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What’s In Here

Dear Readers –

This book contains FOUR hot, previously published stand-alone titillating stories of transgender, forced feminization, and lusty stepmom, stepson fantasies – all in a $ saving bundle!

NO CHOICE –

Blake Dawson is a nice guy, just out of college who scores a job with a big advertising agency in the city. His boss is a very headstrong and breath taking woman named Veronica Carswell. Blake has managed to show some potential in the four months he’s been with the company, and the boss demands . . . that Blake attend her sales academy in upstate, New York. Blake will learn much more than sales techniques, and really has “NO CHOICE” in the matter.

WHAT DAD DOESN’T KNOW

A Stepmom, Stepson, Taboo, Erotic Fantasy Tale
Chris is a twenty-one-year old-college man with a huge moral dilemma: His father remarried to a woman half his age and only four year older than Chris. Cathy is steamy, alluring, and doesn’t care about teasing Chris unmercifully. She drops “little hints” to Chris, physically and verbally that are getting harder and harder to ignore.

NO FREAKIN' WAY! YES, WAY
 

From plain frat boy, to feminized, transgender, goth sorority slut.
“Uhhhh . . . Jackie, with all due respect, I think you have the wrong guy. I don’t think that kind of stuff is really for me.” I didn’t want to come across like an asshole, but I was looking forward to a change of dry clothes, not a change of my sexual orientation, which was kind of funny, because I really had no sexual orientation. Jackie just smiled, shook her head, and said, “Uh huh, well okay then. Let’s see what I have for you that’s dry and not too feminine!”

TOO MUCH TOO FAR - a forced-feminization, taboo stepmom, and Sissification journey.
Dad’s Secret is Out -
"What a dilemma! After meeting his dad's new wife, he can't take his eyes off of her - the feeling is mutual, but Julian knows this is all wrong! His birth dad’s new wife is an incredibly voluptuous woman, a real MILF, who can’t seem to keep a respectable distance from Julian, and gives him a startling welcome to their household. Nocturnal visitations to the guestroom where Julian is staying become a regular occurrence UNTIL - - - "


Take a Look!

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

Dear Reader,

Here is my AMAZON Author Page and other titles where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

STEPMOM'S PET SISSY

SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES

THE CRIME BOSS'S SISSY

BUSTED SISSY! Book 1 of 2

BUSTED SISSY! Book 2 of 2

BUSTED SISSY Series Compilation

REMAKE

A COLLECTION OF HOT, STEAMY, LEWD, SLUTTY EROTICA TALES

GO AHEAD - MAKE ME BEG FOR MORE!

EVERYTHING SISSY - 9 BOOKS IN ONE!

FOXY SISSY

GIRLY BOY

LADY BOY IN BLUETHE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

HIS INNER SISSY

MISS SISSY MADISON

TWIN SISSY

HIRED SISSY

RAUNCHY REVENGE SISSY

GUARDIAN SISSY

OUT OF TOWN SISSY

WHAT THE F*&%$ HAPPENED TO ME?

STEPMOM UNWRAPPED
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NO CHOICE!

A Reluctant First-Time Feminization, Alpha Female Boss Tale


Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas feeling a bit self-conscious sitting in the boss’s waiting room waiting to be called in for a quarterly “assessment meeting.” Carswell Advertising was a pretty decent first job for a guy like me just out of a state university with a major in advertising and marketing. There was someone in the office with the boss already, and I didn’t want to seem too forward in asking the receptionist how long a wait there might be. I had never met the boss before; my interview was with the head of personnel, and now I was just past my four month mark with the company.

I was shown the ropes by a fellow named Doug, who was in his mid-thirties. Doug was a strange character, very shy, very nervous; who responded to my jokes with a nervous titter. The guy seemed afraid of his own shadow, and the best word to use to describe Doug would be a “nebbish” – a roly poly guy with thick glasses, whiny voice, unremarkable dressing style, someone you would probably forget two minutes after meeting him. Under his tutelage, I was able to get my first two accounts and I think I did pretty decently with them.

The thing about this company was that most of the clients were companies who catered to female services and items, and some of the more successful ad people who worked here were women. I had a funny feeling about the place, which I thought was just all in my head. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I reasoned that many companies today either went the “WOKE” way or were just female dominated, whatever; it was a job, no way to say if I would stay or go at any time soon. I was looking for experience as I was still sorting out my career preferences.

The CEO was a woman named Veronica Carswell, a very successful entrepreneur, highly respected in the industry and known for her “eccentric tastes,” whatever that meant. I picked some things up from listening to the buzz around the cubicles. So now I sat in her office, waiting for my first meeting with her.

I had a nervous habit of tapping my feet, and the secretary, a middle aged woman with silver-flecked black hair done up in a neat bun, looked at me with an annoyed expression over the rim of her half-spectacles. I gave an embarrassed grin of apology, and stopped.

Finally the door to the executive suite opened up. A ravishing, big busted redhead, with tousled, waist-length hair wearing a short-skirted business suit and high wraparound black high heeled shoes, perspiring heavily, and breathing hard, came out of the room. When the door closed behind her, she stood with her back to it, legs spread out, with palms pressed against the door to stop her from falling. Her white cotton blouse clung to her skin, her black brassiere visible underneath it. Her makeup which she probably worked on meticulously for the occasion was a runny mess all over her sweaty face. She was seemingly relieved that whatever it was that had just happened inside was over with, or maybe she was in shock; I really couldn’t tell.

Claudia the receptionist didn’t even bother to look; she just kept typing on her laptop like this sort of thing was routine; expected maybe. I couldn’t help staring at this woman, who gathered herself, worked a tissue around her face, and strutted out of the office for the ladies room outside the door. I could swear her arms were trembling.

The sight of her did little to assuage my anxiety which was already high. I heard hearty laughter from behind the oak door, unable to ascertain complete sentences. After five minutes, which seemed like an eternity, the intercom buzzed on Claudia’s desk. She looked at me with a blank expression over the top of her half-glasses, and said, “Ms. Carswell will see you now.”

I got up slowly, a bit dazed from the display, muttered a thank you, took a deep breath and opened the door to Veronica Carswell’s office.

“Well, Blake Dawson, come in, take a seat. Would you like a coffee, or something stronger perhaps? Cola or water, an alcoholic beverage? I have everything here, please feel free to help yourself,” she said pointing to the counter on the side of the room. “I’m having a scotch and soda – feel free.” It was only ten am, yet I was about to break my self-imposed rule of no alcoholic beverages before four pm. The display I just witnessed firming up my decision.

“Thank you very much, Ms. Carswell, I’ll have what you’re having.”

“Good choice, I like that in a man – knows what he wants, very good. Go right ahead,” she said nodding to the cart against the wall. As I fixed myself the drink, going a little heavy on the scotch side, she was reading through my personnel file. “Wagner State College, three point two cumulative index, major in marketing and accounting, with a minor in speech and communications? Why may I ask did you choose that as a minor?”

I wasn’t prepared for that, so I answered the best way I could. I figured the truth was the best way to play this. Veronica Carswell seemed to be very intelligent, perceptive, a straight-shooter, and from what I heard, had little patience for bullshit. She had a diploma from the Wharton School of Business on the wall behind her desk, which impressed the heck out of me. She had long, wavy blonde hair with a part on the right side, roundish lips covered in red lip gloss, and heavy black mascara, and blue eyeshadow which complemented her deep blue eyes. When I first saw her, I couldn’t help but notice her enormous firm breasts sticking out from under her white dress blouse with black laced trim. The top three buttons of her blouse were invitingly opened. I could make out a tinge of red lipstick on her blouse collar, that matched the shade of the sweaty woman who was just in the office.

“Well, I minored in speech and communications because I thought that would help me in the advertising field; you know, in giving marketing presentations, that sort of thing.”

“I see,” she said, staring at me, now standing up, holding my file, and turning to the side, giving me a full view of her. She was a tall woman, standing about six feet, one inch, and was hot as hell. Maybe it was the scotch, but I became as hard as a rock looking at this very sexy, and dominant woman. Her ass and her legs were a sight to behold as well. A testament to what looked like long hours in the gym. “That was smart on your part. I see that you landed two pretty decent clients too. ‘Magda’s Boudoir’ is an up and coming company. I think we, or should I say you can probably do well with them. I’m pleased Blake, very pleased indeed. I see that Doug taught you well. He’s another story altogether,” she said, rolling her eyes at me and laughing, “but he has his uses.”

I relaxed a bit in my seat, all positives so far, and - I was enjoying the show.

“Blake,” she said, sitting down behind her desk now, clasping her fingers together resting on the desk, drink beside her, leaning forward and staring me right in the face, “Where do you see yourself going with this company?”

I answered honestly. “I would like to learn as much as I can about the advertising industry, which has quite a history here in New York City.”

“Good, I like that. Your work so far shows potential. This company is probably the right fit for you. In fact, I’m going to do something with you that I don’t usually do with employees before their first year. I’m going to sign you up for a week-long training seminar upstate, at our company training center just outside of Oneonta, NY. Now, you being a product of the state university system, I’m sure you’re familiar with the college there, right?”

“Yes I am. As a matter of fact, I applied there but decided not to go.”

“I see. Of course, your travel expenses, gas, bridges, and tolls will be all reimbursed by the company, and room and board is of course included. Now how does that sound? There are several benefits to attending.”

“Sounds good Ms. Carswell” - she cut me off with her hand up.

“Please Blake, call me ‘Veronica.’ I like my trainees to be informal with me.”

“What are the advantages of the training,” I asked.

Her demeanor seemed to change to a bit of a smirk, or it could have been the scotch causing a hallucination. She was on her second, and refilled my glass too.

“Well, the first advantage as you put it, is you get to keep your job.” She let that sink in a moment and seemed to enjoy the shocked look on my face, as she sipped her drink staring at me. “You see Blake, we have a lot of feminine product clients at this firm, and they like to be treated in a (she waved her hands around in a non-descript manner) ‘certain manner.’ Not everyone can, but I believe that you can be taught the correct, Carswell Company way.

“The second advantage is that you’ll make a lot more money by taking the weeklong seminar.” She looked at my folder again.

“And” she said, “You’ll be able to afford moving out of that rat infested squalor of a studio apartment of yours in Maspeth, Queens. Still with me? Or would you rather go back to living with your parents on Long Island and be unemployed? I can be a little vindictive you know. If you don’t comply with this simple request, I can make sure you’ll never work in corporate advertising again Blake.”

The whole tone of this meeting seemed to change. A cold shiver ran through me. It felt like I was being threatened – and I was. This woman had done a lot of research into me for some reason. She must have seen the shock on my face because her tone now became a bit different.

“Blake, I’m going to be blunt with you. I don’t hire macho idiots in this company except for my personal security and drivers. You seem to fit the build for the training I’m offering. Would you please stand up?” NOW, I felt intimidated, but I stood for her. She got up from her desk and walked around me looking me over.

“Humm, ok, ok,” she said as she faced me putting her hands on my shoulders and looking me over. Maybe it was the scotch doing the work, but I became aroused almost immediately and had trouble disguising my boner. She noticed it too. She looked down on it smiling.

“I see that everything seems to be working on you Blake. Now, you will be at the training compound Monday afternoon at one o’clock in the afternoon, ok? Do we have a deal?”

“Yes Veronica, fine. I’ll be there.”

“Smart, smart boy. Good. Then finish your week and go up there Monday. Claudia outside will fill you in on everything you need. I’m really excited Blake – you’ll be a roaring success; I just know it! Oh! One other thing: Sometimes I pop in up there, just to see how the trainees are doing, so you may see me next week,” she said grinning.

And that was that. I stopped off at Ben Franklin’s wife outside at the desk, and got my expense log, and a pre-printed sheet with directions and what to bring for the week.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

________________________________________

__________________

My instincts told me that there might be a sexual overtone to this whole thing, but that would be crazy, right? I mean it was just simple job training. Probably a series of boring lectures, gabbing with the other attendees, and I would get a certificate or something, and goodbye. God only knew how much I needed the money. Yet it was the way that Veronica ‘studied’ me that had me thinking those thoughts.

Now about my sexuality. I have to admit that at twenty-two, I was still a virgin. I never got past heavy petting with any girl. To sum up my entire sexual experience would be a zero. Even in college, I never seemed to be able to score with girls. I seemed more like them, than interested in them, but I never gave it much thought – until the week that was to come that is.

The drive up was about five hours and when I got there, it was just a bit before one o’clock. I got off the state route, and went down a long, country road, corn fields lining most of the countryside, until I came to what looked like a Victorian castle with an iron gate in front of it, and two towers on each side of the stone building. At the gate was a CCTV camera and a box. I pressed the button, called out “Blake Dawson. I’m expected,” and a bored female voice said, “Okay, come in, follow the signs to park.”

I parked in the dirt parking field, thankful it wasn’t raining, or else it would be a mud trap. I thought that a company like Carswell would be able to afford paving, but I guess not. Whatever.

I went up to the porch and rang the doorbell. The door opened and I thought my eyes would fall out. There in front of me stood a buxom brunette in a girl’s school uniform, like the kind you would see in a Catholic parochial school, except that this “student” had to be at least twenty five. Her skirt was very high, and her giant breasts were like two ripe melons, and her tits were poking through whatever kind of bra she wore, like two dart tips. Her blouse had the three top buttons opened, and I got an excellent view. She wore heavy makeup, her hair was long, falling between her cleavage, and as she took me in, I had a swollen cock immediately, and I had a lump in my throat.

“Hi, welcome to Carswell Academy. I’m Stacy. You must be Blake. We’ve been expecting you. The girls couldn’t stop talking about you all week, and I can see why,” she said as she gave me a nice, firm handshake. “Come, let me show you to your room, and then you can come downstairs and join us for lunch. You must be hungry.”

“Why yes, thank you Stacy.” Another girl came up to Stacy as I turned to pick up my suitcase. The other girl was a blonde and was dressed just like her. I heard laughter, and Stacy said in a whisper, “He’s mine Robyn!” I tried my best to pretend I didn’t hear anything.

“Come on up Blake, follow me.” I followed right behind Stacy, my eyes following that beautiful butt as it made its way up the circular staircase from the parlor.

We went down a hallway at the top of the staircase to the right, and Stacy led me to the third door – room number three. The inside of the room was done up in pink – a four post bed with a pink spread, and a canopy on top – pink of course. It was like an adult “Barbie” house. Even the window sashes were pink. There was a bathroom with a shower inside the room.

“Uh, Stacy?”

“Yes Blake.”

“Why do I have a girl’s room?” Her response indicated that she’s been asked this question many times before, and she smiled as she answered me.

“Oh it’s not just your room Blake; every room is done up in the same décor. It kind of sets the mood, now don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “I guess, uh, well, never mind.” She threw a white track suit at me. Sets the mood . . . for what? I wondered.

“Here, put this on and come downstairs to the parlor for lunch. You can get settled afterwards.”

I did as I was told and came downstairs. This was one of those occasions where everything was going well, but something I couldn’t put my finger on was out of place.

Immediately, I noticed that I was the only male at the table of twenty women – all dressed in the same parochial uniform as Stacy and Robyn. They were all exceptionally beautiful women, and were all looking at me. I don’t think I was ever so excited and uncomfortable in my life. Speaking of Stacy, she sat next to me at lunch and told me, “I’ll be one of your trainers this week Blake, okay?”

“Sure, sounds great.”

“Now after we have lunch we have a business training film and discussion afterwards. Then, it should be time for dinner, and you have free time after.”

She introduced me around the table, and since I was the only new one, male or female there, every one of them was wearing a name tag. I placed my adhesive tag on my chest, and I was “Blake” for the whole world to see. There was a large goblet of wine in front of every place, and of course I had it too. It was fruity with a strange after taste that I would soon get used to.

We made small talk during lunch and all the women present worked for Carswell in the client department, except for a few in administrative functions. They didn’t think it odd that I was the only male either. A few of them shot me glances of curiosity, and looked at Stacy with what I can only describe as jealousy. I thought it funny that I didn’t recognize any of the women from the office, however, something made me think that perhaps I did know them from somewhere. Maybe there was another department where I would have met them briefly in passing, but it didn’t matter for now.

After lunch we made our way into what looked like a college lecture hall in the basement, and Stacy sat next to me. After about twenty minutes of what I can only describe as a very feminine oriented approach to advertising – keeping and getting female companies as clients, Stacy held, or rather grabbed my hand without looking at me.

The room was darkened, and nobody saw anything unusual. Stacy leaned into me and whispered rather seductively, nibbling on my ear lobe, “I think you’re going to have a terrific time this week Blake.”

My cock was throbbing at this point, aching for release. The only release I knew of was giving it to myself, in my bedroom at my parent’s house, or my shitty studio in Queens, with little shadows of vermin creeping and squeaking through the room; the shadows cast larger by the light streaming through the window from Queens Boulevard. Now I thought I might actually get something, and the funny thing was, I’m getting paid for this!

Then she turned to me, kissing my cheek, her hand grabbing my cock through the thin material of the track suit, and said, “Let’s get the fuck out of here, and come upstairs to my room. Your instruction begins NOW!”

I was in a fog, I didn’t feel quite right, like maybe I ate something? But I let Stacy lead me upstairs, through the empty parlor and upstairs to her room. My head was spinning a bit, and it seemed Stacy’s voice had an echo to it. I also had a raging hard on – unspeakable even. I never experienced anything like it before. It wasn’t ‘natural,’ but here it was.

The “not me” Blake followed Stacy into her room. Unlike mine, it wasn’t pink at all – just regular, whatever that meant. She stood and faced me, my back to her bed, her right hand on my crotch, her enormous breasts pushing up through her schoolgirl blouse into my chest. Her nipples were like two diamond points sticking me, egging me onto a path I was powerless to stop.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

_________________

Now she gripped me by the collar of my track suit and kissed me on the lips - hungrily, wet, passionate kisses interspersed with moans. It was her body that replaced her right hand on my cock, pressing and rubbing her waist against mine, back and forth and up and down. She took my right hand and put it under her short schoolgirl skirt. To my shock and surprise, I felt not some kind of fabric, cotton or otherwise, but soft tufts of pubic hair going in a straight line from her mons down to her pussy’s opening.

I wasn’t in control of my hands. She was moist, dripping even as she held onto my right index finger and used it to rub herself hard, around her stiff little clit. She took my finger and moved it in a circle; then she put it, slippery and wet, very gently up to my lips, pressing gently until I opened them, tasting her sweet nectar of arousal. I looked at Stacy’s face, her nostrils flared, and eyes misted over, and I felt her lean against me as her legs weakened. I smelled her hair, my nose buried deeply, and felt its thick, silky texture against my face. Taking my hand again, she held onto all my fingers and rubbed them up and down, in what was a wet, engorged, pulsing pussy.

I felt like a spectator at some orgiastic, erotic dance. Was it a feeling? Was it a drug? It was certainly a high, a euphoria. She tugged at the waistband of my track suit, and she pulled them down, below my knees, and they fell around my ankles. Before I knew what was happening, for the first time in my life I felt a woman’s lips around my cock; gently, exploring its head, her lip gloss coating it in a circle.

