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HIRED SISSY

A Forced Feminization, Gay, and Transgender Story


Mrs. Rochefort moved in next door to me and my mom a few months ago. My parents are divorced, and my father is a deadbeat dad and was greatly relieved when I reached my eighteenth birthday because he could at last stop paying child support. My mom and I were never friendly with any of our neighbors. You know how it is – people are too busy with their own shit these days; social media, “introverting activities,” etc., etc. My sister Deirdre, was five years older than me, married with two kids, and lived on the other side of the country.

But Mrs. Rochefort was special – at least to me anyway. My mom had spoken to her a few times and seemed to hit it off with her. She was about forty years old and divorced, and was a successful CEO for some small company which she owned. I never met Mrs. Rochefort, whose first name was Diane, according to mom.

Me? My name is Nelson, and I just started the spring semester of my junior year. I commute to a local university every day. I was never a “ladies man,” nor much of a dater. I was always awkward around girls. As a high school kid, I had a bad case of acne, wore thick glasses, braces, and got picked on a lot by the jocks and the usual shit heads you could find in a typical suburban high school. I could count on one hand the number of parties I got invited to. After Stacy Selinger’s Bat Mitzvah in eighth grade, it was all downhill from there.

Mrs. Rochefort was a horny virgin’s dream. She had long black hair, parted in the middle, reddish pink lipstick, a nice bustline, and from what I could see spying out of my bedroom window, wore very short business suits to work. She probably had a lot of money judging from the red Ferrari she drove.

My secret desire was to be in a “sugar momma” relationship with a hot older woman – a MILF in other words. Mrs. Rochefort was perfect; she owned her own company, was very alluring, and pretty much kept to herself. I loved mystery. I fantasized about her at night; what I could do with her in the privacy of her boudoir, and what she would do to me. I pictured her in her lingerie; Victoria’s Secret stuff, strutting around me and saying things like “Oh Nelson, you’re too much man for me, I can’t take it anymore,” and “God, you’re such a stud – I want you all for myself.”

I daydreamed about trendy vacations with her to resorts with sandy beaches, European cities, and not getting out of bed until the afternoons. I thought about her during class, when I drove home, and especially at night when I could pleasure myself to these fantasies.

But reality and adult life was there waiting for me after college – the great unknowns about careers, places to live, all that. But for right now my mom liked having me around the house because for one thing, we had a great relationship, and secondly, I was very handy, saving us a lot of money in repairs, and household maintenance.

We lived in a nice neighborhood and had a well-manicured lawn like all the neighbors, and I took care of ours – the weeding, reseeding, the edging, tree trimming, all that.

One Saturday, I had nothing in particular to do, so I decided to wash my 2020 Toyota Camry in the morning. I finished the washing and had the wax can and rag ready to go to work, when I saw Mrs. Rochefort leaving her house. Holy shit! This was it I would finally meet the object of all my fantasies!

She was walking to her car in front of her house when she turned and saw me in the driveway working on my car. She had a big smile on her face as she walked over to me. “Oh hi, you must be Nelson. Your mom Lydia and I talk sometimes, but I’ve never met you. She never told me what a handsome young man you are.”

I gulped and turned red in the face. I blush easily, it was a warm day in April, but still my red face stuck out. I was tongue-tied and thought that whatever I would say would sound dumb.

“Oh, thank you Mrs. Rochefort. It’s nice to finally meet you.” God, I sound like such a jerk!

“Please Nelson, call me Diane.”

“Oh, sorry, Diane.”

She came closer to me, maybe too close for a first social encounter. “Let me get a good look at you,” she said. I thought it was an awkward way to start a conversation, but who cares? She could put her nose against me if she wanted to. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume. I was hard as a rock. I thought my bulging cock would tip her off to my feelings right away. She had to notice. I knew it. For a Saturday, she was dressed for business, classy as hell. She had on a short, black skirt that outlined her perfect butt cheeks.

“You are rather handsome Nelson. I would imagine the girls would be all over you.”

“Uhh . . . . well, not quite. I, uh, study a lot and don’t really have much time for socializing.”

“Oh that’s too bad,” she said, pouting. “Such a waste. You have to get out there. You’re too handsome to just sit around and waste away.” I saw her glancing down at the bulge in my jeans which I tried desperately to hide, but she’s seen it already – too late.

She laughed. “I know that you have it Nelson, you really should use it!” Her tone was seductive, cat-like, got me thinking crazy things. She knew very well what she was doing to me. The angle she stood at gave me a perfect view of her magnificent cleavage. I imagined what those ripe, pink nipples would look like; how they would feel between my fingers, between my lips. As it is, they were erect and screaming to come out of her blouse.

“I’m on my way to work now Nelson, but I’d like to ask you something. Will you be home later tonight, or do you have plans?”

I couldn’t believe this conversation was taking place. “Sure, I’ll be home later. I’ll probably be watching TV with my mom.”

“With your mom? On a Saturday night? You’re what – twenty one?”

“Yes, I’m a senior at Walsh University.”

“Oh, so you commute, do you?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, Nelson, it just so happens that I’ll be entertaining later, you know, just some friends, and I think it would be good if you could come over and join our little party. What do you say? That is, if your mom lets you go.”

I felt this a subtle jab at my manhood, and I wasn’t going to let this go unchallenged. “No, it’s fine. I’ll come over. What time would you like me to come?”

“Great! Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock?”

“Okay, eight sounds fine Diane. I’ll see you then. Uh, what should I wear?”

She laughed. “Anything you want to Nelson. See you later. Why don’t you give me your cell phone number, so I can text you, and then you’ll have mine, ok?”

“Sounds good to me.” Holy shit! I thought. The hottest piece of ass in the neighborhood wants my phone number!

She whipped out her phone and texted the number to my phone. After the little “ding,” I had her on my contact list.

“Have a nice afternoon Nelson. Car looks good by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said as she walked down the driveway to her car, watching the breeze blow her long, black, silky hair over her shoulders.

As an afterthought, she turned around to me and said, “You know Nelson, maybe I’ll have you wax my car someday.” Now that was nice of her to say, but of course I was thinking of what else of hers I could wax.

I finished putting the final coat of wax on my car about noon and I was tired. I thought I would try to relax, maybe play some video games before going next door to Mrs. Rochefort. Of course I would have to tell mom I was going out. I wasn’t gonna tell her about my meeting with Mrs. Rochefort, or her invitation.

My bedroom window was on the front of the house, on the second floor, and it afforded me a good look at my driveway and the front of Mrs. Rochefort’s. At six o’clock I saw her Ferrari pull up to the front, and it pulled up more and made a turn into her driveway, presumably to make room for her guests tonight. I wondered what type of business she was in that made her dress up on a Saturday.

But try as I may to relax, I kept thinking about her. I couldn’t get over the fact that such a gorgeous, sexy woman would ever take an interest in me. Before I knew it, I had my cock in my hand, slipping it behind the front of my jeans. I was on my knees in front of my bedroom window, watching her slowly get out of her car. I was fantasizing about this afternoon’s meeting, and I kept stroking myself, the memory of her seductive, cat-like voice coming through, imprinted in my brain. I thought of her cleavage and low cut blouse, her nipples straining to poke out, nice and firm.

I imagined her getting wet from just talking to me. That was enough to set me off. I came into my hand – a mighty burst of my jizz, running between my fingers, dripping onto my carpet.

I cleaned up the goo from my carpet and washed my hands. I planned to wear the jeans tonight that I wore now, checking carefully for any liquid residue on them, but there was none.

My mom called me down for dinner. We made some small talk, and she asked me about my plans for tonight. I made up a bullshit story about going over to my friend’s house to play video games and watch TV.

“You know Nelson” my mom said. “It wouldn’t hurt you to try and find some young lady to date. You’re a junior and I’ve hardly ever seen you go out, especially on a Saturday night. Why is that I wonder? You’re certainly handsome enough that girls would find you attractive.”

I had to come up with an excuse. “I try mom. But the thing is that I commute, and most of the dorm life is something that I’m not a part of. Maybe I should have moved out when I was a sophomore. I would probably have a better social life.”

“Well, maybe you should try harder. The weather is getting warm now. I’m sure you could still find some cute girl on a lunch break outside. You know college is more than books.”

“Okay mom, I suppose you’re right. I could go to some campus parties.”

“Good Nelson, I think you should.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

Ipicked out a nice button down shirt to wear from my closet and decided to change into a pair of khaki green dockers and wear my moccasins – casual and neat. I combed my long, brown, shoulder length hair in place. I didn’t usually pay much attention to my looks, but tonight was special. I wondered what sort of social gathering of middle aged people would want a twenty one year old college student. Oh well, I would soon find out. I was horny as fuck. There were cars parked all along the street in front of our houses, so “intimate” wouldn’t properly describe the gathering. I was perhaps delusional, hoping that Mrs. Rochefort wanted me all to herself. Wouldn’t that be nice!

I parked my car a few houses down so my mother would think I was out. Well, I was out, just a bit near home. As I walked over to Mrs. Rochefort’s (Diane’s) house, my heart was beating fast. I tried to get my sexual imagination and my arousal under control. This was just the first of what I hoped would be many more meetings – more intimate meetings.

I rang the bell, and I could hear laughter and music coming from inside the house. After what seemed like an eternity, Diane opened the door.

“Well hello Nelson, I’m glad you could make it.”

I tried to act tough, and suave. “Did you think I wouldn’t come?”

“No Nelson, to tell you the truth, the thought never entered my mind. So, why don’t you come inside, and I’ll introduce you around to my friends. It was like I thought; three middle aged couples. The men were sort of paunchy, with thinning hair, and the women were pretty nice looking – all MILFs, like Diane.

They were talking amongst themselves and regarded me with a sort of curiosity that I picked up on.

Diane stood next to me, and the guests were all seated on a large sofa with drinks in their hands, the women were all smoking long, all-white 120 cigarettes. I should mention here that I had a “thing” for attractive women who smoked the effeminate long, white cigarettes like Virginia Slims. It got me hard right away, to add to the arousal that I had from Diane.

“Okay everyone, this is my new next door neighbor, Nelson,” she said, pointing at the couples from left to right, “This is Carol and Harry, Jane and Fred, and Barbara and Don.”

“Oh how do you do? I said.”

“Nice to meet you Nelson,” Jane said. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I thought that was an odd way to begin an introduction, but I answered, trying to be polite. “Uh, no I don’t. Not at the moment.”

“Oh that’s too bad,” Jane said, looking at Diane.

Then Carol’s husband Harry chimed in, “I would think there would be lots of pretty girls on campus, Nelson, no? Diane told us that you were a junior in college.”

“Yes, I am, but I guess I haven’t crossed paths with the right one yet,” I said, and they all started laughing.

“That’s okay Nelson,” Don, Barbara’s husband said. “I’m sure we can help that along. You know something,” he said, looking at Diane. “Diane isn’t seeing anybody at the moment. Do you like older women Nelson?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. All these strangers who I just met tonight for the first time taking such an interest in my and Diane’s yet-to-be, if at all sex life – in the same sentence. What about Diane? Did she even enjoy being referred to as an older woman. I didn’t care about her age, even if I was seeing her, but to have someone bring it up like that? Weird. I certainly wouldn’t.

“Well you see,” Diane said, putting her arm around my shoulder, “Nelson and I are just getting to know each other.” Oh my God, I can’t believe she went there! My cock was doing a happy dance in my boxers.

“Nelson,” Diane said. “Why don’t you go up to the bar over there,” pointing to a small bar with two stools sitting in the corner of the room, “and pour yourself a drink, and come join us on the couch.”

“Sure Diane, thank you.” Everyone else had something. Why did I feel like I was “the guest of honor?” Or maybe it was just my imagination. I felt like everyone was watching me as I made my way to the bar. I decided to go with the flow and see where events took me.

Diane and I sat on the edge of the couch. I had a scotch and soda, and Diane had a gin and tonic. She was talking to Carol, a lively blonde with long legs and a big cleavage; in fact, they all had huge tits that looked like they were straining to bust out of their blouses.

They were talking to each other, and Diane got closer to me and placed her hand on my thigh, sneaking a sly peak at my crotch which was bulging by now. A smile crossed her face. The alcohol loosened me up and added to my excitement.

“You know Nelson, this is a special group and it’s actually a part of my business, which, by the way, is very successful,” she spoke quietly to me so the others couldn’t hear our conversation.

“Umm, what exactly is the nature of your business, if you don’t mind me asking Diane?”

Diane gave me a deep throaty laugh, and reached for her handbag on the floor in front of the sofa. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, just like the other women, dangled it out the corner of her mouth, and lit it quickly with a flick from her gold butane lighter. She offered me one. I declined, but I was very curious to try it. After all, I did have a big smoking fetish.

She took a cheek-hollowing drag, and blew the stream of smoke right in my face. “I’m in the ‘pleasure and relaxation’ business Nelson, and I’d like you to be a part of it and work with me.”

I was shocked, to say the least. “You mean I would be working for you?”

“Yes, you would be – on a trial basis, to see how you’d do.”

“Okay,” I said cautiously. “What exactly would I have to do?”

“For that, we’ll have to go upstairs; you’ll need to be shown.”

Diane stood and pulled me up with both her outstretched arms, her long cigarette dangling from her lips, smoke streaming out of her nose. The other couples noticed, but didn’t say anything, and went back to their conversations.

We walked up the carpeted staircase to the second floor of her house and into her bedroom. My cock was pulsing with anticipation. She sat on the bed and patted the mattress next to her for me to sit down. “Sit,” she said as I did so.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

So Nelson,” she said, rather matter-of-factly, and without much emotion, “I’m guessing that you would very much like to fuck me, and probably have ever since I moved in here and saw you spying on me from your bedroom window. Is that a fair assessment?”

I swallowed hard, she hit the nail on the head – and caught me red handed. She laughed, and looked at me like she had just caught a fish – me. Diane didn’t say a word, but let her skirt drop to the floor of the bedroom, and she kicked off her high heels. Her low-cut blouse came off, and she put on a black, sheer nylon top, which covered her black laced bra. Underneath she wore a garter belt which strapped onto the black sheer nylons she wore underneath.

Looking like an Egyptian Princess, she had a jeweled necklace with red rubies encased in a gold chain. Now I was sitting on the bed, and she was standing in front of me. She straddled me and sat on my lap, facing me. Leaning in, she kissed me hard on my lips, her tongue pushing open my lips. The smells of smoke, perfume, and the cherry-apple lip gloss hit me all at once, causing my cock to scrape my boxers, straining to come out, pre cum leaking out into my boxers.

Her arms were locked around my neck, and she was riding my boner through her G-String panties and open garter. Her long, red-painted nails were stroking my face and neck. Our tongues roped together, and the kiss was hard, serious, seductive.

She broke off and seemed impatient as she opened my belt, and pulled my Dockers and boxers down over my knees, so they rode around my ankles. Now it was naked cock against silky, black panties.

She resumed riding me, and I could feel wetness coming through her panties, her arousal, and the scent of her leaking pussy reached my nose, making me nuts. She smiled at me and said, “Now I’m sure you want me, isn’t that right Nelson?”

“Yes, yes, I do, Mrs. Rochefort, very much.”

She laughed at my use of her last name, but said nothing, and threw her hair back over her shoulders. I was close to cumming because of the motion of her hips on mine, the silky fabric driving me insane.

“I want to suck that very large cock of yours Nelson,” she said with her deep, sultry voice.

She slid down off me and had her knees on the carpet on the side of the bed, those beautiful moist lips now wrapping themselves over the head of my cock. She teased me, by placing her tongue on the top of my slit, and moving her head back and forth, still covering the tip of my cock.

“Now get on the bed,” she said, and pushed me onto my back, straddling me mid-torso. More than my tip, she now had my whole cock inside her mouth, covering it in saliva and going up and down, very fast, rubbing her pussy over my thigh. She shifted and slid her soaked panties down over her thighs and rubbed her naked pussy over my thigh. She was dripping down the side of my leg.

I could take this torture no longer and came inside her mouth, shot after shot of thick, ropy cum, which she took completely, sucking hard. I was still rock solid, and she kept going, stiffened, and moaned, and I felt a river running down the inside of my thigh. Her silky hair fell over my naked tummy and added to my excitement.

When she came off me, she kissed me immediately, giving me a taste of my own sweet/salty jizz. Some of it ran down her chin and I licked it off her, greedily licking and kissing her entire face.

We slowed down and stopped, she got off the bed, left me lying there in my own wetness and lit a cigarette from the pack inside her bed. I got hard again, immediately. “My, my,” she said, “It looks like someone has a smoking fetish.” I looked at her blankly, my secret was out.

“Don’t worry Nelson, it’s actually fine. Now it’s my turn.”

I wondered what she meant. Hadn’t she just came?

She walked slowly into the bathroom, and when she came out my eyes were wide open. Hanging from a belt she wore was a very large silicone dildo. The thing had to be at least seven inches long.

“What the fuck Diane!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

Oh this?” she said, looking down and nodding at the accessory. “This is something I hope you’ll enjoy. Let me explain this to you. Remember I told you about working for me?”

“Yes, but, you didn’t say anything about, about, that!”

“Let me explain Nelson. You can decline anytime you want to. But part of working for me is that you’ll get to fuck me anytime you want to. Blowjobs are just the beginning. For each session with a client, you’ll get five thousand dollars.”

I swallowed hard. “Clients? Five thousand dollars? For what?”

She laughed. “For you Nelson. Think of yourself as a relaxation and a pleasure consultant. Those guests of mine downstairs? The girls you saw all work for me too. They’re your new colleagues.”

I was confused. “But I’m a guy – a dude!”

She made a “tsk, tsk” noise, clicking her tongue.

“Those women downstairs look hot, now don’t they?”

“Yes, yes they do, but –“ she cut me off. “They aren’t women, women. They’re trans women. I like to call them shemales. Their tits are real Nelson. They all started out like you. Carol is my longest employee. She’s been with me ten years since I started this business. All three of those women, and I have, let’s see . . . one, two – five more, have all transitioned to become shemales.”

“I got the idea during a trip to Thailand eleven years ago. I really don’t like the whole ‘transgender thing’ they have going here in the States. I like the source – the original; from the Orient. Why, did you know they are a highly respected class over there? Some even consider them to be a third gender. It’s fascinating, really.”

I was listening, hypnotized. If I had any sense, I would have said “no thank you,” and run out of the house, but the idea of fucking Diane any time I wanted her was too irresistible to pass up. Plus, five thousand, for every session? I decided to hang around.

“Okay, so suppose I agree. What do I have to do?”

“I’m a pretty good judge of character Nelson. Tell you what. I’m going to lay out some articles of clothing here for you, and go downstairs for a while. When I come up in about an hour, I’ll know if you want to take me up on my offer.”

She unhooked the belt with the dildo on it and said, “You know Nelson, I don’t think we’ll need this tonight, but I would like to try it another time,” she said and winked at me. My mouth dropped open.

Diane walked over to a wardrobe cabinet and took out some pretty sexy looking stuff. There was everything a woman would need – from panties, a bra, garters, and nylons with straps, and a beautiful long, black, silky wig.

She also left her pack of Virginia Slims and the lighter on the night stand. My cock was throbbing as she lay all the clothes out on the bed. Diane saw it and just smiled. Then she left the room. I think she knew me better than I knew myself.

What I didn’t tell her was that since I was a teenager, along with my smoking fetish, I enjoyed trying on my older sister’s clothing when I was home alone. For a while, I thought about what it would be like to dress as a girl all the time, but I never had the courage to act out on it. Now, here was everything I needed; a fetishist’s dream come true!

I picked up a pair of black panties. Everything was just like Diane’s. I rubbed the silk of the panties first between my fingers, and then against my cock, and I got very hard. I took a cigarette out from the pack and placed an unlit one in my mouth, along with the long, black wig, parted in the center.

Oh my God, how good the long, silky hair felt, falling down my bare shoulders and chest. Next, I slipped the panties on with the G-String in the back. The pouch in front fit perfectly around my cock. I loved the way the G-String felt between my butt cheeks.

I placed the garter on me, the open side forward, and slipped the nylons on, strapping them to the garter belt. Now I put lipstick on from the makeup case on the bed. I looked at myself in the mirror.

Oh my! I was so hot from looking at my reflection in the mirror. Actually, it was quite a pleasant shock to me, how I could be plain old, boring, dorky Nelson, college junior in one minute, and then sexy – I needed a female name – well, that would come later I thought; whoever, in the next.

I got closer to the mirror and spoke seductively to myself, teasing. Come on mister, don’t you want some of me. I bet you’re dying to fuck me, aren’t you now. I made a kissing face with my lips, and I loved it. I wanted to please Diane so much. I took my cell phone out and texted her: “Come up – I’m ready.”

She came up in five minutes and stood in the doorway smiling. I just realized that she went downstairs wearing only her lingerie, which, thinking about it made sense, because the people downstairs were all employees and clients of her pleasure and relaxation business.

“My, my Nelson, don’t you look sexy! How does it feel?” Looking down, she saw my boner. “I guess I don’t need to ask, now do I?”

“Here,” she said. “Let me put the makeup on you.” Diane took me into the bathroom and worked her magic, with the eyeshadow, eyeliner, and foundation – all the stuff a pro would use. She gave me a slutty appearance which I loved.

“There we go,” she said admiringly. “Now we just need a female name for you.” She thought for a moment. “I have it! I think we’ll call you Jasmine. How do you like it?”

“I like it just fine,” I said.

“That’s great because I have someone here who you can try your . . . your ‘new you’ on.”

“Wait,” I said. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I have a client who I use because of his expertise in training my newest employees. His name is Bruce. He’s twenty eight, and he breaks in my new girls for me. I didn’t think you’d want any of those dumpy guys for your first time, am I right? Bruce is very handsome and well-built.”

Strangely, the thought of being with a good looking guy, when I was dressed like this appealed to me very much. I was getting excited, and my “she cock” was dancing in my pouch. She came closer to me and said, “I do need to be fucked by you dear, but I can wait. Let Bruce have some fun first.”

“Umm, Diane?”

“Yes Jasmine,” she said, referring to me by new female name for the first time.

“Could you please light my cigarette for me?”

Diane laughed. “Sure honey, whatever you want. I knew you’d want to smoke when you saw yourself – your ‘new self.’ I should say, the total slut!”

I took to smoking like a natural. I was so fucking hard; I couldn’t wait for Bruce. I felt a tingling sensation where the G-String cradled my little boy pussy, or “bussy” as Diane would teach me to call it. Eventually, she would also school me on the proper use of a cock cage, but not tonight.

Diane took out her cell phone. “Yes, yes Bruce, she’s ready and I must say, she looks really good!” Diane said, looking at me right in the eyes.

❤️❤️❤️


CHAPTER 5

The door opened and I was looking at a male model. Bruce stood at six feet, had wavy brown hair and blue eyes, and sculpted muscles. The top three buttons of his shirt were opened, and he was grinning lasciviously at me. I loved it.

“Well, I guess I’ll leave you two alone now. Enjoy yourselves.” Diane walked over to me and whispered. “You get five thousand for tonight!”

Wow, I would get the pleasure and the prize tonight. I had it all. Bruce walked over to me, and softly said, cupping my face in his strong hands. “Mmmm . . . don’t you look delicious, Jasmine.” My cock was throbbing. I was breathless. I just wanted this hunk inside me so badly. He leaned in and kissed me – hard.

I found myself grinding up against that tall man sculpture of steel. I reached down and with my fake, red nails, grabbed his cock through his jeans. He was already hard, and ready to go. He moaned through the kiss.

“I want you to suck me Jasmine.” It was more like an order than a request. I just discovered something new about myself. I loved to be dominated.

Without saying a word, I unzipped his zipper, and placed his hard cock inside my willing, hungry mouth. He was so big! He had to be at least eight inches long and wide. So wide in fact, he stretched my lips out. I played with his cock, much like Diane had done with me. I managed to wrap my tongue around it, and circled it, making him sway, and moan.

