut tight as I waited the solitary moment for him to respond. 



"God, yes," he breathed. 



"Where?" 



"My place isn't too far from here," he answered a little hopeful. 



"Give me a second to find Audrey," I told him as I straightened my clothes and tried to tame the mess that had become of my hair. "I'll meet you right outside." 



It took me a few moments to find my sister. She seemed to have found some company in my absence and I had to pull her away from a small group of people to talk to her. 



"Hey... I'm going to go... with Josh... for a while..." I said, trying my hardest to keep the blushes from my face. 



"Do you want me to wait up for you?" she asked slyly, giving me a knowing look. 



Nothing could stop my blushes after that. 



"I don't know..." I trailed off. 



"Call my phone when you need me to pick you up," she offered. "I don't care what time." Then in a lower voice she leaned in. "I want details!" she nearly squealed in her hushed voice. 



"Thank you!" I said, giving her a quick hug before making my way to the exit as fast as my drunken mind and high heels would allow. 



*** *** *** 



The car ride to Josh's was awkward. I was still so ramped up from earlier and I could think of nothing to talk about except the things I wanted to do with him. Thankfully he hadn't been lying when he said he didn't live far. 



My high heels clicked loudly as I followed him down the concrete path towards his condo. My head was a little fuzzy from all the drinking, and my heart was fluttering nervously. 



"So, this is it," he said, opening the door to his apartment. "It's not much, but it's home." 



As I stepped inside, I felt like he was underselling it. It was a good-sized studio, furnished with dark wooden furniture and red throw rugs and curtains. Even the throw pillows and his large bed against the far wall matched the theme. For a guy, it was very nice. 



"This looks amazing!" I said, as I took it all in. 



"Thank you," he smiled, fiddling with his hands. "Ah...would you like something to drink?" 



"Maybe later," I said, a sudden forwardness possessing me as I took a step closer to him. 



This close, I could again smell the intoxicating scent of his cologne filling my head. I felt a tingle run through my body like electric current as I reached my arms up to wrap around his neck. I stared deep into his eyes before rising further onto the tips of my toes and pulling him down for a kiss. 



It was the same as before, my entire body felt charged and I couldn't stop myself from squirming against his body. My hands were shaking again. I knew what was ahead of me and the anticipation, and no small amount of fear, were filling me up. Our kiss lingered with our tongues dancing to take my breath away while I tried to build my courage to take the next step. You've gone this far, I thought as I steeled myself. 



Still holding his lips to mine, I let my hands slowly fall down his chest until they met with the cold metal clasp of his belt. With trembling fingers, I clumsily fumbled my way through unbuckling his belt and pants and lowered his zipper. 



I could already tell how hard he was with his cock pressing into my waist. I let my hands work of their own accord as they slipped into his boxers to find his throbbing cock. It was so warm, and with my fingers wrapped firmly around him, I could feel the quick, steady pulse of blood surging into him. 



As I began to make short strokes on his shaft, Josh moaned into my mouth. My heart was beating so fast that it felt like my chest might burst. My own cock was painfully hard in my panties, and from that sign alone I knew I couldn't stop now. As scared as I was, I was ready. 



I felt Josh's hands begin to bunch up the bottom of my shirt and I instinctively released his cock to raise my arms for him. In a swift motion he peeled my top off of me and as soon as my hands were free I resumed our kiss and attacked the buttons on his shirt. It didn't take long before I was sliding it off his shoulders and onto the floor. 



"Josh?" I panted, holding him to me as I relished in the feel of his hard, bare chest. "I've...never done this before." 



"Don't worry, we'll go slow," he promised. 



I felt his hands beneath my skirt as they rose up to my hips to hook his thumbs around the waistband of my panties. Ever so gently, he slowly worked them down ,inch by inch, over my hips and ass. My cock was begging to be free with every movement he made. As soon as they were halfway down my thighs, they finally fell to the floor and my cock sprang free. 



Feeling my bare cock rubbing against his wasn't an experience I had thought about before, but I loved it. I couldn't help but thrust my hips and grind myself harder against him. With little to no warning, I felt Josh's hands firmly grasp my bare ass as he lifted me from the ground. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me to his bed. 



He gently laid me down on my back before he began kicking off his shoes and working his pants off. While he did that, I quickly worked my heels off and shyly tried to hide my cock under my skirt while I waited. 



I felt a little over dressed as he joined me in bed in nothing but his skin while I was still wearing my fishnet stockings along with my skirt and bra. 