Next to enter the fray was her tongue, swirling around first the head and then the shaft of my cock. I could feel some liquid coming out of me, pre cum it was called, as I was later to learn. Now her lips tightened around my shaft and her mouth continued sweeping around my shaft, and her head was bobbing on me up and down. I met her thrust for thrust. She was on her knees on her carpet by her bed. I pressed her hair against my waist, my fingers full of the strands between them.

She stiffened and moaned, her hand working feverishly where mine had left off. I could take this no longer, and I shot a cannon’s load of white, sticky cum right into the back of Stacy’s throat, her Adam’s Apple bobbing, swallowing all of me. She used her fist to grab my cock and pull it out of her mouth and the last drops of my arousal spurt onto her face, making her mascara run. She was a total cum-slut, and she lifted her head up to me smiling.

She asked me with a pretend school girl’s voice, standing up facing me, and moving from side to side: “Did you like me sucking on your beautiful cock, Mister Man?”

Playing along, partially in shock, I said, “Yes I did, very much,” my voice trailing off.

“Okay, then would you like to lick your cum off of my face?” she said with her faux innocence. That only made me hard again.

I stood up from the bed and faced her. She pulled me closer to her, and she kissed me. “Now lick me, lick me clean Blake,” she said. I broke off from the cum-tasting kiss and licked her entire face; everywhere there was any cum – the sides of her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks, until there was none left. She dropped her skirt down around her ankles and she pressed herself against me so I could feel her sopping wet pussy against my bare thigh.

“Did you like to taste your own delicious cum, Blake?”

“Yes I did, very much.” I felt as though I was speaking on auto pilot. Maybe I was drugged . . . I would do anything she asked me. I was powerless to resist.

Again in the “innocent” school voice: “I’d like it very much if you fucked me Mr. Blake, Sir.”

I was as hard as a rock, and she hopped on the bed facing the head. I was inexperienced, I didn’t know then what she was up to.

“I want you to put your delicious cock in my ass Blake, please,” she said, looking behind at me. I wanted to question the request, but I could not.

I said, “Okay, sure,” and jumped on the bed, on my knees behind her delicious, firm butt.

She reached into her bedside night table and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly. She squeezed some into the palm of her hand and smeared it over her butt and stuck her index finger in her puckered, cherry asshole which made her moan with pleasure. Then, reaching behind her, she grabbed my cock, and spread it all over my shaft and head. I was so charged up by this, I thought I might cum again.

She used her hand to line my cock up with her nice, lubed hole. The whole thing was surreal. I felt like a puppet, but damn, it was so good! She guided the tip of my cock right over her “back-door-pussy,” and rubbed it around the opening.

Suddenly I felt her back up onto my cock, and I slid right in; effortlessly, with her firm butt cheeks pressing against my ball sack. Once more, the experienced Stacy started thrusting back onto me, and we were both moving in sync with each other. What came out of her mouth were wordless sounds, and I had my eyes closed, fantasizing about how she looked with my cum all over her face.

I went faster and faster; the both of us like two bucking bronchos. This was strangely more pleasurable than having my cock sucked by Stacy, yet it also made me wonder, and I couldn’t even tell you where the thought came from – that I would like to have a cock in me like Stacy was getting.

The rhythm continued for a few minutes until I exploded again inside of Stacy, my release accompanied by an all-encompassing warm-wet feeling around my cock. Stacy reached underneath and grabbed my ball sack with her fingers, her nails digging into my soft flesh, bombarding me with sensations I never thought possible.

I don’t remember what happened next, other than I woke up alone in my pink room, and my phone said six o’clock. I was breathing heavy, evidently Stacy pulled the pants of my sweat suit back up and put the top back on. I felt and remembered nothing, except my cock was sticky. Could I have had a wet dream? An enormous wet dream? I had no memory of the afternoon right after Stacy led me into her room; everything was a blank. But how did I get here?

Then a knock came on my door. A gorgeous redhead in the “school uniform” peeked into the room. “Blake are you up?” she asked in almost a whisper.

“Yes,” I said, still groggy.

“It’s time for dinner, come down.” She then stepped into the room. Her hair was long, but it was tied up in a bun. “Oh, by the way, my name’s Cathy.”

“Nice to meet you Cathy. I’m hungry, I’ll come right down.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

______________________________

_________________

The table downstairs was set for dinner; about twenty place settings. There was a goblet of wine at each place. In a few minutes the girls came down in their uniforms. I noticed a patch on the pocket over their left breasts. It said, “CARSWELL AGENCY ACADEMY.”

Stacy was the first to enter, and she was smiling at me. I had questions that I was embarrassed to ask, so I tried in the best way that I could and not appear dumb. I remembered the seminar video in the basement, and after going upstairs with Stacy, and being woken up by Cathy, the middle of the day was a blur.

I motioned to Stacy to come sit next to me and I leaned into her and whispered my question to her. “Stacy, what the hell happened to me after you showed me your room, and how did I wake up in my room – my pink room??”

She smiled at me and placed her hand gently on my shoulder. “Don’t worry about it Blake. You’ll see; nothing bad happened. Every new trainee at Carswell Academy goes through the same thing.”

“But” I couldn’t finish my next sentence – everything was a hazy, and I had a weird metallic taste in my mouth.

A tall brunette stood up next. She wasn’t enormous in the beast department, but like the others, she was heavily made up, and had long hair practically down to her waist. The other girls were talking to each other, and looking at some of them, a sense of déjà vu came over me. From where I had no idea.

She banged a fork onto her empty drinking glass, next to the goblet of wine in front of her. “Good evening ladies, for the benefit of our newest student here at Carswell Academy, I’ll introduce myself: My name is Leslie. Tonight we have a lecture on finding clients, followed by some free time before bed. We have a lot of events planned for tomorrow, so we’ll try to finish up early. Now, please raise your wine glasses and let’s drink a toast to the success of our new ad person, Blake.”

The room erupted into hand clapping and some cheering.

I was a bit embarrassed by this “big deal” they were making over me, but I kind of liked it. The wine was especially good, a different brand than this afternoon at lunch, also a fruity table wine, but it had a strange after taste.

The lecture, given downstairs, was by Paula Ettinger, the CFO of Carswell Academy. She had slides on a Power Point presentation, with graphs, and the usual boring business crap. I felt the same feeling of fatigue that I had earlier in the afternoon. I must have nodded off.

*****

I found myself upstairs in my bedroom with a girl who introduced herself as Angela. She was a buxom blonde, with wavy hair that extended down to her waist. She reminded me a bit of the boss Veronica, but whereas Veronica Carswell was in her late thirties, this one was about my age.

“Blake,” she was gently gripping my shoulders and we were standing in my bedroom. In front of me spread out on the bed, were items of women’s clothes, even lingerie. She had a husky voice and she smelled faintly of cigarette smoke, perfume, and a heady female scent.

“What you see on the bed is part of your training. I’d like you to take off all your clothes please.” Then she removed her white Carswell blouse, and she was wearing a red laced brassiere. What I didn’t tell you was that I had a raging smoking fetish since I was about fourteen. The sight of a beautiful woman smoking all-white 120 mm cigarettes was a huge turn-on for me. I got hard wherever and whenever I was in the company of such a woman. I didn’t smoke myself, but I do remember playing around as an adolescent secretly trying on my mom’s undergarments, and strutting around the house like some kind of slut. My mother’s friends all smoked and that only served to increase my fetish. I loved masturbating while wearing panties, careful not to cum inside them while being thrust into ecstasy by the silky, smooth feeling. I had the same sense of excitement now, but with very little resistance. There was no embarrassment about complying with Angela’s request.

Sure enough, she reached into her bag and pulled out an EVE Menthol 120mm cigarette and lit it up with a quick flick from a silver butane lighter. She did a snap inhale, looking me over up and down, and noticing the rising hard on that just appeared from nowhere. She caught onto my fetish right away and did everything she could to enable it. With the cigarette dangling from her mouth, she grabbed my hard on with a fist, and said with amazement. “Wow Blake, either you’ve got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, or my hands just went from a medium to a small.”

When I had all my clothes off, Angela looked at me and said, “Blake, I’m going to take you into the bathroom and shave you. Please start the water and fill the tub.”

I did as I was told, and Angela hummed to herself as the pink ladies razor went up and own my legs, my chest, and my balls and the surrounding areas.

“Now, how does some make-up sound to you, and then we’ll pick up a wig.”

“Sure, let’s do it.” What the fuck is wrong with me? She could tell me to tie my cock to a bed post and jump out the window and I would have done it. It all seemed like some kind of an erotic dream. All I knew that WAS real, was that my cock was pulsing, and leaking.

I sat in a vanity chair in front of the mirror, but I was turned sideways. Angela applied all the makeup needed to make me look like a real slut – a teenaged slut.

“You know Blake, except for that deliciously hard cock of yours, you have a perfect feminine physique. Soon it will be really apparent.” Huhh . . . WTF?

She even shaved my eyebrows and skillfully finished up with eyebrow pencil. “Now I think we’ll go with green eyeshadow to go with your big, brown eyes.”

“Sounds great Angela.”

Next, she placed a long, auburn wig on me, with waves in the front, and length down to my waist – the “Carswell Look.”

The laced bra and the satin panties went on next, and I started to rub my cock inside them. “Ah, ah, ah, just wait. I don’t want you making a mess there, not yet anyway,” she said and laughed.

She placed a laced garter over the panties and sheer black nylon pantyhose that strapped onto the garter. I also got a white cotton Carswell blouse that all the girls wore. “Here, take a look at yourself Blake.”

When I looked in the mirror, I thought I would faint. Looking back at me, but with my reflection was a total stranger – a hot total stranger.

“Well, what do you think, Blake?”

The robot that was me replied, “Just wonderful Angela, thank you.”

“Sure. Oh! One more thing. I know that you love to smoke, and all of the sluts around here do, so here,” and she pulled out an EVE 120 from her pack and put one in my mouth. The sight of me made up, with a wig and lipstick with a cigarette dangling from my lips, almost made me shoot a load in my new satin panties.

“Here you go, we want you nice and hooked, so get started.”

She lit me up and I loved the way I looked in the mirror, smoking and touching myself.

“Wow, just like a fish in water,” Angela said, quite proud of her creation. “Now Blake, hop onto the bed, on your knees and face forward.” I looked at her quizzically, and she instantly solved my curiosity. She dropped her panties, and I was staring at not a dildo, but at one of the largest cocks I’ve ever seen. But how could it be?

“Don’t be shocked Blake. Most of the girls here, except for Stacy are all transgender women. Ms. Carswell prefers it that way. You should consider yourself privileged because not all of the new hires get this treatment at her camp.”

I said nothing and did as I was told. Angela reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y JELLY, just like Stacy had done. Only now, it appeared that I was on the receiving end. I was powerless to say or do anything.

“Now Blake, this may take some time to adjust to, but I assure you, in no time at all you’ll be begging to be fucked by a real ‘girl cock.’”

Angela placed a nice amount of cool, wet, K-Y JELLY all over my butthole, and then rubbed some on her cock which was already hard as a rock. She lined herself up with my fleshy doorway and entered me with the tip of her cock. I felt fullness, and when she went in farther, it became painful, so that I clenched my butt cheeks together.

“I’ll go a bit slower Blake; you’re doing great so far – nothing to worry about. Just relax and enjoy it.”

She was right; going slower and deeper each time. The strange sensations of pain, fullness, and pleasure all intermingled as one. I felt her ball sack beating my butt cheeks like a drum. I was starting to relax as my boy pussy, or “bussy” as I was to later learn the terminology took on her full girth. She leaned over me, her blonde hair falling on my bare lower back, picking up speed.

I felt a fullness within me, like a sneeze waiting to happen, and I grabbed onto my boner with my right hand, and began stroking it; it already having been lubed with the K-Y.

I felt Angela stiffen after another minute of incessant pounding and then she hissed through clenched teeth, as she shot a huge load of her cum into me. It felt electric and warm at the same time. She only increased her speed, while at the same time I exploded a load myself onto the bed sheets. This was my first “sissygasm” as I was to learn.
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Chapter 5

____________________________________

________________

My nights were strange, dreamlike. With every meal at the Carswell Academy there was the same wine, which all of us had; even at breakfast. On Tuesday morning I came down for breakfast, with Angela’s help, fully made up and dressed in the Carswell Academy uniform. When I showed up in the dining room, there were hoots and whistles from the girls. They spoke amongst themselves, and Leslie, the tall brunette from Monday’s dinner stood up.

“Attention everyone! I’d like everyone to welcome the newest member of our group of top account executives of the Carswell Corporation, Blake Dawson. Isn’t she stunning!”

Cathy the redhead who woke me up from my nap on Monday night before dinner was there too, giving me an approving look. Angela sat next to me and held hands with me at the table.

Leslie continued. “Today we have a Power Point on selling techniques, and client retention. You ladies are all experts in that, so most of this will be a review, and at the end of the week on Friday, Veronica is coming down to award our top sellers of the year.”

Angela whispered to me: “Blake, next year I’m sure you’ll be at the top of the list! All the girls are very excited to be working with you.”

I nodded my satisfaction at that. Looking around at the table, some of the faces of the other women and trans women, looked familiar, but from where, I couldn’t place them. This recurrent feeling haunted me all week.

Wednesday and Thursday nights were surreal, like a dream-fog state I had no control over. I recalled bits and pieces. I was asleep in my room, and I felt someone climb into bed with me, and experienced the pleasurable sensations of having my cock sucked, silky, long hair falling onto my chest and my belly, and then being rolled over onto all fours and taken from behind the same way. I think that on Thursday night, I may have had two or three nocturnal visitors. Faces and names were a blur. On Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday mornings I woke up with my face fully made up, and my track suit replaced by red satin panties, and the red laced bra. I had no clue who dressed me or made me up. The ashtray next to bed was full of the EVE 120 mm cigarettes. My mouth tasted of wine again, and also cigarettes.

By Friday, I was used to being used like a rag doll, trans-slut, and while something wouldn’t let me refuse, I began to love being passed around like that, and dressed in the Carswell uniform. My breasts were a bit tender, and throughout the day, I was daydreaming about the nighttime visitations, and what it all meant.

Just as Leslie had said, Veronica showed up at the academy around two o’clock in the afternoon. A large, white stretch limo pulled up and parked in the circular driveway. Two burly security guards accompanied Veronica. Why she needed such security I had no idea.

She was dressed in a short skirted, yellow business suit with full makeup, stiletto, wraparound heels, and a gym bag carried in by the driver of the limo. I was dressed in the Carswell uniform, and I watched her enter from my bedroom window on the second floor. I heard doors opening in my hallway, and the other girls were going downstairs to greet our CEO. I left my room and headed downstairs too. Maybe I would have some time with Veronica and get some answers. I had many questions.

“Well, well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes. I must say Blake, you do clean up well. Angela tells me that you are progressing nicely. How do you feel?” Veronica asked as soon as I came downstairs to the parlor where she was greeting the other girls. I felt special because she was talking with a few of them, and broke off from them to greet me.

Veronica walked over to me. “Please Blake, let’s have a seat and we can talk.” She looked over to Cathy, the girl who called me down to breakfast on Tuesday morning, which seemed like ages ago. “Cathy, please bring a glass of wine over for me and Blake here.”

“Right away, Ms. Carswell.”

Veronica laughed. “You are one of the few I let call me ‘Veronica,’ Blake, did you know that? You’re special.”

“I’m, I’m speechless, Veronica.” She eyed me over carefully.

“You know Blake, when I first met you last week, I had my doubts as to whether or not you would actually come here and get into the whole company spirit. However, I sensed something about you that told me you would be, how shall I say it, ‘amenable’ to what you no doubt realize is your transformation. There is nothing holding you here, and you could have left any time you wanted to, but you chose to stay. I admire that Blake, and I’m glad you came.”

“Thanks Veronica.”

“After dinner, you and I will have some ‘special time’ together, just you and me. Now how does that sound?” Her eyes lit up as she looked me over hungrily.

“Sounds great.” By now, Veronica and I were enjoying our wine together. I was up to three goblets a day of the stuff, and I strongly suspected that there was more in it than met the eye. Turns out I was correct, but I didn’t care – I enjoyed it.

“Now tonight’s dress code for dinner is a bit different than during the week because we have some special guests coming over.”

“Who would they be?” I asked.

“They are some very special clients. In fact, one of them is the CEO of your biggest accounts – ‘Magda’s Boudoir,’ Jason Talmadge. He loves your work and is dying to meet you Blake. I think you’re ready.”

“Uh, so does that mean I have to change and wear my suit and tie? Because I didn’t bring them. I only brought casual clothes, like in the printout Claudia gave me.”

Veronica looked at me. “You don’t get it yet do you? Well, I’m not surprised given the wine and all.”

Veronica placed her hand on my crotch as we sat in a sitting room adjacent to the parlor. “Listen,” she said while looking at me. As you are certainly aware, our ad agency only caters to companies who sell feminine products be they clothes, perfumes, or whatever. The CEOs of these companies are all gentlemen and a few women who like their ad reps from Carswell to be either women or transgender women.” She continued.

“The male agents usually don’t stick around long, or they get other, lower cost clients, or I fire them or move them to accounting, or admin. Doug, who you met when you first started is one such guy. He’d be a horrible trans woman! But you, as soon as I saw you, I knew I could make you into a rock star!”

She let that sink in for a while. She explained that there would be very good money in it for me if I “took care” of these special ad clients. Veronica Carswell had carved out a niche in the advertising industry that no other agency had – catering to the needs of bisexual CEOs of women’s dress companies, etc. 


“I suppose I should feel flattered Veronica.”

“Yes,” she said, rubbing her long fingernails on my thigh, “You should be. Oh! By the way, your name – Blake, is perfect. I don’t have to give you a female persona. Blake is one of those names that could be good for any gender.”

“Speaking of which,” she continued. You have been getting ‘special medicine’ this entire week; actually, a couple of medicines. The first one is a form of estrogen, the female hormone that helps with transitioning, and also pentobarbital, known as “truth serum,” which makes you, how shall I put it – very ‘pliable.’ You will tend to forget certain things, and have foggy memories of others. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, Blake, it’s been in every glass of wine you’ve had this week!”

Oh, so now it all made sense. If I didn’t have any of those special female desires or fetishes, I would have been angry, but the truth is – I loved it, and Veronica was very smart, and also very creative. Or devious, you might say. In fact, she understood me better than I knew myself.

“Now,” she said, “Come upstairs with me to my special room. The dress code for dinner tonight is different because we’re getting company.”

Veronica made me over in a completely different way than I had been used to all week. I guess you could call it “business provocative.” My waist was perfect. I had a midi-length leather skirt, black pump dress shoes, so I would be able to walk well. A leather outer jacket with studs, and a black nylon bustier, a bit low cut. Veronica explained that after my breasts had grown bigger, I could get more revealing clothes. My makeup was more “daring” than Angela’s work. My wig was jet black, wavy like the other one, and Veronica gave me long, black, false eyelashes, and deep pomegranate lipstick, and gold hoop earrings – clip ons until I got my ears pierced. When I looked at myself in the mirror, hell, I wanted to fuck myself I was so hot.