“Oh fuck Jasmine! You’re so good.”

I smiled and went back to sucking.

“Wait!” he said. “I’m close to coming. Let me fuck you!”

That was music to my ears. I absolutely had to have that long, hard, aroused cock inside me. My insides were trembling, and my butt was twitching with anticipation.

“Now Diane says you’re new, and I don’t want to hurt you. I’m sure I’ll want you again, and I want your first time to be pleasant, so I’ll make this easy for you.” He pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and after pulling his trousers and his boxers down, he rubbed it over that giant cobra, looking at me.

Without saying a word, I was on my knees on the bed, facing the head. Bruce got on right behind me and spread the jelly over my bussy. I moaned, as he pulled the G-String away and slathered the jelly all over me. He stuck a wet index finger inside me and made me squeal with delight. My mind was set on what was to happen. I never wanted anything so much in my life before. A week ago, I would have said you were crazy, but I would really be lying to myself. Now I knew for sure. This was me, Jasmine.

“Yummy looking,” Bruce said and then did something unexpected. He smacked my ass with the palm of his hand three times. I cried out but was surprised at how good it felt.

Now both of his hands were on each buttock, spreading me apart. “Ummm, I love virgins,” he said.

I felt the tip of his cock, touching, probing, not thrusting, against my bussy. It was all new to me, yet reassuring, like this is how it was always meant to be. He was now lined up; both his cock, and my opening were thick with the lubricant, and he began to insert himself inside me. I felt a sense of fullness inside, but then, as Bruce drove deeper inside me, I had pain replaced by an exquisite joy.

Once having broken inside me, he began to thrust; each time going deeper and deeper, the long, coiled snake reaching my inner depths. Instinctively, I rocked back against him, his balls were smacking my butt cheeks. The pain was gone. Now it was all pleasure, a deep lust welling up from inside me.

“Harder Bruce, harder,” I said, just above a whimper. I had never felt more alive, more pleased than at this very moment. I grabbed my cock with my fist and started stroking it. He reached a spot inside me, the “P-Spot” from where all the pleasure of sex came from. Bruce was a master at drawing it out of me. I was moaning, and soon I shot a mother lode of thick, creamy jizz onto the bed sheets.

Bruce hearing me moan, said, “Fuck Jasmine, you’re so goddamn tight! I love it, keep doin’ it!”

I felt him warm, stiff, and hard, inside me. I felt another orgasm well up inside me – a “sissygasm,” my second. I shot again on the bedsheet, but this time not as much as before. I came again and again. I was locked in a circle of indescribable euphoria.

Now Bruce let out a huge cry and I felt him shoot a terrific load inside of me. “Fuuccccck!” he screamed out. I felt his cum inside me, warming my insides, and dripping down the sides of my butt; his cock going faster and faster until finally he was spent.

He pulled out of me, and stuck his head underneath my ass, licking all of his cum off me. “Umm, Jasmine, you were fabulous.”

“You too babe,” I heard myself say. The fact that I was saying this to a man the first time in my life was strange, but it felt so right too. I was being myself for the first time in my life.

Diane came into the room. “Well, it looks like you two have gotten along very well.”

“She’s a winner Diane. I think she’s your new number one.”

“Wow, did you hear that Jasmine? What do you think?”

“I’m so pleased Diane. I think I’m going to like working here very much.”

“Well that’s great Jasmine, because guess what?”

“What?” I said.

“Next week we’re going to Las Vegas!”

“But what about school?” I said, reaching for a much-needed cigarette.

“I think you’ve had enough of that kind of education, now don’t you dear?”

I smiled at her and Bruce. “I think you’re right, Diane.”

❤️❤️❤️


TWIN SISSY

A First Time Feminization, Cross Dresser to Transgender Slut Novelette


I’ve always been very close to my twin sister Maddy. Both of us are now college juniors at a good school. We’re both majoring in psychology, practically have all the same friends, and intuitively, we both know what the other is feeling and thinking. I know, you think I’m crazy, but it’s true. We just accept it, but as psych majors, we may decide to do a paper one day on “Unusual Qualities of Identical Twins.”

Both of us have black hair. My hair is down to my shoulders and so is Maddy’s. The only difference, of course, is Maddy’s figure and breasts. From a distance, we look the same.

Dating is another story. Maddy is very active and is always dating different guys, whereas I don’t date very much, if at all. Maybe it’s a matter of my self-confidence which has always been on the low side, and I don’t have the muscular build and confidence of the other guys my age on campus. So while my corridor mates are busy going out on dates, I’m usually in the library.

When I talk to Maddy and she describes a date for me, I can usually pre-empt her speech and tell her about how it went. She is always aware that I’m uneasy and uncomfortable with my sexuality.

“Donnie,” she said to me one afternoon when we had lunch together outside, “Why don’t you at least try to ask out a girl? There must be someone you like. I know you like that girl Kelly in your English Lit class.” I never mentioned Kelly to her before. Like I said, because of the special “twin thing, ”she just knew.

“Because Maddy, Kelly is not interested in me. We just talk, but every time I talk to her, someone always buts in. Last week it was Roger, the guy who’s the star running back on the football team and will probably be drafted by the NFL when he gets out – it’s hopeless. I was talking to her outside the library, and he physically pushed me out of the way like, like I was some kind of insect, not even there.”

“That’s terrible Donnie. You’re a great guy. I mean if you weren’t my brother I’d go out with you. You’re kind, gentle, witty, intelligent.”

“That’s sweet of you to say Maddy, really, but I suppose I’m a hopeless case.”

“I’m not sure Donnie. I’m not trying to hurt your feelings, but maybe – and please just hear me out; you may prefer men to girls.” I had my hand up to stop her, but she cut my gesture off. “I know that sometimes a guy turns you on. I get strong feelings like that emanating from you when I’m out with you.” She took a deep breath. “Are you trying to suppress those feelings?”

I couldn’t believe Maddy went there, but she did, and she was right, to an extent. I think that when I saw certain guys, what turned me on was that if I were like them, I could get women to like me, not that they turned me on in any sexual way. Or did they? At least that’s what I told myself. The “jury” was still out on that one.

Maddie lived in an all-female dorm on the other side of the campus. On a Saturday morning she came to visit me in my room. We were planning to go into town for brunch. My roommate Frank was in the room also.

Now it just so happened that Frank and Maddy had been dating since freshman year. It was a serious relationship, and they were always together.

When Maddy came in Frank greeted her at the door and the two of them kissed and giggled like they usually did. It didn’t matter at this point that I was in the room too.

“Say Mads, I have tickets to next Saturday’s football game against Georgetown. Would you like to go with me?”

“Sure Frank, yeah, I’d love to go.”

I felt left out, but at the same time, I didn’t want to “crowd” Frank and Maddy’s space.

Maddy saw that I felt left out, and she really surprised me this time. “You know Donnie, two weeks ago Carol moved out – I told you.”

“Yeah, you did. So?”

“Well, you know my new roommate Sarah is also a junior. But what I didn’t tell you was that Sarah is very curious about you. I took the liberty of asking her and she’d love to date you.” She looked at Frank. “I could easily get tickets for the two of you and you can join us at the game. Whaddya say bro?”

“It sounds fine to me, thanks Maddy.”

“Yeah, it’ll be good for you to get out Donnie, and we’ll have some fun,” she said.

“Sounds good to me.”

So we made some small talk and the three of us went to a little bistro in town for brunch. When we came back, Maddy didn’t stay for long, and I was alone with Frank. “So, uh, listen Donnie. I got a look at Sarah when I was over at Maddy’s the other night. I have to tell you man, she’s HOT! Who knows, you might even get lucky from what Maddy tells me.”

This would be interesting, I thought. I knew that a date with a woman had to come along at some point. I guess this was it.

“Hey Frank?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m not gonna be crowding you and Maddy am I?”

Frank playfully punched me in the arm. “Hell no, Donnie. You’re my best friend. I just wanna see you happy.”
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Chapter 2

The next day, Maddy and I decided to meet in the library and study together, like we always did on Sundays. We were both in the same psych class, and had a big exam coming up soon.

Then I started thinking about the date. I started dwelling on all my mixed emotions - my low self-confidence around women, and also my mixed feelings about my sexual identity. But this was only a date, after all. I wanted to make Maddy happy.

“Let me tell you a little bit about Sarah Donnie. She’s a bit on the quiet side like you and she’s always studying.” Then she added: “Donnie, I’m not trying to make you do something you don’t like. I think you owe it to yourself to see if you could be attracted to a woman. If you are, great, if not, at least you’ll know which direction to point yourself into.”

What she said made sense. I’d have to play it by ear, and at least give my non-existent social life a chance.

Later that night I was on my laptop, looking at references and sources for a paper I was working on for the very same psych class Maddy and I were in, when the e-mail notification bell went off. I didn’t recognize the sender. The subject line said; “A friend of your sister,” so I knew it couldn’t be any sort of spam. I kinda’ got the idea it was her friend Sarah.

So I opened the e-mail. “Hey Donnie, this is Sarah, Maddy’s friend. I’m looking forward to meeting you Saturday at the game. I can come over with Maddy to yours and Frank’s room. Is eleven o’clock good for you? Today is Monday, maybe we could meet before then. Let me know. Later, take care, Sarah.”

Well, one thing I knew for certain – she wasn’t shy. I replied to her.

“Eleven o’clock sounds fine.” I hesitated a bit, biting my lip, but then my curiosity got the better of me. “Maybe we could meet up before Saturday?”

She answered back: “Sure that would be great. What did you have in mind?”

I replied: “I could come over to your room tomorrow evening if you’re around like at say eight, and we could go for something to eat.”

I got a “ding” right away. “That would be terrific! Sarah gave you my room, right? So yeah, come over at eight.” There was a

(-; at the end.

“Yes she did – 906 - okay see you then,” I answered back.

Now this would be my first “date” since twelfth grade. I had no idea what to expect. I started to get nervous, but I reasoned my way out of it and thought that it’s no big deal – it’s just going out to eat.

The walk to Maddy and Sarah’s dorm took about fifteen minutes across the sprawling campus. I had to sign the visitor’s log in the lobby by the desk where the security guard sat. He was a new guy and he looked at me a bit strangely, like he had seen me before. He had, in a way. He’d seen my twin sister, Maddy. The building was a tower like mine, so I took the elevator up to the ninth floor and walked down to Sarah’s room. I thought about seeing Maddy first, but I gave up on that idea, and went straight to Sarah’s room.

I knocked gently on the door, my knock mirroring my mood – soft and easy. Not really confident, just, I suppose flat. When the door opened up I was shocked to see a gorgeous woman, clad only in black lingerie of the most “persuasive” type, with a sultry look on her face. My first thought was that Maddy had put her up to this – that it was some kind of a joke, but this woman’s actions quickly disabused me of that notion.

She had long, auburn hair which flowed down past her large breasts, large brown eyes, a black-laced, nylon bra, a girdle with strapped pantyhose attached, and she wore four inch black stiletto heels. She looked like she popped out of one of those porn videos I occasionally watched – ahem!

She took up the whole entrance, stepped back, not taking her eyes off of mine, and said, “Come in Donnie.” My mouth was hanging open, and I felt my cock swelling up. I think I was turned on more by her clothing than any other desire.

“Uh, so,” I said, feeling very uncomfortable, “I guess, I mean, you must be Sarah.”

She laughed. “Of course I am. Who else did you think it would be, silly?”

“Umm, why are you dressed like that?” I said out of sheer shock.

”What’s wrong? You don’t like it? It isn’t typical college wear?”

“Uh, no . . . I uh, I like it very much. I mean, you’re beautiful! It’s just not quite what I expected – for going out to eat I mean,” I said nervously, running my hand through the back of my black hair. “Maddy said you were a bit on the shy side.”

“Far from it,” she laughed. “Well, you don’t have to worry about us being interrupted. I had a roommate, but she moved out, so I have a single.” She smiled and stared at my face. “Oh wow, you look exactly like Maddy!”

“Yeah,” I said, not trying to sound like a wise guy. “Identical twins usually do look quite alike.”

She laughed, and pulled me by the arm into the room, looking me over from top to bottom. “Here,” she said, patting the bed. “Have a seat.” She looked around and found a large black, leather handbag. “Would you like a cigarette?”

“Uh, no thanks,” I said. The truth was that I did have a pretty big smoking fetish. Attractive women who smoked really turned me on, especially the ones that smoked the long, all white 120 cigarettes, like Virginia Slims; and that was the pack she pulled out. I watched, mesmerized as she unwrapped it and “packed” it by banging the top of the pack on the palm of her hand.

She smiled at me as she took out a silver butane lighter and dangled the cigarette out the corner of her mouth as she lit herself up.

Taking a long, seductive drag, she said, “I see this turns you on. I’ve seen guys with smoking fetishes before, but no one who likes to hide it as much as you do. Am I right Donnie?” she said, tilting her head to the side.

What purpose would there be to lie. “Yes, I suppose you’re right,” I said.

“Well that’s good. I like it when I can turn guys on with whatever I have. Now, I hope you’re not very hungry – for food, I mean, because I don’t feel like going out right now, do you?”

I caught the double meaning there, and I said, “No, I’m not very hungry either – for food, that is,” I said, clearing my throat.

“Good,” she said as she straddled my lap and started to kiss me on the lips. I could feel the cherry lip gloss sliding over my lips. The cherry scent mixed with the smoky taste of her mouth made me crazy. She immediately felt my hard on.

She threw her head back, hair flying over her shoulder after that first kiss and laughed. “I see you brought the right equipment tonight. It’s nice and hard, just how I like it.”

She cupped my cheeks in her hands, holding the cigarette high up between the first two fingers of her right hand over the bottom of the long, white filter, and resumed kissing me, wrapping her tongue around mine. It was like a dream, a crazy, erotic dream.

She took a hand off from my cheek, and grabbed my crotch, her long, painted fingernails digging into my covered cock. But that didn’t last long as she pulled my zipper down, and now held onto it through my boxers. As she grabbed my ball sack, I felt a chill run through me from top to bottom. Now, her fingers went under the elastic of the front of my boxers, getting me in the flesh.

The one thing I was proud of was the length and girth of my still virgin cock. I don’t own a tape measure, but when I’m hard, the head of my long snake comes just above the elastic. It didn’t take much for her to pull my boxers down and grab on with all fingers making a fist.

“Oh my Donnie, you’re so, so big! I love it!”

Now she got on her knees in front of me, the tips of her heels digging into the rug next to the bed. My pants and my boxers were in a tangle around my ankles, and she put her lips on top of the head of my dick, her long, silky hair flowing over my thighs, sending a shockwave through me. Tonight was an unexpected night of firsts for me.

She nonchalantly took a drag of her cigarette, and as she started sucking on me, she blew the smoke out of both sides of her mouth, her tongue playing with the slit on the top of my cock.

I stiffened as she took more of me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to fit all of me inside. Now her tongue made a slow dance, a lapping motion on the sensitive underside of me, causing pre cum to drip into her mouth. She sucked harder, stopping her up and down motion, trying to get all my juices out of me.

Her eyes looked up at me to see my expression. I broke out into a wide grin, and she parted her lips to show me her teeth as she gently bit into my soft flesh. She made a side to side motion with her teeth, driving me completely insane. Sarah was a pro, knowing how to drive me to the end and bring me back, only to keep going and do it again. It was a lovely form of torture.

Her mouth was very wet, and now she closed her lips making a tight seal around me and increased her bobbing motion. I met her motion with my own pelvic thrusts, my ball sack striking her chin with every forward motion, and my ass sliding on the bed sheet.

“Keep going, please don’t stop!” I yelled.

Her fingers firmly grasped the base of my cock as her speed on me increased. I felt the orgasm welling up inside of me and I shot a huge wad of thick, hot, cum right into the back of her throat. She made a slurping noise, not wanting to waste a drop. There was so much that I saw rivulets of my jizz coming out the sides of her mouth dripping onto her chin.

She pulled off of me, and her eyes were half closed and steamy. “Donnie you taste delicious,” she said, picking her head up to kiss me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own jizz.

I could taste her smoky breath, my jizz, and her cherry lip gloss all at once; a bouquet of delights.

“I try to please, Sarah.” For the first time in my virgin sex life I had a feeling of self-confidence and ease I never knew before. She started to laugh.

“What’s so funny Sarah?” I asked.

“Nothing much, just that it’s my turn to get off now.”

I had never eaten a girl out before but from the stories of my friends, and my roommate Frank, they all seemed to like it, all connoisseurs of a rare delight. I was still hard, not going limp at all, especially now, when Sarah took out another Virginia Slims 120.

“Would you like one Donnie?” she said, staring at me, as if she knew where my head was at. I was very tempted, not so much for the act of smoking, but for the femininity of it.

“Sure, yes, please give me one,” I said.

“Have you smoked before?”

“Not cigarettes, but I do enjoy the occasional joint,” I said.

“Cool, then you should have no trouble with this,” she said, grinning. So she handed me one and took one for herself, lighting us both up with one flame from her lighter.

She watched as I became hard as a rock again. “Wow,” she said. “I guess you really do have a helluva smoking fetish.”

What surprised her more was the effeminate way I held it, and brought it up to my lips, taking a hollow cheek drag. She looked at it, then at me, and smiled a knowing smile.

We sat next to each other on the side of the bed, smoking and making idle conversation. What was running through my mind was what exactly would come next. I was imaging how smooth her pussy would be, how wet would it be? What would it taste like?

She stood up, her back towards me and put her cigarette in the ashtray to smolder. Then she faced me with a strange, expectant sort of grin.

“Okay, Donnie, close your eyes. I lied a bit before; I’m just a bit shy.” I found that hard to believe, but I played along, keeping my eyes closed.

“Okay, you can open your eyes now,” she said, with a sing-song voice.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. I was staring at a beautiful college girl, with a huge cock, hanging out of her panties. She giggled. “Like what you see Donnie?”

My mouth was open, and I was speechless.

“What’s wrong Donnie, have you never seen a shemale before?”

When I gathered my senses after a pause which seemed like minutes, all I could say was, “Does Maddy know about . . . your . . . about you?”

“As a matter of fact, she does know. She thought that you might enjoy tonight, and from what I’m seeing, you really are!” She paused, looking at me and grinning, and said, “I have a feeling that you will definitely enjoy what comes next.”

I was now very curious, and I had enough information to leave if that’s what I really wanted, but I didn’t. I wanted to stay and enjoy whatever this gorgeous and very sexy creature had planned next. She never took her eyes off of me and stepped out of her G-String, the straps from her black, sheer pantyhose still attached to her girdle.

“Now get on your knees and face the head board of the bed Donnie,” she said, not like a request, but more like an order.
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Chapter 3

Iwas in a trance of desire, and I did as I was told, curious. Sarah reached into her bag and pulled out a half-used tube of K-Y Jelly, and smeared a generous helping all over my asshole, and sticking her index finger deep into my ass. I let out a soft moan – pain and a strange pleasure mixed together. She let out a soft laugh and put the rest of the gel all over her she - cock, which gave mine some pretty good competition in the size department.

“Now stay still honey, and prepare yourself. This may be a little uncomfortable, but then . . . but then, I know you won’t want me to stop.”

She spread my butt cheeks apart with her hands, and I felt something like the head of a mushroom press up against my asshole, which flattened a bit when it touched me, but there was a very hard core underneath that, and it slowly made its way inside my nether region. I reflexively tensed up. The head of her cock pressed up against the sides of my asshole, and buried itself in me. She went in and out with the slightest motion and around in a circle like a wooden mixing stick in a bowl of cake batter.

My boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I learned later to call it, was pulling her cock inside of me deeper and deeper. She picked up speed and it caused me intense pain, welling up past my limits of tolerance, and becoming mixed with an indescribable pleasure, the likes of which I had never known before.

I moaned, and Sarah purred with delight. This strange dance of ours continuing until she was all inside me, stretching me to my limit. I was being teased; she hit my “P-Spot” over and over again, and my cock was as hard as a fire iron, pre cum leaking out from it. I was so close to blowing my load, but she slowed down.

“Touch my balls,” she said softly. So I obliged the lady and, balancing myself on one elbow, I reached around and grabbed her ball sack, caressing it gently with my fingertips, and she picked up speed again. Instinct told me I had to grab hold of my cock tightly, and as I did so, an intense ball of pleasure grew inside me, causing me to yell out and shoot my load a second time that night onto her bed sheets.

At the same time, I felt a wet warmth all through my boy pussy or “bussy,” and her thrusting increased. Her hands which were flat against my ass cheeks, now dug into me with her nails and she hissed through clenched teeth.

Now she pulled out of me, satiated, as a stream of her jizz leaked down my butt cheeks. I was soon treated to a new sensation as she turned over onto her back and used her tongue to lick her jizz off every part of my ass.

It was not only the sides of my ass, but she licked the skin on the top and bottom of my little cherry, and then stuck the tip of her artful tongue inside me, causing me to moan again. I never had an orgasm like this before, and now there was no doubt as to where my allegiances lie.

“So how did you enjoy your first ‘sissygasm’ Donnie?” she asked softly, cradling my cheeks between her palms.

“Unbelievable. It feels like a whole new world opened up to me Sarah.”

“And a whole new ass opened for me,” Sarah said, laughing. “If I didn’t have a feeling you’d enjoy it Donnie, I never would have done it. Oh, by the way, I just want you to promise me something.”

“What’s that?” I asked, curious.

“I want you for myself – all for myself,” she said, and kissed me deeply.

“What does that mean exactly?”

“It means, I don’t care who else you fuck, but I always want you to come home to me, understand?”

“Sure, ok. You’ve introduced me to a whole new side of myself, Sarah, I owe you that much. No, wait,” I said, realizing that sounded funny. “I want you very much.”

“So do I Donnie. We can have so much fun together, look,” she said as she opened up the top of her dresser drawers. Inside there was a whole array of sex toys: Dildos, butt plugs, cock rings, cock cages, vibrating dildos – the works.

“Wow, I’ve never seen all this stuff before.” That wasn’t really true. I’d seen them a lot before, in use as a matter of fact, on YOUTUBE videos.

“Yes, and we’re going to have so much fun dressing you up, and going shopping together. How do you like that?”

“Very much, I can’t wait.”

“That’s a good boy. Now, here, let’s have a cigarette together,” she said as she pulled out two Virginia Slims 120s from her black, leather bag. She thought a moment, looked at me and smiled. “Maddy was right about you.” I didn’t respond to that; I knew what she meant.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

So how was your date with Sarah last night,” Maddy asked me when we met for lunch on the quad. She had that knowing smile I’d seen so many times.

“Uh, it was nice. We just hung out in her room and talked,” I said, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

“Donnie,” Maddie said. “I felt that it was much more than just ‘talking.’ You know we can’t hide anything from each other,” she said, referring to that strange “twin connection” we shared.

“I know exactly what happened, and I don’t judge. In fact, I’m really glad for you. I think you and Sarah make a cute couple.”

“I was surprised that she told you about herself,” I said.

“I’ll admit I was surprised, and her secret is safe with me Donnie.” Then she looked at me with a devilish grin. “I also know that sexually she blew the roof off of you!” I felt uncomfortable discussing it further with Maddy because she was, after all, my sister.

Sheepishly I said, “Yes she did indeed ‘blow my roof off!’”

“Are you excited about your date with Frank and us on Saturday?” I asked her.

“Yes, as a matter of fact I am. It’ll be cool, the four of us going out. Especially now, you and Sarah won’t feel like complete strangers!”

That, we certainly were not.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

So the rest of the week flew by, and it was Saturday. Frank and I waited in our room for the girls to show up.

Sarah and Maddy came in together, both smiling. I knew that Maddy had seen Frank earlier in the week on Wednesday night, the day after my explosive evening with Sarah. The “twin thing” was very strong in the room, and I knew that Frank and Maddy were completely inseparable. I was glad for her. She seemed to really enjoy Frank’s company.