My butterflies ran rampant as Josh climbed into bed with me, and I could feel the heat of my skin rise. He gently kissed the soft skin on the insides of my legs as he slowly worked his way up between my thighs. I had both of my hands holding my skirt down, hiding my cock shyly as he inched his way closer. 



The closer he came, the slower his movements became. I didn't know if it was from apprehension or if he was just teasing me, but I knew what effect he was having. I could feel my cock throbbing in my hands, with my precum already leaking through the cloth of my skirt. 



My eyes were shut tight as I lay before him. I knew shutting them couldn't protect my modesty, but with the anxiety running through me it was all I had. 



I felt his warm breath drift underneath the hem of my skirt, tantalizing my cock, and then his fingers brush against my knuckles as they clutched to my modesty. With his hands on mine, he slowly raised them, his lips still dancing inside my thigh. 



With my hands no longer controlling my erection, it stood proudly. I could feel his cheek brushing against it as he kissed the last few inches of my thigh. When his fingers wrapped around my cock my body jerked, and when I felt his warm mouth engulf the tip of my cock, I gasped. His tongue swirled around my swollen head as my body squirmed from his sensual kiss. I wasn't sure, and at this point I was having a hard time thinking at all, but the way he moved, so sure and confident, I didn't think that this was his first time. 



As his skilled mouth continued to make love to me, I felt myself relax and I let go under his gentle touch. My hips began to slowly rock as he bobbed onto my shaft. As my body moved uncontrollably, one of my thighs hooked over his shoulder and I let my fingers glide through his hair. 



I couldn't have anticipated what being with a man might feel like, but this felt incredible. I had received a blowjob before, but the way it felt to have his strong hands on my body as I lay helpless in front of him was exhilarating. He was such a large man, with muscles and hair in all the right places, I felt incredibly vulnerable, and under his control. 



His fingers began to rub along the small stretch of skin bellow my balls, causing me to squirm from excitement. With every stroke his fingers came closer to my rose bud until they were gently brushing along the edge, causing me to moan louder as I rocked my hips forward. 



His fingers pulled away for a moment, but when they returned I flinched at the cold wetness that accompanied them. He continued to rub circles around my tight little hole, slowly adding more and more pressure until, with only a little pain, his finger slipped inside of me. 



My fingers running through his hair gripped tighter as he played with my ass, slowly stretching me open for him. It didn't take long before he slipped in yet another finger, causing a little more pain. I felt his fingers travel even deeper inside of me until they brushed against my sweet pleasure spot, summoning a jolt of pleasure to rush through my body. 



"Oh God!" I finally spoke, as he slowly fucked me with his fingers. In response to my cry, I felt him moan on my cock, sending vibrations through me, and adding to my pleasure. 



I finally opened my eyes to see his staring up at me from around my cock. He continued to slowly suck as he watched me and played with my ass. After a few final sucks, Josh let my cock fall from his lips. He eased his wonderful fingers from my ass, causing me to groan from their absence and he slowly climbed up between my legs to hover over my body. 



My heart was racing; hammering against the inside of my chest. This was it. 



His lips, still wet with his saliva and my precum, came down upon mine in a passionate kiss. As our tongues swirled, I felt the tip of his hard cock press against my wanting hole. My arms wrapped around him tighter as the pressure built. Even with all the practice I had with my toys, I wasn't prepared for an actual cock. 



"Oh fuck!" I cried out when his head finally pierced my hole. 



"Are you okay?" Josh asked concerned. 



"Yeah, I'm okay," I replied, taking deep breaths. "You're a little big." 



"Thank you," he joked with a blush causing me to giggle. 



Laughing wasn't such a good idea. I felt like I was being split open from his size as it was. With every contraction my sphincter tightened around his cock. 



"Let me know when you're ready," he said, holding still as my ass accommodated itself to his size. 



With each slow breath I took, I could feel his cock throb in time with his pulse. The pain never really went away, but there came a point where the pleasure from his cock outweighed that discomfort. 



"I'm ready," I said nodding my head. "Just be gentle." 



"Tell me if you need me to stop," he said giving me a soft kiss as he slowly sank another inch inside of me. 



He slowly began working the tip of his cock in and out of me, ever so slowly inching his way further inside of me. With every inch, it felt like I was being split open anew, but the sensations his cock was causing prevented me from stopping him. When I finally felt his balls resting against my ass, I gasped in relief. 