“Come now Blake, let’s go to dinner. Our guests should be arriving soon.”
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Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________

Dinner was uneventful, and of course there was more “wine,” with Veronica sitting next to me. The other girls looked outrageous. We all looked like sluts, and the others all knew that I understood the purpose of the Carswell Academy, and the true nature of our work. We were a combination of super advertising talents, and high class transgender call-girls. I was very turned on by being a slut, and I got hard just thinking about it. I was actually dying to suck good cock, and take it up the ass as well. All that Veronica’s academy did was to bring out the “true me,” and for that I was grateful. There was laughter from the other side of the table. I was also dying for a cigarette, and Veronica took one herself and lit me up with her sleek silver butane lighter.

Cathy and Leslie were laughing. Veronica said, “Okay you two, let us all in on the joke please.”

Leslie answered, laughing. “Cathy and I were just thinking how we all look like high class hookers in a house of ill repute!” Everyone laughed because it wasn’t often that we were all together dressed “for business” – the other side of our occupations.

Veronica, smiling, lifted her wine goblet and said, “Here, here.”

I was horny as fuck, maybe a side effect of the estrogen, and Veronica knew it and said to me, “I know you want it Blake, Jason will be here soon. I think he’ll adore you. But when he’s done, you’re sleeping with me upstairs, and tomorrow night as well.”

“Okay with me.” Then Veronica leaned into me and kissed me deeply on the lips. The other girls looked a bit jealous. “I have a cock too, you know,” Veronica said as she winked at me.

After dinner, we all retired into the downstairs parlor, smoking, and drinking. Cathy and Leslie were together, going at it pretty heavily, and Stacy, I believe one of the only bio women, was getting it on with Dawn, a short-haired brunette, trans woman I had only met a few times.

Then the front doorbell rang.

Veronica jumped up to answer it. “Jason!,” she exclaimed as she ran over to the tall sandy haired man standing in the doorway. “Come in, come in. We just finished dinner and we’ve all gathered in the parlor for drinks and entertainment.”

For the CEO of one of the largest female fashion houses on the east coast, Jason Talmadge was unassuming with his thick, black framed glasses, rust colored turtleneck sweater, brown casual slacks, and shoes. He smiled at Veronica and gave her a warm embrace. “I’ll have one of your famous Manhattans if you still remember how I like it Veronica.”

“Of course Jason, have a seat, “ she said, nodding to one of the couches, coincidentally the one I was already seated on.

“So Veronica, I’m very excited to meet my new account executive. If she’s half as good as you say she is, we’re all going to make lots of money this year!”

“Oh, I think you’ll be quite happy Jason. You’ve already seen some of her ideas so far, no?”

“Yes, but before I commit fully to an agent, (he gave Veronica a sly look) I must develop a ‘personal’ relationship with them, just like I did with you sweetie, remember?”

Veronica exaggerated her speech, and placed her hand up to her forehead. “Oh of course Jason, how could I forget. But it’s time to make way for the new generation of superstars.” Veronica gave me a proud look before continuing. She came over to where Jason was seated and handed him his Manhattan, also bringing one for herself. Then she turned to me. “Oh Blake, I’m sorry, would you like a drink too?”

“Yes, thank you Veronica, I’ll have what you’re having.” She smiled.

“One scotch and soda coming right up, heavy on the scotch!”

“Veronica . . .” Jason said, but was immediately cut off by Veronica, anticipating his question.

“Oh I’m so sorry Jason, where are my manners! This beautiful young lady is Blake, your account manager.”

Jason looked me over with salacious eyes, and said to Veronica, “You did a very nice job with her.”

“Why thank you Jason. My first girl Angela should really take the credit. Well, I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

Looking over Jason, I was hard right away. The first time I ever got hard and actually wanted cock from a man. That’s only partially correct – I wanted to devour him; I was ravenous.

“Blake,” he said grinning, “I’ve been very impressed with your work so far. I need a woman’s perspective for my ad campaigns and Veronica has never failed to disappoint me. In fact, all the ad people she places on my account, make lots of money and are always very successful.” He placed his hand on my thigh, underneath my leather midi-skirt. He raised an eyebrow to me and said, “In fact, the only place for you dear is up! If you don’t mind me asking, how old are you?”

“I’m twenty two.”

“That’s perfect.”

I was getting nervous, so I lit up an EVE 120, and sat there seductively smoking like the cum-slut I knew I was. I saw Jason get a “tent” in his trousers, obviously turned on by my actions.

I eagerly awaited his first move. I didn’t have to wait long.

“Is there a more private place we can go Blake?”

“Why of course. How about my room upstairs?” I said as the pre cum was forming in my panties.

“Delighted,” he said as he stuck out his arm for me to take.

“Lead the way.”

Veronica had given me a gaff to place in front of my panties. It did a nice job of covering my excitement.

“Wow, nice room - a bit girly though,” Jason said as he looked around, taking in the pink décor.

I just shrugged. “It’s what I was given here.”

Jason stood in front of me, then got on the bed, lying on his back. His demeanor changed somewhat.

“Okay bitch, suck my cock. Let’s see how good a job Veronica did with you!”

I was like a robot, fueled by estrogen and the wine and the scotch, plus whatever else Veronica had put in my drinks. I got on my knees, straddling him and pulled the zipper of his trousers down, then pulling the trousers down to just below his knees. I was glad I didn’t have to get on my knees for this guy. His cock was massive. I’m no expert in sizing these things, but I knew massive when I saw it. It was enormous in girth as well, causing me to wonder how I would fit that monster in my mouth. But it turned out better than I thought.

“That’s it bitch, take all of me!”

I pulled his boxers down below his knees, and grabbed his cock with my closed fist. I just had enough room for my fingers to close over all of it. I was filled with a hunger I had never known before. A desire that I knew now I could never have with a woman. My transition to the cum-slut of my fantasies was beyond recall. My lips touched and kissed the head of that snake. My tongue licked the pre cum that formed on his tip; loving the sweet-salty taste of him.

My lips took his entire head inside them, coating them with the deep burgundy lip gloss that Veronica had supplied me with. He groaned, but I decided to torture him a bit, going very slowly, coating the first third of his cock with my tongue, like a paint brush going around and around. Now I took all of him, almost gagging from the size of the monster, but I had practiced for a couple of nights with a few dildos that Angela had given me.

Soon, to my delight (and Jason’s) I had his whole cock inside my mouth, really giving him the royal treatment. My lips formed a tight seal around his shaft, my mouth nice and wet to make the going smooth. I pushed his shirt up and let my long, jet-black wig brush over his tummy and chest, making him moan. He pushed my head deeper into his lap, and I let my teeth gently go from side to side over his cock.

I increased my speed up and down and he raised his torso to give me better access, but it wasn’t necessary. He stiffened and then my mouth was flooded with a hot lava field of his cum, painting the inside of my mouth and my throat. He then grabbed the base of his cock, and shot the remaining spurt of jizz all over my face and eyes, causing my mascara to run. This turned me on greatly and I almost came myself into my gaff. I became my ultimate teenage and young adult fantasy. My eyes misted over, and I decided to “take charge.”

“Now lick the cum out of my mouth Jason,” I said.

“I thought you’d never ask, I love the tase of my own cum. You know, Blake, you’re absolutely wonderful!”

I let him kiss me and stick his tongue all through my mouth, kissing and sucking every drop of the jizz that was running down from the sides of my mouth and over my face and eyes.

“Now it’s my turn dear,” I said to Jason.

He smiled at me and said, “I thought you’d never ask! Would you please fuck my cherry asshole, Blake dear?”

“With pleasure,” I said, eagerly.

He flipped over and I was prepared with a tube of K-Y in my night table. I squeezed out a good amount into the palm of my hand and my fingertips. I rubbed it inside the crack of his butt cheeks and over his “bussy,” even sticking my finger about an inch inside him. This caused him to moan with delight. He was wider than I expected, obviously no beginner at this. Then I put another squeeze onto my cock, being careful not to cum, I was so fucking hyped up and eager.

I had my skirt off, and slipped my cock out from behind my gaff and panties. I lined up and played around at his opening, and he moaned, bucking back on me as a cute signal for me to get started. I moaned, “Oooh, someone’s eager I see.”

“Fuck me HARD, SLUT!”

He didn’t have to say that because in a second I was already inside of him, knocking on his doorway. I slid in smoothly, pumping slowly at first, him meeting me thrust for thrust. He was so good, and reflexively clamped down on my cock doing its thing. My balls were smacking against his butt cheeks as I went harder and faster, like a mindless machine of pleasure. He reached in front and grabbed his cock with his right hand, and didn’t even need to stroke himself, letting out a moan and shot a big wad of jizz onto my bed sheet.

I couldn’t take it any longer and I soon released all my pent up tension into his bussy, coating his insides and my cock with the warm sensation of my jizz. I kept thrusting harder and harder. There was a contest to see who could moan louder, me or him.

Finally I stopped and backed out of him. He turned around and surprised me, putting my still hard cock into his mouth, sucking, and licking all of his cum from my cock, as some of my jizz ran out of his bussy. I loved it and pressed his head hard down onto my cock. I was rocking on my knees on the bed. He went faster and faster until finally, I exploded again into Jason’s mouth. He let none of my cum escape his mouth. He closed his lips tight around my girth, and ran his tongue around and around me.

We broke off slowly and were facing each other on the bed, kissing, and embracing.

As we were getting dressed, I just had to know. “Jason, do you like to dress?”

“Actually Blake, no I don’t. I just love sucking cock and getting fucked by transgender women like you. But I have to tell you – you’re simply the best I ever had.” He laughed. “But please don’t tell Veronica that. We go back a long way.”

“Don’t worry honey,” I said with my best female voice, “I won’t tell – your secret is safe with me.”

“Good, that’s what I like to hear. Now, I have a proposition for you.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.”

“How would you like to go on some dates with me. I could take you out to dinner, spend money on you, and we could fuck our brains out in my pent house overlooking Central Park?”

“Oh yes! I would love that Jason,” I said really happy at my fortuitous turn of events.

“Also, the work I’ve seen you do for my company is simply outstanding!”

The both of us went downstairs into the parlor, where Veronica was entertaining new guests. Some other clients no doubt because they were paired up with the girls from the company. Now I knew where I had seen them before. Some of them were men from the office, just cross dressed, and some were transgender women (like me now), who worked there as well. Veronica only transitioned her favorites. The men simply liked cock, and dressed for special occasions.

Veronica came up to Jason and me excited. She turned to Jason and asked, “So how was she? Did you two get along?”

“We certainly did. Jason is very happy with me.” He was standing next to me, his hand on my butt and smiling.

“Well Blake, I see you did well for yourself. You will certainly go far in my agency. Now, how would you like to be an instructor here in a few months, like Angela?”

“I would love that Veronica, thank you,” I said, beaming.

“Well, you know Blake, it’s not like you had any choice in the matter,” she said laughing.
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WHAT DAD DOESN’T KNOW

A Stepmom, Stepson, Taboo, Erotic Fantasy Tale


Chapter 1

_____________________________

________________

No matter how hard I try, I just can’t fall asleep. My bedroom is just underneath the master bedroom, where my dad, and his new wife Cathy sleep. It’s not so much the banging going on now at two am, but the screams of joy and passion, and the loud grunting of my dad that bother me the most. Somehow I feel I’m to blame for this situation.

My dad has been divorced for the past ten years after he threw my mom out of the house for shtupping a guy she met during her fifteenth stint in rehab for her recurrent alcohol and XANAX problems. The said shtupper owned a big steel conglomerate in Pittsburgh, and for dad, it was the final straw. I was on his side because my mother was an absentee parent. Dad always went to parent-teacher nights, my soccer games on the weekends, and giving me homework help at night, while mom would pass out comatose when she came home at all hours of the night. When she was sober she was okay, but she was always a mean and nasty drunk; and those times greatly exceeded her sober times. So even at the tender age of eleven I knew dad was better off alone.

So how am I to blame for the banging and the lust fest upstairs? Well, I was the one who encouraged him to date after eight years of being alone. When I was a freshman in college, he met Cathy, a medical office secretary with an incredible body, beautiful green eyes, long auburn hair, a cute little ass (I’m not a perv, just stating facts), and she knew how to dress well enough to give a corpse a hard on. The other thing about Cathy is that she’s just four years older than me, about twenty five, and dad is fifty. He is a detail man for a big pharmaceutical company and since he came to the doctor’s office she worked in; it was lust at first sight.

Last year over the summer I was a counsellor at a sleepaway camp, and he announced that he and Cathy were getting married in the fall. Now, I’m an only child, and I want my dad to be happy, but did he have to marry someone that hot and that fast? I had only met the woman about two times I think before the wedding, and I wondered what someone with her looks and her age could possibly want with my dad.

Am I jealous? Hell yeah. Did I think dad made a hasty choice? Yes. Is it kind of weird to be turned on to the point of jerking off to your step mom? Again, yes, but I can’t help it. So I resigned myself to the fact that I had a new stepmother, and she was hot as fuck, not to mention almost my age.

So tonight, I’m lying in bed, with the pillow wrapped around my head to blot out the noise that’s making my dick throb. I hear my stepmom screaming out in sexual abandon more than my dad. Knowing him he’s got the newspaper open. How he can keep up with the libido of a twenty five year old woman is beyond me. I think I’ll have to take care of myself to release the tension so I can sleep.

I go to a four year college about a forty-five minute drive from the house. I could have easily lived on campus, but the truth is that I’m attached to dad after so many years together that I couldn’t leave. The dilemma that’s tearing me apart is I really think it’s dangerous for me live at home any longer, because every time I see Cathy she drops little “hints,” like slapping my ass sometimes when I walk by, or coming up behind me when I’m studying, and placing her hands over my eyes and saying in a very seductive voice, “guess who??”

Cathy is a tease, and she knows I want to take her and be the one to make her scream and rattle the bed at night. I get the feeling that she wants it even more than me. To set the record straight, I happen to be a virgin, never having gone beyond heavy petting with any girl. I try to get it out of my head that I’d be betraying my dad. I rationalize it like this: It’s not like dad would have to know anything. I fantasize about being with Cathy, and pretending that nothing’s going on. I think she could play along. In fact, the thought of a secret affair is my ultimate dream. Plus, we’re all big one happy family and get along great. But Cathy is becoming more overt in her flirting. The temptation is getting too much to bear.

If I was a guy with a chiseled body and lots of female attention “more appropriate” for a twenty one year old, then I would probably never think of Cathy. But the fact that I’m quite ordinary, and not racking up perfect games in the girl department makes it very hard for me, my inexperience being a stumbling block to anything approaching an affair. I’m getting to the point where I’m this close to acting out on my thoughts, but not just yet, and the guilt is always in the back of my mind.

The next morning at breakfast Cathy and my dad came down both seeming worn out from the carnal gymnastics the night before. I was tired too – because of them, and Cathy knew how far sound and vibrations travel.

“Good morning Chris, did you sleep well last night?” she said with a wink and a tone of sarcasm that was lost on my father, he being absorbed with the WALL STREET JOURNAL.

“Uh, yeah, I did (I lied), pretty much so I guess. I’ve got a big exam on Thursday, so I went to sleep pretty late – about one o’clock.”

“Well, sleep is important. You have to give those tired back muscles some rest. They must hurt from hunching over your books all night,” she said and came over behind me, giving me a playful shoulder rub that sent my cock almost breaking out of the gym shorts I slept in.

Standing over my back like she did at the table, I know she saw the tent in my shorts sticking up like a bamboo plant. After a quick cup of coffee and some pleasantries exchanged with dad and Cathy at the breakfast table, it was time for me to get ready to go to class.

This is too much I said to myself. I can’t keep getting so hard every time I see Cathy around the house. There has to be something I can do about it; to hide it. Meanwhile, when I was ready to head out the door, Cathy came down wearing a silky orange blouse, with her cleavage showing above her black laced bra, and a short leather skirt with a slit up the side. Being office manager, she rarely wore scrubs to work like most doctor’s office employees.

She had killer legs, and she wore wrap around high heels that made me totally crazy. After she and dad kissed each other before leaving the house, Cathy came over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug and said; “I’ll see you later for dinner Chris, have a good day, and try to remember what I said about getting some more sleep, okay?”

“Sure Cathy, I will.” She squeezed me extra tight, pulling me dangerously close to her, obviously sensing my erection beneath my trousers which made me turn beet red. Cathy just smiled and had an adoring, motherly smile feigning ignorance about my cock, and how I truly felt for her.

Dad and Cathy were married about four months now, and dad said, “You know Cathy, it really makes me feel good to see that Chris finally has a good mom in his life.”

“I love being a mom Bryan. Chris is more than enough son for me!” The double entendre of that statement completely flew over dad’s head.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________

Cathy owned a condo on the other side of town that she had trouble selling, so she wasn’t in a rush to move everything over so quickly when dad and her got married. She brought more of her stuff over gradually in drips and drabs. One Saturday morning at breakfast, dad asked me, “Chris, what do you have planned for today?”

“I have an interleague game of flag football with my team at two o’clock this afternoon.” I was a fast runner, and I had good hands for catching passes. I don’t think I could withstand being tackled by some big, hulking dump truck, so flag is perfect for me. That was the extent of my athletic abilities.

“Well I was thinking Chris, mom has some boxes over at her condo that she’d really like moved over here. Do you think you could go over there with mom and help her out?”

“Sure dad, no problem.”

“Good boy Chris, thank you – it saves me the trouble. You know, my back isn’t what it was.” Yeah I’ll bet, with all the fucking they do at night.

Wow! Now dad and Cathy decided that I should call Cathy, “mom?” I suppose it makes sense, but from all the sexual tension bubbling below the surface here, is that a good thing? What the heck. Maybe it will stop me from acting out on my desires, which deep down inside I know to be wrong.

Cathy came downstairs in her white, terrycloth bathrobe and her hair up with a towel. She smelled so good and fresh when she passed by. She was as arousing as usual. “Good morning Chris. I forgot to ask you, but how did your test go on Thursday?”

“Oh thanks mom, it went fine.”

“That’s good dear. Bryan, I love it when Chris calls me mom. It makes me feel so good (she looked right at me) all over.” Dad, oblivious as usual and consumed by the newspaper just mumbled, “That’s nice.”

“Oh Cath, Chris said he would help you this morning with the boxes, and then he has an interleague flag football game at the college this afternoon at two o’clock. I was thinking that you and I should go and watch the game from the stands. Maybe we could go out and grab some Chinese after the game. What do you think?”

“Thank you Chris. That is really sweet of you to give up a Saturday morning for me. It sounds wonderful Bryan. It’s the first time I get to go to one of my son’s sporting events. I’m so excited! We can have some quality family time. Would you like that Chris, honey?”

“Sure mom, dad, it sounds great!”

“Then maybe tonight we can watch a good show on PRIME,” she said.

Now dad looked at me. “So we’ll have some fun today Chris!”

“Sure dad.”

“Okay men, I’m going to get dressed after breakfast and Chris and I will run over to the condo.” Cathy/mom looked at me, and said, “I’ll make you a nice omelet Chris, just the way you like it, with spinach and cheddar cheese.”

“Great mom.” One thing about Cathy too, was that she was a great cook.