At the football game, there was just as much action in the stands between me and Sarah as there was on the field. Whenever she could, she would sneak a grab at my cock, and kiss me deeply on the mouth. Frank did the same with Maddy, but I suppose because I was there, he kept it toned down a bit.

Other than that, it was just a normal double date. We showed our school spirit, but unfortunately it didn’t help, We lost twenty-eight to fourteen.

I began to see Sarah every chance I could – on the weekends, twice during the week, any time. She introduced me to those sex toys she had in her dresser drawer. I knew that I could never have sex with a biological woman, she had me hooked.

One morning Maddy called me on my cell phone and said that she absolutely had to meet me for lunch in the quad today, that it was matter of “great importance” to her. I was guessing that it had something to do with Frank, and it turned out that I was right.

I was already seated at a bench eating a tuna sub, when I saw her, books curled in her arms hurrying towards me. She was breathing hard as she sat down next to me.

“Hi Maddy, what’s up? Did you forget your lunch?”

“Oh shit! You’re right Donnie. I was in such a hurry that I forgot to buy anything.”

“You like tuna, right?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Okay, here, take the other half of mine.”

“Thanks bro’,” Maddy said and laughed.

“Now, what’s so urgent that we have to meet so secretively in the quad. Why couldn’t you come to our room, or even Sarah’s room?”

“Well, when I get ideas, I like to act on them fast before I forget them.” Maddy had on her face that this is a twin thing expression. She was grinning from ear to ear and laughing. Her laugh was infectious, and I was laughing too. I calmed down and caught my breath.

“Okay, out with it sis.”

“Well, you’ll think I’m crazy, but it’s complicated . . . and fun!!”

“Go ahead, I’m all ears. I’m your twin brother after all.”

“Precisely! I’d like to play a prank on Frank, and YOU are the only one who can help me.”

“I’m listening, go ahead.

“Well, next Saturday he wants me to go to the Roadhouse Boys concert with him.”

“Hold it – The Roadhouse Boys? What, are you becoming like mom and dad? They’re like, like, Air Supply for God’s sake and probably older too!”

“I don’t know, Frank likes that stuff. Maybe he thinks I’ll jump his bones after it’s over or something like that. But I think it’s cute, and I will jump his bones afterwards.”

“So, where do I come in?

Maddy had that grin again, and the twin thing kicked in. “Oh no! No, no, no! I can’t do that to Frank!” I was adamant.

“Look, I already spoke to Sarah about it, and she thinks it’s hysterical; and so do I!”

What Maddy wanted me to do was to dress up like her and go to the concert with Frank. I could make my voice sound just like hers, and afterwards, when we got back to our room, I would seduce him – and “surprise” him.

“Maddy, Frank is my best friend. What’s going to happen to our friendship when all of a sudden I whip out my dick?”

“That’s the fun part Donnie. When I told Sarah about it she couldn’t stop laughing. Come on brother, where is your spirit of adventure, your sense of humor?”

“Maddy, he doesn’t know I’m trans, and he might even get violent. I don’t know how he’ll take it!”

“When you tell him it’s for me, he’ll understand. Trust me. We’ll all laugh about it for a long time.”

“Pleeeeeze Donnie? When have you ever turned down one of my crazy ideas before??”

She did have a point, we did have a history of practical jokes, but this was crossing a line. I wasn’t sure. I sighed and told her: “Okay Maddy, I’ll think about it and let you know for sure later today, good?”

“Thanks Donnie! I’m gonna give you a big hug in advance!” She hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. “You’re the best twin brother a girl could ever have, you know that?”

“Yes, I do Maddy.”

Who knows? Truth be told, I was curious to see Frank’s face when I did “the big reveal.” I kept telling myself that I wasn’t gay, but dressed as a woman, being “trans,” I didn’t consider the act itself to be objectionable. I was, to tell the truth, curious about Frank.

❤️❤️❤️
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So, you’re really going through with this, huh?” Sarah asked. “I told Maddy I think it would be a real pisser Donnie!”

“You’re not angry, or jealous, Sarah?”

“No, remember I told you the first night, that it would be okay for you to ‘do things’ with others, but that you always had to come back to me, right?” she said, and came up close against me and kissed me deeply on the mouth. That always got me as hard as a rock, and she pressed up against me to bring the point home; so, before I could say anything else, my large cock was inside her mouth, and she was hungrier than ever before.

After the dust settled and we both were spent, she said, “Now we have work to do, and get you an outfit that is beyond the bounds of what Maddy might normally wear.” Maddy was “vanilla” with Frank, from what I knew and sensed about her, as well as what Frank had told me, but they were happy which is all that mattered, really.

Sarah was looking over outfits in her closet and said “hummm, slut.”

“What was that?” I asked, making sure I heard her right.

“I think your sister should be a slut for the concert,” she said as she continued rummaging through the large selection on the hangers in her closet.

“I think we’ll go with the ‘Goth look.’ I mean, you like it when I’m all decked out in black leather and dark lipstick and makeup, right?” She was right. It was a big turn-on for me, a bit out of character for my sister, but that was part of the fun; to see how Frank would like it.

So Sarah picked out a black leather bustier, with laces up the front, a black laced bra with the silicone implants. As a side note, I had made up my mind to transition fully as Sarah had done in the near future, so the silicone things wouldn’t be needed anymore. But now, they were a necessity.

She gave me a black leather skirt with a high slit up the sides, and black fishnet stockings that hooked onto a garter belt on top of my black panties. I would also wear a gaff for the first time, so Frank wouldn’t feel my cock when he brushed up against me.

Then she reached to the top shelf of her closet for a Styrofoam head which had on top a long black wig with purple highlights. She took the wig off and placed it on my head.

“Oh Donnie, I really love you with the longer wig on. It’s making me very horny.” So now I knew we would fuck again after my dress up session was over with – and I’d be wearing the wig.

I would have to get dressed in Sarah’s room on Saturday night before Frank picked me up. The real Maddy would have to be somewhere else that night. After a very hot send off, I made my way back to Frank’s and my dorm room.

“Donnie, you sure I can’t convince you and Sarah to come with us Saturday night? They still have tickets available; you know.”

“No, but thanks Frank. Sarah and I have to study for a big psych test on Monday, otherwise we would love to come. Maybe we can find something for next weekend, okay?”

“Sure roomie, no problem. Hey, your sister is really special, you know? I love being with her.”

I was laughing to myself inside, but I said to him: “That’s nice to hear Frank. You guys make a cute couple.”

“Just one thing though Frank. Don’t make me an uncle yet, okay? I think it would kill my parents.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Saturday finally rolled around. Sarah and I did have a big psych test on Monday, but we were both good students, and didn’t have a hard time preparing during the week. Great sex is the best way to prepare for an exam anyway; at least to set the mood for studying.

I came over to Sarah’s with dinner, and she was just finishing the makeup job on me. I made sure that Frank was in our dorm room. I wanted Maddy to check me out before “my date” with Frank, and I didn’t want him to pop in unannounced and ruin the surprise.

She put deep purple eye shadow, and heavy black eyeliner and mascara on me, along with black lipstick – total Goth. I really loved the look. I also loved the gaff inside my G-String panties too.

She lit a cigarette, and gave me one, which made my cock hard again, and stepped back to look at me. I stood up from the vanity chair and looked too. The elbow length gloves were a very nice touch, and I looked fantastic. I laughed to myself. Frank would be totally blown away. Maddy gave me some details about Frank that only she would know, and our unique “twin connection” supplied me with all the other stuff I would need to know.

“Well how do you like it lover boy?” Sarah said with a nice amount of pride, wrapping her arms around me and putting her chin on my shoulder as we both stared at my reflection.

“I think if being a clinical psychologist doesn’t work out for you, then you can be a great cosmetologist,” I said laughing. Sarah playfully pinched my ass for that.

It was time for me to go into Maddy’s room and wait for Frank to pick me up. Maddy went into town and stayed at a girlfriend’s house.

At about seven o’clock, Frank knocked on Maddy’s door, and I took a deep breath before letting him in.

“Hi Frank,” I said in the sultriest Maddy voice I could muster. Frank wavered a bit in the door frame, and I thought he would fall over into the hallway. His eyes were totally wide open, and his mouth was shaped in a big “O.” I grabbed him by his wrists and pulled him back into the room. He was speechless.

“Maddy?” he said in shock, squinting and blinking his eyes rapidly. “What the hell, I mean, what . . .”

“Shushhhh Frank, it’s me,” I said, not letting go of his wrists. I thought I would ‘spice up’ my appearance for once and see how you liked it! Well, do you???”

Frank came back to Earth, and just stared, unable to move or to say anything. I smiled, couldn’t help laughing and asked him if he wanted a drink. He needed some of the hard stuff. I knew Maddy had a bottle of bourbon hidden away in her closet in the top for toasts and celebrations. But this time, it was for ‘medicinal’ purposes.

“Yes,” he said a bit calmer but still totally confused, “I’ll have one.”

“Good, here you go,” I said, keeping my eye on the poor guy, thinking he might still faint.

“So now I’ll ask you again Frank. Do you like it? I thought I would ‘go Goth’ just for a laugh, and some sexual arousal.”

I sat him on the bed and kissed him hard and passionately on the lips. Holy shit, I thought. I’m kissing Frank – my roommate! It was more pleasant than I expected, and underneath my gaff, my cock was very hard. I wound my tongue around his, we were both breathing hard, and I grabbed his cock, through his trousers. I had on long, black, fake nails.

He broke off suddenly. “Hey Maddy, what’s up? I taste smoke on your breath. Since when do you” I placed my index finger, also smelling like smoke over his lips.

“It’s my new thing. I like to smoke when I get dressed up. This is me being the total slut – just for you.”

Frank was bewildered and said nothing. Now he pulled me closer to him and continued kissing me. I wanted to leave for the concert. I wanted more time for our first time, not a “quickie,” for many reasons. When I was dressed en femme, and my name for Frank was “Maddy,” I noticed that I was looking forward to hooking up with him. I was attracted to my roommate as a lover would be. New experience entirely. It was an exciting time. The only question was how would he take it?

I had no interest for other guys at this point, just my one shemale – Sarah. I didn’t know where my journey would take me. We both stood up, knowing it was time to leave, but if Frank’s super hard on was any indication, we would finish this later. He held me close to him, his eyes still roaming over my body.

“So, when did you decide that this was to be the ‘new you?’” Frank asked, more amused than angry. I think he liked it.

“Oh, I don’t really know, I was just thinking that maybe we could add some spice to our relationship, that’s all.”

Frank nodded his head, like saying, okay.

The concert was packed, which was surprising. I guess 80’s punk was still a thing. I was very attuned to guys ogling me, and it felt good. I enjoyed being an attention grabber of the “opposite sex.” I think Frank was a bit jealous of all the attention I got. For one thing, I stood out from the others – definitely not typical college dress, and we didn’t have a Goth sorority on campus. It even turned me on seeing him jealous.

This was the first time I went out in public as a shemale, which I liked to call myself. It sounded more authentic than “cross dresser,” or “transgender,” and I enjoyed it. I felt like the “real me.” Donnie was a soon-to-be part of a past life.

❤️❤️❤️
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During the concert, Frank held my hand, and I leaned over from time to time and kissed him. We didn’t do any more. I was not, and I knew that Frank wasn’t some sort of an exhibitionist.

We stopped off at the college snack bar for a burger and fries, on our way back to the room.

Frank had accustomed himself to “Maddy’s new look,” and I was as horny as fuck. It might sound selfish, but I didn’t really care how this little practical joke would affect my twin’s relationship with her boyfriend.

Hardly had we entered Maddy’s room, but Frank spun me around, faced me and kissed me, holding me around the waist. I was glad I was wearing the gaff because my balls were aching and swollen, filled with lots of spunk, and my seven-inch cock was throbbing. I could feel Frank’s hard on through his trousers.

I slid my tongue over his, and without breaking contact we moved to the bed. I broke off from his lips and began kissing his neck. He wanted to grab my tits, but I gently pulled his hands away. He must have been surprised, since he probably did that with my sister a lot, but I had “other things” to show him.

“Say,” he said coming up for air. “Could I see you smoke? I have to admit I find it very sexy for a hot girl to smoke in front of me, especially the long, all-white cigarettes like yours.”

Well, well. It seemed Frank had a bit of a smoking fetish going on there too. That turned me on even more. So I would give him a show. Good thing I placed an ashtray in Maddy’s room tonight before Frank came. It belonged to Sarah.

“Sure Frank. I could use one now anyway,” I said. Slowly and deliberately, I pulled a Virginia Slims 120 from my leather bag, and put it between my lips after applying another coat of black lip gloss. “Frank, would you like to light me up please,” I said, handing him my silver butane lighter.

“Love to!”

I handed him the lighter and held the cigarette down by the middle of the long, white filter, and placed it in the flame that Frank just made with a click.

I did a French inhale, staring at him as I did so, blowing a stream of blue smoke right at his face.

He was shifting around on the bed, and I smiled because I knew his cock was throbbing at this point. “Frank,” I said, “do you enjoy smoky blow jobs?”

“Fuck yeah I do! I mean, I think I would, sure. Wow Maddy, I think I’d like you to dress like this all the time.”

“My pleasure, honey.”

I made Frank lie down on the bed on his back, and I straddled him, unzipping his pants and undoing his belt; throwing off his shoes and pulling his pants off.

I left his under shorts on, playing with his cock, the tips of my long, black fake fingernails stroking him up and down. He hissed his pleasure through gritted teeth.

“Oh my God Maddy, I’m gonna cum right here.”

“Easy soldier, keep standing at attention,” I said. “You’re not dismissed yet. I’ll tell you when.”

I pulled his boxers down. I had always wondered what my roommate’s cock looked like in the raw, and I wasn’t disappointed in the least. His fleshy, pink tip was calling out to me as I knelt over him and gently kissed his cock. I took a deep drag of my cigarette and fully covered the head of his cock and blew out a stream of smoke, coming out the sides of my mouth.

The black lip gloss I wore, painted him, and now I used only my tongue, making circles around his head, which caused him to moan with delight. I kept doing this, and I felt a drop of pre cum inside my mouth; sweet and salty.

Now I got serious, and I put my whole mouth on top of him, forming a tight seal with my lips; tongue playing with him, making circles around the girth of his cock. Frank let out a low moan, and grabbed the top of my silky hair and pressed it against his bare groin and tummy.

I got myself into a good rhythm, sliding up and down, going faster and faster, rubbing my crotch on his thigh, my own pre cum wetting the inside of my gaff. I felt that Frank was about to blow his load inside my mouth when suddenly I pulled off of him.

His eyes flew open. “Maddy what the fuck??”

“I want you to fuck me now Frank.” I had him at the point where he would be willing to do anything I felt. The next few minutes would see.

I was still straddling him, took a last drag and finished my cigarette, stubbing it out in the ashtray. I gripped his cock with all my fingers, giving it a good stroking.

Before he could take me up on it, I turned around on him. My dress was off, and I was only wearing my G-String, the straps from my pantyhose were unfastened. I loved the feel of the G-String strap between my butt cheeks, gently caressing my bussy.

“Frank,” I said, pleading, “can you please fuck my ass? I think you’ll like it. It’s a lot tighter than my pussy!”

“Wow Maddy, you’re certainly full of surprises!” Oh Frank, I thought. If you only knew!

The dear boy was putty in my hands, and I pushed the G-String aside, my ball sack well hidden from view. My bussy was a cute, cherry red. I had been practicing with Sarah’s assorted dildos and of course with Sarah herself, so I was no beginner at this anymore, but I was still nice and tight.

I reached into my black leather handbag which lay on the floor and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing out a nice blob in my palm. I smeared it over my hole and reached behind me and covered it over Frank’s cock which was still moist from his pre cum.

I didn’t wait for him to tell me to start, I backed right against his cock. He spread my butt cheeks apart and placed his cock at the entrance of my pleasure cave, slowly pushing against him.

He hissed again as the tip of his end entered me just a bit, and he went in and out of me slowly. I think he didn’t want to hurt me, but I was an animal at this point, I craved him inside me. I was greedy. “You don’t have to be so gentle Frank. I want you to ram me good!”

Without saying a word, he went all in, back and forth, making audible gasps because of my tightness against his sensitive skin. I reflexively moved my ass up against him, feeling his curly pubic hair on my ass, and his ball sack smacking against me. It was delightful. I was hooked now, for sure.

“Faster Frank, faster,” I pleaded. He obliged me, and I felt his fullness inside me; the strange mixture of pain and pleasure coming together in my nether regions, getting ready for the big sissygasm I was about to have.

I felt Franks fingertips squeezing my ass, and he let out a long moan, as I felt a liquid warmth all inside my bussy, surrounding his cock. He was cumming, long spurts of thick, creamy spunk, running down the sides of my buttocks. At the same time, I exploded inside my gaff, spurt after spurt, making the outside of my black panties wet. I moaned loudly too.

“Don’t stop Frank!” I yelled. He obliged me and kept going, until he pulled out of me, and with that, a waterfall of jizz rolled down my ass. Surprising me, Frank pulled out of me, and stuck his head underneath me and licked up the remaining result of his climax. It felt wonderful, almost as good as Sarah. His tongue tip entered my bussy, and made me squeal, soaking up the remains of his orgasm.

I turned around and kissed Frank deeply on the lips, tasting his cum on my tongue.

Now it was time for me to have another cigarette, and Frank was there with my lighter again. We kissed some more, him enjoying my smoky taste.

“Wow Maddy,” he said. “I never expected anything like that before! You have really changed, and I love it, but something feels ‘off,’ I can’t place my finger on it.”

“You’re just not used to the new me Frank, that’s all,” I said, trying to stay in character, but grinning inside from ear to ear. We made small talk a bit when I announced, “It’s my turn now Frank.”

“What do you mean?” he said. “I heard your moaning and felt you stiffening. You came, right?”

“Umm, not quite,” I said, probably puzzling the dear boy.

We were both on our knees now, facing each other. He looked at me puzzled because I was smiling at him. My heart began to race because I didn’t know how he would take it. He was my roommate after all. Still I went ahead with my plan.

❤️❤️❤️
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Islowly stuck my fingers under the front of my panties and gaff, not taking my eyes off of Frank, pulled them down, revealing my very large “boy clitty.”

Frank’s eyes became as huge as saucers, and he looked as if he was trying to remember if he had taken some sort of hallucinogen. He must have stared for two minutes, shaking his head, a look of bewilderment on his face, and reaching out to touch my cock. He was staring at it, and once he was satisfied as to its authenticity, he looked at me, squinting his eyes.

“Donnie???”

“Yes Frank, it’s Donnie (and I laughed) in the flesh.”

“Wait, WHAT THE FUCK DUDE??”

I was honest with Frank as I told him about my experience with Sarah and the doubts and ideas that I had about my sexual identity all my life.

Then I said, “You’re not going to tell me you didn’t enjoy it, are you?”

“Uh, no . . . of course not. But does the real Maddy, your sister know about this?”

“Yes she does. It was her and Sarah’s idea actually. We were curious about how you would react.”

“Oh, I see,” Frank said sounding far away. I guess he needed a little time to process all of this.

“Now are you gonna let me finish or not??”

When he didn’t answer me I said, “Come on now Frank, you’re not gonna cheap out on me are you? Trust me, I remember my first time. It’s unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before. It makes a regular orgasm seem like a sneeze – believe me.”

Frank nodded his head, curious maybe, a bit more than he should be. Interesting; this would have to be investigated at a later date.

I positioned Frank facing the head of the bed and I got behind him, taking out the tube of K-Y Jelly again.

This time, it was him who got the coating on his ass, and I placed a nice helping on my cock, which got hard immediately.

“Now Frank, you may feel some fullness, but then soon you’ll feel lots of pleasure welling up inside you.” I didn’t tell him that the first time was as painful as all fuck, but it was too late. I needed this. The thought of fucking my roommate was too overpowering for me to deny.

I spread his ass cheeks apart with my hands and moved closer, my “she cock” glistening from the jelly on it. I placed my tip just on top of his bussy and moved it around and around the outside of it, making him moan. That surprised me. I think he was into the idea; more than I thought he would be.

I stopped moving my cock around and aimed straight for the center of his bussy and entered with just the tip of my head. I heard him groan as his ass parted for the first cock of his life. Everyone’s got to start somewhere I said to myself.

I went slowly, placing more and more of myself into Frank with each gentle thrust. I didn’t want to rip him apart, but part of me wished he was more experienced. I laughed to myself. I loved horror movies and it felt like I was making a new vampire!

His ass started to move with my rhythm, overcoming it’s shyness. More and more of me moved inside of him, and he hissed through his clenched teeth, and started to stiffen.

“Relax Frank,” I said softly. “Don’t clench so much.”

I took some liberties with his inexperience and tried hard to please him. I moved my cock around inside him, each circle drilling deeper and deeper. I was at the end of my limit, Frank’s groans of pain, now becoming pleasure, and he was really taking over with his thrusts, backing up onto me.

Now I was free to go faster and faster, and he felt so good, good, and tight. I was sure I would blow a huge load inside of him. Just at that thought, I saw Frank grab his cock with a fist and moving it up and down. He let out a yell, and dumped a huge amount of spunk onto the sheets in front of him.

His excitement, coupled with my own arousal made me cum too, my she cock filling up his ass with warm, wet jizz. Drops of it ran down the sides of his ass, as he was still shooting out spurts of his own jizz.

I slowed my thrusting down and pulled out of his newly deflowered ass. I wasted no time in placing my head under his butt and licking up the residue of my cum, and tonguing his ass.

He enjoyed that too, and groaned.

“So how did you like that Frank? I know it’s a lot to process for one evening, right?”

He laughed. “What do you think?”

“I think you enjoyed it – more than you would admit to. I would even go so far as to say we’ll be doing this again. Does that make you happy?”

“Yes it does, but what about Maddy?”

“Maddy will be very happy I think, because now the both of us can share you – and Sarah too! How does that sound?”

“Sarah?” he asked, eyes wide open. “Is she . . .”

“Transgender? Yes Frank, she is. In fact, she’s sort of my mentor, just like I’m yours.”

“I have to admit, I never thought I would say it, but it felt good. I mean, I feel good about myself, and I’m sure as hell looking forward to the four of us getting together.”

“Wow Frank, that’s really something. Now let me ask you. How do you feel about dressing up?”

Frank gave me a devilish grin. “Of course I will. Now, please give me one of your cigarettes.”
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MISS SISSY MADISON

A First Time Feminization, Transgender Romance


Being drunk had a lot to do with it. Many great ideas are born out of a pint or a bottle. Most times they fall flat once you sober up and realize how stupid they are or how the hell did I ever think of that?

My name’s Craig, I’m a twenty-year old junior at James Madison University, one of the more prestigious small colleges in Vermont. It’s in a sleepy little college town, and I was majoring in budding alcoholism and minoring in low grades. Most of my friends who started out that way as freshmen quickly grew out of the drunk and stupid phase, but not me. I proudly carried our frat tradition into the latter years of my college education.

It was the beginning of March, and one of our grand college events was the “Miss Madison” contest. It was a fun time on campus, and for a week, the contestants would go around, have little support rallies, throw parties, or whatever they wanted to do to get votes. As a sign of the times, the pageant was open to biological or trans women too.

At the end of the week, the contestants; one from each dorm, independents, or frat, or sorority, would come to the student union, parade around on a stage, maybe sing, do an act, dress any way they wanted to, and try to get more votes. The voting would be by text, like American Idol, or one of those home voting shows.

It was a Friday night, and my buddies and I were in the college Rathskeller doing what we did best – playing drinking games with pitchers of beer. We all belonged to the same frat, Sigma Nu, which did a lot of community service, and participated in a lot of campus events. We were under a lot of pressure from the college Greek council to participate in the Miss Madison contest.