I felt so small with him on top of me, and his manly scent drove me wild as he filled me to bursting with his cock. I could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, as he slowly thrust into me. With every stroke, the head of his penis pressed against my prostate sending bursts of pleasure throughout my body. 



I clung to him as he deflowered me, one hand feeling the muscles on his back ripple with his movements, and the other on his firm ass urging him on. I felt high with pleasure as he made love to me...as he took me. 



My own cock stood painfully hard between us, grazing across his stomach with his every forward motion, sending even more tickles though my body. 



Nearly all semblance of pain had vanished, and the only feelings I had were from pleasure. I had played with myself before, but nothing could compare to how his cock was filling me up so completely. 



Surrounded by all of these wonderful sensations, I couldn't believe that I ever had any trepidation. Now, with him finally inside of me, my anxiety evaporated, and I lost myself to the act. I began trying to thrust myself back onto him, but from my position and angle, it was useless. 

"You feel so incredible inside of me," I purred. 



His lips pressed back to mine passionately, and his thrusts became more firm in response 



I loved the way I felt, beneath him and vulnerable, but my lack of participation was bothering me. Without really thinking, in one lithe movement, I tucked his arm along my side, my leg sliding up to set my foot, and with a twist of my hips my body was over his, palms flat to his chest and a mischievous smile on my face. 



"That's dirty fighting," Josh chuckled as he admonished playfully. 



"You taught me there was no such thing," I replied automatically still wearing my sly little smile 



After leaning forward to give him a playful kiss, I sat up straight and began riding him. It was a new experience for me. I started out awkwardly moving about, but with my hands braced on his taught abs, I quickly found what I needed. Being on top, I was in more control of the angle, adding even more pressure to my prostate. 



"Holy shit!" I cried out, gasping from the added pleasure. 



My moans grew louder as I rode him, letting his cock sink into my ass faster and faster. With the added speed, my cock began to bounce in front of me, slapping against his stomach. Precum was flinging from the end of my cock leaving a shiny, sticky, mess on his skin. 



Josh's hands were on my hips, guiding me as he made small thrusting motions to meet me as I sank down his shaft. The pleasure was rising, and I could feel that warm pulsing sensation building. 



"Oh God, Lexi!" Josh cried. "I can't hold off any longer!" 



A moment later I could feel his cock swell, stretching me even farther as I slammed myself down his shaft. As his warm cum filled my ass I felt my own impending climax nearing. 



"I'm...I'm..." I tried in between my moans. 



After only two more thrusts I slammed my ass down hard onto his cock and the pleasure filling my body burst, enveloping my entire being. My cum began seeping from my cock to pool on Josh's stomach, and in my exhaustion, I collapsed on top of him, smearing my cum between our bodies. 



As I lay there on his heaving chest, I could still feel the ebb and flow of ecstasy rolling through my body like tidal waves. There was also something else. Not a physical sensation, but an emotional one. For so long I had been living, dressing, and thinking as a woman. I had only recently really stopped fighting what I was becoming, and tonight I had truly become a woman. 



"Aww," I lamented tiredly as I felt his deflating cock slip from my ass, leaving me feeling hollowed and empty. Mustering what little strength I could summon, I eased myself off to lie next to him 



"That was incredible!" I sighed happily, still feeling the flood of endorphins coursing through me. 



"Tell me about it," Josh replied, staring blankly at the ceiling. "Are you sure that was your first time?" he asked. "Because you felt like a professional." 



"A professional?" I laughed, giving his messy belly a smack. "You sure know how to talk to a lady." 



"I didn't mean... not that you were..." he tried. "What I meant was you did really great for it being your first time." 



"I know what you meant," I laughed, enjoying seeing him flummoxed. "I'm giving you a hard time." 



"Oh, I'll give you a hard time," he said nudging me playfully. 



"I think you already did that," I sighed contentedly. 



I must have been so tired, I didn't realize I had fallen asleep. When I woke up again, it was still dark outside. I had the overwhelming urge to pee, and after some searching in the dark, I found his bathroom. 



After doing my business, I cleaned myself up a bit. My makeup was a bit of a mess, and my dark eye shadow looked horrible, but Josh being a guy lacked the necessary makeup remover. After doing the best I could, I shut the light off and tiptoed back to bed to slip back beneath the covers to cuddle up to him. 



The next time I woke, it was to the incessant sound of my phone ringing. It took me a few moments to remember where I was. Alcohol has such wonderful properties. Seeing Josh next to me brought everything back into focus. Remembering the events of last night, and how peacefully I was sleeping, I groaned as I crawled out of bed to find my phone. 