So after breakfast, dad would be home all morning, doing some early spring landscaping he enjoyed, and Cathy and I got in her car and drove over to her condo on the other side of town, my cock pulsing the entire way over.

“I don’t want to tire you out Chris honey before your big game today,” Cathy said so sweetly that my animal instincts were laying a bit of a guilt trip on my head.

“Don’t worry about that, just think of this morning as a good warm-up for me,” I answered cheerfully.”

“Oh good, because I was worried.”

Cathy was wearing a regular pair of jeans that were torn at the knee which must have cost a small fortune since that was big in style now, regardless of age, and black boots that went over her jeans to mid-calf level. She wore a tight, white camisole with a low neck, so sitting in the passenger’s seat I got a good side look at her magnificent cleavage. For packing up boxes, she sure put on a lot of makeup.

When I saw the condo I wondered why in the world would she want to sell it. It was in a gated suburban community, and had three bedrooms, two baths and a terrace off the second floor. I didn’t pry, but my dad told me that her parents were well off and would spare no expense for their only daughter. She’d lived there for three years – after college, which blew my mind. Inside were boxes, some open, some closed, and an assortment of clothing laid out on her bed, in the living room, and an entire carton of just shoes.

We chatted about this and that, telling silly stories and joking. I really got to know her better that morning and it was apparent that she wasn’t a gold digger; she really loved my dad. I was thinking that it was foolish of me to assume she would want anything more than harmless teasing at this point. This upset me to a great extent, and almost put a kibosh on my fantasies.

That is, until we were almost done.

“Chris, I’m getting tired, “ Cathy said and placing her hands on her hips, bending over backwards, and stretching.

“You wanna stop for a while, we’re almost done; just a few more boxes maybe,” I said.

“Well, how are you at giving back rubs? I’m serious, Chris. I could use a really good one.”

This caused a ball to well up in my throat, so much that I almost choked.

“Uh, I don’t know, I don’t have much experience,” I said honestly and very innocently.

“That’s okay, I’ll teach you. Here, come over,” and she went to the middle of her carpeted living room, grabbed a pillow from the couch, and lied on her stomach. She folded her arms under her chin.

“I want you to get on your knees and straddle me by my hips.” I did so, and she said, “Okay, now place your hands on my shoulder blades and rub hard and deep.”

I had just started rubbing and she said, “My my Chris, you’re so very practiced at this. It feels really good,” she said, giggling. I had to lean over, and I came this close to putting my nose in her luscious auburn hair. It smelled like strawberries.

“Okay, now go up and rub your fingers down the side of my neck.” I did that., kneading her neck and upper back muscles with my palms.

“Chris, I was wondering. You haven’t mentioned any girlfriends. Do you have anybody special in your life?”

“No Cath – er, mom, I don’t.”

“Too bad. Someday you’ll make a fine boyfriend for some lucky girl out there.”

“You really think so.”

“Yes I do,” she said, turning around so she was on her back, and we were facing each other.

“Did anyone ever tell you what a handsome boy you are Chris?”

I laughed at that and said, “No mom, no one ever did. I don’t get compliments like that too often.”

She placed her index finger, smelling like jasmine on my nose. It was her perfume. I was bursting at this point, so that I had pre cum already in my boxers. “Well, I think you’re very handsome,” and she ran her fingers through my mop of brown hair. Then the impossible happened. She placed her right hand on my crotch. I was in shock, and it showed on my face.

“Don’t look so surprised Chris honey. I know you want me, and have ever since we first met.” (yeah, about two times before the wedding not counting the rehearsal dinner).

Then I spilled the beans. I mean, this was just wrong, you know? Yeah it’s normal for a twenty one year old virgin to lust after a beautiful woman, even if she is only four years older than you are, and married to your father, but quite another thing to really go through with it. In that brief second, everything that I knew was right just sprung to life . . . I had to say something.

I took a deep breath. “Cathy, this is just wrong.” I was at war with myself, but I was sort of hoping that the bad guys would beat the good guys. “I mean, I love dad, and I’m so happy that he found you. Besides, don’t you guys, uh, I mean . . .” She cut me off and finished my sentence.

“You mean because your dad and I fuck really loud? Who do you hear the most noise from? ME! Your dad just likes to have things done to him! I have to fight to get, you know, anything! Chris, we’ve only been married four months, but it seems like forty YEARS!” Then she put it out more succinctly:

“The passion is missing, Chris.” I married your dad with the hope that it would get better, but if it isn’t there before you get married, it would take a miracle for it to suddenly appear after you’re married.” 


After hearing that, my thoughts about it changed. The lady wants it, and I’m only too happy to oblige.

“Look, your dad will never know what we do. This will stay our secret forever, ok? So relax, and enjoy, ok?”

“Okay,” I said. The dye was cast.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

________________

“Oh my Chris, did I do this to you??” she said laughing, while grabbing my cock through my pants, and digging into it with her nails. Her laugh was contagious, and she got me laughing too.

“Uh, I guess. I mean, I don’t see anyone else around here, do you?”

Still laughing, she said, “No I don’t, so I guess it has to be me,” she said with an imitation of a dark and mysterious voice. We both laughed. Then, out of nowhere, she pulled me down to her by the back of my head and started kissing me, on and off.

“Does my little boy like this?” she said softly. Her eyes were doe - like and so wide, it was hard not to really fall under her spell. I was on auto pilot now, giving Cathy complete control.

“Yes, very much,” I said.

She purred like a cat and said, “Good, I’m glad, because mommy just wants more and more,” she said, biting her lower lip. Her hand was still holding my crotch and now her fingers were tugging on the front of my jeans, as we were locked in a deep kiss. I felt her tongue rope itself around mine, and we began an erotic sort of dance. I was on my elbows, and I cradled her face between my forearms and pressed my chest against her camisole, her nipples solid and pointed, digging into my t-shirt. She reached underneath me, and had my belt open and undid the snap on my jeans, pulling them down to just above my knees.

“Let’s switch positions honey,” she said sweetly and firmly. We laughed and did a log roll together, so that now she was on top of me. She slid down me and pulled my boxers down with her teeth, and I felt her silky hair wash over my tummy and my cock. I was staring at the ceiling, and I felt a delicious touch of her lips on my cock, toying with me, kissing around the tip. Her tongue darted out and swirled around the head, lapping some drops of pre cum that appeared, wetting her lips.

I could feel the slippery cherry red lip gloss she wore, painting my cock tip. Then those delicious, fragrant, and soft lips parted, and she took me, wet and tight, slowly sucking up and down my cock to mid shaft. Never having done this before, I still knew that I had to not cum yet, but it was very difficult. She picked up her pace and went faster and faster, taking all of me, sucking and licking. I reflexively put my hands on the top of her head, and pressed it into my lap more, not wanting her to escape.

I felt the sensation of her teeth pressing into my sensitive skin, sending a chill through me. After a few minutes of this business, I yell out, “Cathy! I’m gonna cum!”

She said nothing, but maintained the tight seal around my shaft and let me explode into her mouth. I shot out spurt after spurt of my jizz, feeling it surround and warm my cock inside her mouth. She didn’t stop but kept sucking and slurping, like her intent was to pull my cock off me.

She pulled off me and moved up to face me, her green eyes misted over with pure carnal desire, cum dripping down the sides of her mouth, and onto her chin. I licked my own cum off her face and pulled her in closer as I kissed her deeply, my tongue lapping up everything from inside her mouth. All through this experience, she was grinding her pussy through her jeans onto my bare thigh. She broke off from the kiss and smiled down at me, opening her jeans and pulling down her pink satin panties, her pussy straddling my thigh. The juices of her woman were dripping all over my thigh – she was a wet hot mess, her hair all disheveled, and she kept grinding and moaning, her back arching and head bent looking up at the ceiling. She came and squirted all over my thigh.

“You beautiful boy you, now make mommy happy; lick me all over.” On her knees she moved up me and sat on my face, juices running onto my lips and down my cheeks.

It amazed me how much I knew what to do just from instinct alone as my tongue formed a point and licked her from her mound to just over her clit, licking her skin folds away and finding that small, hard knob. My tongue went around and around it, her grabbing and pulling at my hair.

She was moaning loudly, wordlessly, and then she squirted again, freezing like a statue, almost drowning me in her juices, and pulling my hair until it hurt.

She lifted off of my face glistening with her thick, clear juice, and said, “I want more Chris; do you think you can?” she said, as her hand grabbed my cock again making me harder.

“Yes,” I said, almost breathless.

She got off me and pulled me up by my arms. “Here, come over to the dining room.” There was a large sofa against the wall. When we got there she said, “Okay, I’m going to hike my leg over the sofa, and I want you to fuck me standing up, okay? There will be times when we can sneak in a ‘quick one’ at home, or wherever, and we can’t always have a bed.”

The woman was wild, planning ahead, and practicing with me! She turned me on like crazy.

“Mommy is your ‘play slut’ now Chris. PUT IT THE FUCK INSIDE ME, make me cum!”

So with her legs spread, and one extended over the back of the couch, she pulled me closer into her, and I just slid right in. Her pussy was swollen, nice and tight, slick, and wet, and sucked me in. I had my palms pressed to the wall with her head in the middle. She bent her knees and was going up and down on me. We got into a crazy rhythm, and my face was buried into the side of her neck, into that delicious, strawberry smelling hair. Her tits pressed against me through her camisole and rubbed against my chest. She quickly pulled it up over her tits and yelled, “Suck and bite my tits!”

I was thrusting hard and at the same time licking and biting her perky nipples, making her moan with pleasure. “Come on Chris, that’s it, faster, faster.” We were making the knick-knacks on the shelves on the wall shake with the fury of the pounding I was giving her, and then I came again, this time inside a real pussy, no longer a virgin, and with the wife of my father. The whole thing was surreal, but like a junkie, I needed my fix – and it was Cathy.

I was still thrusting, and felt my cum mixed with her pussy’s juices slide down my bare legs. I dropped to my knees and put my face in between her legs, sucking and licking the fallout from our frenzy.

We got dressed and finished up with the boxes, but not everything because that would give us another excuse to come back. This afternoon we would go out to my game as an ordinary family, with no hint as to anything else.

At home, things went on as usual, but now, I occasionally had a “night visitor” wake me up by sucking my cock. It wasn’t a regular thing, it couldn’t be, but Cathy was turned on by the danger of discovery. She thought it was funny the way that I was overly cautious.

There were times when dad went out on errands, and we were home, and just fucked – quickly. The best times we had were when dad went on the occasional company seminar for detail drug reps to another city, and Cathy was home with me. On those nights we slept together, but the bed in the master bedroom was pulled down in case dad came home unexpectedly so Cathy could just leave my room and jump in. I got used to living dangerously, and before I knew it, it became the norm.

I wondered what would happen after I found a girlfriend. I mentioned that to Cathy, about what would happen with us? She walked over to me one day when dad was away and we were talking about it, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, grabbing my cock, and smirking at me. “What do you think will happen Chris?” and she kissed me deeply. “Mommy will always be here for you.”

❤️❤️❤️


NO FREAKIN’ WAY! YES, WAY!

From plain frat boy to feminized, transgender, sorority slut


Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________

I’m never going to make it, I thought as I rummaged through my closet for just the right shirt, the right pair of shoes , and then for the right pair of slacks to wear. I was supposed to meet Troy and the rest of the guys downstairs in the frat house common room, and then we were going to the sorority house mixer, the name of the house I couldn’t even tell you. I was a bundle of nerves that evening as with all others when it comes to social occasions. I’m not what you would exactly call a stud, or a hulk, or, as my best friend Scooter would say “eye candy for the babes.”

There is some country western song, where the lyrics are “at closin’ time, all the girls look fine.” That describes me; I’m the guy that gets all the leftovers, the wall flower girls that no guy wants except the ones who are really desperate for a date.

Finally I was ready, and I checked myself out in the mirror. This is as good as it gets I thought, as I looked at my olive DOCKERS, nerdy plaid shirt with the pocket pen holder, and thick, bottle-bottom black frame eyeglasses. On second thought, ditch the pocket holder, and I tossed it on my bed. I went into the bathroom for the bottle of AQUA VELVA after shave my dad had given me last week when I went home for the weekend, and splashed some on my face. My hair was just past shoulder-length, and it was hard to style, so it just sat there on top of my head.

I left my room, locked the door, and almost fell down the stairs, catching myself on the banister. Come on Fred, you’re going to a sorority mixer, not the emergency room!

The guys were ready, sitting on the couches, and Troy, the frat president called out to me, “There he is, Fred Blumenthal, superhero in disguise.” The other guys started laughing, as they always did when I made my appearance to go out somewhere – anywhere. I looked tense. My best friend and roommate Scooter was there, and he called out to me: “Here Fred, chill out and grab a beer, we still got some time before we show up. We don’t want to be first, and we don’t want to be last to show at this thing.”

The other guys were “cool,” at least that’s what they were known as on campus. The only reason they let me pledge the frat was because I was friends with Scooter (Dave Scott), and I was gifted when it came to all kinds of tech stuff. I managed to hack free cable, Wi-Fi, and lots of paying internet services for the guys in the house. They found me valuable, so they tolerated me and my clumsy, “uncool” ways.

They’re all gym rats, heavy lifters with six-pack abs and muscles, etc., whereas I have arms like a spider’s, and a belly like a new born. Troy once asked me to go to the gym with them and it was a disaster. They got nothing out of the workout because they were all busy laughing at me after I dropped a ten-pound hand weight on my glasses which fell to the floor. That was about one year ago, and I haven’t been back to the gym since.

So about this sorority mixer. The sorority had a reputation and was one of the more popular houses on campus. It was “Alpha Gamma Delta,” and it was a sorority known for service, and this particular branch was composed of goth girls, and also a fair amount of transgender females. I was friends with one of them, a girl named Jacqueline. We were in the same physical chemistry class. Now, to take “p chem,” you had to have smarts, a lot of smarts. As far as chemistry goes, it was harder than organic, which was the bane of the pre-med student’s existence. I was pursuing a degree in engineering, and Jacqueline thought she wanted medical school. We were lab partners.

“Hey Fred, you know these girls are little on ‘the crazy – wild side,’ right?” Scooter said to me. “Say, aren’t you friends with one of them?”

“Yeah, sort of. Jacqueline and I take p chem together. She’s my lab partner.”

“Jacqueline Cartwright? Wow, yeah, I’ve seen her. She’s cute. Why don’t you ask her out?”

“I don’t know, we’re just lab partners.”

“Oh, whatever. C’mon, Troy’s chariot awaits.”

So we piled into Troy’s SUV and headed over to the goth sorority house.

As we pulled out, Dan Pietro, considered the “male model” of the group, with a Kirk Douglas dimple on his chin, and a sculpted body said, “Hey guys, leave a girl for Fred here,” and they were all laughing.

“Yeah, maybe one with a cock!” Troy said with his usual demeaning air. My other two friends snickered at this insult, but I was used to it.

The sorority house was about a ten-minute drive away, and when we pulled up, people were milling about on the porch and loud techno music was coming out of the speakers from inside. It looked pretty crowded. I was glad because I could just “fade” into the background, have a few beers, and then be home in a few hours.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

______________________________

_________________

There was a girl at the door, I think her name was Abbey. She had jet black hair with green highlights, a leather bustier that had laces down the front, a short leather miniskirt, fishnet stockings, earrings, a pierced nose, and some kind of dragon necklace on. She smiled and gestured a welcome to us, and it was obvious she had eyes for Troy.

Lucky me, I had a huge hard-on as soon as I walked in the door. Maybe it was the two beers I had at the frat house before we left? I’m not sure, but it was unusual for me. Maybe my cock knew something that I didn’t.

On the main floor, the common room, had couches set up alongside the walls; ornate affairs with carved wooden backs and legs, and a bar over in a corner where a larger girl, who I’d bet every red cent on was trans, was making drinks. They also had the usual kegs of beer with pumps, that a couple of big muscled guys set up for them. Some of these guys were boyfriends of some of the Delta girls.

*The president of the sorority was a goth girl named Samantha, who, legend had it, had blackmailed the dean into allowing the sorority on campus in the first place. The story was the stuff of legends, and it made the Delta girls the most popular sorority and party spot on campus. Their feats were legendary in the annals of supposedly forced feminization, blackmail, extortion, and other shameless activities. Samantha was dubbed “Queen Samantha” for the shenanigans the house was famous for.

*(To read my series which is about ‘Queen Samantha’ and the explosive events of the Delta house, click this link!) –

GOTH GIRL'S SOROITY SERIES

I was standing with a frosted mug of beer in my hand. Scooter had paired off with a hot blonde number, and Dan was with a girl who had rather large biceps and a US Marine Corps tattoo on her right arm. So I was minding my own business, everyone else in the room seemingly paired off with someone, when I got a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and it was Jacqueline, my p chem lab partner. At first I was surprised because Jacqueline got very high grades, and I knew from the times we’ve had coffee together on the campus STARBUCKS, that she didn’t party that much.

I turned around, a bit surprised. “Hi Jacqueline, I didn’t expect to find you here, I thought you’d be studying.”

“Well, first off, I live here, and secondly everyone, even us egg heads need a break,” she said and laughed. I wondered why she would call herself an “egg head,” when she was anything but. Smart as a whip, sure, but I mean, she was gorgeous; socially savvy, totally out of my league.

Troy shot me a glance from across the room and shook his head mockingly like, not a chance dude. I was used to the ribbing, and besides I had nothing to prove to my house mates. Still, it made me slump a little – not my cock, which was still strangely hard, but my shoulders.

“Hey man, what’s wrong with you?” Jacqueline said.

“I don’t know, it’s just, (I had to speak loudly, because the music was blaring) I’m not very good when it comes to girls. I can never seem to, you know,” she stopped me.

“Hold on Fred. There’s nothing wrong with you. You’re a handsome guy, did you know that?”

“You really think so?” I said surprised. Besides, I was positive a girl like Jacqueline had a boyfriend. I mean she was stunning. Her hair was a beautiful auburn-red mixture, with a purple streak down her right side, that ran down to the small of her back. She stood at five feet six inches tall, the same height as me, had emerald green eyes, smooth skin, and perfect lips which at the moment were painted with a bright purple lip gloss. She had long, black painted nails, beautiful, curvaceous, and firm breasts which showed her cleavage over the leather bustier she wore. That seemed to be the sartorial theme of the goth girls here. She wore black combat boots, and fishnet stockings up to the bottom of the midi-length leather skirt she wore.

She came made up to class like that too. Other students treated her with respect because everyone loved the goth sorority. The Delta girls practically ran the school.

“Yes, yes, I do think so Fred. In fact,” she smiled at me, “I think you’re kind of cute.” I melted right there. Holy shit, I thought, one of the hottest girls on campus thinks I’m cute, wow. I wonder what Scooter, Dan, and Troy would say if they heard that.

“Listen, it’s kind of loud here, why don’t we grab a seat on the couch, and we can talk. But first, I wanna grab a glass of red wine.”

“Ok sure, I’ll save a seat somewhere.”

“Great, and I’ll find you. You want another beer?” she asked.

“Sure, yeah.”

“Okay, mug or bottle?”

“Um, I’ll take one of those frosted mugs if they have it.”