My chapter president, Louis, was not a willing participant. No one had asked us to be part of the pageant at least in the three years that I had been part of it, but since we were known for our tradition of community service which included the college, he couldn’t really say “no” and besmirch our campus reputation. The only question of course, was which one of us would be willing to be a contestant. None of us wanted to do it, but Louis insisted.

So, at about nine o’clock, we were properly pickled enough to be willing to take part. We joked around a lot as to who would be chosen to represent us. James, the vp of the frat, decided that we should draw straws. There were six of us at the table.

“Hey guys,” James said, slurring his speech before the actual drawing began, “I think it shhould be Craig (hiccup).”

Even in my drunken state, I had enough sense and pride to say “No, not me guys. I don’t know the firsht thing about makeup.”

“You don’t have to know nuthin’ bout makeup, there are girls who can help you look shexy . . . ,” James said.

Then Louis butted in. “We should draw shtraws firsht before we get carried away with this. We can forsh whoever the lucky pershun is who draws the shtraw after that.”

My head and the floor were spinning. I could tell tomorrow morning I would have my face in my room’s waste pail, so I said nothing.

James walked drunkenly up to the bar and asked for mixing straws and a scissor, cutting one of them short, barely missing his finger. He brought all six of them back to our table.

The first to draw was Kurt. It looked normal size, and he heaved a sigh of relief. Doug and Lance each drew regular size. Next, James and Louis drew, and wouldn’t you know it, theirs were all regular size. I was the lucky one by default. Immediately I was thinking up excuses.

Louis saw me looking uneasy, and immediately he put his hand up. “No, no, we did dish fair and shquare, Craigie, and it’s you,” he said pointing an unsteady finger at me for emphasis. “Beshides,” he said with a grin on his face, and making a show of looking me over, “I think you’ll really make a convinshing girlie girl.”

I didn’t have to ask him why, and because of the alcohol he probably would have said some rather embarrassing things to me about why I was a natural, but he didn’t go there. I was tall, lanky, and thin, with a smallish nose and lips that were small and thin enough to pass for a girl.

I considered myself to be straight and also a bit “curious,” which I took for granted as being an adolescent growing into manhood. I enjoyed looking at different porn sites. The ones that fascinated me were the ones that featured a beautiful, sexy woman with big cleavage, a “misty look” in her eyes, curvy body, and then – surprise, a big, hard dick hanging between her legs.

There was one website in particular that I visited over and over again, featuring a trans woman, wearing trashy makeup, hookerish clothing, and using sex toys to pleasure herself with.

I told myself that this was normal, a novelty, as long as I didn’t cross certain boundaries – like act out on my fantasies. The fact is, I was still a virgin, so my explorations were innocent.

I really wanted no part of this pageant because I tried to “outgrow” these desires, what I considered to be an unhealthy aspect of my lifestyle. But, being honest with myself, I got quite a hard on when the topic was brought up.

I acted against it in front of the guys, because if I jumped at the chance, I was afraid they might ask some uncomfortable questions, and in college, reputation is everything – even for a nobody like me.

Another side of my “interest” was that I was drawn to attractive women, straight or trans, who smoked the long, girly, all-white 120 cigarettes. After doing a little research trying to find out why, and fearing that I might be mentally ill, I discovered that I had a fetish – for smoking.

It horrified me, and so I made a promise to myself that when I got to college I would do away with that part of my life. But that, along with my interest in trans websites was still rattling around in my subconscious.

So when I sobered up the next day, I was really glad that it was me, because it would give me the excuse to explore, to dress in public without raising any suspicions. All I needed to do was to hide my excitement from my friends.

A bit of pride came through too because I didn’t think any of my friends could make a convincing woman. I knew that I was best suited for this. How my life would change if I actually won, I didn’t want to think about just now.
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_____________________________

_________________

I

t was about three weeks until the pageant and I had plenty of time to prepare. The question was how? I did have a lot of girlfriends. Not the kind I would actually date, but just friends. In middle school and high school I was constantly bullied and made fun of because I always sat with girls at lunch, went places with them in groups, and was never really into sports, unless you consider Frisbee throwing a sport.

Here on campus I had a friend from the goth sorority, Margie. We met in an economics class. I went to her sorority house where she lived to try to get some advice. Margie was incredibly good looking, and as far as I knew she wasn’t seeing anybody.

She had long, black hair, wore heavy “goth makeup,” leather skirts with studs, long black fishnet garters, and black gloves that went up her forearms to her elbows. I thought a few times about asking her out, but I never mustered up the courage to do so.

To be honest, I even fantasized about her sometimes. She also smoked Virginia Slims 120 Menthols which turned me on even more. So one day, shortly after my friends “chose me” to be our frat’s Miss Madison contestant, I found myself at Margie’s sorority house.

“Hey Craig, how are you man, what’s up?” she said as she met me in the common room downstairs. Now this particular goth sorority was unique because aside from doing their sorority stuff, they threw parties, and catered to guys who were into cross dressing, some gay, some outright transgender women, so I felt, I don’t know; dare I say I felt like I belonged?

“Hi Margie, I was wondering if you could help me out with something.”

“Sure darling,” she said as she playfully wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “What can I do for you??”

“Well, you know The Miss Madison Pageant that’s coming up in a few weeks? My frat brothers, in a drunken moment at the Rat chose me to represent them in the pageant. I was wondering if you could . . . (I was stumbling to get it out) help me?”

“I’d be delighted to Craig, but you see our sorority has a candidate also, so,” she said playfully, “I’d really be helping the competition.”

“Are you serious now? I mean, come on, we’re friends. No one has to know.” She held her hand up.

“Come on honey, I was kidding with you! Of course I’ll help. When do you want to get started? I’ll even lend you a kick-ass outfit.” Then with a sly grin she said, “Who knows, you may actually come out as your true self.”

“Hey, wait a second, I think you misunderstand. I don’t need any help here. I’m straight and I’m only doing this to help out my frat,” I said defiantly. “What you see in front of you is my true self!”

Margie laughed with a sly look on her face. “Oh, of course, no worries or judgements. Whatever you say, I mean we’re friends, right?”

I smiled, and calmed down my defensive tone.

“Yes, we are,” I said feeling more comfortable. Margie was looking me over.

“Okay Craig, let’s go upstairs to my room, and we’ll see what I can do for you.” My hidden side was jumping up and down. I would try my best to hide my growing enthusiasm.

Once upstairs, she lit up a Virginia Slims, and I got hard immediately. My cock wasn’t small by any means, nor was it very large. I don’t know inches; I never took out a tape measure to get the data on “Mr. Happy.”

Margie’s room was done up in goth style, with an antique lampshade, a deep purple carpet, and a brass bed with a Victorian style canopy. She stood at the foot of the bed, smoking and looking at me.

“My Craig, look how hard you are!” I became flushed right away, afraid my secret would get out – and it did. “I see very clearly that you have a smoking fetish,” she said with a knowing grin. “Do I turn you on Craig?”

I was more embarrassed right then than I had ever been in my whole twenty years of existence. Sheepishly I answered, “Yes, I suppose you do.”

“I’ve heard of guys with smoking fetishes,” she said, as she took a deep, seductive drag. “But I’ve never seen one before in action,” she said and laughed.

“Okay, hold that thought – literally, if you want to,” she said, a lascivious grin on her face. “I’m going to get some clothes for you. Now, do you prefer to wear your boxers underneath, go full commando, or wear . . . you know, some really nice lingerie?”

I decided to try and play neutral, and I said to her, “Let’s see what you come up with.”

Margie, smiling at me went into a closet and pulled out a white cotton blouse, a black satin midi-length skirt with a high slit up the side, and a long, black wig like she wore. Next was the makeup case, but there was no lingerie. “I don’t think the goth look is for you Craig. Let’s see how you look with this stuff first.”

I slipped out of my t-shirt and jeans, and was standing there in front of her with an aching hard on that was pulsing, and almost painful; the hardest my cock had been in a long, long time.

Without saying a word, she pulled out a black bra with a hard cup, and a wide elastic chest band that would give me the illusion of cleavage. She threw it on the bed in front of me and said, “You really have to wear a bra Craig. That’s the only way this’ll work.”

I said nothing. Then Margie went to her dresser draws and pulled out a silk, black thong and threw it on the bed. It was like “throwing down the gauntlet” to me. Along with that was a pair of sheer nylon pantyhose with straps and a girdle – the works.

“Well, here’s where you have to decide. The only question is your cock. How will it look inside the pouch of this thong? Can I see?”

I slipped my boxers down slowly, and my erect, steaming cock was on full display for my friend to see. She whistled and said, “Wow, it’s really beautiful Craig – I love it! Yes, very, very nice. I’ll bet it feels and tastes really good too.” It all sounded so business like, and I felt like I was being played somehow, by a very skillful woman with an agenda.

I knew that she probably had a nice, tight pussy, and I assumed she was getting turned on. I know I was.

What can a guy say to that? “Would you perhaps like to touch it?” I asked trying my best to sound innocent.

She smiled at me and said “Sure, why not.” Her eyes locked onto mine and before I knew it, I had a lovely soft hand stroking the sensitive underside of my cock, fingers gripping around it, holding it tight. This was the first time a woman had done that to me.

“Something tells me Craig that this is a new experience for you, am I right? Don’t be embarrassed now.”

I had trouble getting my words out without revealing my excitement. “Yes, yes it is my first time. It feels really good.”

“Oh good, then I suppose you’ll really enjoy this,” and she slipped off her satin blouse and bra and nonchalantly lit a cigarette. She felt my cock pulse and smiled.

“Ummm, something tells me I’m doing a good job,” she said, purposely blowing a stream of smoke into my face.

I was standing by the side of her bed, and she knelt down in front of me on the floor, the silky laced pantyhose making a lovely swishing sound, and she placed her lips on the tip of my cock. She played with it, sticking her tongue out and rubbing it all around my head in a circle.

I watched, mesmerized as the dark purpIe lip gloss she wore painted my cock. I felt pre cum leaking out my tip, and I was trying to will myself not to cum, waiting for her to offer me her pussy. This was a day of firsts for me. Then she pulled off me. Hey, what the fuck is this, I wondered.

“How would you like to fuck me Craig? You know, like friends, just sociable.”

“Hell yeah,” I almost shouted. I would no longer be a virgin!

“Okay, just a sec.” She turned around with her backside facing towards me, lay with the top half of her body on the bed, knees on the floor, and pulled her short leather skirt down. I could see the purple G-String caress the crack of her ass. Then she did something totally unexpected; she moved her G-String to the side of her butt cheek, and said, “How would you like to take me this way? It really is very nice. Much nicer than a pussy even.”

“Sure, uhh . . . what do I do?” I said, trying not to sound dumb. But I didn’t have to worry – this was Margie.

“You don’t do anything yet,” she said as she reached over to her night table and pulled a tube of K-Y Jelly out of the drawer. “Believe me Craig, “ she said fiddling with the tube, “this will make it so much nicer – for you and for me!”

She took a generous helping and smeared it all over her little puckered cherry asshole, even sticking a finger inside, which made her gasp a bit. Next, she reached behind her and placed some on my cock. “I don’t want you cumming just yet dear.” God it felt so good. Now I knew what the guys meant when they said that hand jobs were the best.

“Okay, go!” and just like that I moved closer to her, and the tip of my cock explored her nether region. She moaned in delight as I rubbed it up and down her skin. “Here, hold this,” she said to me, passing me her cigarette from behind.

I was so fucking horny, and I thought that taking my first drag of her cigarette with the filter covered in purple lip gloss would make me cum right there. I put it to my lips, took a drag and inhaled. I coughed. Margie laughed.

“You’re first, I’m guessing?”

Getting hold of myself after my mini choking fit, I said, “Yeah.”

“Hah hah,” she laughed. “You’ll get used to it. You’ll have to smoke to be the complete little slut.”

I pushed inside her just a little bit, burying the tip of my cock through the cherry, puckered lips. Her skin felt so good and tight, hugging my boner. As I went farther, completely burying my head into her ass, she moaned and stiffened a bit.

“Come on Craig, do it hard and faster!”

She didn’t need to tell me. I went faster and faster, my ball sack slapping her ass cheeks, making a rhythmic “clicking noise.” I never felt anything like it. The sight of her luscious, black hair flowing down the side of her neck, and the smooth lines of her shoulders filled me with an unquenchable lust.

“Oh God, that’s it Craig, harder . . . faster, come on!”

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I let out a scream, “Here . . . I . . . come!!!” Just like that, I came with a torrent of white, creamy cum filling up her ass, warm liquid surrounding my cock, and running down the sides of her butt cheeks. I kept thrusting.

“Now, don’t stop and spank my ass, I’m a dirty slut!”

I smacked her ass once, twice, and then four times at her urging. I heard her moan and stiffen. It was her orgasm, and I could feel it run through her body. She was shagged completely to ruin. I pulled out, and my semi-erect cock had some glistening cum still on it.

She stood up, and my ropy cum was dripping down the inside of her legs. She put her G-String back in place. “Now I need a cigarette after that. You were magnificent Craig!”

“Here, take one. The sooner you smoke, you won’t cough as much. See, with a smoking fetish, the more hooked you get, the more gratification you’ll get. You will never get turned on by a non-smoker, believe me.”

She took out one for herself, and one for me, lighting both with her silver butane lighter. This time I didn’t cough as much but I was beginning to get a little light headed.

“Good, I see you’re getting used to it. Here, hold it like this,” she said and demonstrated, holding the cigarette down towards the filter near the tops of her first two fingers. I did so, and she said, “That’s it, you got it right!”

“Now you owe me something,” she said, in a way that had me wondering what exactly did she have in mind. “First, let’s get you dressed and made up. I want to see you become all you can be (borrowing a term from an army recruiting commercial). It was more like I was drafted than enlisted.
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Chapter Three

_____________________________

________________

We started with my favorite part. I had to try hard to hide my enthusiasm, not to let my excitement at being cross dressed become too obvious. I “reluctantly” picked up the silky black thong from the bed, and rubbed the fabric between my fingers. It was so soft and cool; I couldn’t help myself. I got hard almost immediately. Margie noticed right away.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” she asked rhetorically with mocked surprise, eyeing my massive hard on.

“Uh, what?”

“It seems that you enjoy holding and touching lingerie.”

“No, it just, it just feels different from anything I’ve touched before, that’s all.”

“You know what I think?” she said.

“No, what?”

“I think you have more than a smoking fetish Craig. I think you enjoy cross dressing!”

“But I’ve never done it before. The only reason I’m doing it now is for the pageant.”

“Okay,” she said, throwing her hands up and smiling. “Whatever you say.”

So, I pulled my boxers down, standing there in my birthday suit and stepped into the G-String, pulling it up over my ankles and up my legs, loving the silky feel as it rubbed against my skin, I adjusted it over my cock which was hard already, causing the material to “tent.” The back string settled comfortably between my ass cheeks, and it was incredible. I got a tingle all through my body, causing me to press my thighs together.

Nex to go on were the nylon panty hose, black, sheer silk with straps attached. All the time, Margie was watching me, moving her thighs together, obviously aroused too at seeing me.

Last, I put the bra on which held my chest together, giving me a nice illusion of cleavage. Margie whistled. “My how nice and sexy you come together Craig. Wait until I finish you up with the makeup and the wig!”

She took me into the bathroom before I had a chance to really look at myself. She seated me in a chair, and all I could see was my head. I knew all about makeup from the YOUTUBE videos and porn sites I visited. Margie had no idea I was skilled at that.

She did a wonderful job, maybe even better than the videos.

My eye shadow was an emerald green, matching my brown eyes. The wig was long, black with curls – like Margie’s, reaching down just past my breasts, and having a part in the middle. She did the mascara with a thick eyeliner and eyebrow pencil, and a glossy peach colored lipstick with lipliner.

Margie stepped back and looked at me, obviously satisfied with her work.

“Now it’s time for you to look, Craig. Here, have a cigarette with me.” So I took one and stood up from the chair.

“Here,” she said after lighting us both up, “go into the room and have a look at yourself,” she said with a knowing grin.

I looked at my reflection in the long mirror on the room door. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself! Margie was a magician.

“Well? What do you think?”

“I think I’m going to win the Miss Madison Pageant! Thanks Margie.”

“We’re not done here yet Craig. It would be a waste of my time and talent to have you just remove everything and go back to your frat house.”

“Wait a sec,” I said. “What about the clothing for the pageant. You said you’d help me out with those too?”

“Oh don’t worry dear, I will. But first, we have to make use with what I just created here.”

“And what would that be,” I asked, my curiosity peaked.

“Here,” she said. “Sit on the bed.”

So I sat on the bed and faced Margie. She looked me straight in the eyes and pulled her thong to the side. I was now looking at the largest cock I had ever seen. My feelings were one of amazement, because it was the last thing I would ever have expected, and to be quite frank here – lust.

I really loved the idea that the girl I was with had a cock. I suppose that my innocent little fetish had extended over into cross dressing, and sex with a transgender female; maybe even becoming one myself.

“How did you . . . when did you . . .”

Margie was laughing. “Craig, Craig. I’ve been transgender since high school. When I turned eighteen in twelfth grade I started hormone replacement therapy. This is like the third year I’m on it – I know you love what you see.”

When I didn’t respond, my mouth still hanging open, Margie said: “I knew since I met you Craig that there was a cross dresser inside you busting to come out. I didn’t expect it to be this way, but I suppose your entry in the pageant made it easier.” She paused, and said, “I knew you’ve been dying to fuck me and when you jumped at the chance to fuck my ass or my “bussy” as I like to call it, I had my suspicions about you confirmed. Am I right?”

I just nodded. “Now it’s your turn, Craig – you’re ‘grand entrance’ into the world you’ve desired I’ll bet since you entered puberty.”

“Come on now honey, hop over onto your knees and face the headboard.” Still in shock, I did as I was told.

“Wait a second!” I said, still trying to hold onto the last vestiges of heterosexuality, even if only in name. “I can’t do this, I’m . . . not like that!”

“STOP PRETENDING CRAIG, or I’ll take the makeup off, and the lingerie and the clothes back, and you’ll never be the Miss Madison contestant from your frat! How would your friends like that??” She was angry now, but right. I was ashamed of my outburst. I answered Margie sheepishly.

“I’m sorry Margie,” I said with a sigh. “You’re right. You’re really putting yourself out here with me, helping me and all, and I was . . . I was disrespectful.”

Margie was taken with my sincerity, and she came over to me and hugged me. “That’s okay Craig. Look, the first time I dressed, was a bit similar to you, but without a pageant. I was dating a transgender girl in high school. Now,” she said with fake anger, “get on your fucking knees, bitch!”

I did as I was told, and Margie picked up the tube of K-Y Jelly and ran it over my ass, even sticking a finger inside my asshole.

“Ohhhhh,” I hissed through my teeth. “I fucking love this.”

“Humm, you’ll love what’s coming up next, no questions about it!”

She put the excess jelly onto her cock, which was as big as a pirate’s sword.

My cock, not anywhere near the size of Margie’s was as big as could be. It was throbbing, even, hungry for what was to come. Fuck it, I would go with it.
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Chapter Four

_____________________________

________________

Margie was teasing me. She rubbed the tip of her cock onto my virgin asshole, and went all over from behind it, up to my ball sack, which she grabbed with her fingers; her long, fake nails pressing into me, sending shivers through my body.

Now her tip was doing a little “dance” over my hole, and pressed into it, making me want it. “Please Margie, do it,” I begged.

Margie laughed. “My, my, aren’t you the eager beaver.” I didn’t have to wait much longer. Her tip entered me, and I gasped, because the size of her head was bigger than anything I put into my ass (aside from a fever thermometer when I was a kid).

“This may hurt somewhat Craig, but I promise you, it’ll be worth it.”

Not waiting for my reply, she kept going. In and out, deeper, and deeper into me. I scrunched my fists together and grabbed the sheets. I didn’t want to cry out and have her think I was a wimp. Then she pulled out of me for a second to put some more K-Y on my asshole and on her pirate cock.

“Now, from the top, cowboy,” she said, playfully.

The second entry didn’t quite hurt so bad because she had broken me in a bit. Still it was painful, but in a way I had not experienced before. There was a lusty pleasure there that stiffened me again.

She went all the way in and out, first withdrawing slowly and then ramming me really hard. “Oh God, this is so good!” I exclaimed. Margie said nothing and kept going.

The feeling of pleasure was mixed in with the pain, unlike any pre-orgasm sensation I ever had. It welled up like a ball in my insides, and made me greedy for more. I met her forward thrusts with my own, backing up onto her cock, as her balls slapped my butt cheeks.

She kept at it, unrelenting, like she was teaching me a lesson. She was.

Pre cum was leaking out the tip of my cock, I was getting ready to blow the largest wad of jizz I ever did, and loving every moment.

Margie was making grunting noises. I didn’t want this to stop – ever. I felt Margie go faster and stiffen, her hands squeezing my butt cheeks together more. I now felt a warm, liquid enter my ass – she was coming inside of me now, spurt after spurt of jizz. She let out a loud “Ahhhhh . . .”

I gasped, “what the fuck?” So soon after I just came inside Margie, I grabbed my cock and came again. It was the most intense orgasm I ever had, spraying, thick, ropy white shots onto her bed sheet. I felt myself going blind for a moment, my eyes were rolling up into the back of my head. This was the climax I had been wanting all my life – all my fetishes and desires being filled at once.

Margie kept drilling me deeper and deeper. I didn’t want her to ever stop. But then she did and slowly pulled out of me. I could feel her jizz dripping down the sides of my no longer virgin ass.

That sensation was quickly replaced by a new one – her tongue licking all the cum from my ass, even sticking it into my ass. She sent shivers through me as she lapped up every droplet from my body. God, I wanted her to fuck me again. The question wasn’t if, but when.”

She pulled away from me, turning me around to face her. She kissed me deeply on the mouth. I could taste all my jizz from her mouth. It was a mix of salty and sweet.

“So how was that for your first time, Craig,” she asked, a hopeful expression on her face.

“I loved it Margie. I hope we can do this more!”

“Well, I still have to dress you now, don’t I, and teach you to walk in heels. We have about three weeks, right?”

“Yes, we do, that’s right.”

“Okay then,” she said, smiling. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow night – about eight then, ok?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.

So that’s how I started my new path to transgenderism. I didn’t win the Miss Madison competition, but my friends respected me for “taking one for the team.”

If they only knew.
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HIS INNER SISSY

A Secret Crossdresser Turned Transgender Female Sissy Lover


Chapter One

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas very excited to finally be in college. The large student body, anonymous, and self-absorbed, was perfect for me. I’m not a very social guy, I have a rather unassuming body build, slim and on the short side for a guy; five feet six inches tall. This has always created problems for me ever since middle school. In high school I was bullied mercilessly by the jock clowns who enjoyed “executive privilege” at my school.

My name’s Ronnie and after two years of working in retail, I was ready to start my journey towards an accounting degree. My family was overjoyed at the prospect of having me someday takeover the huge and highly respected accounting firm which my grandfather had built since he came home from the army after WWII.

I thought I could always change my mind later. I might use my business knowledge to open a women’s clothing boutique, where I could sell the clothing that I secretly desired and obsessed over.

Of course, this was something that I would never reveal to my parents. It would break their heart.

This may have some relevance to my story, I think. My job in retail was in sales; women’s clothing actually, at one of the big name chains in New York City. I needed the job, and maybe they picked me for that particular department because of my above mentioned slender build, and unobtrusive mannerisms, and my speech perhaps? I don’t know. Perhaps they thought I presented an “effeminate appearance,” and would be more acceptable as a salesperson for women’s clothing. I didn’t care, I just knew that I was good at what I did, and soon, the management, recognizing my organizational skills and good customer relations, made me the manager of the department after the first year.

In college, at a state school in upstate New York, I lived in “The Freshman Tower,” one of three large buildings where new students are required to live. Most of my friends were tripled up in rooms when they first got to campus, but somehow I lucked out by being assigned to a “double,” just one roommate.