"Hello?" I answered quietly, seeing that it was Audrey. 



"What happened to you?" she asked. "You were supposed to call me." 



"What time is it?" I asked pulling the phone away from my ear for a moment to answer my own question. "Shit!" It was almost nine in the morning. 



"Where are you?" she asked. 



"I'm at Josh's house, we fell asleep," I said as I tried to find my clothes. 



"I know you're at Josh's, I just don't know where that is," Audrey replied a little impatiently. 



I could hear another voice yelling in the background. 



"Stop yelling!" Audrey snapped. "Do you think shouting at the top of your lungs is going to change anything?" she said harshly. Then back to me. "Text me the address and I'll pick you up." 



"Thanks, Audrey," I said before, "Wait... can you bring me some clothes?" 



"They're still in the car," she said a little more quietly into the phone, obviously not wanting our mother to overhear. 



That's who's voice was in the back ground. If our mother knew I didn't come home with Audrey last night she must be livid. 



"I'm leaving right now, so text me that address," she said before hanging up. 



"Everything okay?" Josh asked from the bed causing me to jump. 



"You're awake," I said 



"Yeah, is everything alright?" he asked again, sitting up in the bed leaving his hard, bare chest exposed. 



"Yeah... well no. Not really," I said. "I have to get home." 



I felt kind of bad running out like this. 



"Can I give you a ride?" he asked. "It won't take but a minute for me to get dressed." 



"My sister's coming to get me," I said as I searched for my top. "My other things are in her car. I've been staying at my mom's for the holiday and she doesn't know about the new me." 



"I don't blame you," he said standing up to slip on a pair of boxers. "I've met her a couple times." 



"What's your address?" I asked, punching it into my phone as he spoke before sending it to Audrey. 



After hitting send, I finally spotted my t-shirt sticking out from under the couch. 



"I really wish I didn't have to leave!" I complained, half my words muffled by my shirt as I pulled it over my head. "I really did have a great time with you." 



"It's okay," he said stepping over to me. "I understand. I had a really great time too. I hope I'll be able to see you again sometime," he said with his hand outstretched holding my lacy underwear. 



"I think I would really like that," I said smiling as I took his hand, the soft fabric of my panties sliding between our fingers. 



Not wanting to just run out on him, I rose up onto my tiptoes and placed a soft but sensual kiss on his lips. 



"You have my number," he smiled after our lingering lips parted. 



With that, I sank back down to my heels and took a step back so I could slip on my panties. Moments later I was securely tucked away and almost presentable. Josh and I sat on the couch and talked for a few minutes while I put my high heels back on. It felt strange, but oddly refreshing, to have such a normal conversation, especially after the things we had done together. In what felt like no time, my sister texted that she was outside, and I had to say goodbye. 



*** *** *** 



The click of my heels on the pavement was my only company as I walked down the sidewalk towards the street. I tried to walk normally, but every step I took was a subtle reminder that, while I might have been a girl yesterday, today, I woke up as a woman. I wasn't sore so much as I had a warm, throbbing sensation steadily reminding me of last night's events. 



"I am so sorry!" I told Audrey as I climbed into the car. "I didn't plan on falling asleep. Just...after... and with the alcohol...we just fell asleep. I hope you didn't have to put up with too much from mom because of this." 



"It's not your fault," Audrey said, slowly pulling the car back into the street. "I fell asleep too. Last night got pretty wild." 



"So... After, huh?" Audrey asked as I frantically stripped out of my clothes in the passenger seat, so I could change. "After what, exactly?" 



"We just hung out and talked," I tried. I was putting all of my focus into my clothing to avoid her, and the blushes that were fighting to creep onto my face. 



"Oh, I'm sure one of you was hanging out," Audrey ribbed. "Come on! You can't hold out on me now! You did it, didn't you?" 



"Did what?" I asked, knowing that I was losing the battle of the blushes. 



"Did 'It', is what!" Audrey laughed. "Oh my god! You did, didn't you! Someone got their V-Card stamped last night!" 



"Stop it!" I laughed embarrassed. 



"Awe! Come on. I'm happy for you," Audrey reassured. "I need some details. How was it? Did you like it? How did you do it?" 



She seemed to have a thousand questions, and I grudgingly answered them all while I slowly removed my breast forms as we sat parked in the far end of a nearly empty grocery store parking lot. Well, at first it was grudgingly, but Audrey had a way of drawing things out of you and making it feel natural. By the end I was smiling with her as I described my orgasm. 



