

    
        
          Hot Tub Twinks (a Crossdresser's Tale)

        

        
        
          Jordan Bailey

        

        
          Published by Jordan Bailey, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOT TUB TWINKS (A CROSSDRESSER'S TALE)

    

    
      First edition. September 7, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Jordan Bailey.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005776268

    

    
    
      Written by Jordan Bailey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​Hot Tub Twinks

by Jordan Bailey

––––––––
This ebook is for 18+ adults ONLY. It contains explicit, graphic details of sexual acts and language that may be considered offensive by some readers.

All characters engaged in sexual activity are consenting, non-related adults over the age of 18.

Copyright © 2021 Jordan Bailey. All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Disclaimer

Hot Tub Twinks (a Crossdresser's Tale)

Sign up for Jordan Bailey's Mailing List

Also By Jordan Bailey

About the Author

It was the start of autumn when the hot tub was finished and installed. I’ll never forget the utter confusion and my strange, cock-eyed look as my parents marveled in its so-called beauty. Both of them standing there, arms wide, showing off the luxury as if they were on some sort of game show. My first words to their display?

“Uh... why do we need a hot tub in Texas?” I asked.

A silly question now. But at the time my young brain couldn’t fathom such an extravagant purchase. While we weren’t necessarily poor, we weren’t super rich either, so my teenage self was having trouble understanding their want or their decision.

They both just laughed at me, as they often did, and assured me that I would just need to ‘try it’ someday. And while wading in hot water didn’t sound like much of a time in the heat of the midwest, there was something new and alluring about it all.

Over the past few days and nights I found out why. The jets and churning waters were like a massage that never ended. And even under the relentless midday sun the hot tub did indeed come in handy.

One instance in particular, the first of my many sexual escapades with the new machine, was when I had the house to myself and I procured a bikini my cousin had left behind when my relatives were in town. You see, I’m a boy, born so anyway, but I wanted to be a girl for as long as I could remember. My body naturally seemed to yearn for the same, gifting me with long blonde hair, big blue eyes, and a smooth lithe body. Girls’ clothes however were in short supply and hard to hide. But when I found that little pink bikini in the dryer right after my cousin had left town, I claimed it as my own. I hid it for months, waiting for the perfect moment when I could be alone and try it on. Finally the afternoon and evening came, the house was mine, and so was the hot tub.

Double checking all the locks, I dashed upstairs and stripped off my boy clothes. In a flash I transformed and stood to look at my reflection in the mirror. Staring back at me was a sexy, golden haired girl in a skimpy pink bikini. The cloth against my supple skin was electric, rubbing on my nipples and making them poke through the top. The bottoms were snug, mostly because of my girth, but hugged my round, bubble butt nicely.

As I moved downstairs and out into the hot tub area, a small fenced off cubicle connected but separate from the backyard, I held my towel against me tightly. Exiting out into the evening air, I felt the all-to-familiar thrill of being dressed like a girl whilst outside. I imagined others seeing me or staring at me, as if I wasn’t alone out there. I saw them in my minds’ eye, casting the illusion that I was just another girl coming to wade in the water. Looking over my shoulder, I took a breath and let the towel fall, unveiling my body to the night.

I gasped, catching a glimpse at myself in the window, before my cheeks and skin flushed. I bit my lip, constantly looking around every which way, fear mixing with my excitement. Turning the dials on the side of the hot tub, I sparked the thing to life. The water churned, bubbles rose, and a low, mesmerizing ‘hum’ reverated through the alcove.

Once in the water it didn’t take long for my boyhood to react. Being dressed like a girl and the rushing water made my entire form tingle. In less than a second I was rock hard. And a second later I was furiously masturbating, pinching a budding tit and watching myself in the window.

I didn’t last long. But after my climax I enjoyed the rest of my evening, trying on what little female clothes I had, creating ensembles and testing makeup. One day, I thought, one day I’d be my true self.

A few weeks later my friend Eric came over. His parents were deeply religious, and while I wasn’t really a fan of any Christian formation, he was nice enough. In truth I thought he was cute: blonde like me but a little more athletic. We’d been mistaken for brothers once or twice, but he wore glasses and kept his hair shorter due to the several sports he played.

On that particular day, when his and my mother decided on a quick, shopping spree, my ears perked...

“We’ll only be gone for a few hours, boys. Think you’ll be alright?” My mom asked, already halfway out the door.

“Yeah. Of course. I said.

“Good,” she nodded. “You two can play in the hot tub if you want. Just remember to turn it off when you’re done.”

The wheels in my head turned once more.

When they were gone he agreed, the hot tub it was. We dashed upstairs to my bedroom and I flung open my dresser drawer. Inside were my two pairs of swimming trunks. I pulled them both and tossed him a pair. As I did I spotted my pink bikini that was hiding underneath. My cheeks flushed red, but I ruffled the others clothes about quickly enough that I don’t think Eric noticed.

To my surprise, when I closed the drawer and turned, Eric was already stripping. No qualms or shame. He swung his shirt over his head and dropped his pants, revealing a pair of ‘tighty whitie’ underwear. I giggled, and he finally looked up and blushed, as if just now realizing what he was doing.

“Oh, heh. Sorry.” He huffed.

“No, it’s okay.” I bit my lip, looking him over. It didn’t look like he had an inch of fat on his body. I had seen him in his skivvies before but somehow now it was different, and certainly under new circumstances.

To ease his redness, I pulled my shirt off as well, my perky pink nipples standing out and proud atop my small mounds of budding breasts. My shorts came next, revealing my briefs. That’s when I caught him staring.

“We’re both guys. No big deal, right?” I said.

“Y-yeah, totally.” Eric sputtered.

Even still, he turned, facing away from me, then hooked his thumbs in his underwear and yanked them down. I watched him throughout, checking out his cute, hairless butt. My view was quickly obscured though when he hiked up my trunks and cinched them on. Then he turned back around and finished tying them off.

“All set,” he said with a grin.

I followed his move, but without turning. Instead I yanked down my briefs and let my semi-hard, blood swollen cock tumble out. I looked to the floor but watched his eyes go wide in my periphery. He was staring just as much as I had him, but my thick, beefy cock is what I wanted him to see. Probably his first one ever.

I took my time though unlike him, slowly stepping out of my underwear, holding up the trunks to size them up against my hips, then sliding either of my smooth legs inside. Tying them, I finally looked back up to meet his eyes, smiled, and said “me too!”

He had stared at me the whole time.

With a hot, skip and jump we were outside. I flicked on the hot tub and jumped in. Eric followed suit. We waded about for a few minutes. He commented on how great the water felt despite the overhead sun. I agreed with him. It was a beautiful day. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. And we were enjoying every second we could. But then my mind returned to our ‘stripping session’ just a few moments before, and I set my plan in motion.

Moving about the water until I found my favorite spot, I squealed.

“Holy crap,” I muttered, eyes fluttering. “Sit on one of the jets!” I feigned surprise, as if I was only just now finding the secret place. In truth I had found it weeks before.

He giggled at my expression.

“It feels sooo good,” I elaborated.

I saw him shift and slide over to where another one of the jets were, forcing him a few feet closer to me on my left. After a moment he found it, squated, and I watched as his jaw dropped.

“Whoa!” he hissed.

I smiled along with him, the sensation of the surging water pummeling my asshole was nearly indescribable. My cock twitched in my suit and stiffened to full mast a moment later. He must have felt the same, because his grin turned from laughter to pleasure and his cheeks turned red.

“I bet it
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