The way it worked at school was that the guys on your floor, or at least some of them would be your immediate circle of friends. You had the outgoing types who were usually the life of the party, the quiet ones you never saw who spent all their time in the library, the jocks, and the middle-of-the-road types, like me, who did their fair share of studying, and spent the rest of their time hanging out at night in the common room or the snack bar across the street.

My roommate was an okay guy named Trevor who reminded me of myself in the sense that he wasn’t a jock, had almost an eidetic memory which made it seemed like he rarely studied and pulled good grades. Like me, he was a dual major in accounting and business.

There was somewhat of a “mysterious side” to Trevor that I was really curious about knowing a little bit more. At least two nights a week, he would take a gym bag and leave the dorm, and even ignored me once when I asked him where he was going. He would, like clockwork, leave at nine o’clock and then return around two in the morning, being extra quiet not to wake me up. One night I happened to be awake and watched as he opened his gym bag and put the contents of the bag into a large locked box on his top shelf.

I became obsessed with the box – wondering what was in it and why he kept it such a secret. People have personal possessions, but when they go to such lengths to hide stuff, what could it be, right? I’d think anyone would be curious. I know I was.

The next day I expected Trevor to say something about his biweekly nighttime excursions, but he didn’t. It was maddening. How should I approach him about it? Should I say something?

After deliberating, mostly thinking about it in class during lectures when I should have been paying attention, I decided to let it go until the next time I was awake when he came home. I’m usually a heavy sleeper, but that one night I was up.

I had lots of girlfriends; not a lot of dates, but just girls who were friends. I suppose they were attracted to me for the same reasons my former retail employers picked me for a management position – the understanding of women’s likes and tastes when it came to clothing. My girlfriends on campus would always take me back to their rooms and ask my opinions on jeans, camisoles, dresses, you name it; even panties. Whenever there was a fashion question, and being in college they were usually simple ones, the rule they went by was “ask Ronnie.”

One evening I was in my friend Laura’s room in the next high rise, which was for female students, and I told her about Trevor’s nightly excursions.

“He does this twice a week Laura. I’m really dying to know what’s so special about that bag that he keeps it locked up, and what he does with it wherever he goes.”

Laura thought for a minute and asked, “Well, why don’t you follow him some time and see where he goes. Do you think you can be covert enough? How is your ‘trade craft,’” she said, laughing.

“Yeah, maybe I should one night. It might be interesting, but I don’t want to do anything that would jeopardize our friendship. I mean, he is my roommate.”

“You have a point. Then the only thing to do Ronnie is to let it go unless he opens up to you one evening.”

I sighed, and said, “I guess you’re right Laura.”

“But now, you’ve got me curious!” she said.
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Chapter Two

_____________________________

_________________

So the next Tuesday rolled around, and I made sure I was in the room before nine o’clock. Trevor walked in about eight-thirty. He had just come from the library I was guessing, because he had a stack of books with him.

“Hey Trev, what’s up?” I asked.

“Oh you know, same old, same old. Getting ready for Reichman’s test on Friday. I know I don’t have to ask you Ronnie, you have a photographic memory. I don’t know how you do it; you just have to read a page once, and you have it memorized.”

“I’ve always been that way I suppose. Maybe it’s genetic. My dad was the same way.”

“Lucky you,” he said, not hiding his envy.

It got me to thinking. School aside, he didn’t talk much about dating, either men or women, and I wondered about his social life. He probably thought the same about me. I’d really given up on myself as far as dating women was concerned, resigning myself to always being “the best friend,” the “confidant.”

It was about a quarter to nine, and I thought I would give Trevor a one minute start and then try to tail him outside the building. He didn’t have a car, so, how far could he really go? It had to be a frat house or some place on campus he went to.

Trevor reached up and brought his lock box down from the shelf in his closet and pulled out the blue, strapped gym bag. His back was turned to me, but I could only guess that he was taking things out of his gym bag, or putting things into it.

At the same time, Dennis from the next room came in. “Hi guys,” Dennis said.

Trevor looked over his shoulder, stopping what he was doing and said, “Oh hey Dennis what’s going on?”

“Well, I was wondering if I could borrow Ronnie for a while. I need help with a financial accounting problem here that’s busting my brain.”

Trevor laughed. “You know Ronnie here has a photographic memory. He just reads a page of accounting, and he knows it – all of it. It’s really amazing. I’ve never seen anything like him before.”

“Oh, so the rumors are true then Ronnie? You’re exceptional at figuring this stuff out, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders, trying to hide my disappointment at what this would turn into. “I don’t know about being ‘exceptional,’ but I do have a knack for this sort of stuff.”

“Would you mind coming next door then to lend me a hand? Jack and Tom got the same problem. We thought we’d review for Friday’s Reichman test. Maybe we could form like a study group or something. We ordered two pizzas from Marinaro’s in town.”

Well now, pizza. How could I refuse. I guess my nighttime surveillance would have to wait. I sighed and said, “Okay Dennis, lemme grab my notes and I’m coming over.”

“Cool. You’re a lifesaver Ronnie!”

“Hey how about you Trevor? You wanna join our group?” Dennis asked.

“Uh, maybe some other time Dennis.”

“You going to the gym?” Dennis asked, nodding to Trevor’s full gym bag.

“Uh, no. I’m gonna work out with some friends on the other side of campus, and we go for a run.”

Yeah sure, I thought. A run that ends at two am.

“Okay Trevor, maybe some other time.”

“Sure Dennis, another time.”

So, albeit reluctantly, I grabbed my stuff, and followed Dennis out to his room.

When we got to Dennis’s room, I could see Trevor, gym bag over his shoulder going out the door for whatever secret mission he was on. My curiosity was killing me. I had to get inside that box.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________________

_________________

The study session lasted until about eleven o’clock. I got those guys straightened out, and now I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep until Trevor got back. When he did come, I would confront him about his biweekly excursions.

The pizza and beer made me a little sleepy, but not quite enough to make me fall into a fitful sleep. I came back to the room, using my key, and I noticed that Trevor’s closet was opened. But holy shit! The lock box on top was open. The combination lock was hanging there, steel lock glistening in the light from the lamp! Trevor must have been distracted by Dennis’s pleadings for me to come.

No power on Earth could stop me from standing on my tip toes to grab the box from the shelf and place it on Trevor’s bed. My heart was beating fast as I opened the box. When I finally opened the lid, I blinked several times to really believe what I was seeing. There was a whole trunk full of girl’s clothing inside and a case of makeup containing blush, false eyelashes, mascara, lipstick, eyebrow pencils, the works.

The clothing was everything from lingerie, G-Strings, pantyhose, girdles, short dresses, jeans, high heels, a handbag, blouses, camisoles, bras; a veritable cross dresser’s dream. But Trevor?? In a way it made sense. Like me, Trevor didn’t mention any girlfriends or dates. It was just a couple of months into the first semester, but still. However Trevor was better built than me, or should I say more handsome. I had a rather plain face, I could easily blend in with a crowd, and I wasn’t the type of guy that girls found appealing.

Sure, girls like Laura were my friends, but it stopped short of anything romantic, and I was still a virgin. I wasn’t sure about Trevor, but I think I found my answer in the box. Inside the box I also found numerous sex toys and contraptions like dildos of assorted sizes, vibrating ones, butt plugs, cock cages, and cock rings. To say that Trevor was leading a double life would be an understatement.

I picked up one of the G-String panties. It was a purple satin, and it felt very pleasant to touch. A thought was going through my head, wondering what it would feel like to try it on. Trevor wasn’t due to come home until two, and I couldn’t fall asleep knowing what was in the box, so . . .

I slipped my clothes off except for my boxer shorts and took out a white camisole. It felt soft and cool in my hands. Then I picked up the G-String and put it against my face. It smelled freshly laundered. At least Trevor wasn’t a slob! I wondered what it would feel like – no, I couldn’t do that, or could I?

Before my conscious could answer, my boxers were off, and I was slipping the G-String panties on over my bare legs, and hooked the front pouch over my cock. Oh my God, it felt delightful. I was as hard as a rock instantly. I loved it – satin heaven. I started playing with myself; rubbing my cock inside that satin pouch, and felt a bit of liquid oozing out into the material, trying to be careful and not blow a load into it.

I next found a matching purple bra. I had no breasts to speak of and neither did Trevor, but this bra accommodated for that by “giving a lift” to my chest. I hooked it on from the front and turned it around, pulling my arms through the straps. Looking in the mirror on my dorm room’s door, I was overcome by how I looked. My God, I looked so sexy! I strutted in front of the mirror, moving my hips daintily like a girl would do. I felt the G-String cradle my asshole in back and it felt really good; it added to my arousal. Just how far would I take this?

I found a new “hobby” that I really enjoyed. As Ronnie, I was less than average, I wasn’t anything special that women would like, but I was so hard thinking about what guys would say if they saw me. I remember Laura saying, “just go with what feels good.” She was talking about her own sexuality. So why shouldn’t I do the same? I liked the ‘new me’ so much better! Still, a little voice inside my head said this is wrong Ronnie, you’re not a woman.

But I couldn’t help myself. The delightful, soft feel of those two pieces of lingerie cast a spell over me that I couldn’t stop. From my retail experience, I was in familiar territory. I took out a pair of black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps and a laced girdle that would go nicely over the pouch. It was eleven forty-five. Trevor wouldn’t be home until two o’clock. I had plenty of time to “explore.”

The pantyhose were silk, very expensive. Trevor must have deep pockets for this side of him, much more than I could afford. I had no hair on my legs, and I instantly fell in love with how they felt going up over my legs. I slipped the laced girdle on and hooked the straps onto it. Wow, I was the complete slut!

I turned to the mirror admiring how I looked and felt. My hair was dark brown and shoulder length, so I went into the bathroom and used my brush to put a part on my left side and let the hair fall naturally around my shoulders. Short and well, girly.

Next was the makeup. That was also part of my retail job – looking after and hiring the makeup demonstration girls who wore their white coats and looked hot as hell. Who knows, I thought. Maybe one day I could look as hot as them.

I rummaged around inside of Trevor’s bag. I found a tube of cherry red lip gloss. It had a nice fruity aroma to it. I moistened my lips and carefully applied it in front of the bathroom mirror. There was a lip liner too, and I placed that on like a pro. I put my lips together and moved them around each other, the liner giving them a nice definition. It seemed a waste to have to remove it so quickly before Trevor came home.

I chose a shade of blue eye shadow, carefully applying it. My cock was throbbing inside me. I knew I was hooked. After the eyeliner, eyebrow pencil and mascara was applied, I went back into the room, and looked at myself in front of the long mirror.

I talked dirty to myself, just as if I was a slut trying to seduce myself. I didn’t need a special female name because “Ronnie” could be male or female.

Oooh, hi mister; I’m so fucking horny right now, I really want to suck your cock. You ready for me, baby? I know you want these lips on you. I puckered my lips and blew a kiss into the mirror. I looked sideways and saw the open case with the dildos inside, and I took out the largest one. I was craving it. My mind was doing summer salts. I needed to quiet that nasty negativity. But like I said, I couldn’t help myself. I got down on my knees with the dildo in front of my lips.

I made a purring noise and placed my lips over the head of the dildo. I got chills running through my body, it was indescribable, like something I was meant to do all my life. It just felt right, you know?

I placed the whole thing in my mouth, slowly. I was kneeling in front of the long mirror, my eyes looking up, as if I was sucking a man attached to the dildo. All the while I was ready to burst a large cum stream right into the pocket of the G-String.

Finally, I squeezed the base of the dildo, and a lubricant shot into my mouth, simulating a big jizz wad. I laughed to myself, looking up at the mirror, saying “satisfied?” It turned me on to let the lubricant drip out of the sides of my mouth like a real cum slut would do.

I was still so fucking horny and needed a release. My eyes once again turned their attention to Trevor’s trunk. I looked at the variety of butt plugs he had. I went for the middle of the collection of five. I pulled out a pink one. He also had some with cock rings, and cock cages attached. My God I thought, what the fuck is he into??

Didn’t matter. I took the half used up tube of K-Y Jelly from his case and squeezed a bit onto the pink plug. I then took a generous helping of jelly and smeared it all over my cherry asshole; my boy pussy, or “bussy.” I stuck my middle finger into my ass, and I got a tingle that seemed to come from deep inside me. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Although the plug was wide, the feeling of fullness was soon replaced by extreme pleasure. I was lying on my bed, on my side, my face to the door. As I put the plug in and out, I went faster and faster. I scrunched my butt cheeks together and thought I was flying.

I pushed as deep as the plug would go, my ass stretched to its max, and my cock became as hard as a rock, so I kept at it. The feeling welled up from deep inside me, and then, without warning, I shot a huge wad of white, sticky cum right into the G-String.

I went into the bathroom and quickly cleaned the plug off, and once again, somewhat satisfied, I thought I would try the butt plug with the attached cock ring. By now it was twelve thirty, so I had at least a good hour to play with. I would never look the same way at Trevor again, but I smiled knowing that we shared the same desires. What would I do if Trevor knew? Would I even want him to know? How would I broach the topic? These were not questions that required an immediate answer.

The cock ring made me hard again as soon as I slipped it on, and I angled it so the plug would go in my ass. This time I tried a wider plug – I was testing my limits to see how far I could go. Once again, I lie on my side, my ass scrunching up this plug too. I knew how to get the maximum amount of pleasure.

But this time something was different; I was craving a real cock. I didn’t want to think of myself as gay, telling myself that I would only do a guy if I was dressed en femme.

I was able to put this one in deeper than the other, and I rocked it back and forth, until I finally hit that little spot again. The same feeling of pain mixed with pleasure went through the lower part of my body, the ring, rocking sideways alongside my cock. I had my eyes closed and I was going faster and faster. The smell of the small amount of perfume I had on, plus the soft velvet feel of the cherry lip gloss hit me all at once. I was this close to coming again when I heard a key turning in the door. It was about one o’clock.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

_________________

Ifroze with a fear that I had never known before. My head was swimming with pleasure, pain, and embarrassment. Trevor walked in and saw me on the bed in all my glory, with his mouth dropped open. After a very awkward moment of silence he said rather nonchalantly, “Well, I suppose this is what I get for leaving my locker box open.”

“Trevor! I’m . . . I’m sorry dude! I was just curious, that’s all. I mean where you go two nights a week is your business, but when I saw the locker box open . . . I just couldn’t resist.”

Trevor had a smirk on his face. “So I guess my secret is out now, and so is yours,” he said.

“Are you pissed that I went into your things?”

“Oh, a little bit, but I need to know, is this your first time?” He looked around the room.

I felt so ashamed, but his lack of anger was encouraging, so I answered truthfully. “It is, yes.”

He looked at me and just nodded, putting his gym bag down on his bed. “You know Ronnie, I have to tell you. I’ve had my suspicions about you, but I never brought it up.”

He looked disapprovingly at the stain on the front of his panties that I was wearing. “I see you broke in the pair of panties. They were one of my favorites, but now you get to keep them.”

“So then I suppose it would be appropriate to ask where it is that you go two nights a week then?” I asked.

“Let’s just say I hang out with people who like the same things as me, and now I suppose, as you.” He looked at me when I didn’t respond. “Come on Ronnie, you know.”

Trevor sighed and said, “I’m a transvestite and I enjoy sex with other transvestites, some of whom are actually on their way to transitioning. We meet twice a week at a private home off campus.”

I was still trying to process what Trevor was telling me, and trying to get over my embarrassment about being caught.

“Just stay as you are Ronnie,” Trevor said with a big ear to ear grin, “I’ll be right back,” and he took his gym bag into the bathroom. I was frozen on the bed, with fear and also a certain amount of desire. I was getting aroused, and was still hard from the cock ring on me. The whole thing was surreal.

After about twenty minutes, Trevor came out of the bathroom, in a similar state of dress as me, except that he was wearing a long, red haired wig, and very slutty makeup.

When I saw Trevor, the most incredible thing was happening to me. I wanted him like that. I never thought of him in that way before, certainly when he was dressed as my roommate Trevor, but this was different. I still had the butt plug inside me, and I was about to have my second orgasm, what I now call my “sissygasm,” and very lascivious thoughts raced through my mind.

“You’re staring at me Ronnie. Like what you see?”

I swallowed hard, and answered truthfully. “Yes I do,” I said in a low, almost embarrassed whisper. “I like it very much.”

“I gotta’ admit Ronnie, you look very hot. I find it difficult to believe that you’ve never done this before.”

I told him about my retail experience, working to save up money for college, which made me two years older than Trevor. I knew things about women’s clothes and styles that caused him to raise a penciled in eyebrow.

“Well that certainly explains a few things. So I see you’re finally putting all your knowledge together in a useful way,” he said with a smirk. “Tell me,” what’s your ambition, I mean as far as a career goes?”

“I plan to open a women’s boutique.”

Trevor nodded his head. “Wow, very impressive.” Then he laughed. “I will be your first customer.”

“Take that plug out of your ass and stand up,” he said.

My heart started beating fast at what I was pretty sure what was coming next. I did as he asked, stood, facing him.

He was dressed just like me, but his hair was longer because it was a wig. Trevor’s natural hair was brown, and it was cut short. Now, with his red haired wig and green eye shadow he looked “stunning.”

Trevor walked towards me and with the back of his fingers he stroked the side of my right cheek. I felt a tingle of desire creep deeply through my body. Next, he cupped my chin in his hands and moved in closer and kissed me gently on my lips. I felt giddy and free, because this was our room, and we had complete privacy. I felt like a kid who found a way to break into the cookie jar and sneak out the treats without being caught.

I pressed my mouth closer to his and stuck my tongue through his lips which opened slightly to let it in. Now our tongues were wrapping around each other, and Trevor leaned into me closer, and I felt his hard cock pressing against mine. I knew right away that it was much larger than mine. I grabbed at him, hugging him by his shoulders and pressing him closer into me. His waist was grinding into me I and felt some pre cum leaking from my panties which were already wet.

“I want you to kneel Ronnie. I know this will be your first.” It’s crazy to think that just earlier today, I would never have even thought anything like this was even remotely possible, yet here I was now. I wanted his cock in my mouth. I felt that I was experienced, just from playing with the dildo in my mouth, and I wondered how big Trevor’s might be.

“I want you to put your cock ring back on,” he said. So I picked it up from my bed and did it, the butt plug part sort of hanging, and I gasped when I shoved it in. Trevor smiled when he saw what I did.

I was on both of my knees, on top of the soft rug that ran between our beds in the middle of the room. I grabbed his most erect cock, and placed the tip between my lips, my tongue touching the slit and playing around the head of it. Trevor was moaning. He loved being teased, as I was to find out later through our play.

He grabbed the back of my head and pushed it onto his full length. At first I gagged – it had to be at least eight inches long. I used my tongue to circle and massage the tip. My mouth was full of saliva, and I painted the whole shaft of his cock with it, the cherry red lip gloss, coming off onto it.

I made a tight seal with my lips, just as I had done with the dildo, and sucked him up and down. I was moaning through my lips, and I knew it turned him on fiercely because he made a hissing sound through his lips and I could taste a sweet-salty pre cum, oozing from his cock.

He met my sucking by moving faster and faster, pushing my head into his groin. I noticed it was shaved as was the rest of his body.

Just as we were into a good rhythm, he pulled me off suddenly and came – all over my face, causing my mascara to run. I was so turned on by this; I loved being treated like a real cum slut. He pulled me up by my shoulders and kissed my face, gently licking all his cum off me.

At the same time, I crunched my butt cheeks together, and the plug worked its magic. I was dying for Trevor to suck me off, however he had other ideas.

“I want you to stand up now slut!” Trevor said in a commanding tone. I did as he said, and he got on the bed. “Now I want you to get on your knees behind me.” I wanted this so badly, like a starving fiend.

I took the K-Y Jelly out of his open box on the floor, and rubbed it over my cock and his boy pussy or “bussy.” I even did a little “dig” with my index finger into his hole. It made him yell out.

“You really know your shit for a sissy virgin,” he said.

I spread his cheeks apart and placed the tip of my cock over his hole, and I slid in easily. Trevor I could tell, was very experienced at this.

“Call me ‘Charlene,’” he said. “I want you to call out my name as you fuck me, please Ronnie.”

“Charlene, I’m going to fuck and ram the daylights out of you,” I heard a voice say, not believing this could be coming from me, yet here I was.

I was about halfway inside his bussy, and I played with him by going in and out slowly, enjoying the tight seal he provided for me. I picked up the pace, going all the way in and again he hissed through his teeth, “That’s it Ronnie, good girl, good girl.”

I was all the way deep inside of Charlene now. I said in staccato breaths, “Charlene, I’m going to fuck the hell out of you now.” I went faster and faster and he grabbed his cock, and started pumping it, the gel on his hand and his cock.

Suddenly he let out a howl and shot a big wad of sticky white cum on the bed sheet, after having just cummed on my face.

I was still going faster and faster, not quite there yet . . . and then like magic, I too felt my cock surrounded by the warmth of my own jizz. I let out a groan of pleasure, as spurt after spurt of my jizz came into his bussy, some of it leaking down the sides of his cheeks.

“That’s it, that’s it,” he said.

Trevor pulled off of me, turned around and we were both kneeling on the bed, facing each other. He pulled me close and kissed me – hard, shoving his tongue deep inside my mouth.

He reached into his bag and pulled out his own cock ring, gave me an evil little grin as he slipped it on himself. His too had a butt plug attached, which he stuck deep inside his jizz-filled bussy.

“I almost forgot Ronnie, you’re still a virgin. We have to fix that.” I was ready. I wanted him inside me badly.

We switched places and I got in front of him kneeling on the bed. He manhandled me. I guess I liked being a submissive to a dominant transgender female. He was grabbing the sides of my butt cheeks, positioning me just right for his approach.

“I hope you’re ready for this Ronnie! You’ll always remember your first time,” he said.

He spread me apart, and I gasped as I felt the head of his cock enter me. It was different than the dildo – it was softer, much better. The earlier play that I did helped a bit, but Charlene was massive, her girth filled me and made me gasp.

“She” wasted no time, going into me faster and faster, taking me like a whore, a real cum slut, and I loved it. So did Charlene.

“Ronnie, you’re so tight. I don’t get many virgins. I love . . . it.”

I thought he was going to say I love you, but that would come later. Faster and faster he went inside me. I grabbed my steaming cock, shocked at how fast I could be ready to go again so soon after coming inside Charlene. We were now “her” and “her,” at least while we were dressed.

She was going so hard and fast the mattress began to squeak under our weight and the force of her pounding.

She was grunting with pleasure. She hit the little spot inside me that had made me cum with the butt plug earlier – the “P spot.”

I stroked myself harder and faster until suddenly I shot out a huge stream of milky white spunk, all over the sheet that had Charlene’s cum already on top.

Charlene went faster and faster, turned on by hearing my squeals of pleasure, and my ass was filled with a delicious liquid warmth, and I could feel it dripping down the sides of my ass.

We were both satisfied for now, and I could feel a new me – the sissy inside me finally coming out. This was the answer to all my subconscious wonders and thoughts.

“I have to tell you something Ronnie.”

“What’s that Charlene?” I said softly.

“I left the box open on purpose.”

My mouth dropped open in amazement. “How did you – how did you know?” I asked.

“Let’s just say I had a hunch. I mean, aside from never mentioning girls, you have a ‘certain air’ about you. You don’t have to respond, I guess I was right. That’s why I left my friends a bit early,” she said with that grin appearing on her face again.

“I have a proposition for you,” she said.

“Really? And what would that be?” I asked, curious.

“I’m going to bring you with me next Tuesday when I go out,” she said. “I’ll introduce you to the other girls. Some of them have decided to transition. I have decided to transition fully. No surgery mind you – that’s not for me, but I expect to start doing HRT. I know a good doctor who can prescribe that stuff. Are you interested, curious maybe?”