"That sounds so hot," Audrey said. 



"It felt hot," I replied as I began removing the remnants of my makeup. "So, what do you think we're in for when we get home?" 



"Nothing as pleasant as last night, I'm sure," Audrey sighed. "At least for me. Just apologize and keep your head down. I'll take care of it." 



I felt bad as we pulled up the drive to our mother's house. Audrey was always there to take the heat for me, even in high school. Because of her profession, it was as if I could do no wrong in our mother's eyes because at least I wasn't her 'good for nothing porn-daughter'. 



"Thank God you're okay!" mom said pulling me into a hug as soon as we entered the house. Not a second after she released me she was yelling again. "Where were you? You've been out all night!" 



"I fell asleep at a friend's house. I'm sorry mom," I said hanging my head. 



"You smell like alcohol. Did you let your brother drink?" she said turning on Audrey. "You know he's not old enough. What kind of sister are you? He could have been passed out drunk in a ditch last night for all you know! Sometimes I wonder how you could even be my daughter...the lack of decency and common sense..." 



Audrey stood there and took it like a champion. She never said a word as our mother berated her and said so many horrible things about her. It seemed to go on and on and she just held her ground like a loving shield for me once again. 



"Shut the fuck up!" I shouted, even scaring myself a bit. Dead silence followed as both my mother and sister stared at me with open mouths. "I'm tired of this shit," I continued in a somewhat quieter voice. "All you do is talk shit about Audrey. So what if she wants to do porn. Maybe if you weren't such a bitch during our entire childhoods she wouldn't have picked a job, any job, that would keep her from ever having to come back here." 



"You think she's going to go to hell?" I asked. "Well guess what. You can save her a seat because you'll probably beat her there. Oh, you're so religious, read the bible every day, but I guess you're just too stupid to learn the lesson. 'Judge not lest ye be judged.' 'Judgment is mine saith the lord.'" I finished, finally running out of wind 



"Now you listen here," mom started. 



"No!" I said firmly. "You listen! We might be your children, but we are not children any more. What we do with our lives is our choice." 



With that I stormed upstairs through their shocked silence. I had made my choice the moment I had opened my mouth. I quickly grabbed my duffel bag and began packing my things into it. It was a tight squeeze with all the things I would be bringing back with me. I had to grab an old backpack from my closet to put my girl clothes into. 



"You in here?" Audrey asked as she slowly opened my door. 



"Yeah," I said turning to see her. 



"You're leaving," she observed, seeing my bags. 



"After that?" I asked. "Yeah, I'm going back to Arizona. I don't have to stay here, and being there alone for a couple days would be better than staying here for another minute." 



"Thank you," she started. "For standing up for me. You didn't have to do that." 



"It was about time that I did," I said hanging my head in shame. "I should have done that a lot sooner. She has no right to treat you like that." 



With tears in her eyes, Audrey pulled me into a bone-crunching hug. 



"I love you, Lexi," she whispered. 



"I love you to, Sis." I whispered back. 



She held onto me for a while longer before regretfully releasing me. 



"Hey, before I go, can you do something for me?" I asked. 



"Sure, anything." 



"Can you sign this for Kennedy?" I asked digging through my bag to pull out a copy of the Playboy issue with her on the cover. "It's for Christmas." 



"Yeah," Audrey laughed, wiping a tear away. "I'll sign it for her." 



"Are you sure she wouldn't want me to sign a new one? I have boxes of them at my place in California. This one seems rather...used," she smiled, holding it up delicately between two fingers. 



"I think it will mean more that it's this one," I said knowingly. "It has...sentimental value." 



She opened it up to the centerfold and after a moment of thought she began to write. A minute or so later she handed it back to me, and I carefully tucked it back into my bag. 



After that I was all set. As Audrey and I walked down the stairs together I felt sad that I wouldn't be able to see her again for a while. The time we had spent together had been wonderful and much needed, but after finally standing up to our mother, staying would be counterproductive. 



As we made our way outside, I found no trace of our mother anywhere. Audrey stood in the cold with me while I stowed my things in the back seat of my car. 



"I'm going to miss you," I said, pulling her in for one last hug. 



"I'm going to miss you too, little sis," she said holding me tight. 