“Don’t worry, beer mugs are in big supply here,” she said smiling, and walked off to the bar. “I’ll be right back.”

I found a couch on the other side of the room, opposite the bar, and grabbed a seat. I was the only one sitting there. My friends were busy with other girls, and took no more notice of me.

Soon, in what seemed like hours, Jacqueline came back with the drinks. This was the first time I had been with her at a party. The times we grabbed coffee together on campus didn’t count because we discussed nothing personal, it was all business. I never thought about her in any other way, well, that’s not true – I did, but she was out of my league.

She handed me my beer. Her wine was in a goblet, naturally pewter with engravings on it; the kind you would expect in a goth sorority – or at least, this one. I looked over across the room and “Queen Samantha” was attended to by her minions, chief among them, Karen, her steady girlfriend, and roommate who practically worshipped her, since she was the founder of the place.

“See that girl over by the pool table, Fred?”

“Yeah, what about her?”

“Well, that’s Melissa, formerly ‘Mark.’ She’s the son of the dean, and she’s fully transitioning now.”

“No shit!” I said, shocked. “The dean? How did that happen.”

“Long story, but let’s just say, he, or she I mean, had no choice in the matter. It’s all Samantha’s doing. Melissa is okay, she’s a real asset to the sorority.”

So the stories about transgender women being part of the Deltas was true then.

“Tell me Fred, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No I don’t,” I said with a hang dog expression. “I guess some guys have it when it comes to getting girls interested in them, and some don’t. I suppose I’m one of the ‘don’ts.’”

“Well why would you say that?” Jackie asked, truly interested.

“Because” I was searching for words without sounding too pathetic. “I’m just so wrapped up in school, I don’t socialize much, and my social and communication skills are like, zero.”

Jackie, (as she liked to be called) said, looking at me seriously, “Fred, I want you to be truthful with me.”

“Okay, why would I lie?”

She laughed and placed her hand on my thigh, looking me straight in the eyes. “Are you a virgin?” She sure didn’t pull any punches, this one.

“Yes, I am,” I said sheepishly. “And now if you’ll excuse me, I think I’m going to go outside and get hit by a car. It’s more proactive than sitting here wallowing in self-pity.”

“Stop it! Look Fred, there’s nothing wrong with that. Maybe your appearance could use a little makeover,” she said, eyeing me carefully.

“A makeover?” I said confused. “I mean, I don’t have a six pack, my clothes aren’t cool, and my hair is a mess, and look at my glasses – bet you get dizzy just looking into my eyes.”

“Take your glasses off.” I did, wondering what she had up her sleeves. Whatever it was, I was starting to feel a bit better about myself, my self-image, that is.

“Your eyes are beautiful; did you know that? Deep brown, and, I think, wonderful. I mean, your whole face looks different.” Apart from the fact that I was as blind as a bat, I took her word for it.

“Clothes are nothing! I could go shopping with you, and we’d take care of that right away. Personality wise, I think you’re honest, bright, and you’d really be a good catch,” she said with conviction.

“You really think so?”

“Yes I do. You could get contacts, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose I could.” I wasn’t sure where this was going, but I liked it.

I took this all in, feeling better about myself. Just then, one of the football jocks bumped into Jackie’s arm, and she spilled her red wine goblet all over my pants and shirt.

“Hey! Watch where you’re going!” she said, angrily.

“Oh sorry,” the jerk said laughing. “For bumping into you, but not the nerd here,” he said, nodding to me, and patronizingly tapping my head with his hand.

The guy and his jock friends were having a good laugh at my expense, but Jackie was having none of it. “I want you to apologize to him right now, and his name is Fred!”

“Ooooh, so sorry Fred,” He said sarcastically. “And what are you gonna do, have him beat me up or something?”

“No, I’ll just have to ask you to leave!”

Then the big dummy seemed to sober up for a minute.

He held his hands up in a surrender mode. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry Fred. Is that okay?” he answered, still in a mocking tone.

Jackie just glared at him, and he walked away, his buddies snickering and patting him on the back.

“Oh Fred, I’m so sorry about that. He’s a jerk from the jock frat. His name is Paul Beckett. He’s a real asshole. Samantha felt compelled to invite them, God only knows why.” She looked me over, horrified. “You can’t stay like this the rest of the night. Come with me, I think we can find you a change of clothes.”

“Where?” I asked, completely embarrassed as the red wine made a total wreck of my pants and shirt, not to mention my white PUMAs

“Here,” she said, taking me by the arm. “Come upstairs with me.”
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“Honestly, I don’t know where these assholes get their sense of entitlement from. The only thing they read outside of school is TIK TOK, I’m sure. They’re mostly dumber than a stack of bricks, especially Paul Beckett. Do you follow college sports?”

“Uh no, I really don’t.”

“Well, Paul’s a senior, and he’s a wide receiver on the football team. The rumor is, that some professional NFL scouts have been looking at him seriously.”

“Good for him,” I said in my most indifferent tone.

“Have those assholes bothered you before?”

I sagged my shoulders and took a deep breath. “Of course they have. Who on campus hasn’t messed with me?”

Jackie placed her hands on my shoulders studying me. “Okay Fred, here’s what I think. Wanna hear?”

“Sure,” I said. I figured what did I have to lose. By this time I trusted Jackie. She was the first girl in my life that seemed to care about me – in any way.

She ran her fingers through my thick mop of hair, which was down to just below my shoulders, gently turning my head from side to side with her fingers, and made me stand up and turn around.

“Now I have some thinking to do Fred – about your future.”

“Wait, you’re thinking about my future?” I had no idea what she was talking about. She turned to her desk and picked up a pack of all-white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, took out a cigarette, and lit it up with a silver butane lighter. My hard-on was breaking through my red, stained pants.

See, I have a little secret. I have a bit of a smoking fetish you might say. Ever since I was a teenager, the sight of beautiful women who smoked those long, white cigarettes really turned me on. I’ve secretly wanted to be like them, but since that whole idea seemed crazy, I never gave it much serious thought. Jackie saw me studying her, and she grabbed an ashtray and sat down next to me on her bed. The music from downstairs was still loud, but at least we didn’t have to shout up here to be heard.

“Yeah, I’m thinking about your future. How you can improve your self-esteem, which, as I see it, is in the gutter right now, correct?”

“That would be about right.”

She was smirking at me, as she took a cheek-hollowing French inhale. “I also recognize a smoking fetish when I see one. You know, most of the guys that transition and are members here, also have smoking fetishes. It’s strange, but true. Take Melissa, the dean’s son, or daughter, whatever. He’s got a huge fetish. In fact it was easy to dress him up.” Jackie looked like she was remembering something important. “He, uh, was reluctant at first,” she said laughing, “but he caught on quick. Let’s just say he had no choice, whereas Fred, you do!”

I had to look around because maybe there was another Fred in the room.

“Uhhhh . . . Jackie, with all due respect, I think you have the wrong guy. I don’t think that kind of stuff is really for me.” I didn’t want to come across like an asshole, but I was looking forward to a change of dry clothes, not a change of my sexual orientation, which was kind of funny, because I really had no sexual orientation.

Jackie smiled, shook her head, and said, “Uh huh, well okay then. Let’s see what I have for you that’s dry and not too feminine!”

“Wait,” she said. “Let’s talk about this for a second. Right now you have no sex life, and your social life is in tatters, right?”

“Like I said, yes.”

She held my arm, as if to steady me somehow from falling over. “Well how do you know that you wouldn’t be happy and become fulfilled presenting yourself as a transgender woman?”

I mulled that over for a second, and she seemed to have a point, as well as holding me from fainting. “I don’t know.”

“Fred, your face is like an angel – its perfect. I could really do something nice with your hair. Look, tell you what. Tonight, I could get you some dry clothes, and do something with your hair and your ‘overall presentation.’ Aren’t you in the least bit curious?”

Then she hit me with a very evil, cunning idea that was almost too good to pass up that had me thinking. Besides, a little popularity might be good. If plain, nerdy Fred wasn’t around, who would replace him (me)?

“Take that asshole jock Paul Beckett downstairs.”

“Yeah, what about him?”

“Just suppose you could get some revenge, humiliate him, and maybe have some fun while you’re at it?”

I listened quietly, thinking the whole crazy thing over. My world was spinning right now, and watching Jackie smoke like a real goth-girl slut was turning me on something fierce.

“Let me ask you. Do you want to be a virgin your entire life, Fred? If you’re dressed like a beautiful woman, or, a very sexy slutty woman, having sex with a guy is no big deal. It doesn’t make you ‘gay’ if that’s what you’re worried about. I like you Fred, I mean I really care about you. You’re so sweet, so smart, and I hate to see you hurt. I want you to trust me. Just think of me as ‘Eve with the apple,’ ok?”

“Okay,” I said. “Do your ‘thing.’” I really hoped I wouldn’t regret this.

“First things first. Take your clothes off and hop into the shower.”
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Iwas surprised at my lack of shyness getting undressed in front of Jackie. It wasn’t like we were going to fuck, although that didn’t mean I didn’t want it – I did. She turned me on something fierce, but I was a virgin. I’m sure that a beautiful girl like her would want someone more experienced than me anyway.

I was down to my under shorts, and even they were stained with the wine. She glanced over at me while she rummaged through her dresser drawers. “Oooh, nice Fred!”

That was the first time a woman had complimented me on my figure before. She came closer to me, examining my legs and my chest. “I think I need to shave your legs and your chest while you take a shower.” Now this blew me away – holy shit!

“What was that?” The only other time another woman had touched me in the shower, or maybe it was a bathtub, was my mother. Now this?

“Come on Freddie – we gonna do this or not?”

I felt guilty just then because Jackie was putting herself out there for me, plus, she did like me in a . . . a “sort” of way.

“Okay Jackie, sorry. I’m just shy, that’s all,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

She very slowly stuck her fingers underneath the front of my under shorts, and slowly pulled them down, and I stepped out of them. She smiled as she looked at my very erect cock.

“Humm, what a nice size you are kiddo! It has to be seven inches.”

“I don’t know, is that good?”

“Yeah it is – I like it.” Then she did something I never could have expected in one hundred years; she gently stroked it with her fingers, and a drip of pre cum exited the tip of my cock onto her fingers. Taking her index finger, Jackie placed it in her mouth like a lollipop and said, “Ummm, tastes nice Fred.”

Then she got down on her knees and grabbing my cock in her fist, she put her painted lips on the tip of it, and moved her tongue around the head of it, making me close my eyes and sway back and forth. “Easy fella. I don’t want you fainting on me.” She was laughing. This was fun for her, and you know what? I didn’t care, and I liked it.

Next, her mouth took me deeper, and her tongue, all wet and silky wrapped itself around my shaft, circling it and sucking it. Her saliva ran down her chin and the outside of her lips were glistening. She was thrusting her head on me, and by pure instinct, since I was new at this at the age of twenty, I moved my hips forward and met her.

She opened the laces of her bustier, and stuck her hand down the front of her skirt and stroked her pussy, making wordless sounds. She came off me for a second and looked up at me. “Fred, I’m so fucking horny tonight. You’re the best, do you know that?”

I said nothing, my eyes were closed again, and I was meeting her thrust for thrust. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore and I shot a huge wad of sticky, white hot cum into Jackie’s mouth. She made slurping noises, and was trying to drink up every last drop of me. I kept pumping out more and more, and some of it began rolling down the corners of her mouth.

Finally, she came off me, her green eyes misted over, and her mouth covered with a gooey whiteness. She stood up and placed her arms around my shoulders and kissed me – hard. I could taste myself on her, and I licked the cum off the sides of her mouth, and the little bit that ran down her chin. I was very surprised – I liked it. I actually enjoyed the taste of my own jizz coming out of a girl’s mouth, especially one as hot as Jackie.

We broke off after what seemed forever. “You know Fred, you owe me one,” she said smiling and pointing her index finger under my chin.

“You’re, I would say, ‘half a virgin’ now,” she said laughing. I was so at ease with Jackie. It wasn’t a mocking laugh at all. It was reassuring. I felt really good. I’d let her shave me, toss me like a salad, do anything she wanted with me.

“Come on, let’s shave you and clean you up.”

I wasn’t self-conscious at all, maybe because I was blown away by what just happened in the room. She shaved my legs with a pink straight razor and a depilatory foam, (she was out of shaving cream I guess), and then carefully holding my balls in her hand, shaved my pubic hair, and then chest hair off.

After I dried myself, I sat on the bed, and she threw me a pair of unisex navy sweat pants and an “Acapulco” t-shirt. She took me into the bathroom and made me sit on a vanity chair in front of the mirror, but had me facing sideways. She worked on my hair with gel, a blower, and a curling iron. Next came the facial makeup, and eyebrow pencil (since she shaved my eyebrows too). That was something I did not expect, but was part of the game.

My hair came down just below my shoulders, and the top in front of my forehead was bunched up a bit and waved. The eye makeup she put on heavy, and the lipstick was a dark purple like hers, and she put on matching eye shadow. “Oh wow Fred, you look delicious! Guys are gonna be crawling all over you!”

I took that in with some pride. I think I was finally someone that I would be proud to be. All self-restraint was gone. “Now stand up and look at yourself!” she said excitedly. “What do you think Fred?”

“NO FREAKIN WAY!! Is that really, I mean, do I look like . . . is this really me?”

“Yes, ‘WAY’ Freddie!”

Jackie smiled from ear to ear. “Yes Fred, it is you. I’ll have to find you some clothes that will suit you, but first,” she said as she moved into me and kissed me again, “you need to take care of me.”

Oh God, this was it. I was finally getting laid! My virgin days were over at last!

“Okay Fred, now turn around.” I was a bit puzzled, but I did as I was told, and turned my back on Jackie.

“You can look now,” she said after a couple of minutes of listening to zippers and buckles being opened.

Standing in front of me was an exquisitely beautiful, svelte woman, and the fact that she was mine tonight, was beyond my wildest expectations. She was topless, barefoot, and her fishnet garters were attached by straps to a garter belt, with a G-String underneath. She did a sexy pose and turned around so I could see the G-String nestled between the cracks of her ass. It was beautiful, heavenly.

Then she unstrapped the garters and let the straps fall. She was facing me and biting her bottom lip. With her thumb, she deftly moved the front of her garter belt down, and the pouch of her G-String. It was then that I thought I would faint. Out popped the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. My eyes went wide, and my mouth dropped open. I thought all my makeup would fall off and my hair would become undone. I had to smack myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

“What’s the matter Fred? You’ve seen a cock before, haven’t you?”

I cleared my throat when the shock wore away. “But, but how is this possible - you’ve got perfect breasts!”

“Why thank you Fred, you’re so sweet. It’s HRT. I started doing it when I turned eighteen, my senior year in high school, and my parents forced me out of the house. That was a trip, let me tell you,” she said rolling her eyes.

“Now come on. You have to please me.” I stood there like a dummy. I didn’t know what she expected me to do. “Come on now Fred, I’m a transgender woman, I don’t have a disease.”

I was more than confused (and very innocent), but she took control right away. “I want you to get on the bed on all fours and face the front,” she said. I was a bit hesitant. “Look Freddie, it’s okay. I would never hurt you!”

She lit up another cigarette, and I was hard again, immediately. Jackie looked and laughed. “That’s good, that’s really good because you will enjoy this, I promise.”

I did as I was told, and she reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a large tube of K-Y JELLY. I felt a cold, slippery sensation as she deftly applied the jelly to my ass, making me jump, and around my hairless ball sack. Then she took her index finger and full of the gel, stuck it up my ass about an inch. I immediately tightened and felt an electric shock run through me. “You’ll get used to this. It might feel a little strange at first, but that’s okay, you’re doing fine.”

She next applied the gel to her large girl-cock, and moaned a bit as she did so. “I’m going to ram you hard Freddie, but don’t worry, you’re a newbie and I’ll be gentle with you, I promise, ok?”

“Okay, you’re the boss,” I said with a quiet resignation.

“Good, I like that.”

I felt a thick fleshy protuberance playing at the entrance to my ass. Then I felt it enter me, and I winced with pain as it went farther and farther inside me. She thrusted gently, and after a few thrusts, my ass accommodated its new friend. It was a weird mix of pain and pleasure.

“Come on Fred, you can do it, I know you can.”

I liked it. She went harder and faster. I could feel her smallish ball sack bumping up on my butt cheeks, and I went backwards on her, getting more and more excited. I felt a bit of warmth inside me, perhaps a bit of pre cum, I wasn’t sure, nor did I care, it just felt wonderful.

Then I grabbed hold of my cock, slippery with the K-Y JELLY, and started stroking myself. We were in a steady rhythm of pumping and stroking; all time seemed irrelevant. Then I felt a queer sensation inside of me. The best way to describe it would be like a sneeze coming on, but from my tummy, deep inside me. The next thing I felt was a flood of warmth inside my ass along with Jackie’s furious pumping and groaning. I felt spurt after spurt of her “girl cum” enter me, and roll down the sides of my butt cheeks.

This is all that was needed to push me over the edge, as I shot out my own load of white goo onto her pillow. Funny thing, though, I wasn’t even touching myself, it just shot out by itself. I was to learn later that this is what is meant by a “sissygasm.” Her thrusting now slowed as she was spent, and so was I.

She pulled out and spun me around on the bed facing her, the both of us on our knees. She kissed me, and she finished up where she had left off with my mouth. Before I could say anything, she pushed my head down onto her cock, and I started licking and suckling on it. I tasted her and it was a pleasant mix of salty and sweet. I loved the feel and the taste of her in my mouth. I licked her cock completely clean.

We both collapsed on the bed together, and she got up on one elbow staring at me. “So how does it feel to have finally lost your virginity Fred? Did ‘Dr. Jackie’s therapy’ work wonders on you. How do you feel about yourself now?”

“Yes, yes, I feel great, wonderful in fact. It’s nothing that I ever would have expected you know.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear that, you’re so sweet. I knew you had it in you. Now look at yourself, how beautiful you are!”

I had to admit she was right. Jackie took out a cigarette and looked at me. “Want the proverbial cigarette after sex? It’s the best, I tell you.”

“Sure, why not, I said, getting hard again after looking at myself in the mirror, holding one in my hand. I had truly become a smoky slut – the object of all my fetishes.


Jackie lit me up. I had smoked weed before, so I was used to smoke. I felt a little light headed, but nothing too bad. “Umm, Fred, you look really sexy, all dolled up with a cigarette. I must say babe, you turn me on too!” She paused and let me revel in my moment of triumph. Then came something I wasn’t prepared for.

“Fred, we have to get you a feminine name, an alter ego if you will. Do you have any ideas?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do. I’d like to be called “Tiffany.”

“Tiffany,” she repeated. Now that’s a very sweet and sexy name. Good, from now on with me and with any guys you hook up with, you’ll be Tiffany. I know plenty of girls, well, transgender girls who would love to be with you Tiffany.” That, I needed to process a little bit.
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Now there is another task I think we can pull off for tonight,” Jackie said, with a bit of a malicious smirk.

“What’s that Jackie, I think I’m spent.”

“Oh, you’ll be up for this one. Just a second, lemme make a phone call.”

“Who are you calling?” I asked, completely bewildered. My frat buddies? Oh no, I wasn’t ready for that yet!