“Of course I’m in!” How could I be anything but?

❤️❤️❤️


BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

Candy Lane’s First Ride


Chapter One

_____________________________

_________________

How much of what I am today do I owe to my mother? Probably a lot. My name is Spencer, I’m twenty-three-years-old, still live with her, and have, shall we say, certain “proclivities” towards dressing as the opposite sex, and maybe even acting out on my fantasies and deepest, naughty desires. I have a very slutty, sexy, tempting wardrobe of lingerie, and hot young ladies clothing. Feel free to use your dirtiest, and most salacious imagination to see what I do with my collection. The fun part is, I do it part-time; as a compulsion, yes, as a vehicle for my sexual identity, of course. The dirtier you think, the hotter my story becomes.

Think of me pushing around a shopping cart in Walmart, (camera panning in on my butt) wearing a very short, skimpy skirt with a side slit, stiletto heels with straps wrapping my ankles, luscious, long, auburn wig, short sleeve camisole with my cleavage showing – (all real!) tons of makeup, false eyelashes, and ruby red lipstick.

I also carry a large, black leather handbag with all my accessories, and a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols – thank you mommy for that one. So with this picture in your mind, as you watch me sashay through the store, butt wiggling from side to side, allow me to tell you my story. Oh! I also come across as a real BITCH until you get to know me a little better.

Are you aroused yet? Well, I’ll tell my tale, and let you take your thoughts where they will.

I was about fourteen, and I’m an only child. My father left home one night after going out to the supermarket to buy beer and never came home again. It was my father’s second marriage; my birth mom passed away when I was five, so Jaclyn was actually my step mother. We had a pretty good relationship and its always been the two of us since that fateful evening. I called her “mommy,” out of respect. I didn’t call her “Jaclyn.”

Mommy was upset of course, not so much because of my dad flying the coop, but because she had always wanted a daughter. Supposedly they were trying to have another child, but that went out the window with dad.

So, after dad was gone, she began treating me as if I was a girl. I had a slender build, I was far from being a jock in high school, and I always found it easier to talk to girls. Mommy made me grow my auburn hair longer – shoulder length, and she encouraged my association with girls in middle and high school. That was just the beginning as I was soon to find out.

Meanwhile, on the school front: Imagine being invited over to a high school girls sleepover and being the only guy! They treated me exactly as if I was one of them – pillow fights, lots of gossip, and even trying on makeup. That peaked my curiosity, and naturally, on one of those sleepovers, I had my first taste of cherry red lipstick being applied on my face.

The girls crowded around me and were like “Spence, you’re a natural! You look so good. Let’s try some eye shadow on you.” They were all giggling, of course. My adolescent cock grew very big, and my heart was practically jumping out of my chest. Yes! I wanted to try on everything, and I mean everything (wink, wink).

Tina was my best friend, and she was allowed the honors of putting the eye shadow on me. I stared at my new look in the mirror. The girls were all giggling and crowding around me. Debbie, another one of the girls said, “Spence, you look so hot! It’s too bad you’re not really one of us.” Sensing she may have hurt my feelings she corrected herself quickly. “Well, you know what I mean.”

“Yes, of course I do Deb, don’t worry about it,” I said. Tina had a grin spread across her face, smiling from ear to ear. The girls were all dressed in pajamas. I was in my shorts and a T-shirt. It was, after all, a Saturday night, and a sleepover.

“I have an idea,” Tina said. It was her house, so she was by default the leader of the little group of five girls – considering me as the sixth. “What do you say that we go ‘all the way’ with Spence, just for fun? He looks like he should be my size. I’ll give him some of my clothes, and we can see how he really dresses up!”

“Yeah Tina, that’s a great idea!” Debbie said. Another girl – Kylie said, “I’ll second it.” She laughed. “Let’s see what we can create,” as if she was Dr. Frankenstein.

I was beyond aroused at this point. It was painfully obvious to the girls. I mean, they could see my pubescent cock getting really hard. But I suppose at fifteen they were more interested in the illusion I would present as a woman instead of the actual item. Without wasting any time, a whole ensemble appeared on Tina’s bed; a G-String, short white camisole, a short denim skirt, and a bra. I thought I was dreaming. Also, with my hair being long, I was a natural. I even made a joke that my mother always wanted a girl. They thought that was hysterical.

Let me tell you, I almost dropped dead on the spot when I saw how I turned out in the mirror. I was a completely different person. My voice it seemed, went up in pitch so I even sounded like a girl. I didn’t even have to think about it, it just happened. My friends were speechless. They had created “something,” and didn’t quite know what to do with it – me.

We let it go that there would be a time before graduation, a few years from now, where something would come up and I would dress up; a Halloween party, costume party, or some school event. To mark my alter ego, my friends called me “Candy,” I suppose because of the candy red lip gloss they used.

Later that night, before we all went to sleep, the girls removed all traces of the makeup, and I got dressed, and went home to mom.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

___________________________

_________________

The next morning I came downstairs, and mom was making breakfast. She asked me how my sleepover was. She was “happy” because I gravitated towards “girly things” like the sleepovers. (I went to a few, and at each one my friends dressed me).

As she put my plate in front of me she said, “Spencer, let me get a look at your face.” My first reaction was turning beet red with embarrassment.

“What is that on your eyelids? It looks like you had mascara!” I suppose the girls were tired and didn’t do such a great job of cleaning me up!

I did a deep swallow and I told her the truth. “Yes mom, my friends thought it would be fun, like a joke, if they put makeup on me and dressed me in some of Tina’s clothing.”

“My, how nice! And how did you like it Spence?”

“Well, the whole thing kind of caught me by surprise, but I thought I looked good. I mean when I looked in the mirror I was pleasantly surprised.”

“Oh I’m so glad to hear that. You know I never thought of you as one of those disgusting jocky kind of guys. You have a rather effeminate physique, and I’m glad to see you are . . . accepting of it.”

“I guess so mommy.” Now most boys would be shocked to hear a mother speak that way to their son, but secretly, I was very aroused. I was as hard as a rock. I enjoyed being thought of as “girly.”

“Now here’s what we’ll do,” mommy said. “To really come in touch with your girly side, I’ll take you shopping, and you can have your own clothes and makeup, and whenever you’re home with me, we’ll dress you up. In fact,” she said, “there is something else you need to do.”

My ears perked up. “Oh, and what would that be mommy?” Mommy lit up one of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and effeminately held it between her index and second fingers of her right hand, towards the end of the filter, and blew a thin stream of smoke at my face. I suppose that she knew I had a big smoking fetish, because I always got hard when she had her friends over to play cards or Mah Jongg, and I looked at them smoking, fascinated, and very turned on. In fact, when she lit up now, I was hard. It was difficult for me to hide that sight from her.

“I insist dear that you start smoking Virginia Slims 120 Menthols just like mommy.” She looked at me with a knowing look, her eyes squinting at me.

“Have you ever tried smoking before, because I know that you’re drawn to it?”

“No mommy, I never did.”

“Well, I know you want to dress and wear makeup. But more than that, I know that you like very slutty girls . . .” Her eyebrows were raised. “Come on now Spence, I see those naughty YOUTUBE and XHamster websites you ‘play around with.’”

She certainly had me there. It did kind of creep me out that she knew what I was looking at, but I was proud of it in a way, like I wanted her to see them.

“And . . . “ she said, “To be a really attractive and slutty girl, you must act like a bitch and smoke what mommy does! That’s final. Otherwise, I won’t be so kind to you anymore, and we won’t go shopping, and I’ll take your laptop and iPhone away!”

I think deep down, she knew I was delighted with the whole idea of my becoming a high school age smoky slut. The “angry mom thing” was a turn on for me – and she knew it.

“Now at first, you’ll dress and put makeup on and smoke my supply of cigarettes. Then, once you become really hooked, if you want me to supply them to you, you will have to dress and put makeup on when I tell you too. Okay?”

I tried to put on a “defeated” act for her, and I said, looking rather downcast, “Well, okay mommy.”

“Good! Now here, take one,” she insisted, thrusting the pack at me.

It took a few days until I was puffing like a pro, and until we had time to go shopping together, she did up my hair, and put makeup on me. The only clothing she had for me was a bra, and a long-sleeved white cotton/polyester blouse, and my underwear. The bra was a bit loose on me. Mommy was a double “D” size.

So the nightly routine was that she would have us watch TV together, and I wore my makeup and the clothes I mentioned, while she fed me a steady stream of cigarettes. Mommy was very pleased with me.

Then came one night and I asked her for a cigarette. Surprising me, she said “No!” I looked at her in disbelief. I was having my first real nicotine fit. I didn’t know what to do. I did everything she asked. I was dressed, well, sort of, and was wearing the makeup she had for me. By this time I was putting it on like a pro.

She looked at me and smirked. “Go put a pair of jeans on and your shoes, we’re going out.”

“Should I take my makeup off?” I asked.

“No, I want you to wear it,” she said.

I was puzzled, but I went along with her.

She drove us to a 7-11 right near our house. The clerk who was on that night had seen me there as Spencer many times before. I went inside with Mommy. Before we got out of the car, she asked me, “I know you must have a female name you use when you’re with your girlfriends, so what is it?”

“Umm, they call me “Candy.”

“’Candy,’ Candy. I like it! From now on at home and when we go out, you shall be ‘Candy!’ Now for this place, since they know me, and you as Spencer, I’ll say you’re my niece, Candy, if he asks.

“Okay mommy,” I said.

We walked inside and the clerk was behind the counter. Mom looked at me. “Go ahead, order what you need.”

I was only fifteen, not old enough to buy cigarettes myself, so a bit sheepishly I said, “Could I please have two packs of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and a pink Bic lighter?”

He looked at me, not recognizing me. “Do you have ID?” he said, with a bored sounding routine.

Mommy stepped in. “I’m buying.”

“Oh, hi Mrs. Lane, sure. Here you go,” and he reached behind him and brought out two packs from the display. “Do you need a bag?”

Mommy answered, “Yes please.”

So, I “bought” my first two packs of cigarettes and for the first time I went out as “Candy.” “Candy Lane” which I thought was funny. It struck mommy as funny too. I opened the pack and took one out as soon as we got into the car.

“Good,” she said. “I’m pleased to see that you’re nice and hooked. Tomorrow is Saturday, and I think we’ll go clothes shopping for you dear.”

“Yes mommy,” I said, barely able to contain my excitement.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

_________________

So that’s how mommy turned me into a smoky teenage slut. The slut part, of course was up to me. The three years flew by, and whenever I went out with mommy, I dressed as Candy, and she liked having a “girlfriend” to go shopping with and out to eat. Many times over the course of those few years, she asked me if I was dating. She knew I preferred boys, but because of my age and to save me the harassment and embarrassment at school, I didn’t really have any dates with other boys.

I did, however, keep up with appearances and go out on “dates” from my little group of girlfriends who I trusted to keep my secrets. In fact, they were all smoky sluts like me. I was the only guy that was smoking Virginia Slims with them, but nobody cared much about that.

THREE YEARS LATER

Now, we were all seniors, and I was finally eighteen. I was considered an adult in the eyes of the law, but at that “in-between” stage where I was also a high school student. Mommy got me a deal on a used car I could take to school, and the agreement was that I pay my astronomical under twenty five car insurance. So, I got a job at the local supermarket, Willoughby’s, stocking shelves and also tutoring chemistry and SATs to other students. I was actually gifted academically.

I had my same cadre of girlfriends to go to movies with and school functions, but I always went as Spencer. I even cut my hair shorter because mommy bought me a long, auburn wig to wear with her and when I went to my girlfriend’s houses for sleepovers and “girly things.” They were great at keeping my secret, saving me from the horrible bruising I would take at school if my secret came out.

I still got horribly bullied at school, I guess because of the way I spoke – kind of a bitchy, know-it-all kind of voice, but I was anything but. I was a kind-hearted person, deep down inside. The jocks took special delight in tormenting me. Paul Devons, who was a defensive lineman on the high school football team, was covering me in a pick-up basketball game in gym class. I managed to make a basket off him, and he took a lot of ribbing from his friends like, “Hey Paul, are you gonna let that little fag-hag twerp Spencer beat you!?”

Paul turned as angry as a bull, and he purposely fouled me when I had the ball again and, I went down on my ass. I wasn’t tall, but wiry like I said, and I did have a certain talent when it came to hoops – I could think fast, and knew when to pass, and when to shoot. He hated me for it. He was just an ass.

Then later in the locker room, he and a couple of his goons came up to me, slammed me into a locker door, while my gym buddy Craig just stood there, like I ain’t getting involved in this buddy! So I also took a shot to the gut which doubled me over. What saved me was the coach coming into the locker room.

That Saturday night, I was over at Debbie’s house with Tina, Denise and Barbara, and Sue, my usual crew that I ate lunch with in school every day. Of course, I was dressed as Candy, and I had on pink glitter fake nails. I dressed up really nice even for simple stuff. I think the girls admired me for that. I was just another sister to them. Paul’s bullying of me was the main topic of conversation that evening.

“That piece of shit has no right to keep harassing Candy like that,” Tina said.

“Well, look at it this way,” Debbie said. “Soon, in just a little more than six months, we’ll have graduated and be done with this dump!” The other girls were all going away to college, but mommy couldn’t bear me going away to school, so I got accepted to a state university campus, about a forty five minute drive from the house.

That week, I think it was on Tuesday, in the lunchroom, the seven of us were seated at our usual table, and Cliff, one of Paul’s obnoxious friends was trying to make conversation with Sue, who he had sort of a crush on. He wasn’t secretive about his feelings for her, and flat out asked her for a date on Saturday night. The other girls had their attention on Sue and Cliff when Paul appeared out of nowhere, and dumped a tray full of about a half dozen red Jell-O’s on my head.

“Gee Spencer aren’t you supposed to get your period down there??” he said, pointing to my crotch. “Here, let me make it right for you,” and he dumped two more cups on my crotch, staining my tan Dockers.

“Hey, what the FUCK Paul!” I said. He mimicked me and tried to do a not very good imitation of my voice. “What the fuck Paul?? Is that all you’re gonna say you little sissy fuck? Maybe one of your girlfriends here can defend you before you go crying to your mommy!”

Then Cliff chimed in, and broke off his conversation with Sue rather abruptly, and said “Hey Paul, have you seen Spencer’s stepmom? She’s a real piece of ass!”

“Oh yeah, ‘stepmom!’ Does she tuck you into bed at night Spencer . . . and maybe do ‘other things too??’” Both of them laughed their asses off at that one.

Now Jaclyn stood up. “You’re a real pig Paul, you know that?”

Paul answered “Oink oink. That’s right Spencer – did you ever boink your stepmom?”

Now both Paul and Cliff were doubled over laughing and I left the table to go to the bathroom and clean up. I went to the one on the second floor, because I didn’t want to be followed in by them to the one next to the cafeteria.

Sue looked at Cliff and said angrily, “Cliff, you’re the LAST GUY I would ever let take me out.” Now that might have prompted a comeback from Cliff, but Sue was one of the hotter girls in school. Actually, I think I was hotter than Sue when I was dressed. I think Cliff immediately knew that his stupid hijinks had repercussions.

The girls were still seated at the table when I came back from the bathroom. An embarrassing wet stain was on my crotch. Jaclyn said, “I think you have to get that dork Paul back really bad Spencer.”

“How can I do that? You see how he towers over me. For God’s sake, he got a football scholarship to Georgia State!”

“You know Spencer, you may not be able to exact your revenge on him, but I think ‘Candy’ can.” That got all of us thinking. I had a malevolent grin spread across my face. You see, at this point in my life, I was still a virgin. A sissy, but a ‘beautiful sissy.’

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

___________________________

_________________

The weekend before Thanksgiving the school was planning a “Fall Hoe Down.” We lived in a semi-rural part of Georgia, and that kind of thing was popular. You couldn’t escape country western music wherever you went, and dances like this were common place. Think of the big “Rydell High School” dance scene in “Grease,” but without the TV cameras, and everyone dressed like cowboys and cowgirls.

So on the Saturday night before the dance we sat around preparing our little “game” with Paul and Cliff. I was going to “bust my cherry” that night, as much as it disgusted me, but hey – it had to be done sometime, right?

I told mommy about my troubles with Paul and Cliff, and also the shit they said about her. She was pissed off at them, but she was a lady and understood stupid adolescent behavior more than I did. She also understood my need for revenge and was pleased I decided on the plan I chose.

“You know Candy, sometimes a girl has to use ‘her stuff’ to humiliate boys like that and make sure they never hurt anyone like that again. Besides, you’re eighteen and I think it’s time you explored your sexuality a bit. Come to think of it, it’s been ages since I’ve had a date myself, and I think it’s time I got back into the scene. I know! How would you like to go out with me sometimes and see what we can get?” She said with a sly smile.

“I’d love to do that mommy,” I said. I thought that would be very cool to bring men back to the house and have our way with them!

“Here honey,” she said. “Let’s have a cigarette and talk. Would you like a glass of wine?”

I thought that was so cool, drinking wine, dressed up in my sexiest outfit, smoking and drinking wine with mommy in our living room. “Mommy,” I said, can I ask a favor of you?”

“Sure honey, what is it?”

“There’s a hoe down at school Saturday night, and that’s when I plan to do my nasty thing with the big oaf Paul. Only if I wear my auburn wig, he’s liable to recognize me. Would you be able to get me a long, black-haired wig to wear? I’ll pay you back. This month, I had to pay my car insurance.”

Mom was really cool, and she said, “Of course, sweet heart. Mommy wants her little smoky slut to look really beautiful for her ‘coming out’ night,” and she laughed.

“Great, thank you mommy. You’re the best,” and I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.

“Now one more thing,” she said. We need to get you a sexy country outfit. I’ll spring for that too. Okay?”

“Great mommy! Thanks.”

At the last meeting with my girlfriends before the dance, we each showed off what we’d be wearing, and I think I looked better than all of them!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________

_________________

My friends and I took two cars. I rode with Tina and Kylie. “So, what are you gonna do with Paul?” Kylie asked.

“Humm, well the first thing is my introduction. Maybe Kylie, you could introduce me as your cousin Candy from Atlanta. Just so we get our stories straight, I go to Jonesboro Community College and I’m a freshman. How does that sound?” I asked.

“It sounds totally evil, Candy. So where will you take the dumb jock?”

“I haven’t really thought about that yet,” I said.

Of course, when we walked into the school gym, the DJ was playing a Taylor Swift song, and everybody was dancing and looked like they were having a really good time. Of course, officially there was no alcohol, but there was plenty of that and other stuff if you knew where to look for it and who to get it from.

Lots of cowboy hats, cool alligator boots, jeans, the whole country thing was there. Of course, Paul and his dummy friend Cliff were there, and they had their share of Jock groupies around them, especially now that Paul was going to be a Georgia State Panther. Cliff was going to Duke, he had some brains, and no doubt he’d be butting heads with Paul at some point. Maybe they’d knock each other out. That would almost make me want to follow college football.

Cliff still had a thing for Sue, and he was talking to her over in a corner. By the looks of it, Sue was looking disinterested and probably trying to get away from him; that day in the school cafeteria made her decision for her. Debbie was with Marty Kendall, a cool guy who I liked. He was always nice to the “Spencer me” and didn’t care about my appearance or the gay vibes I gave off.

Speaking of which, I had decided that once I was out of high school I would transition to a transgender female, chemically; I liked the idea of having a cock – surprise!! Ha, hah! I didn’t care much for the word “transgender.” I studied Thai culture a bit and I was comfortable being referred to as a “shemale.” I was infatuated with the whole culture, and decided that if I had the opportunity to study abroad (providing mommy let me), I would go to Thailand to “spread my wings” a bit.

Also, I got all the girls smoking Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. They are all cool with the idea of being smoky sluts. So many guys have smoking fetishes, that it’s so easy to wrap them around my fingers! I think Paul does too. I’ll soon find out.

Three of my friends were outside the gym smoking, and I was inside looking at Paul over with his groupies. Kylie turned to me and said, “It’s now or never Candy, you ready?”

“Sure, let’s go,” I said as we walked over to where the ape, Paul and his buddy Cliff were standing.

“Hi guys.” Kaylie said, interrupting a conversation Paul was having with a couple of bubbleheads.

Paul, drink in hand, turned to us and said, “Hi Kylie, who’s this?”

“Paul, I’d like you to meet my cousin Candy. She goes to Jonesboro Community.”

At the prospect of scoring with a beautiful college girl, older than him, his eyes widened up. I was wearing a white cowboy hat, and alligator boots that mommy had bought me, along with a with a long sleeved white blouse with western frills that I tied up in front, showing my navel. My voice was my “Candy voice,” and it was good enough, so Paul didn’t suspect a thing.

“Nice to meet you Candy,” Paul said, a bit nervous. “Would you like to dance?” (I didn’t tell him my last name which was Lane. That’s kind of funny – “Candy Lane!”).

“Sure I would.” I could tell that Paul was probably dripping pre cum into his boxers. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me. As Candy, the slutty version of me, I was very horny, and the gaff I had under the pouch of my G-String was hiding my very hard cock.

We started dancing, to guess what? Another Taylor Swift song. We were dancing slow and since Paul was about six foot three, he towered over me. I placed my arms around his shoulders and was very turned on by his muscles. Our waists were touching, and I could feel his boner underneath, just waiting to come out. By the size of it, I’d say he was at least eight inches. Not bad. The silicone dildos that mommy had bought for me were different sizes. So while I was virgin, I um, was experienced – in a way.

I was surprised at how much I wanted this dumb jock. He was breathing heavy like he was on the football field. I was pleased at the effect I had on this guy. I took the initiative and looked up at him and kissed him hard on the mouth, smearing my cherry lipstick all over his mouth. He was into it, and slid his tongue on top of mine, sliding it back and forth. It was the longest kiss I ever had - longer than Jay Stewart back in seventh grade even.

We parted lips, and I was still grinding my hips into his, and I could swear his boner was quivering with horny expectation.

“You’re something else Candy. Don’t you have college boyfriend somewhere?”

I laughed, and looked up into his eyes. “No I don’t. I like strong football men.” That got to him right away – bullseye in the ego.

“Uh, maybe there’s somewhere we can go,” I said.

A big grin crossed his face. “As a matter of fact, I do have a place. My Winnebago is parked in the lot.”

That was a pleasant surprise. “Oooh, I like that.”

The man brought his own pad on wheels, I thought with as much lust as I could muster. I was determined to flip this guy’s world around.

“Well then little cowgirl, what are we waiting for? Let’s go.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_____________________________

____

As soon as we got outside I lit a cigarette. He just stared, mesmerized at my smoke coming out in a thin stream above his head. “If you don’t mind Paul, I’d like to finish this before we go inside.”

“Be my guest,” he said. “I think you’re very cool. I like you. This could be the start of something really amazing.” If he only knew. So we just shot the shit a little while as I smoked, and I realized he’s about as boring as he is dumb. But my horniness was overpowering. I took a last drag, and outside the Winnebago, I grabbed him by the shirt close to me and kissed him again, while grabbing his balls.

He opened the door to the camper with his back to the door, facing me and he walked backwards up the stairs with me hanging onto him literally.

As soon as we were in, I pushed him down on the small bed inside and undid his belt, pulled down his zipper, and his pants were dangling around his ankles. I pulled his boxers to the side and a gynormous, fleshy cock popped out. It had to be ten inches at least. I wasted no time, and became the good little slut that mommy wanted me to be, and I put the first cock of my life up to my cherry painted lips. He did a soft moan, and threw his head back.

I was on my knees in front of him and I closed my lips around the head of it, and used my wet tongue to circle the head of his cock. I had seen enough videos and practiced with enough dildos to know what to do. As the inside of my mouth got wetter and wetter, I now had my mouth down half of his shaft. I squeezed my lips even tighter and felt his hands pressing on my wig drawing my chin right into his hairy ball sack. I went faster and faster and tasted a sweet/salty mix of fluid I knew to be his pre cum. I didn’t want him coming in my face – this time – I wanted him to fuck me from behind.