Without warning, her lips met mine in a kiss so passionate that I almost reconsidered leaving. Her lips pulled at mine and our tongues danced. I lost a moment before both of us realized where we were and pulled away. Over Audrey's shoulder I thought I saw the curtains move, but I wasn't worried. It would have been hard for our mother to see anything at this angle, and if she had, I had no intention of returning. Not for a long time at least. 



With one last goodbye I got into my car to begin my long drive back to Arizona... my new home. 



*** *** *** 



I was only on the road for an hour before I stopped the car to change. I was so tired of being Alex. Instead of finding a place to change, I just pulled off to the side of the interstate. It was too late in the morning to find another place with any amount of privacy. 



I climbed into the passenger seat for more room, and with the heater all the way up, I began to strip out of my horrendous boy clothes, tossing them into the back seat. This last time, I had only been wearing my 'Alex' clothes for a short time, but as I slid on a pair of powder blue panties, it felt nice knowing that I wouldn't have to wear boy's clothes for a very long time, if ever again. 



I took great care in applying my breast forms while I imagined what my new breast would feel like. I was dead set on getting them now. I had been thinking about them for a while, but after talking to Audrey, I knew I was going to get them, and soon. Scottsdale, Arizona was the boob job capitol of the world, or so I'd heard. It shouldn't be too hard to find me some boobs. The more I thought about it the more excited I was. By the time I slipped on my bra I was grinning from ear to ear. 



I was on my knees, leaning over the front seats searching for my leggings and low-rise jeans when I heard a loud metallic tapping on my passenger window. Frightened and embarrassed because I was in my underwear, I grabbed the first thing that I could to cover myself up. 



The tapping came more insistently now, and a loud voice called out, "Highway Patrol, I need you to roll down this window." 



"Shit!" I cursed. I was damn near naked. Could this day get any worse? I thought to myself. 



"Miss? Roll down your window," he called again. 



Holding my 'Alex' hoodie to my chest in a desperate attempt at modesty, I rolled down my window. Outside stood a hard-looking Highway Patrolman in his late forties. 



"Is ah... is everything alright?" he asked, seeing my state of dress. 



"Everything's fine officer," I said, completely embarrassed. 



"I noticed you stopped here on the side of the road and thought you might have been having some car trouble." 



"No. No trouble," I said. "I was just changing my clothes," I blushed. 



"Do you mind if I see some license and registration?" he asked. 



I froze. I had those things alright, but they were both for Alex, a man, and here I was a half-naked girl. 



"Miss?" he prompted me further. 



"Yes, I have them," I said reluctantly. 



I popped open my glove box and grabbed the registration, and after an embarrassing moment searching in the back seat with my ass exposed to the officer, I came back with my wallet and ID. 



"Here you are," I said, avoiding his eyes. 



He looked them over for a few moments and then his eyes narrowed as he looked from my ID then to me, and back again. 



"Just wait right here," he said a little curtly. "You can finish getting dressed." 



I rolled my window back up as he walked back to his cruiser and quickly began pulling on my thick black leggings and jeans. It wasn't against the law to dress as a woman, but I was still embarrassed. Not of being dressed like a girl, but that some stranger, even a police office, knew I was a 'guy'. That's how regular people would see it anyway. 



By the time he returned, I was completely dressed in my tight jeans and my cute long sleeve t-shirt. 



"Looks like everything is in order, Miss," he said handing back my information. "You know, it's not safe stopping on the side of the road like this. That's why you only do it when it's an emergency, you see? I'm not going to write you up for anything. I have a fair idea what this was about, just try to be a little safer." 



I was so relieved. That hard look he'd previously worn had disappeared and now he looked more fatherly as he smiled back at me. 



"Thank you... so much," I said taking my papers back. 



"You know, I have a niece like you. Hell of a girl," he said shaking his head. "Not a lot of people get it though. Drive safe young lady." 



With that he turned and walked back to his car. This was one thing I had feared since I had become Lexi, that I would get into trouble and have to give someone my real ID. I couldn't believe how well this had gone. Aside from this cop seeing me nearly naked, this whole thing just turned my day around. 



The patrol car passed me as I climbed back into the driver's seat, and after checking my mirrors, I pulled back onto the interstate, setting my compass toward Arizona to make the long drive back home. One thing was certain, sitting down for twelve hours, there was zero chance I would be thinking about anything except last night. 



THE END OF CHAPTER NINE 



Thank you for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it. Don't forget to leave a comment and let me know what you thought! Your words make writing worth it. If you feel so inclined, don't forget to rate this story; it only takes a second and it'll make me happy. 



SoB