“I’m calling the president of our sorority, Samantha.”

“What for?”

“You’ll see.” Jackie took the phone in a corner of the room, and I could hear laughter on the other end of the line in addition to Jackie’s.

“I told Samantha to talk to that dumb jock Paul Beckett. I asked her to tell him that she had a really hot new girl for him; You! Now are you up for some revenge? It’s the perfect night for it, you’re hot and you’re ready. Now your glasses. You’re near sighted, right?”

“Yes.”

“Good, he won’t recognize you, especially with all the makeup and no glasses on. It will be a blast Tiff!”

There was something to it. I did want revenge, and this would be perfect. Wait till that dumb jock sees a cock on his new “date!” I just needed some clothes which Jackie was more than happy to help me with. Even so, I thought this plan was completely INSANE! Being with Jackie was one thing, but doing this with a macho jerk like Paul Beckett?? What was I thinking? I could get myself beaten up pretty badly, or maybe even worse!

“Now for shoes, I have high top sneakers, which are pretty retro 80’s, a short leather skirt that will fit you, and a G-String. She examined my cock a bit, and said, “No, no no. This will not do. We need a gaff.”

“What’s that?” said the new trannie-in-training.

“It’s some extra padding in your G-String pouch that will hide your cock. You don’t want Paul running for the hills or, um, beating you up, do you, when he sees a ‘pup tent’ under your panties, right?”

Jackie’s phone rang; it was Samantha. “Freddie,” she said after hanging up, “Paul’s very excited to meet you. Samantha talked you up, and he’s waiting for your downstairs, so let’s get this going.”

“Now for your top.” Jackie put her hand under her chin, in the analytical way she approached chem and math problems. She said, “Okay, here’s what we’ll do. I have a one-piece extra wide bra that I wore when I was first getting started. It will pull the skin on your chest together to give you the illusion of breasts. It’s better than rolled toilet paper, now don’t you agree?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so.”

“And your white satin blouse will open at the top, just enough. Unfortunately, I don’t have time to put a colored streak through your hair . . .” She stopped and thought for a second.

“Oh! I have just the thing! Inside her closet on the top shelf were a few Styrofoam heads with wigs on them. “Here,” she said. “This one is perfect!” It was a jet black wig, coming down to the middle of my back with a purple streak down the left side, and ending in the curls at the bottom of the wig. It matched my eye shadow, which Jackie touched up, as well as giving an extra coat to the mascara and the eyeliner.

I had no panty hose or garter, just the G-String and the gaff. I looked perfect. In fact, I wanted to fuck myself – that’s how good I looked. I was a goth princess. Without my glasses, no one would recognize me. Jackie would have to direct me to Paul. She would have to be my “co-pilot.” I was now ready to go downstairs.

“Ready for your debut, Tiffany?”

I was smiling and satisfied with myself for the first time in a long time. “Yes, ready to go!”
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Samantha and her girlfriend Karen came up to us as we walked down the stairs. Heads turned, and the sorority sisters were amazed at the new girl standing next to Jackie.

“Well, well, well, so this must be Freddie,” Samantha said looking me over from head to toe and smiling.

Jackie motioned to Samantha and put her mouth against Samantha’s ear, whispering, “No Sam, she’s calling herself Tiffany. Now where’s that dumb jock Paul Beckett?”

Samantha pulled away, looking at the both of us and extended a finger-cut black-gloved hand to me. “How do you do Tiffany. Welcome to Alpha Gamma Delta, the premiere goth sorority on campus. Really a pleasure to have you here tonight.”

“Thank you,” I said, sheepishly.

“Come on Tiffany, let loose a little, enjoy yourself. Go over to the bar and have a drink,” Jackie said.

“Yes, please, enjoy yourself. I know a real hot guy who’s just dying to meet a beautiful girl like you,” Samantha said laughing with Jackie.

“Jackie, you did an excellent job with Tiffany here. I’m really proud of you. In fact,” she said looking me over with a salacious smirk, “Karen and I may want to have her come over some time and spend time with us.”

Jackie leaned over to me and said, “Samantha and Karen are bio women, but they love trans girls!”

“That’s a fact, Tiffany,” Samantha said, nodding her head in agreement. Oh look – there are your frat buddies wondering where you might be. I’ll go tell them you’re upstairs with one of our sisters. How’s that? This way you won’t have to worry about anything.”

“That’s fine Samantha, thank you,” I said, relieved.

“Oh look! It seems that one of your buddies has discovered Melissa, the dean’s transgendered daughter.”

Sure enough, Melissa and my roommate Scooter were on one of the couches together, embraced in a kiss. I supposed that soon tonight, he would ‘get a shock!’ I laughed to myself. I wondered how he would take it.

Samantha gently pulled me by the arm. “Look, over there are the football jocks. I’ll introduce you to your ‘friend’ Paul. Don’t worry Tiffany, my girls got your back here. You’re safe.”

I had a gin and tonic in my hand and Samantha walked me over to the pool table where Paul and his worshippers were gathered marveling at Paul’s prowess with a pool stick. Looking at them all crowded around Paul, it reminded me of “Gascon” and his sycophantic minions from “Beauty and the Beast.”

Samantha tapped Paul on the shoulder. “Hey Paul, here’s the girl I was telling you about, Tiffany. She’s a new girl in our frat. I think she likes you.”

I turned beet red, but with the lighting and the makeup you couldn’t tell. If I told you that I only had eyes for Paul, it would be true because my Fred glasses were upstairs in Jackie’s room. Three feet was my limit. Anything farther away was a complete blur.

“How do you do little lady, I’m Paul.”

“Oh, I’ve heard many wonderful things about you Paul,” I said in my best female voice I could muster. I’d have to work on that, but it would do for now. I think I made a more natural and stronger, more self-confident woman, than I ever did as the male me – Fred.

“Oh yeah, I guess you must have,” he said in a totally self-absorbed way. “You know, I’m going pro after senior year.” I knew a little about NFL football, so I asked him, “What team do you think will draft you?”

“Well, I’m hoping for the Detroit Lions, since that’s close to home for me in Michigan.”

“Nice, well, why don’t we go have a seat.”

“It would be my pleasure. I see you’re almost finished with your drink; can I get you another?” he asked, rather nicely. Maybe there was something to this guy after all.

“Sure, I’ll have a gin and tonic.”

“Right away,” he said, and took off for the bar, as I picked out a spot on the love seat behind the pool table, next to the big screen which had a wrestling match on. I even crossed my legs, and as soon as I did that, the other guys were ogling me, and it honestly felt good.

“Here you go,” he said as he came back, handing me my drink. He, of course, had a bottled Corona; the tap beer not good enough for a budding star like him.

“You know Paul, I have a thing for nice, strong, men,” I said, wondering how my first attempt at flirting with a guy went.

“Well, look no further, ‘Gascon’” said. “I’m here to please,” he said, or rather the alcohol was doing the talking. He leaned in close to me, taking in the perfume that Jackie had given me a small pump of in her room. I needed to relax, so I took out a Virginia Slims from the pack that Jackie had given me. Paul was quick to produce a Bic lighter.

“Here darling, let me get that for you.”

“Oh thank you Sir, that’s very kind. Listen, I have to be honest.”

“Oh really? Go ahead, I’m listening.”

“I’m really a very horny lady tonight, and I just don’t know what to do,” I said in my best seductive voice, even batting my eyes. I thought Paul was going to spill his drink – the second time he spilled a drink tonight. I took a nonchalant drag, and Paul was mesmerized, staring at my faux cleavage, and my legs. I pulled him in close to me, and nailed him, grabbing him by the collar of his t-shirt and pulling him into me, giving him a smoky kiss.

I saw a huge tent pop up in the middle of his lap. The boy was endowed indeed. I couldn’t resist using my new goth black, fake fingernails to grab the top of the bulge and gently stroke it. At the same time I was kissing Paul harder. He reached for my chest, and I gently smacked his hands away. “Don’t be so impatient honey,” I said. “I told you I’ll give you what you need tonight. I’m a very horny slut.”

With that said, Paul pulled me back and kissed my smoky mouth, moving his lap around, trying to coax some more out of my fingers.

“Would you like to go upstairs,” I said in a very misty, effeminate voice looking at him right in the eyes. I remembered what Samantha had told me – use her room tonight. It was her special gift to me as a new transgender goth girl.

“Oh yeah baby, now you’re talking!”

I led him up the stairs, straining my eyes, and miraculously I didn’t walk into a wall, or trip up the stairs. I was drunk, but not completely. Before we left the room, Jackie had given me a cock ring, which when placed on the base of my dick, made me as hard as a goal post.

So I led Paul up the stairs, and went down the dimly lighted hallway to Jackie’s room. I decided against Samantha’s room, because at least I could feel my way around there better. We went inside, and I quickly locked the door behind me.

I looked at Paul, standing there like a lost puppy – putty in my hands. His most salient feature was his cock sticking up through his pants, so I did what came naturally to the new me – I opened his belt and pulled the zipper of his jeans down, while kissing him deeply on the mouth.

“Oh yeah baby, come on, let’s do this thing.”

Careful what you wish for, I thought to myself, laughing inside. I wasted no time and had his shorts down. Now, I broke off from him, and got on my knees on Jackie’s carpet. It seemed like Paul’s cock was on autopilot, making a beeline for my lips.

My lips were closed, and I played with him, bumping his cock with them, and then slowly opening my mouth, just letting his cock tip not past my lips. Like a pro, I used my tongue and started circling the head of his cock, making him hiss through his clenched teeth. He was all mine. For the first time in my life, I was in control of something this personal.

I took more of him in, making my lips a tight seal, and using my tongue like a paint brush, rubbing it around his whole shaft. My mouth was getting wetter and wetter, partly due to my arousal (I was as hard as a rod) and the alcohol.

I pushed him on the bed, and he was on it sideways, leaning back on his elbows as I continued full-on sucking and licking.

“Oh God babe, you’re soooo good.” I didn’t answer, I was too busy slurping and sucking. “Oh fuck,” he said. “I think I’m gonna cum!”

I was close to cumming myself, but I said nothing because I was hit by a gigantic flood of pure, white, creamy jizz, shooting out the tip of Paul’s cock. It coated the entire inside of my mouth, my tongue, all the way to the back of my throat. I tried keeping my mouth closed, but I couldn’t help the flood of jizz running down the corners of my mouth. Spurt after spurt hit me, like an entire offensive line. I was actually fantasizing about sucking off the entire football team. Who knows? I just might.

“Ahhhhh,” Paul let out amidst other unintelligible sounds. His hand grabbed the top of my wig, which was thick and silky, like my natural hair underneath that Jackie had done so expertly.

I continued licking his cock clean until there was nothing on it. I quickly lifted my head up, and with a mouth full of cum, and a glazed look in my eyes, I kissed him full on the mouth, giving him a big taste of himself. I’ll be damned, he fucking loved it.

We kissed like that for a while until his mouth was almost as full of cum as mine. Then I pulled off him and kissed his face lightly. He used his tongue and licked his own cum off the corners of my mouth.

“I’m not done with you yet babe,” he said gruffly. “I want some of that purdy pink pussy!”

He pulled my leather skirt down and was facing the front of my G-String. He reached for it with those big, wide receiver hands of his.

“No, no Paul. Not there.” He was surprised as hell as I turned around, pulling the G-String from between my ass cheeks and pushing it over to the side.

“Wow babe, you’re fucking wild! I’ve never been with a chick who offered me up her ass on the first date!”

“Well, now you are,” I said, grinning.

I reached into Jackie’s drawer for the tube of K-Y Jelly. My first time with a guy, I wasn’t gonna have someone spit on my ass, that’s for shit sure.

I hopped on the bed on all fours, and he got behind me. I could feel a breeze blow by as his cock flapped in the air so soon after a blow job. I was with fucking Hercules.

I rubbed the K-Y all over my boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I was later to learn the correct terminology from Jackie.

Paul took some of the gel from my butt and stuck his finger up my ass. It stung. “Hey! Not so fast cowboy, take it easy.”

“Sorry babe,” he said. “I just really want you, that’s all.”

Now I felt his finger replaced by his big, thick dong, as its head pressed against my puckered asshole. It gave way easier than I thought it would, having been broken in by Jackie. It felt fantastic as he started thrusting inside of me; just his tip at first, in and out, and then I took all of him. He was much thicker and harder than Jackie, and he was really stretching me. My cock was as hard as a rock. Now I knew what girls felt like when they got fucked in the pussy. This was my pussy, and I was going to enjoy every minute of it.

We got into a smooth, solid rhythm, and I met his thrusts, by going back on him. I grabbed for my cock with slippery fingers and began stroking it underneath my pouch. Paul saw me touching myself, but he couldn’t tell what I was touching. He kept thrusting, and the pain was more intense than Jackie, but when Paul hit my “p spot,” I just let go and moaned, as I shot a full creamy load into the gaff.

Paul exploded too, and I felt a warm, wet sensation all through my ass, and it was absolutely wonderful. He moaned and grunted, even more than with the blow job. He filled me completely, until his jizz rolled down my but cheeks.

“Fuck, fuck . . . that was fantastic babe. I swear Tiffany, you’re the best.” He was breathing heavy, and pulled out of me, using his finger to take a glob of jizz and place it in his mouth. He loved the way he tasted, OR . . . was it something more I wondered.

Suddenly he sat up. “Say, I think I know those glasses from somewhere before. Are those yours?”

Oh fuck! I forgot about my glasses that were on top of Jackie’s night table. I took a deep breath and I felt it was time for the truth. I picked them up, put them on, and turned around and looked at Paul and smiled. I was ready to get up and bolt out of the room if I had to.

“Wait a second,” as he stared at me wearing “Fred’s” glasses.

“No, no, it couldn’t be. How much did I drink tonight? I spilled a chick’s goblet of wine over some . . .” He stopped in his tracks as he saw my wine-covered pants and shirt on the floor of Jackie’s bedroom. His eyes switched rapidly between the clothing and my face with the glasses.

I was tired of it by now, and I thought it was time to jar the poor boy’s memory. In my Fred voice I said. “Paul, you spilled wine all over my shirt and pants and didn’t have the decency to apologize until Jackie made you, dude.”

“Holy SHIT! Are you, you . . . did I just fuck a dude?”

“Sort of Paul. Now, would you please be a good boy and get on all fours and switch places with me. It’s my turn to really get off now.” I was expecting an explosion, but instead . . .

“Oh wow! Sure! This is great! But you have to promise me Tiffany that you won’t tell any of the guys! I love being fucked by transgender women. This is my lucky night!”

Wow, I was shocked. I never would have imagined a jock like Paul would be into, well, anal sex. But I was glad because I really needed to get off again. I was delighted.

“Of course, Paul. I won’t tell a soul. Maybe I could even be your ‘girlfriend’ and no one would ever know.”

He turned me and kissed me deeply on the lips. “What are we waiting for, then? Let’s go.” And just like that, Paul flipped positions with me, and I was lined up right behind him. Now it was my turn to spread the K-Y Jelly on his ass. Surprisingly, or maybe not so surprisingly, he was open enough to allow my cock in with no problem. He didn’t wanna waste time with foreplay, and I was as horny as fuck, so we went at it – hard and fast.

I thrusted and thrusted, and he met me with back thrusts, and it was wonderful. He was so tight and slippery. I moved my cock inside him like a wooden spoon, going around and around.

I heard him give out a yell, and he came all over the bed sheet without him even touching himself. This wasn’t his first sissygasm, that’s for sure. I was so turned on, I came as well, unleashing a vicious torrent of my jizz all the way in his ass. It was supposed to feel like “revenge,” but it was, I don’t know, just so natural. I pulled out of him.

“Hey Tiffany?”

“Yes Paul.”

“I, uh, I’m really sorry about spilling the wine before, but I think you are so hot babe. Do you think we can do this again?”

“Sure Paul, anytime you want.”

“And this stays between us, right?”

“Yup, I won’t tell a soul.” But that wasn’t true. Of course I would tell Jackie and Samantha.

Now it was getting late. The only thing left for me to do was to say goodnight to Paul, and everyone downstairs, and ride home with Scooter, Dan, and Troy. After all, how could I go home in wet clothes?

❤️❤️❤️


TOO MUCH TOO FAR!

Dad’s Secret is Out


Chapter 1

____________________________

_________________

If you know that you’ve been adopted, there comes a point in your life when you get curious about your birth parents, or in my case; about my father. What I do know is that my name is Julian and I’m twenty-one-years-of-age. For most of my life, in the times when I’ve asked my mother to tell me about my real father, she’s always been close lipped about the matter.

You’re probably thinking, okay, here’s this guy raised by a single mother, probably raised in squalor, maybe in a trailer park somewhere, and maybe a bit messed up with an inferiority complex because of the mystery surrounding his dad. Who knows? Maybe his dad is a famous US Senator, or even a grandson of the president?

Well, that’s not the case with me. My mom, Daria, has been happily married to a guy named Hank who’s been working for the post office almost all his life. She works in a lab as a medical technologist. They married when I was five, and he’s been like a real dad to me, so I never missed out on anything like playing catch, going to ball games, family vacations, etc., I have a stepsister named Tracy who’s three years older than I am. I’ve always thought of her as my big sister – no “step-stuff” in my family, and we get along great.

So now that I’ve graduated college, I got a job as a technician for the local cable company. They pay well and the benefits are good. I’ve been living in my own apartment with a roommate from school, and been dwelling on the question of my natural father lately; no other motive than curiosity.

I went over to my parent’s house on a Sunday morning for breakfast. It was just the two of them and me. Dad had to leave early because that was his golf day with his friends. Now this “father thing” was on my mind, so I figured this was the best time to talk to her.

“Mom, can I ask you something?”

“Sure Julian, what’s up?” mom said, pouring coffee for herself and me.

“Well, I mean, I don’t know where to start, but, you know how I was always asking about my dad – er., my birth dad?”

Mom sighed, and she knew what was coming next. She sort of half-smiled at me, and said, “Okay Julian. Before you say anymore, I think it’s time I told you.” I was in a state of disbelief that this lifelong secret for me was finally getting an answer. Mom took her time and brought her cup of coffee over to the table and sat down next to me.

“I was a junior at U-Penn, and I met your dad there. At the time, your dad was a dental student at Temple, and we started dating. We were . . . we were in a steady relationship for about a year, and I found myself pregnant – with you.” She took a minute for this to sink in. I saw how she was struggling with this, and I was almost sorry I brought up the subject, but she kept going.

“Anyway, I decided to have you. I know hearing that sounds funny, but many women in my situation would probably have terminated the pregnancy, but not me. You came into this world for a reason, and I love you very much. Of course, your grandpa and grandma helped me along, and I had to move back home to finish my education and get my degree.”

“Yeah, I get it mom. I know it was tough, but my memories from back then are sort of vague, you know?”

Mom laughed. “Yes, I realized that. I was afraid that your dad wouldn’t want a wife who already came with a child, but it was Hank’s father who deserves a lot of credit for his wisdom. Your dad likes to tell the story of after his first date with me. When he came home from the date, your grandpa Louis asked him, ‘how did your date go?’”