I pulled my mouth off abruptly. “What the fuck Candy?” he said, confused and I think a bit annoyed.

“Simple Paul, I want you to fuck me, while you’re so damn hot and hard!”

“Yeah, now you’re talkin’ darlin’” He grabbed for the front of my jeans.

“Hold on a second there, big fella. I have a surprise for you.”

He stared at me like a puppy waiting for a treat. I undid my wide cowboy belt, and pulled down my jeans, showing the pouch of my G-String, then I turned around and pulled the pink G-String out from between my butt cheeks, and exposed my cherry “bussy” for him to see.

“Jumpin’ Jupiter Candy, you’re fucking wild, you know that!??”

I got down on my knees and reached for my black leather bag, pulling out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I reached behind me and rubbed some on his cock, careful not to allow him to jizz, and then I put a generous amount on my cherry bussy.

“Think you can handle me. Cowboy?” I said.

“Damn straight I can!”

Before I knew it, I felt a fleshy helmet knocking at my door. He played at the entrance making me crazy. He rubbed his cock from my hole almost to my ball sack, which was hidden from view nicely. I stiffened, shaking. I never had the real thing before, and this was great. More than I expected from Paul. He drilled deeper inside me, moaning and telling me how tight and good that felt.

I absolutely loved the sensation; it’s an acquired taste you know. He went faster and faster, and made his cock go round and around, like a wooden mixing spoon. I had my mouth open in a silent scream and my eyes closed. Faster and faster he went. I tuck my hand under the front of my panties and grabbed my gurl cock and stroked it. He hit the spot just right and I shot a big wad of cum into my gaff. It must have turned him on too because the next thing I knew, I felt the liquid warmth of his cum filling up the inside of my hole.

His jizz was dripping down my butt cheeks, there was no place else for it to go. He pulled out of me and the next thing I felt was him licking the cum off my butt, and his tongue entering my bussy, driving me crazy for more. I fantasized about a whole line up of guys waiting to fuck me. Someday I thought, someday.

He stuck his tongue deep inside me, thoroughly eating me out. It was more than incredible.

He pulled out and spun me around, and kissed me hard. I could taste his jizz from his mouth that he just licked off me. I was still horny as fuck, and I needed more. This was the time I thought.

“Whoa girl, I see you squirted too. Guess I turn you on, huh?”

“Oh Paul, you have no idea. Now it’s my turn.”

“Whaddya’ mean?”

I was on my knees, and I looked him right in the eyes. Just in case I got a bad response to what I was about to do, I had my bag open so I could reach for the can of Mace that mommy had bought for me. I pulled my panties to the side, revealing my fleshy, and very hard, sticky cock.

Paul’s eyes opened wide, and he said nothing. Then, he smiled and said, “goddamn, this is my lucky day baby!”

I looked puzzled for a second then I understood. He turned around and next thing I knew I was looking at his big ass. He didn’t have to say anything else about it, but what he did say was, “don’t tell your cousin Kylie anything about this, okay Candy? There are some things I enjoy that are very private, understand?”

“Oh yes Paul, I sure do!”

I took the tube of K-Y from the floor of the camper and rubbed it on my still very hard gurl cock, and a nice helping on his ass. When I stuck my finger inside of him, he moaned with delight. I was guessing, correctly it turned out, that this wasn’t his first rodeo.

I was dripping pre cum I wanted it so badly. I stuck my cock inside his “bussy,” and it felt so fucking wonderful. I was a virgin no longer. I loved fucking guys. I never even thought about pussy, although I could if I wanted to one day.

Now I was half way inside him and going faster with each thrust. He moved his ass up to me and met my thrusts with his. I grabbed his hips with my palms flat and went faster and faster. He started stroking his cock too. I came inside him, and felt the warmth of my own jizz surround me. It just made me go even faster. He let out a large “Ahhhhh,” and he shot a big load into his hand. I saw his cum dripping out from between his fingers.

When I pulled out, I grabbed his hand and licked the sweet jizz off his hand. Then we kissed some more for a spell. We would fuck and suck a few more times that night, but the surprise was now to come.

I looked at him.

“What. Did I do something wrong Candy?”

I lit a cigarette, and he said nothing about smoking in his Winnebago. Instead he asked me for a cigarette. So I gave him one and lit him up.

I answered him in my Spencer voice. “Do you recognize me now big boy?” just in case, my hand was near my bag with the Mace hidden from view.

“Holy shit! Holy shit! Spencer Lane????”

“No Paul tonight it’s ‘Candy,’ ‘Candy Lane.’”

He looked at me stupefied. I then smacked him across the face. He flinched, holding his cheek. “What the fuck did you do that for?”

“That was for all the shitty bullying you did to me in school, and what you said about my stepmom, you big dummy.”

He shook his head, like now he understood. Then he smiled.

“Okay, so I suppose we’re even then, right?”

I looked at him and smiled. “Yes, I guess so.”

“So since you don’t really go to college out of town, can we do this again? I really enjoyed you tonight.” Well, it seemed there was some civility in this guy anyway. I realized that the macho bully thing was just an act after all.

“Yeah, you know, I enjoyed it too, very much. Of course we can see each other. We can even date openly. No one in school knows my secret.” I lied. Of course my girlfriends would know, and they would certainly know about what just happened inside this camper. I was thinking of all the fun we could have here.

“Yeah, you know we can go anywhere with this thing. Shit, you’re better than any girl – er, I mean . . .” I cut him off.

“I know what you mean. I think this could be the start of something really good. We laughed, kissed, and fucked some more.

Five Years Later

So, now here I am where I started, shopping in Walmart. I told you my story. Of course, Paul and I dated for a while, and now and then when he comes to town we go out. But, since I graduated from college I’ve led a very active social life.

Now, are you still watching my ass wiggle as I walk down the aisle of the store? I have to get out of here soon, I’m double dating with mommy and her boyfriend tonight. Oh! Paul is in town.

❤️❤️❤️


THE CRIME BOSS’S SISSY

A Shemale on Male, Gay, Bisexual, Dark, Steamy Romance


Chapter One

____________________________

_________________

Ijoined the NYPD at 22 years old, and now I’ve been a uniformed officer for three years. My name is Alberto Perez, I’m of Dominican descent, and ever since I was a kid, I wanted to be a cop. I liked shows like NCIS, Chicago PD, and all the undercover cop movies and shows. I suppose in the aftermath of 9/11 I wanted to “give back” to the community. See, I’m too scrawny to ever make it in the military, and I wouldn’t have wanted a desk job or a tech gig. I like the action and excitement of being in an active precinct, so I ended up close to home in the Big Bad Bronx.

I don’t know how I made it through the physical requirements of the police academy, but I did – just by the skin of my teeth. Academically I was at the top of my class. Physically, the bottom third.

The other stuff, like the pistol range, I was surprisingly good at. To everyone’s astonishment, I was the number one shot. The instructor could swear that on one target I made a shot go through the same hole twice. As a joke I suppose, they nicknamed me “Deadeye.” It was really cool and made me feel special in spite of my height and my slim build. So, after graduation, I wasn’t just Alberto Perez, I was “Police Officer Alberto Perez.” It felt good.

I had a secret growing up that I always managed to hide very well. When I was fourteen and other guys were going through puberty, I did too, physically, but in my mind, I felt like I was drawn to, shall we say, my female tendencies. In school I was always the target of bullies and idiots who thought little of me in the macho Latino culture I grew up in. Pretty much, I kept to myself.

I admired the clothing the girls wore to school – the laced tops, the tight jeans, their hair styles, and especially the makeup. Girls found it easy to talk to me, and one day at school, I don’t quite remember how it came about, but my friend Yolanda and I were talking about makeup.

Perhaps she thought I took too much of an interest in girl’s makeup and clothing, so one day at lunch, when we ate together on the lawn behind the school, she just blurted out, interrupting me in mid-sentence, “Al, why don’t you come over after school today and we’ll try some makeup on you – just for fun?”

Well, I gotta tell you, my pubescent dick got very hard at just the mention of that. I tried to hide my excitement, but I didn’t do a very good job of it. Yolanda just smiled, and I was embarrassed as hell. One thing led to another, and what was just supposed to be a makeup session, turned into a full-blown dressing session. Yolanda even had a long, brunette wig, and red, satin panties for me to try on that she got from an older sister. I especially enjoyed putting on the silky panties. I kind of insisted on those, my excuse being, well, if I’m gonna do this, I might as well go all the way.

“So, Yolanda,” I said when I was done. “How do I look?”

“Oh my God Al, you do dress up well!”

“Thanks Yolanda,” I said, while admiring myself in her mirror. “But this is between us, right?”

“Of course, Albert,” she said. “You’re my best friend in the world. I would never betray your trust.” I believed her. She giggled. “I think I’d even like to hang out with you like that at school.” My face turned into a mask of horror.

“Oh no! You’re kidding, right?”

Of course, she was. Yolanda was true to her word. When she went away to college, I lost my best friend, but never her social media accounts.

High school just went by, and between borrowing things from Yolanda, and my older sister, Rina, I had a regular compulsion, of dressing en femme. When I hit eighteen, I dressed as often as I could. I looked at guys and got raging hard-ons imagining them ravishing me and taking me like a caveman would do. I had primitive and lustful desires, just like a girl at the height of her arousal. But in my culture, and in my neighborhood, machismo was supposed to be the rule for guys – or else!

I went to John Jay College of Criminal Justice in New York, and I lived at home. After my freshman year, my parents helped me out with rent, and I got an apartment in the city, away from the Hood, and with it, the freedom to dress as often as I wanted.

I started going to bars dressed as “Aly,” and gave free reign to my “inner slut,” bringing guys home or going to theirs. I let them have their way with me, never revealing my true sexual identity. The illusion of me as a woman was that good. I would never be with a guy dressed as a guy, only as a girl. So what did that make me? I didn’t care. I just went with what felt good to me – and right.

For my first assignment out of the Academy, they sent me to a precinct in the Bronx. They paired me with Carole, a female officer who was two years out of the academy. Her regular partner was out on maternity leave. When Carole was told her new partner’s nickname was “Deadeye,” she was shocked when she first met me.

I suppose she pictured a male with a square jaw, crewcut, big shoulders, muscle-bound, and over six feet tall. After her shock wore off, Carole and I became good friends. She shared a lot of personal stuff with me, the kind of stuff a girl would share with her friends. I was hardly surprised. I think women sensed this side of me. Girls are perceptive like that you know. She was twenty-eight and I was twenty-five.

Perhaps behind my decision to join the force was to prove something to myself; that I could keep “my proclivities” separate from my job; lead a double life as it were. So far, it seemed to be working, and I settled into a good routine with Carole. We had a strictly professional and platonic relationship.

About a year into working with Carole, I decided to transition and was started on estrogen. I wore an elastic chest band to hide the breast I was pleased to see coming in. I also shaved all the hair off of my body.
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One day, Carole and I were rolling along, and we got a call of a robbery in progress at a very busy bodega. Our precinct was the 44th – a very active one. We pulled up to the place, it was two in the afternoon on a nice, sunny fall day, and there was a crowd of people across the street. Four other units screeched up, sirens blaring up about the same time. Carole was driving and she was the first to hop out of the car, her hand on her holster.

Suddenly a guy comes running out of the bodega, turns to Carole and crouches; getting off a shot which struck her in the left shoulder. I and several other officers returned fire. By then a second perp exited the building. He went down wounded by Smitty and Paul, two of the other officers on scene.

I shot and killed the one who wounded Carole. Of course, it made the papers, and my name and photo were in there. It was a clear-cut case of a cop returning hostile fire and protecting his partner. Carole made a nice recovery but had some psychological trauma. They put her in counselling and on desk duty for a while until the shrink said she was fit to return to work.

It was during this little hiatus from our partnership that things began to change for me at work. I got awarded a medal for my actions that day, as did Smitty and Paul. I was temporarily assigned a new partner, a guy named Derrick who I graduated the academy with.

About a month into my new partnership, the captain called me into his office. There was an inspector in the room too, and an agent from the DEA. The situation was that a gang of Dominican drug dealers, very sophisticated, and very dangerous, were moving drugs from boats; mostly container ships that docked at New York Harbor, and then stealing cars and placing the carefully hidden drugs inside. From New York, they were distributed to dealers all over the United States.

The NYPD and the DEA wanted a couple of undercover cops to infiltrate the gang, with the help of an informant who would vouch for the cops, and some carefully planted information. The idea being to catch the cartel in action. No question it was a very dangerous assignment. Impressive resumes would have to be prepared for the undercovers, a male and a female – In this case a male and me, as the female.

I was chosen because of my coolness under pressure and fire, and the recent award I was given. Also, it was thought that my build wouldn’t label me as a cop, and I could easily be “cross-dressed” to look like a woman. I think that the DEA guy at first thought I would resist being placed undercover as a female, but when I raised no objections, he just shrugged. He didn’t care one way or the other. Along with this plainclothes assignment came a substantial raise in pay and the promise of a promotion to detective. Naturally, I accepted.

What they told me at the end of our little meeting was that there were no Latina cops who could pull it off, not with my marksmanship abilities and smarts. They approached me delicately on the subject, not wanting to insult me by telling me that I could easily pass as a woman, but deep down I knew that’s what they were thinking.

To them it was simple – I was given an assignment, and I chose to accept it. Of course, I played along and told them I knew nothing about dressing up and impersonating a woman. No problem they said. They would assign a female cop to help me fit in. My parents being from the DR, I knew Spanish with the Dominican dialect perfect, and I had a dark complexion which they said would make me ideal.

The other undercover, Ramirez, was chosen for his tech ability in computers and communications -in other words, covering tracks and leaving no digital fingerprints. His job was in the area of digital crime for the NYPD. So just like that, a team was born.

A few days after the interview with the captain and the DEA agent, I reported to Dolores, the female officer who would “teach me” to dress and act female. I played dumb, not wanting my secret to get out. She decided the sexier I looked, the better. I couldn’t have been happier. I looked really good in tight, denim jeans, and also short skirts and hot pants. My stiletto heels with ankle straps completed the picture. I had thin eyebrows and grew my dark brown hair long, but she died it black, and even shaved my eyebrows – something I never thought of.

I have to mention an aside here, about the dressing part. I wore the elastic chest band to work, and there was no way that I could hide my transitioning from Dolores. When she saw it and I took it off, letting my C cup breasts show and my shaved chest, she let out an “Oh my!” It was cool though. Just like with Yolanda in high school, Dolores said she would protect my secret. Soon, however, after this assignment was over with, there would be no way to hide what I was becoming from the Department, and I was okay with that.

Even though I was of course well-versed in all things female, for the sake of appearances, Dolores played along with me and strung out my instruction, much to the annoyance of the captain and the inspector.

Now, after Dolores’s work with me was done, Ramirez and I met up with the informant and decided on the place and time to infiltrate the gang. The informant, a guy named Carlos, who was a drug dealer himself, met us at a dive bar to talk about it.
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The Department and the DEA had to prepare me very well. My cover would be as an expert in smuggling having made many cross-border trips with drugs hidden inside of cars in all sorts of places, and how to cover the scents from dogs. In short, my role would be to expand the gangs influence and territory, hopefully leading to the breaking of the cartel.

My identity was based on a real-life crime figure turned DEA informant; a Dominican named “Marisol Santiago,” who worked for a medium-sized drug cartel out of Columbia and Mexico. She was apprehended in Mexico and turned by the DEA. Her photo was doctored to look like mine, and she was allowed to continue her work for the cartel.

For this assignment, she was removed from the field, and I picked up where she left off. I had much material to study about the real “Marisol Santiago,” her mannerisms, history, etc. Lots of videotapes, films, and interviews. Her cartel, the one we wanted to bust, thought they were sending her up to New York at the request of the New York gang. It was believed that the New York players were controlled by the main cartel, and that they would “fear me” because I represented “the home office,” just like in a straight law-abiding business.

If I passed scrutiny, the plan had a chance to work. If it failed, I would be torn to pieces by a chainsaw, and killed - then tortured and dumped! The DEA guy painted a chilling picture, with actual photos of past unfortunates. I needed my dark sense of humor to pull this off. No one laughed at my little joke.

So the stage was set for “Marisol Santiago” and “Sanchez” to arrive in New York. Carlos took us to a collision place in the South Bronx, which was where this operation took place out of. Our covers would be safely in place - hopefully, and we could get to work.

The NY boss was a stocky, muscular bald-headed guy named Pablo who wore a tank top, shorts, and sandals. But what caught my attention was the huge bulge under his shorts. My excitement was heightened by the sense of danger involved. He looked at me through slit eyes with an “I want to bone you badly baby” kind of expression. His arms were covered in tattoos that seemed to twitch as I walked by.

I was wearing my sexiest outfit – with a very short leather skirt, padded thong to hide my huge boner, tons of makeup, and hoop earrings. I looked like a Dominican goddess.

After Carlos made the introductions for me and “Sanchez,” we got to work. During the whole time we spoke in Spanish and Pablo couldn’t take his eyes off of me.

I proved my worth by packing twenty kilos of pure cocaine from a previous shipment inside of a new Chrysler minivan. Pablo’s men were impressed watching me work. After I was done, one of Pablo’s guys brought out two Belgian German Shepherds that were drug sniffing dogs. They couldn’t find a thing and Pablo looked at me with a salacious grin.

The van would be driven to an as yet unknown location where members of the cartel were waiting to break it down and distribute it. Sanchez was to pass the information along to our superiors.

My job, which I accepted gladly, was to distract Pablo, which if our first meeting was any indicator of success, would be easy. What I had planned was something that the department was too embarrassed to ask me to do, and most likely wouldn’t even want to know.
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After the van drove off, the gang had about a week to wait around until the next shipment was due to arrive. In the meantime, they continued with their work of stealing cars and distributing drugs off to the local dealers. On a Tuesday afternoon I found myself alone with Pablo. We spoke in Spanish the whole time.

For a monster, Pablo was quite affable and tried hard to make a good impression. If he had known what I was really thinking, he could have saved his efforts. I was a sure thing. From the moment he walked into the garage, I was hot to have him inside me. I had pre cum on the inside of my satin panties. There was something about a hot guy and danger that made me crazy.

I was craving his cock more than all the cheap thrills I got from the neighborhood bars. My fingernails were tingling, dying to dig them into his tattooed arms as he humped me from behind.

I had a hard time concentrating on what he was saying. I had to constantly remind myself that I was here to do a job; a very dangerous job.

“ . . . So that’s how me and your boss from Cartagena got to know each other. Hey, Chica! Are you listening to me?” I was only half-listening. The other half of me was fantasizing about that throbbing Latin monster under his gym shorts. I knew the story anyway from my briefings.

“Oh yeah, sorry Pablo. (I had to think fast). It’s just the way you met Manuel sounded so much like my story.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t fuck him right away, now did I Chica?”

“Oh, of course not,” I giggled.

“Come over here into the light, and let me get a good look at you baby,” he said. His breath smelled like beer and cigars. “Umm, I love the way you smell,” and, leaning into me, he rolled the back of his fingers down my face and my long, shiny, black hair. I wore heavy mascara, ruby colored lipstick, and my lashes were naturally long.

I did what came naturally to me next. I bit my lower lip, and looking him right in the eyes, I grabbed his crotch, and he hissed through his clenched teeth.

“Let’s get out of this garage and go upstairs to my office,” he said.

“Sure, let’s go. I’m dying to see what you got under those shorts.”

He turned around to me on the downstairs landing and kissed me hard on the lips. His tongue found mine and we twisted them around each other’s. I dug my long, painted fingernails into his crotch some more, tracing the outline of his long snake from ball sack to tip.

“It’s more comfortable upstairs Chica,” he gasped, grinding his crotch into mine, and running his hands over my upper body as he kissed me. Tangled up together we made our way upstairs to Pablo’s office. There was nothing special about it, just a desk, chair, and a large, long, plush couch. As soon as he backed into the room pulling me, he locked the door and pulled the shades down over the windows.

He was cursing like an excited schoolboy, and pulled at my white-laced camisole, pulling it over my head, my bra showing my budding cleavage. It wasn’t spectacular, but certainly passable. I was well on my way to becoming a shemale. I liked the term much better than “transgender female” anyway.

I quickly undid my bra snap and shimmied out of it dropping it to the floor. I gave my head a shake, and let my long, shiny, brunette wig cover my bare tits. I straddled Pablo, grinning at him and pulling his shorts down with my teeth which made him crazy. He was all commando, and I found myself staring at a brown replica of a silicone dildo you might find on AMAZON. It was hard as a rock, at least nine inches and wide. I never saw anything like it before in my life; only on YOUTUBE videos.

Pablo was smiling. “What’s the matter Chica, too big for you?” he said, laughing. I was never one to back down from a challenge, and I was certainly ready to take this one on. I didn’t answer him, but teased him, kissing the tip of his cock with my moist, ruby lips.

I pulled up his shirt as I took the tip of his cock in my mouth between my lips. I made a tight seal and used my tongue to lick around the sides of it. His eyes were closed, and he was mumbling something. Now I took his shaft, just the first third and it almost filled my mouth. I was a maestro with my tongue conducting a strange, erotic symphony of pleasure. I rubbed my tongue along the sensitive bottom of his cock. It became nice and slick, and it was easy for me to open my mouth wide and slide up and down his whole shaft.

I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to, but suddenly he pulled off me, and said, “I want some of that wet, slippery pussy of yours Chica.”

Thinking fast, not ready to reveal myself yet, I flipped around on him, my ass with the pink G-String in his face and said, “I want you to fuck my tight little asshole. It’s more delicious, I promise you Pablo.”

“Ooooh, you are so evil Chica. Yeah, let’s DO IT!” With a quick motion, I reached behind me and pushed the G-String off to the side, and grabbed my bag off the floor. I had a tube of K-Y Jelly. I knew for sure I would need it for this one. I took a nice amount and rubbed it all over my boy pussy, or “bussy,” and stuck a bit inside which made me gasp. Then I squeezed out some more and lathered it all over that cock which my fingers could barely make their way around.

He had great control and didn’t cum yet. As soon as my fingers left him, he stuck his cock inside the entrance to my tight, little bussy.

“Oh wow Chica,” he grunted, “You’re so tight!” He felt so good. I loved to play with a dildo collection I had, but he was bigger than anything I had. Every girl knows that there’s nothing like the real thing. Pablo was about as real as it gets.

He was like an animal, pounding and pounding me, hissing at me. I could feel his ball sack hitting my ass cheeks, and I was as hard as a rock under my gaff. I fought the urge to touch myself, but it was too much. I grabbed my shaft, and felt that feeling of pressure and pleasure welling up inside of me – he hit my “P-Spot.”

I felt Pablo’s jizz gush inside of me, filling me with that wet warmth. I could feel some of it leaking out down my butt cheeks. I shot my load too. The front of my gaff was all wet and sticky. That, I did not want Pablo to see.

He surprised me. I felt his lips and tongue licking the front of my cherry bussy, and the jizz dribbling down me, and I stiffened and loved every second of it. I was even getting hard again. Then he spun me around and kissed me some more. Both of us were sweating. “Would you like some wine, Chica?”

“Yes, thank you Pablo. You were wonderful.”

While Pablo went to his cabinet to get the wine and the glasses, I reached into my bag and pulled out my pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and lit up. I made sure to smoke very sensuously in front of him. As soon as he made his way to the table with the wine and the glasses, I saw he was hard again; evidence perhaps of a tad of a smoke fetish. I smiled. I wondered what he would taste like, cumming in my mouth.

He sat down next to me, and he proposed a toast. “To a very profitable business venture and to a new relationship,” he said grinning from ear to ear.

“Oh,” I said, doing my best to sound coy. “It seems like you want some more of me, eh Pablo?” I glanced quickly at his shorts, and he knew I was referring to his massive erection. He laughed, put down his drink, and grabbed me around the shoulders and kissed me harder than before. I was to him like a drug, mysterious, addicting. I was loving it, almost forgetting the reason I was with him in the first place.

Like an animal, I pulled his shorts down, going to work on his cock again. This time there was a mixture of K-Y Jelly and his own sticky cum on his cock, which soon became a wet sponge. He thrusted at me, his balls slapping me in the face as I took all of him inside me. I kept my lips in a tight seal, tonguing and sucking him faster and faster. His hands were balled up in fists, pulling at my hair and pushing my head deep into his lap.

“Don’t stop Chica,” he squealed like a schoolboy. I kept going and I felt the pressure of a fire hydrant go off inside my mouth, warm and sticky. It was like he never came before, even though it was just twenty minutes since he exploded into my bussy. I sucked all of him in, then pulling off him, and grabbing his cock between my fingers. The last few shots of his cum hit me in the eyes, cheeks, and forehead. My eyes were misted over, and he pulled off me, studying my face for a second, and then he licked all the cum off my face, my mascara and eye shadow running.

He started kissing my breasts which sent me into orbit and an icicle plunging down the length of my body. I was dying to fuck him, but how could I reveal myself to this guy. Potentially, he could snap my neck in a fit of rage if he ever found out the truth.

“You know, “ Pablo said. “Manuel never said if he fucked you or not.” I was going to say something, but he pre-empted me.

“Don’t worry Chica, he doesn’t have to know anything about us.”

“That’s good,” I said. “Because Pablo,” and I brushed my nails gently across his face, “You’re more of a man than Manuel could ever be.” My flattery was working. I knew he wouldn’t say a thing. From the way he was talking earlier, it sounded like he wanted some more independence from the crew in Columbia and Mexico, and I would be a big part of his plan. I didn’t think he would be willing to let go of me so easily. Things seemed to be falling into place, in a very strange sort of way.
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So where are you staying tonight Chica? This is your first day in New York,” Pablo asked.

“Manuel has a cousin in Manhattan. I’m staying with her.” That was a situation neither the DEA nor the NYPD foresaw happening. As soon as I got home, I would have to speak to the captain.

“OK, so how will you get there?” Pablo asked.

“Carlos is going to take Sanchez and me,” I said, referring of course, to my partner, the other undercover.

“You know Marisol,” Pablo said, the first time he called me by my first name. “If Manuel’s cousin doesn’t mind, you could stay overnight with me in my penthouse in Manhattan.”

“Yes, I’d love that!” I said, jumping on top of Pablo and hooking my skinny legs around his strong waist, arms around his shoulders; kissing him.

“But not tonight, I’m afraid. I need to get settled first with Manuel’s cousin. It’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.”

“Oh, of course. No problem. Perhaps this weekend,” Pablo said, a little disappointed. But Pablo feared Manuel, and he didn’t want Manuel to know that he was falling for the newest member of his organization. Later that night, I would have to give my report to the captain and the DEA agent, and they would have to tell the real Marisol what was happening, so she could give a report to Manuel. It was a dangerous business. One slip up could mean death.

So the three of us left the garage around nine o’clock that first evening. Sanchez, me, and Carlos. We stopped off at a diner in Long Island City, away from Pablo and his gang. I had to report to the captain and the DEA when I got home.

“How did the distribution go?” I asked.

“Good, I got to know all the small fish in Pablo’s chain. When the next big delivery comes in, that’s when we’ll make our move,” Sanchez said. By now, it was obvious to him and Carlos that I was a bisexual, or whatever they wanted to think of me. I think they just thought of me as a woman. I’d have thought they would have been curious to know if Pablo had found out I had a cock yet. But that was none of their business.

“I don’t want Pablo to be present when they go to the dock for the shipment. The gang will be easier to round up if the big boss – ‘el jefe’ isn’t there,” I said.

“I agree,” Sanchez said. “How will you arrange that?”

I thought for a while about that. I had some girlfriends (all shemales), and I could arrange for them to be at Pablo’s garage the night of the shipment. I could explain to him that we needed to celebrate. We had a couple of weeks until the next container ship carrying the Columbian coke came in.

Over the next ten days or so, I was still busy with Sanchez loading cars with bricks of coke, seeing them off and then fucking and sucking Pablo. He was content with fucking my bussy and never once asked to see my “pussy.” I thought it a bit strange, but there was an element of fear still of what would happen if this macho Hispanic drug lord ever knew the truth about me.

Finally the schedule of the shipment came into Pablo’s office. On Tuesday night, the container ship would dock in the Port of Newark, and his gang would board the ship and take the drugs out and transport them in Pablo’s van to his “body shop” in the South Bronx, where I would get to work and pack the bricks into several cars – all newly stolen. This is where the shipment was most vulnerable; on the way from the port to the shop in the Bronx. It was the logical place for the bust to take place. After Pablo’s crew was rounded up, his office would be raided, and he would be arrested. Of course, “Marisol” would be arrested too, so my cover wouldn’t be blown. I just hoped I wouldn’t be killed.

I had a look at a locker in Pablo’s office. There were enough small arms in there to take over a small Banana Republic.

The Saturday night before, I decided to stay over at Pablo’s Penthouse overlooking Central Park West. I made sure to wear the sluttiest outfit I could find, and the most alluring makeup. I told a few of my close friends about it. They knew I was a cop and when I told them I was undercover, they were all excited. Pablo wanted to have a real party of it, so some of his trusted crew came over as well.

At nine o’clock on Saturday evening, I came over with two of my girlfriends, Ruby, and Dolores - from the NYPD makeup division. I knew I could trust them, and I needed some backup in case things went south. As it turned out, Ruby was a shemale cop as well, having come out three years ago, and was about thirty. Dolores introduced us. There was no need for them to use fake names.

Pablo greeted us, drink in hand. He wore a business suit, and in spite of his bald head and his fat neck, he looked like a, well, a well-dressed gangster. He had two friends milling around the bar, Dominguez, and Velasquez. Carole and Ruby made their way towards them after Pablo made the introductions.

“So Chica, how do you like my place?”

“It’s breathtaking Pablo,” I said, being totally honest. “Whoever said crime doesn’t pay?”

He laughed, and handed me a drink from the bar. It was a whisky, straight up. I lit a cigarette and looked around. One entire wall was a picture window overlooking Central Park.

Dolores and Ruby didn’t waste any time. They each found places in the enormous living room where they could be alone with Dominguez and Velasquez. Pablo took me over to where the fireplace was. There was a long sofa in front of it. It was a chilly night and the warmth from the fire felt good.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

___________________________

_________________

Iwas ravenous. I went straight for Pablo’s crotch, like so many other times. Except tonight, I thought I would reveal the true me. I felt safer with Ruby and Dolores around. I hoped they had their service weapons with them in their bags.

Pablo started to moan as I teased him with my fingernails on his cock and took my time, pulling his zipper up and down, like a tease. I liked it when he got impatient. He was like a little child at times. He began kissing me, hoping that the fury of his kisses might make me go faster and pull out his treasured cock, but he was wrong this time.

I unbuttoned his dress shirt and ran my fingernails now over his chest, and he was moaning with his eyes closed. I was getting excited by his play and took pity on him. I pulled his cock out and started sucking on it, slowly, taking little breaks and looking up at him smiling.

“My Chica likes to tease I see.”

“I can do more than that Pablo.”

So far he must have fucked my ass about twenty times since I got to know him. He suddenly stood up, pulling his pants up and walked me into his bedroom, which was just as spacious as the living room. He had a little altar set up in the corner of the room to pay homage to “Santa Muerte,” the “Saint of Death,” who was supposed to be the guardian saint of the drug cartels. It shocked me for a moment by its hideousness.

Pablo ignored it and pulled me down onto the bed, taking his pants down and kicking them off along with his boxers. He lied down on his back, and I straddled him like I usually did and began sucking his cock. I went at it furiously, getting all nine inches in my mouth. It was so wide that my mouth was fully open, and I didn’t have to close my lips that much to completely encircle and close around it. I slid up and down it easily, slurping, and going faster and faster.

He flipped me over suddenly and went right for my ass, not waiting for any K-Y Jelly and spitting on my bussy and his hand, rubbing his cock with it. I felt him line up against me again and start pounding me. By now I was used to it, and he slid inside me easily. It didn’t take long for him to hit my P-Spot, and I moaned at the same time he unleashed his jizz with full fury, filling me up completely. Again, I leaked his hot cum out of my ass, and I was consumed with pleasure, having my own “sissygasm.” Each time we did it, it got better and better.

He pulled out and did that thing with his tongue which turned me on so; sucking and licking all the jizz off my ass and butt cheeks. Both of us were sweating profusely, and we turned around and kissed deeply. Something told me the time was right. I pulled away from Pablo and got on my knees in front of him.

“Pablo,” I said. “I haven’t truly been honest with you.”

“What do you mean Chica?” he said, just a bit confused.

“Look here baby,” I said.

I pulled the wet front of my G-String away to the side, and my eight inch she-cock popped out. I intently watched his face for some reaction, maybe expecting him to pull out a machete or a pistol and kill me right there, but it was something I just had to do. I was really taking my chances here, because the real Marisol was a biological woman, and if Manuel ever told Pablo about fucking her I was in real trouble.

To my shock, Pablo just grinned.

“I can’t believe it Chica! I want you even more now! I love it, I mean I love being fucked by a real shemale!” he laughed. “But if you tell anyone about this, especially Manuel, I’m afraid I’ll have to kill you!” and he laughed hysterically and then pulled me closer for a kiss. I was stunned, but I was happy.

I reached into my bag and went straight for the K-Y Jelly because Pablo was already on all fours with his ass up to me. I lubed up his ass and put some of the slickness on my she-cock as well. It was already hard, and I almost came from touching myself. I’m very sensitive! I made him moan with pleasure as I stuck some of the K-Y into his ass.

My only concern was if he would be able to take all of me. I would soon find out. I lined up the head of my cock with his cherry asshole, and played around at the entrance, teasing a little bit. Now I penetrated him, just the head of my cock entering his boy pussy, and he hissed. I went back and forth, slowly grinding, and moving my cock around and around like a mixing spoon inside his ass. He was loving it, and even backed up on my she-cock penetrating me further inside him.

I took over now, and went inside him all the way, meeting little resistance. I had a feeling that Pablo wasn’t telling me something, that maybe he liked doing this himself. I went faster and faster, my balls were slamming his butt cheeks with an intensity I hadn’t known before.

Pablo’s hands now gripped his massive cock with his whole fist, pumping it up and down as I hit his P-Spot. He yelled in pleasure and shot his whole load onto the bed sheets, his jizz dripping down between his fingers. I came soon after, the warmth of my cum encircling my cock. It was so long that I was on this side of the game, I forgot how good it felt. Well you know what they say: It’s always better to give than to receive!

My jizz now dripped down the sides of his butt cheeks, and I couldn’t help myself. My tongue just went right for his cum, my lips sucking it all in. He flipped around me, and we kissed some more, playfully touching. He squeezed my nipples between his fingers, and it sent shockwaves of pleasure through me.

We fucked all night, and when we came out of his bedroom at four o’clock in the morning, Dolores and Ruby were sleeping on the couch, Dominguez and Velasquez having left already, either going home or back to the garage.

I got dressed, kissed Pablo goodbye, collected Dolores and Ruby and we left.

“So how were they?” I asked.

“They behaved themselves,” Dolores said. I let both of them fuck my bussy and Ruby here, gave up hers as well. I don’t think they knew we were shemales. If we get together again, maybe we’ll tell them.” Ruby laughed.

“Yeah, I liked Velasquez, maybe I’ll see him again, although it would be a little awkward, I mean you’re the one undercover Alicia!”

“I revealed the ‘true me’ to Pablo,” I said.

“Really?” Dolores said. “How did he take it?”

I looked at her and grinned. “Like a man, like a real man!” We had a good laugh.

On Sunday I was off, and Monday was back to business at the garage. The shipment was coming in tomorrow night at nine o’clock – Tuesday. As far as Pablo knew, I was spending time with Manuel’s cousin, Berta. In fact, Berta really was Manuel’s cousin. She was turned by the DEA as well.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

____________________________

_________________

As usual, I wasn’t going down to the dock to meet the shipment. Pablo’s two trusted men, Dominguez and Velasquez were going to do that with the other five guys from Pablo’s crew. Me and Sanchez would meet the van and do the packing in the cars at the garage. The weak point was always the transport of the drugs from the terminal to the factory. Pablo always had a couple of SUVs following the van with heavily armed men inside.

This time, however, it was different. Pablo was very creative. He recently purchased, just for this job an armored car and called it “ARROW HEAD SECURITY.” He got uniforms for his men, and they carried an arsenal in the truck. It was to be used from now on strictly for transport of merchandise from the Newark Terminal to the factory where we would load it into the stolen cars for distribution. Who in their right mind would stop an armored car?

The way it would go down, according to the DEA and the Port Authority Police, was they would bust the crew at the dock, intercepting the loading of the armored car, and then head over to the garage and bust Pablo and his crew.

Sanchez and I filled in the DEA about when and where the shipment was coming from. We got them every detail including the container numbers on the ship. Nothing was left to chance. To be honest, I was having mixed emotions about it all. Sort of a “Stockholm Syndrome,” where a “captive” begins to sympathize with their captors.

I became very attached to Pablo and had a real dilemma. When the shoe dropped, and it was due to drop soon, should I “come clean” to him, level with him and plan a sort of escape with him? I’ve never had a lover like him before – so caring, so loving, but still, and this was a big still – incredibly evil.

The DEA and Port Authority Police arrived about two hours before the ship, under Panamanian registry, was due to dock. The SWAT teams would hide in place, but not too close for discovery. However Pablo was clever. He had his own sniper far enough away to observe any suspicious activity on the dock. I found this out and got the information to the DEA.

Pablo and I had some time at the office before the shipment was due to arrive. He had a shortwave radio with a secure frequency to stay in touch with his crew on the outside. There was only one way to relieve the tension at the office. Pablo grabbed me from behind and started kissing me on the neck. It sent chills down my body. I turned around, we embraced and began kissing, hard. He practically ripped my starched cotton blouse off that was tied in front just below my breasts.

I was kissing his bare chest, and all the strange tattoos, mostly Santeria symbols that he had since his teen years in the DR. In the DR, in the rough neighborhood Pablo grew up in, there were two opportunities for a boy like Pablo. Either become a sports star, soccer or especially baseball, or turn to a life of crime. Pablo took the life of crime. He told me he didn’t much care for organized sports.

Now I went to work on his zipper, playing with it and slowly pulling it down. But Pablo had something else in mind that he never did with me before. He pulled the zipper of my jeans down, and moved my thong aside and pulled out my cock. He smacked his lips, kissed it lightly and went to work on my she-cock.

“Now Chica,” he said, “You’re going to have the time of your life.” My heart was racing, and I breathed deeply. He was gentle and I was in no hurry. He played with my she-cock, running his lips and his tongue over the tip, locking his lips together and forming a tight seal. His tongue circled me, around and around, placing the tip of his tongue in my slit. Now he took me on full, sucking and slurping, forming a vacuum and not letting any air in or out.

I was soon on complete autopilot, pressing my hips to his face and meeting his every thrust. I had the palms of my hands pressing onto the top of his bald head, my fingernails digging into his scalp. He was moaning through his sucks. I couldn’t take any more torture. “I’m gonna’ cum!” I shouted.

“Yeah Chica, come on baby,” he yelled – urgent. I shot a full load of my juice into his mouth, just the same as I would do if I had a real pussy. But to me, this was my pussy. Squirt after squirt came out in a steady jet. My jizz was rolling down the sides of Pablo’s cheeks, like rainwater. I pulled out of his mouth and licked my cum off of his face and lips, sticking my tongue in his mouth to suck every bit of jizz off of him. After we were both satisfied, I lit a cigarette and lie next to him on top of the bed.

“You know Chica,” he said softly. “I wish we could go somewhere nice and stay for a week and not even leave the bedroom for a minute.”

I laughed. “You mean not even for food?”

He smiled. “You’re the only thing I want to eat,” he said half-kidding. We both laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

____________________________

_________________

We left the upstairs loft and came downstairs to the office. Pablo was nervous, grateful to me for breaking some of the tension of the moment. The operation was in full swing. The ship had finally docked and the crew, all cartel members, let Pablo’s men come aboard the ship. They had their flashlights out, red filters in place. They were dressed in combat gear, vests, and equipment with ammunition. Normally cargo was unloaded during the daytime, but in this business nighttime was the preferred time of day.

Pablo was standing by the radio, getting situation reports and giving instructions to his men. Sanchez was getting nervous, trying not to look so obvious, mingling with Pablo’s men onboard the ship and scanning for signs of the SWAT team, and he hoped the sniper was being taken care of.

The DEA guys spotted Pablo’s sniper on a far container roof about a half-mile away from the drug shipment. One of them stealthily climbed to the top of the container and wearing rubber soled boots wasn’t making a sound. He pulled out a K-Bar Marine Corps knife and quickly grabbed Pablo’s man by the forehead, pulling it back quickly and cut the jugular vein of the sniper in one swift move. He nodded to his friend who scanned the other rooftops of the container ship for any more surprises.

Now, Pablo’s men were blind. The DEA let them go about their work, positively identifying the right container and bringing crates up to load the cocaine. This was probably the biggest shipment of the whole year – Christmastime for the cartel.

Now the DEA team went to work, the snipers picking off the perimeter guards one by one. By the time they saw the green laser pointers on their chests they were dead. Most of Pablo’s men were trained in Columbia by the American military – ex Columbian Special Forces. Not an easy bunch to go quietly in the night. But so far, the government was lucky.

After five kills, the crew at the port knew something was wrong, when none of the guards were answering their radios. Soon the sounds of silenced small arms fire pinging off metal could be heard on the ship. Pablo at his station heard it as well, coming over his shortwave radio. His face took on an ashen complexion.

“I should have been at the port with my men!” he shouted to no one on particular. He reached into his gun cabinet and handed me a P-90 automatic rifle.

“I think we may have some company soon Chica!” He announced. I saw a frightening bloodthirsty look come over his face. “They dare to fuck with ME? Then those pigs will get what’s coming to them. Go downstairs and tell those guys to arm up! Place some of them outside for an ambush Chica.”

“Okay Jefe,” I said, using his action name. He was glued to the shortwave. “Valencia, come in! What the fuck is going on there?” Pablo said urgently.

“It was a trap Jefe; they knew when the shipment was coming in exactly. They must have been in place for hours waiting for it. I think we have a traitor in our group!”

“Thank you Valencia. Kill them all, do you hear me? Kill them all.” There was no static on the radio, just the rattle of the small arms fire and now stun grenades.

Soon above the ship, a Blackhawk helicopter appeared with a searchlight. When Pablo was told this, he put his head down and cursed.

A thought crossed Pablo’s mind, an impossible one. Could Marisol and Sanchez, the two newest members of his gang be informants, or undercover police? But that was impossible, no? They were vetted by Manuel in Columbia. There was just one thing to do now. He grabbed his sat phone and called Manuel. At the same time, he called outside to the garage where his men were putting on vests and loading their weapons, Marisol among them with her P-90.

“Chica, come in here please!” He called outside to her.

*****

I heard Pablo calling me as I was busy strapping the vest on. I became a little nervous. I was hoping and praying the assault team knew there was a friendly in the garage. I would return fire and aim high once the shooting started. I was “assured” they had a description of me.

I walked through the big doors to Pablo’s office. He was standing with his ass leaning against the desk and his arms folded. A suspicious look on his face.

“Come here Chica,” he said. “I have Manuel on the sat phone. He wants to speak to you.”

A shiver ran down my body, but my facial expression was more of annoyance, like an I don’t have time for this shit kind of expression. “Hello Manuel,” I said.

“Marisol, Pablo tells me the gringos have intercepted the shipment at Newark. This will ruin me! What do you know about it??”

“Me? Nothing Manuel.”

“I sent you up there Marisol to make sure this kind of thing doesn’t happen. You are my right arm!”

“Tell me,” he said. “How is my cousin Consuela doing? She must me happy to see you. Did she recover from her auto accident?” I froze. The DEA never mentioned much about Manuel’s cousin to me. I think that was a bad move on their part. I had no choice but to ad lib.

“She’s fine Manuel . . . but she doesn’t like to talk about the car accident. Maybe she has some PTS disorder about it.”

There was silence on the other end of the line. We were on speaker, and Pablo had his arms folded, looking at me.

“Marisol, let me speak to Pablo please,” Manuel said.

The speaker was shut off and both of them were talking. I just caught snippets of the conversation, but Pablo was looking at me. I could tell he wasn’t happy at all. He hung up the line and there was a bit of silence with Pablo looking grim and staring out the window of his office now.

“So Chica,” Pablo said slowly. I could tell he was restraining himself. “Manuel’s sister is named ‘Berta,’ NOT Consuela. Also, she was never in a car accident. He suspected something was wrong and he wanted to trip you up. I think he succeeded, no? He wants me to kill you now.”

“Pablo, I want you to listen to me carefully, and please reason with me.”

“REASON WITH YOU!?? Reason with you?? Marisol, or whatever the fuck your name is. You’re a fucking cop, and Sanchez – that “puta” too! My men at the dock are dead, the shipment is in the DEA’s hands. Now, they are coming for me. My men are prepared to die for me and take them on, whoever they send. Tell me Chica, what will you do??? Join the fight and kill me? You wanna handcuff me now? You betrayed me!”

“it is only my feelings for you that stop me from pulling the trigger now.” He pulled out a Glock 9mm pistol from the back of his pants waist, and pointed it at me, priming a round in the chamber. His hand was shaking, and I could see tears rolling down his eyes. “Maybe we should die together, eh?”

“No, Pablo no. When I first took this assignment, I didn’t know,” I said looking down with a low voice. I was about to make a life-altering decision that once made, I could never go back from. “I didn’t know how much I love our time together. I fell in love with you Pablo, and I’m willing to, to flee with you now! To go somewhere they will never find us, where we can live together – always.”

He laughed like I never saw him laugh before. He looked at me and couldn’t stop.

Slowly, he walked towards me. Part of me said I should flee, another part told me I should stay, that I should trust him. He grabbed me around the waist, and he looked deeply into my eyes, and he kissed me. “I never saw you look more beautiful than you do now, Chica.”

I could feel like I did, maybe it was because of fright, maybe it opened my eyes more, and some of my natural beauty came out more.

“You know I’m like an eel, Chica. No one takes Pablo alive. I’m going to give you a choice. I love you too and I would never kill you. I know Manuel would, but I would never. I’m planning to leave here, to escape, and I want you to come with me. We’ll go to a place where they will never find us. Someplace that doesn’t have an extradition treaty with the United States. Of course it will mean that you can never come home again. What do you say? Time is fleeting. The “Federales” will be here soon – within the hour. Should I abandon my men and leave with you now? If I let them go, it will give us some extra time. What do you say?”

This was the most important decision I would ever have to make. I found my soul mate in this dangerous drug lord. I would never see Dolores, Ruby, or my other friends again. I could never contact my sister or my parents again – no one.

I ran closer to Pablo and jumped up on him like I did once before, shortly after we met. I wrapped my legs around his and I kissed him deeply, my arms around his broad, tattooed shoulders.

We broke off the kiss and I said to him, “Come on, what the hell are we waiting for?” And just like that, we ran off into the night.

SIX MONTHS LATER – THE SUDAN

Pablo and I got used to life in another country, no, more like it was another world – but we were happy. I still have some regrets, but I suppose as time goes on, they will become less and less. I know that Pablo made the Ten Most Wanted poster of the FBI. Maybe they figured that I was either killed or kidnapped. But as far as I knew, I was off the radar.

This is what happens to a shemale when she becomes “The Crime Boss’s Sissy.”

❤️❤️❤️
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