“So Hank said, ‘It went fine, she’s a great girl, I really like her, but there’s one thing.’ Grandpa Lou asked, ‘Oh, and what’s that?’ Hank said, ‘Well, she has a four-year-old son.’ And your grandpa said, ‘See what kind of boy he is, how respectful, how kind, well adjusted, etc. And if you see that he is, you’ll know this woman will make a good wife and a good mother.’”

“So, that was that. After fifteen months from when I first went out with Hank, he became my husband, and then he formally adopted you. So you see Julian, you grew up with a lot of love around, and that’s why you’re such a fine man today. I think Hank and I did a pretty good job, with you and Tracy.”

Mom wasn’t finished yet, but what I heard so far was pretty good. “Now, your dad lives across the country in California, the last I know of. I’ve followed him on social media. He doesn’t do personal postings, it’s all from his practice; he’s a dentist. I figure that you’re smart enough to figure it out. So, I’ll leave it up to you. I have no interest in meeting him.”

“I’m guessing he wanted nothing to do with me or you after he found out you were pregnant, right?”

Mom hesitated, and said “Correct,” under her breath. I felt bad right away.

“Okay mom, maybe I’ll look him up and maybe I won’t. I was just curious, and” Mom put her hand up.

“Julian, there’s no need to explain, I get it. It’s okay.” Then she came over to me and hugged me, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I support whatever kind of relationship you want to have with him.”

“Uh, mom?”

“Yes Julian?” she said as if I’d exhausted all her answers for the morning.

“You wouldn’t happen to know if he’s married and has his own family or anything, now would you?”

“No, I really don’t. Much as I may have wanted to over the years, I’ve never scoured social media for any postings from a wife or offspring.”

“Okay mom, thanks.” I finished my coffee, and got whatever information my mom had from him. It turns out he was paying child support for me all these years until I was eighteen, something mom had told me soon after she gave me his information. He paid pretty regularly, never missed a payment, so I knew that my “real dad” wasn’t a deadbeat or anything like that.

“Julian,” mom said.

“Yes mom.”

“He’ll know me by my maiden name – Torres, okay?”

“Thanks mom, sure.”

Over the next year, I saved up by not taking any vacation time, until I thought I was ready to make contact. So by the next February, right after my twenty second birthday, I decided I was ready to make the trip out to California. I saved up enough time for four weeks. My roommate Doug was concerned that maybe if I liked the situation, that I might consider moving out there. I told him that I don’t make rash decisions. Doug was okay, and I didn’t want to stiff him and put him through the hassle of finding a new roommate or a new apartment.

So, I got all the information about where to contact my birth father. I wondered if it would be better just to show up at his door or call him at his office first. I decided on something much better. I would make an appointment and show up at his office under an assumed name. Clever, right?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

________________

My plan was pretty solid. I was to fly out to Santa Barbara Airport because it was the closest, get a room at a RED ROOF INN in Ventura near my father’s office. At the very worst, he’d tell me “Nice meeting you, now goodbye – you’re over eighteen and I want nothing to do with you anymore,” or maybe he’d be like, “Oh great! I finally meet my grown up son, and we can have some quality bonding time.” The third option was anything in between. I would try my luck and just see what happened.

I rented a compact car at the airport, and I called his office in Camarillo and made an appointment for the following day under the name Jim McDonald, who happened to pitch for the NY YANKEES in 1953. Obviously, it wasn’t me, and the name was common enough. My appointment was for eleven o’clock. I was going as a self-pay because I didn’t have time to do a full CIA act and come up with a whole new identity. I’d show up to his office much like Jack Reacher would; just carrying a toothbrush with me.

So, I braved the California freeways and drove to his office. The office was in a large strip mall, bigger than the ones we had in PA, and it was on the second floor of a medical building. I walked into the building and looked at the directory in the lobby. There it was, in front of me: Dr. Robert Lang DDS, Camarillo Family Dental - Suite 207.

I was a bit nervous, as the elevator door opened, and a guy with a walker and his wife took their sweet time getting out. I’m not a nasty guy, I was just a tad impatient that morning.

I walked down the corridor to the suite door, and a waiting room that was empty. I was halted in my tracks by a gorgeous brunette with bright green eyes, humongous breasts, and a powder blue scrub uniform that showed her cleavage all too well. She had to be at least in her early forties maybe? I had a thing for older women, so who knew? Maybe I could get her number after the visit. I didn’t see a wedding ring or any jewelry on her whatsoever. My eyes just zeroed in on those breasts and the way her hair curled over into that cleavage. I was aroused instantly – those twenty-two-year-old hormones at work.

She looked up at me, and said “Hi, you must be Mr. McDonald.”

“Yes that’s right.”

“Okay, would you mind filling out these new patient information forms please?” she said, handing me a pen and a clipboard.

Now there were all sorts of questions on there of a medical and insurance nature, and since this really wasn’t a dental visit, but a personal one, I took a deep breath and passed the clipboard back to her. I saw on the tag she wore that her name was Donna Marie.

She looked at me puzzled. “Uh, could you please tell Dr. Lang that this is a personal and not a dental matter?” I said, as politely as I could.

She looked at me carefully, maybe a bit too carefully, and she said, “Look, I’m Dr. Lang’s wife, so can you tell me what this is about?”

This was do or die now. What should I do? I was acting on autopilot, and I thought I would play this slowly – need to know only. What would happen if she blew up, screamed at pops, and ruined everything. I mean, she looked rational, but I had no way of knowing what the right thing was. I mean, some random kid shows up at your husband’s place of work, he’s happily married, and you tell her that her husband’s his dad from an unplanned pregnancy? There are limits to honesty.

“Uh, I’d rather speak to the doctor alone – I mean, uh, this is very personal.”

She looked at me, and her expression changed to a hard one. “No, you either tell me now, or you leave.”

It must have been the puppy dog expression on my face, or my pitiful appearance, but the gods were on my side, and she relented.

“Okay, okay. You seem like a nice guy”-

“This isn’t about money or anything shady! I promise – it’s all ok!” I blurted. Then I added, “It’s man stuff!”

She looked at me, sighed, and said, “Okay, just a second,” and she got up from her chair and went into the operatory. She studied me for a second before closing the door behind her.

I waited for the longest two minutes of my life until the door opened, and Donna Marie invited me in, and she left, standing outside the door. Dr. Lang stood in front of me, his arms folded in a defensive posture, a quizzical look on his face as he looked me over from top to bottom.

“Can I help you son?” he said.

“That’s just it Sir,” I said quietly.

“What’s it?” he said sounding confused.

“I’m Daria Torres’s son, Julian.”

He looked as if he might keel over, but he kept staring. Then he asked the million dollar question. “What do you want Julian?”

“Oh nothing. See, I graduated college as an electronics technician and graphic artist, and I was really curious to meet you, that’s all. Mom, as you know is married, I have a half-sister, and I have a job. Money is not an issue. I guess, I don’t know, I was hoping, er . . . maybe, for a, (I was stumbling over my words here) relationship or acquaintance, or something. Nothing illegal or funny – just you.”

He continued looking at me. I supposed that he was at a loss for words. I mean, who wouldn’t be?

“I’m guessing that your wife, Donna Marie, doesn’t know about me.”

He sighed. “Well, that’s not entirely true. I told her that I had a child out of wedlock, and I paid child support and alimony, but that I’d never met you, which of course, you know is true. I was up front about it with her while we were dating. It’s just a surprise you see when you came knocking on the door.” He continued. “You seem like a nice young man, you’re clean cut, and from what you say, you’re doing okay.” For the first time he smiled. “I knew this day would come, and I’ll tell you this young man; from what I can see, you’ve been raised well by Daria.”

So far this was going well. “Just a second Julian.” He opened the door, went outside and I could hear him speaking to his wife in hushed tones. Then, both of them walked into the room.

“Donna, I’d like you to meet my son, Julian.” Now she extended her hand and smiled at me, but it was more like she was checking me out. She squeezed it gently, and shook it.

“You know Robert, he certainly looks like you. It’s amazing – Julian is the spitting image of you.”

I didn’t know what to call him at this point, so I asked, “Dr. Lang? Do I have any half-sisters, or half-brothers?”

“As a matter of fact, you do.

“How old are they, if I may ask, Dr. Lang?”

“Oh please, call me da - - er, Robert is fine for now.”

“Sure Robert.” I wanted to call him dad, but I guessed that may come in time. I was glad I didn’t cause a divorce or get kicked out of the door. “How old are my brother and sister?”

It was Donna Marie who answered. “Judy is fifteen, and Dennis is seventeen.”

“Oh, okay, nice.”

“Where are you staying Julian?” Donna Marie asked. She went from being a bitch five minutes ago to being somewhat nice, very welcoming. In fact, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I mean she was beautiful, gorgeous even. I felt a bit of a stirring underneath my jeans.

“I’m staying at the RED ROOF INN in Ventura. I have three weeks’ vacation – I saved up my time for the trip.”

She looked at Robert. “Well, we can’t have that, Robert. I think Julian should stay with us; get to know Dennis and Judy. He is family after all.”

Robert shook his head. “Sure, why not. Let’s do it. Julian, after my office hours, Donna and I will take you to Ventura and get your stuff, and take you back to our house.”

“Oh that won’t be necessary Robert,” I said. “I rented a car at the airport, so I could follow you home, or plug your address into my GPS.”

“Even better,” Donna said. “You’ll stay for dinner tonight Julian, won’t you?”

“Yes, that would be wonderful,” I said, finally relaxed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

________________

On the drive back to the RED ROOF, I thought about the momentous event in my life that I just had. I found a whole new family. I wasn’t trying to replace my mom and Hank, but I had just added a whole new set of relatives. I was very curious about my half brother and sister. They were teenagers, still in high school; but what were they like? How would they react to me. I’m sure that Robert and Donna never told them about me.

All this stuff was running around in my head when I pulled into the parking slot at the INN. I had just gotten out of the car and a horn beeped a couple of times, making me turn around. Three cars down to my left in the lot was a red BMW M3. Behind the wheel was Donna. As she got out of the car, smiling, she wasn’t wearing her office scrubs now. Instead she was dressed in a short denim skirt, her long hair flowing over her shoulders, and wearing a low cut orange cotton camisole, her erect nipples showing through. It came down just below her belt buckle. She wasn’t wearing the CROCKS on her feet that she wore in the office either. She wore four-inch black high heels, with straps around her ankles.

“Hi Julian! Robert got a call to go to the hospital. Some broken jaw case. It should take him a couple of hours to get home. I hope you’re not too hungry because supper will be a bit late tonight. I was going to stop off and bring home a couple of pizzas. I, uh, came over to see if you needed any help in getting your stuff over to the house. You can stay with us as long as you like.”

She spit all that out, in about two seconds. She was out of breath and standing right in front of me, shall we say, a bit close in on my personal space, and smiling. She caught me a bit flustered to say the least.

“That’s fine Donna. I really don’t have much stuff with me. Just a suitcase. I took enough clothes for a three-week stay.”

“Okay, great. So why are we standing around out here? Let’s go inside.” I barely had my key out when she practically forced me through the door.

She closed the door behind her and stood with her back pressing it closed, and I was standing in front of her. There’s something you don’t know Julian.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I’m Robert’s second wife. He got divorced from the mother of Judy and Dennis, and married me two and a half years ago.”

“Oh,” I said. “I did not know that” thinking why would that make any difference here.

“The reason I’m telling you this is that I’m not how you would say, ‘very satisfied.’”

Okay, I’m thinking to myself, where is this going? as my cock starts pulsating, my eyes roving over that gorgeous body up and down.

Those green eyes bore a hole into my head as she moved into me and threw her arms around my shoulders, smiled, and kissed me. Thinking back on the cold reception I got when I first walked into the office, I knew that it was more than my sudden appearance that accounted for her attitude. The woman was just not happy with her overall situation.

She ran her fingers through the back of my shoulder-length brown hair, and stuck her tongue through my lips, her body pressed full against me. As she was kissing me, her right hand moved down and grabbed my cock through my pants, her cherry painted fingernails digging into my ball sack.

She broke off from my mouth and started kissing me all over my face and my neck, giving me chills up and down my body. She moved us away from the door towards the bed, and kissed me deeply on the mouth again, making soft sounds, hungry sounds. Our tongues danced around each other’s and suddenly, she pushed me down onto the bed spread, straddling me, smiling, her head bent with her hair falling all over my face, sweeping it like a broom. I lifted my t-shirt up, and she let her hair fall over my chest, caressing my nipples, tickling my neck.

She was on her knees and one elbow, using her left hand to fight with my belt buckle and my zipper. She was in a feverish pace, like do or die. Never had a woman been so desperate to get inside me, to pleasure me before. I helped her out, and finished opening my belt, and shimmied my jeans down to just above my knees. I didn’t have to bother with my boxers, she took care of that, grabbing the front in her teeth, and moving down to expose my cock which sprang out like a jack-in-the-box.

“So big Julian. I know you didn’t inherit that from Robert,” she said, laughing. I felt the desperation in the air, yet she took her time with me at this stage, lightly kissing the head of my cock, and sticking her tongue out to the tip of my slit, running it around and around my fleshy head. I felt extra moisture, it was my pre cum. I knew that if she started on my whole shaft I would blow at any second. Yet that’s exactly what she did. Her tongue moved around my head like an old master painting a masterpiece. She opened her mouth, slowly and exquisitely taking my whole shaft in her mouth, going all the way to the base of my cock.

I never measured my cock, but I knew it had to be a good size, not just because of how she compared me to Robert, but because of the way she gagged a bit, pulled off, and then got back on, sucking, and tonguing, getting wetter and wetter.

With one hand she moved her denim skirt up and she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She placed her pussy on top of my thigh, and I could feel it dripping, sweating, pouring out onto me. She humped me like that furiously, moaning in the middle of her sucking me. I was getting closer to the edge, helpless to resist (not that I’d want to), but she had me good. I couldn’t take it any longer and I let out a large sigh, and shot a huge load of every drop of jizz stored up inside of me inside of her mouth. Quickly, she took her mouth off of my cock and grabbed it with her fist, taking shots of my cum, one after the other, onto her face, covering it in my dripping goo. It was the sexiest thing I ever saw – this beautiful goddess of a woman looking down on me, completely covered by me.

Her face hovered over me, her hand coming off my now spent cock. She moved closer to me, and I started licking my jizz off of her face. That was the first time I had done that with any woman, and I liked it. First time for everything. There was something, I don’t know, arousing about it. I was still hard, as my tongue stuck itself into every crevice of her face – her eyes, her lids, the top of her lips, the sides of her cheeks. I didn’t stop until she was all clean. Her mascara ran in a dark line from the corners of her eyes.

“Ummm,” she said. “Nice job Julian. I’m not fucking done with you yet. I want you to eat me, then fuck me.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

_________________

“Ilike you Julian. I think you came along at the right time for me. I was thinking of leaving Robert, but now you’re here.”

“Donna, I’m only here for three weeks.”

“But just think of it Julian. You could probably get a job out here, and see me, I mean us, more often, and then I wouldn’t have to leave.”

I became quiet, mulling this new thought over in my head. It was sneaky as fuck, but certainly tempting. Then her cell phone rang. “Just a second, honey,” she said and kissed me lightly on the lips. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Yes, oh sure, ah hah, okay . . . ok, sounds good. Yeah, I guess he’ll be over soon, he’s got the address. I was thinking about pizza, ok? Sure, ok, bye – love you.” She let out a deep breath and she looked like she was going to cry at any second.

“What’s wrong?” I said, leaning on both elbows behind me, my pants down around below my knees.

“That was, as you probably guessed, Robert. He got done with the case early. I have to freshen up in the bathroom, and then bring home pizza. You, uh, let’s see. It’s five-thirty now, come over at seven, ok?”

“Okay, sure,” I said. I mean, what could I do? My balls were getting bluer by the minute. I was really looking forward to tasting that beautiful, pink, juicy pussy. Still, there were possibilities. I’d be staying with them for at least two weeks. Her idea of me moving out here was interesting; something to consider.

Donna got dressed and left, continuing on with her errands. It was hard for her to leave, and even harder for me. I felt like I was left stranded with my dick hanging out. So, I took a shower and shaved, put on a clean shirt, and a new pair of slacks I had. On the way over to the house, I stopped off and picked up a bottle of red table wine. My suitcase was in my trunk. I checked out of the motel, figuring if I wasn’t going to stay, I could always come back and check in again.

The house, of course, was in a very posh area, nicely manicured lawns, lots of land, and lots of space between neighboring houses. I rang the bell, and a teenage girl answered the door.

“Oh hi,” I said. “You must be Judy. Did your mom and dad tell you about me?” The girl smiled at me, looking at me curiously and said, “Yes! You’re my brother Julian! This is sooo cool! Wait until I tell my friends I have a new brother.” She laughed.

Just then Donna came out and kissed me on the cheek. She was a good actress, and certainly lived close enough to Hollywood perhaps to become one, I thought. “Just in time Julian, the pizza’s nice and hot.” I handed her the bottle of wine in a foil wrap with a ribbon on top.

“My, how very thoughtful of you.”

“Sure, no problem. Is Robert home?” That was a stupid question because the blue Lamborghini was in the driveway in front of Donna’s BMW. But it didn’t matter.

“Yes he is, he’s just freshening up. He’ll be down in a minute.”

Just then, a lanky teenage boy wearing baggy pants came down the winding spiral staircase. He looked me over cautiously.

He came over to me and stuck out his hand. “Hi, I’m Dennis.”

“Hi Dennis, nice to meet you, I’m your brother Julian.” He laughed, I suppose at the novelty of it.

“Hey mom, you know, I can see the resemblance already.”

“Yes, Dennis, Julian is a very handsome young man,” Donna said, I think maybe just a tad too familiar, but it went over their heads.

We made some small talk, chipping away at the awkwardness of the situation. I explained why I had to wait so long before I could meet everybody.

“Yeah, yeah, I could see that,” Dennis said. We spoke about everything from college to baseball, and especially basketball, which was Dennis’s favorite. Not surprising because he was at least six-foot-three.

Then Robert walked in from the main floor bathroom. He was dressed casually, no longer in his scrubs and white coat from the office.

“So,” I said, “you’re an oral surgeon.”

“Yes, I also do general dentistry. Out here it’s good to have a specialization. It’s not as crowded as PA, and people like the fact that they don’t need referrals for all their dental work. It keeps me pretty busy. I’m on staff at a couple of the local hospitals and I get cases from the residents.”

“Very nice,” I said.

“And you’re a cable technician I think you said?”

“Well, that, and I also do some graphics work on the side. I’m pretty good with computers.”

“Oh great!” Dennis said. “Julian can hook up our new router for us. The one we have now is slow as shit.”

“Easy with the language young man,” Robert said, lightly admonishing Dennis.

“Oh sure, sorry dad.”

“No problem,” I said. “Right after dinner.”

“Great. Thanks Julian.”

“Okay now, shall we eat before the food gets cold? Julian, do you like salad?”

“Yes, very much,” I said.

“Good, that’s one thing we have a lot of here. Most of our fruits and veggies are home grown,” Donna said, pointing to the back yard, through the sliding glass doors in the kitchen. The back yard was tremendous. The whole property, I was to learn, measured two full acres. There was an entire farm, full of apples, oranges, a few avocado trees, lemons, tomatoes, even a couple of rows of lettuce. I couldn’t even see where it all ended. They also had a pool with a cabana, a tennis court, and a large patio with a huge counter-sized grill.

Robert saw me looking and said proudly, “We have this property declared as a farm, so there is a huge break on the property taxes.”

“Wow, this is incredible. Our house, I mean, you could probably fit four houses like mine on all this land.” Just then, I heard loud barking and the scampering of big paws on the tiled floor.

“Ah, here comes our yellow Lab, Ranger.” The big dog ran right up to me and started licking my face.

“Better be careful, Julian, Ranger here’s a real attack dog.”

“Yes, I can see that,” as he rolled over for me to pet his belly.”

Judy squealed, “Aw, he loves you Julian.”

“Nice, how old is he?”

“Ranger is one year old, just a pup – almost.”

“He sure has good taste,” Donna said, smiling and giving me a side wink.

“Okay, let’s eat.” We all sat at the table, and Donna brought out the salad, and baked Italian garlic knots she got from the pizza place.

“Argento’s does it the best around here,” Donna said.

“Yeah, it’s hard to find good pizza out here. Not like Philly,” Robert said, reminiscing about his time at Temple, and perhaps about my mother.

*****

Just as I (and Donna) had hoped, I was invited to stay over at the house for two or three weeks, for the rest of my vacation. The house could certainly accommodate me. It had five bedrooms, two stories and a completely finished basement. After dinner I endeared myself to my “new family” by not just setting up the new router, but even speeding it up by purchasing some simple gadgets from the local electronics store. By the time I was finished, their computer system was more powerful than the Death Star on STAR WARS.

I was given a bedroom downstairs on the first floor, Judy, and Dennis each having their own rooms upstairs, and Donna and Robert down the hall from the kids.

“Julian,” Robert said to me that first night after I had set up the router and the kids had gone to sleep, “I’m really happy that you decided to look us up. I knew that this day would come, eventually, but (and he laughed) you never really expect a ‘reunion’ as I like to call this.”

“Sure Robert, I get it. I’m grateful for the hospitality you, Donna, and the kids are showing me.” Then, I decided to get really poetic, and honestly, a little “simpy” about it. “I’d like to become truly part of the family.”

Robert paused, and then he did something I never would have expected. He hugged me, and said, “I’m looking forward to really getting to know you better . . . son.” Oh see, he used the ‘magic ‘word. I passed through lots of guilt at that moment, considering the lascivious activities I had with Donna this afternoon. Somehow I didn’t actually think of her as “mom,” but she was Robert’s, my dad’s wife.

I wasn’t sure long term what my plans were, but I was hoping that what happened back at the motel would be a good indication of what was to happen for the rest of my stay here. But if Donna was entertaining the same thoughts about me, they remained a mystery. She gave me no indication of anything. That is, until later that first night.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________

The kids were excited because I promised them that tomorrow I would help them set up their new PLAYSTATION V, and play some games with them. So after we spent the evening talking and watching TV, we turned in for the night. Donna had to stay up late because she had work from her online graphic design/video business. She was a hustler and did that in addition to running Robert’s dental office. I went to sleep with a smile on my face thinking about the events of the afternoon and the two or three n weeks to come.

I fell asleep quickly. My bedroom had a terrace which overlooked the pool and the tennis courts. It was a cool evening, and I left the door slightly open, and a nice breeze and the moonlight filtered into the room, casting a silver light on everything inside. I don’t know how long I was asleep, when I was startled awake with a hand pressing across my mouth. I thrashed about until I knew who it was.

“It’s me Julian! Don’t make a sound,” Donna whispered and was holding me down. My eyes were wide open with the initial shock. “I usually walk the grounds outside after my work to unwind before bed.” I saw the door to my room was slightly ajar, and Donna got up quickly, closed it softly, then came back to me.

She was on top, straddling me, and was only wearing a t-shirt, with no panties underneath; not even a bra. Instantly, my cock was pounding like a jackhammer.

“I hope you have something left for me Julian.”

“Of course Donna” –

She cut me off abruptly. “I’d prefer you call me ‘mommy!’”

So this was “the game.” Okay, so I played along. “Yes, mommy.”

“Now, mommy is really fucking horny, and wants to reward her son for his help with the stuff tonight.”

I was only sleeping in my gym shorts, and as she straddled me, I felt the dewy wetness of her arousal on my thigh. That only made me lust for her even more. I wanted all of her then; to devour her.

She moved her head from side to side, her long, luscious, thick hair, brushing against my face and my chest. Then she bent over me, and we kissed – hard. She entered my mouth with her tongue right away, wrapping it around mine, breaking off a bit to kiss me on my face and my chest. I was covered with her mouth.

She got up straight on her knees and moved up on me until her pussy was right over my neck. I could see the wetness of her from top to bottom as it glistened in the moonlight. She ran her middle finger down the entire length of her pussy, and rubbed her clit, turning her head from side to side and moaning. Then, slowly, she pulled her finger out of her pussy and the light made it glisten. Slowly, she moved it closer and closer to my mouth, and in a deep, sensuous voice she said, “taste me Julian.” The tip of her finger pressed against my closed lips and entered, meeting little resistance from me. I tasted a sweet/salty mix of her woman, as her finger tickled my lips, and then went inside my mouth, rubbing itself on top of my tongue.

She smiled and said, “Does my boy like the way mommy tastes?”

“Yes,” I said, trancelike.

“Good, I’m so glad Julian.”

My neck was soaked from her pussy pressing into it. She slid up slowly until she wiped my face with her pussy, her folds engorged. Pressing deeper into my face, she rubbed her clit against the tip of my nose, going around and around, making her stiffen and leak even more. I stuck my tongue out, and she helped me along by gyrating her waist, and using my tongue as a “joy stick,” licking her up and down. At the same time, she grabbed for my cock, and jerked it along its length with her fingers closed around it. I tried very hard not to come, waiting for the moment I could enter that silky wetness. But for now, it was all about the erotic dance of my tongue on her clit.

I circled it around and around, feeling its hardness and she pressed closer into me, going up and down at the same time. I felt another shower of wetness roll down my face as she moaned and grabbed a tuft of my hair, clenching it in a fist. My tongue now played with her entire pussy, skillfully, as a prodigy would play the piano; up and down, side to side, in and out of her opening. Her lips opened wide to welcome my tongue, sucking it in, as I played with it, making circles.

Her hands grabbed my cheeks in her palms, gently caressing them with her fingers, as she slowly slid down me; her hands replaced ever so gently by her lips against mine. Her tongue was deep inside my mouth, making love to me. I had never felt so alive; dream and reality becoming one.

My cock was hard, beating on its own, as she glided her slippery wetness over it, coating it in the natural film of her arousal. Up and down she went until finally I entered her, and she paused, letting us both take in the moment of first discovery of pleasure.

She began thrusting, ever so slowly along my length. I lifted my hips off the bed, and I met her; both of us in rhythm, her palms planted firmly on the bed, her hair falling over my face. I took in all of her scents, breathing deeply. The moonlight played with the outline of her body, casting shadows of us on the wall beyond the bed. Time became irrelevant; the only thing there was total passion.

I went faster and faster, and she stifled a moan. If she could, I knew it would be a scream. I felt the mattress shift as her hands grabbed the edge of the bed – hard, unyielding. I couldn’t contain myself anymore, taking a deep breath as I exploded inside of her. This is what I was waiting for all of   my twenty-two years. Thrust after thrust of cum left me, coating her insides. I could feel it leaking out onto the sides of my thighs; copious amounts. Each drop like a tear of absolute joy.

Donna was gyrating on top of me, almost breaking my cock, pulling it in all directions. Finally, we lay spent on top of each other, nothing left to give.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

____________________________________________

___________________

Our nightly rendezvous continued each night. Each morning after, our feelings for each other were difficult to maintain amongst the others in the house, but I was certain no one suspected anything out of the ordinary. On Saturday, Robert came downstairs for breakfast and made an announcement. There was a convention/CME seminar in Detroit that he had to attend because he was one of the featured speakers. The kids had school, Donna had to go into the office and catch up on billing, and patient reminders – stuff like that.

I would stay and be around when Robert came back the following Sunday; about two days before I was to leave. At that point I was still undecided if I would make a permanent move to California. In my line of work it wouldn’t be hard to find some job similar to what I was doing back home, but the nights I was spending with “mommy,” became harder to make me think of leaving. I was under no pressure to make a definite decision yet anyway. What was obvious, was that Donna and I would have a bit more freedom to carry on our nocturnal affairs when Robert was gone.

That night things got a little weird. Donna came in and I was wide awake, now used to expecting her nocturnal visitations. “Tonight Julian, mommy is going to introduce you to a new game.” For the first time, she put the lights on in the room. She was in full makeup, unlike the other nights, and she was only wearing a long, LA LAKERS t-shirt and four-inch stiletto heels.

“Daddy and I like to play this game, and if you play along, it will make mommy very happy. I’m afraid if you don’t, (her lips pouted), mommy will be very unhappy with you.”

I sat up on my elbows wondering what the hell she had in mind. She carried a blue gym bag with her. “Uh, okay, what is it?” I said with genuine – and cautious curiosity.

She opened it up, looking at me and smirking. “Come Julian, get off the bed and stand on the side for a minute,” she said.

I complied with her weird request, and as soon as she opened the gym bag, I got the shock of my life. She was humming to herself, some nameless tune, and pulled out a black nylon G-String, and slowly placed it on the bed, looking at me. Before I could say anything, she took out a black, one-piece bra, and laid it next to it. Then she took out a long, jet black wig, parted somewhat off to the left side, with hair that was straight and long, reaching down to what would be the middle of my back.

She hadn’t quite finished when I interrupted, “Donna – what the fuck!?”

“I’m sorry dear, if you want me to answer you it has to be in the correct way.”

“Okay, mommy what the fuck!?” There, I corrected myself.

“I’m going to make you into a beautiful sissy Julian; mommy’s very own sissy! Just think! You’ll become a beautiful cum-sucking slut in no time!”

I turned white and my mouth hung open. I’ve heard of games like this before, and now I suppose I was in one.

“Take your shorts off and put the G-String on dear for mommy.”

I did as I was told, sliding the G-String up my legs until it covered my cock, and the strap nestled itself between my butt cheeks. “How does it feel dear?” she said.

“Er, uh, . . . strange.” But the truth was, I liked the way the smooth satin felt against my cock. As a teenager, I’d had some fantasies about what it would feel like and look like to dress up like a sissy. The truth is, I actually acted out on one of them with a guy from my high school class back in tenth grade. There was this kid who was very effeminate, and was teased mercilessly by all the jocks in school. They got a kick out of it when they grabbed his books, which he held in the front like a girl. When he would run away and scream , they thought it was hysterical. He even walked and ran like a girl.

Now it just so happened that we had the same bus stop together, and he lived only two blocks from my house. He really had no friends other than a bunch of girls. The other guys called them “fag hags,” a demeaning term for girls who liked gay or effeminate guys. Something about him told me he was a cross dresser in secret.

So one bright day, he got off the bus, and I got off behind him. He lit up an all-white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette. Until now, my dealings with him were cursory “hellos” in the hallways, but I was self-conscious about being seen talking to him. I wasn’t a jock or even close – I just minded my own business, not belonging really to any group in school.

I asked him for a cigarette. He was a bit surprised but said, “sure,” and he gave me one and lit it for me. I looked around, but we were the only two walking the same way. The words just came out that I enjoyed dressing up, and would he like to come over to my house one day when no one was home, and we could dress up together. Fast-forwarding, we both dressed up after “hooking up” a few times, and went out. He sucked my cock, and I sucked a cock for the first time in my life. Since then, I haven’t had any experiences like that. I didn’t know what I was – I mean I loved women, but secretly, I wanted to be a woman too. Maybe I was “some kind” of a bisexual, or trans-something??

Now, here I was with Donna, my father’s new wife, helping facilitate that.

I loved the way the satin caressed my cock and my balls, and the way the G-String nestled itself between my butt cheeks. I was immediately hard again. Donna watched in amazement as I put on the mid-thigh high black, sheer nylons with the laced top on, and the girdle over the G-String pouch which hooked onto the pantyhose.

“Wow, someone’s eager.” Donna came closer to me. “It seems Julian, that you’ve done this before. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you really enjoyed this and had done this before.” Her voice softened. “Am I right, honey?”

I had to come clean. I was a bit abrupt, but Donna forgave me, because she understood. “Okay, let’s put the slutty make-up on, and you wouldn’t by any chance have a long, all-white cigarette, now, would you,” I said.

Donna smiled from ear to ear. “Of course mommy will put the makeup on her good little slut, and yes, mommy would love it if you smoked with her. I promise after I put your wig and your makeup on, that we can go out on the terrace and have an EVE 120 Menthol together. Now how does that sound, honey?”

I smiled back at her. “It sounds wonderful mommy.” The only thing I’m missing is a good cock to suck.” Where the hell did that come from. But it was true, I wanted that. I also wanted Donna now in the worst way.

“Well, I may have something, like that, but let’s see how you look.”

Donna took me into the bathroom adjacent to my bedroom and asked me to sit on the vanity chair, but with my side facing the mirror. “I’m guessing you’ve done this before sweetheart, is mommy right?”

“Yes mommy, you are,” I said, sounding not a bit self-conscious.

❤️❤️❤️
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Donna applied the sluttiest makeup on me that even I couldn’t think of. She applied the green eye shadow, which made my brown eyes stand out more, eyebrow pencil, red gloss lipstick the worse. She combed out my wig perfectly. The last touch were the fake red nails. She was a pro.

“Now turn around and look at the new you Julian.”

I turned around, almost came into the G-String pouch, and looked at myself with my mouth open. Hell, I would even have fucked myself if that were at all possible. “Wow mommy, you did an excellent job on me.”

“I know darling. Now Julian will simply not do. We need a female name for you.” She looked at me with her hand on her chin. “I think you look like a Loni. How do you like that name?”

“I love it mommy, thank you!” I said, my excitement reaching a fever pitch.

“Okay Loni,” she said. “Let’s go out on the terrace and have your first new sissy cigarette, okay?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling like a teenage slut whose mother allowed her to smoke in front of her for the first time.

So we went onto the terrace and Donna offered me a cigarette from her pack of EVES, and she took one as well, and lit us both up with her slim, silver butane lighter.

She came closer to me, and we kissed as we always had, except Donna was noticeably turned on even more than she had ever been, obviously in ecstasy that I was agreeable to her “game.” She said she had done this with Robert, but somehow I couldn’t picture him doing this.

“Now come inside Loni,” she said after we finished our cigarettes, tossing the butts onto the patio below.

“Now I want to help complete the last part of your sissy transition,” she said, smiling strangely at me. What the hell, I had come this far, so I went along.

“I want my lovely Loni to get on the bed facing the front on all fours now, ok?”

“Yes mommy, anything for you,” I said obediently.

She left the girdle in placed and pulled the G-String down to just below my knees. Looking down at myself, I admired the nice cleavage the tight, one-piece bra produced. I was as hard as a rock; my arousal only increasing the farther we went on with Donna’s game.

Next Donna reached into her gym bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I was facing front as she smeared a glob of the gel onto her hand. She got a nice amount on my cock, which combined with my arousal made me almost cum on the spot. I stiffened up and stopped moving to avoid this. Then what Donna did next fucking blew me away.

She rubbed a nice helping from the base of my balls all the way up past my asshole, and then took her index finger and placed her slick finger right up my “foyer.” I got an electric sensation run through me, and Donna noticed.

“Ummm . . . I’ll bet my little slut likes that one, right?”

“Yes mommy, I do!”

“Good, because you will love this.”

Her next move was to pull out a moderate sized (looked like an average cock size, but what did I know? I never went around asking guys, ‘hey, how big is your cock’) fleshy, pink dildo. She lathered that up with a good amount of gel. It was attached to a belt, and fit over a prong on the front of the belt. The last third of the dildo was hollow. The other end was a prong that she lubed as well. This one went up into her pussy, so when she thrusted me, she would get thrusted back, and rocketed into space.

I guess it was a “his and hers” dildo. I wasn’t an expert on these contraptions or new designs in the field, but anyway. After everything was in place, she played around at the entrance to my ass with the dildo tip, gently circling me with it, making me shiver. I wanted it inside me very badly. Donna obliged me.

She entered me with just the head at first, and I got a jolt of pain from my ass all the way to my tummy, and I hissed through my gritted teeth. “Easy now Loni, it will get better soon, I promise you.”

Now she went deeper and picked up speed. The pain sensation oddly mixed with a pleasure I never felt before. It got better as she was slow and easy with me, even holding still for a few minutes. Then she resumed rocking back and forth, pleasuring herself in the process as well. I was into a new dimension of pleasure and tension release that I had never known before. Then it dawned on me that I could do this to myself, taking bigger and bigger dildos, and maybe even some day, a real cock!

The pace of her thrusting increased, and she made her stifled moans of pleasure and hissed as well, going faster and faster. I felt the pleasure welling up inside of me like a ball, almost like a sneeze coming on. I felt like a woman. I had a flash in my mind of becoming a transgender woman. These thoughts raced through my mind, and they were soon driven out by what was happening on the bed. An explosion was imminent.

She stiffened and I could feel her arousal leaking down my butt cheeks. This was my cue; I had reached my limit. She reached something I was to later learn was a “p-spot.” Reflexively, I grabbed my cock and began stroking it myself to help things along, but that proved unnecessary. I soon blew a tremendous load that landed on my pillow and ran through my fingers – a thick, creamy cum-shot. My first “sissygasm.” I kept going. This was more powerful than any orgasm I had ever experienced.

Pulse after pulse of cum shot out of me. Then, I was dry, except for Donna’s wetness dripping down my butt. She pulled out of me and spun me around and began sucking and licking my cock. I was still hard, and she was taking all my jizz, greedily, hungrily.

She kept going, and I pushed her hair down on me. As she sucked me, she fingered herself again, moaning through the sucks and licks. Soon, I blew another load right into the back of her throat, it was that strong. I felt my cock being sucked almost off its base, my skin practically tearing as if she wanted to swallow me whole.

She pulled off me and we faced each other. She locked her lips against me, and I could taste myself from her mouth. I licked her mouth clean. The belt with the dildo lay between us. Then we stopped.

“What do you say honey? Come out on the terrace and have another cigarette with mommy.”

“Okay, that was out of this world, Donna.”

“Good Loni, I’m glad you liked it. You know, I think you enjoy being a sissy slut even better than Robert. In fact, I enjoy you much better than Robert.”

“Well that’s nice to hear.” I didn’t bear the tiniest shred of guilt.

We stood on the terrace smoking together. “What would you say to moving out to California? You could find a job out here easily, I’m sure, and I can have you in your own apartment. Who knows, we may even go out together and pick up guys.”

“That sounds like something worth thinking about Donna. You know, before I came out here, I didn’t know what to expect.”

“And now?”

“I wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

Too much, too far? I don’t know about that. I think it was just right.
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Yours in smoky lust,

JD❤️


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️

OEBPS/image_rsrc1A6.jpg
e Y O





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




