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About the Author


THE JOB

___________________________

_______________


Iwas fresh out of the police academy here in the Big Apple. I know, it’s a strange and difficult time to be in law enforcement, but it’s something I’ve dreamed about since I was a kid. Eventually, I wanna be a lawyer and go to school parttime, so I thought being a cop would give me some good training in the law.

I got my first assignment at a precinct near Greenwich Village in Lower Manhattan. I’m twenty-two years old, and let me start by saying that I’m not a crewcut, buffed cop with mirrored sunglasses and beefy arms you’d expect to see getting out of a patrol car, or walking a beat. In the academy I just managed to squeak through the physical requirements - I was the shortest guy in my class, and have kind of a slender build and somewhat wide hips. My classmates at the academy called me “Tinker Bell,” and the nickname followed me through to this first assignment, because Doug – my nemesis and bully first at college; Hofstra University, and then at the police academy, mercilessly teased me and pulled pranks on me.

Now I could finally afford to move out of my parent’s house on Long Island and get my own apartment in the city. The rents are sky high in New York, and I thought about getting a roommate. That’s when I was shocked when Doug, of all people asked if he could share an apartment with me. He was in the same domestic position as I was – both of us the same age, living at home, and single. Somehow, after the academy he seemed to mellow out, and since we were both rookies at the same precinct, he approached me one day in the locker room.

“Hey Frank, how’s it going?” He never talked with me except to tease or insult me, so what could he possibly want?

“Uh, ok Doug, what can I do for you?”

“Well, first, I wanna apologize for being a shithead with you in college, and the academy,” he said with what seemed like a sincere apologetic tone. No one was more surprised than him when he saw me at the academy on our first day. Naturally the bullying continued there.

“Look,” he continued. “I never thought you’d make it through the academy. I always thought you’d be the first one to drop out, and I kind of respect you for making it through. You’ve got guts, I’ll grant you that.”

“Well thanks Doug, I appreciate it,” I said, still wary of his intentions towards me.

“Listen, you know it’s a big commute from Long Island to work, and I was thinking about getting an apartment here in the city. You live in East Meadow, right?”

“Yes I do.”

“Well, I live in Levittown, so we’re practically neighbors,” he said smiling.

“Yeah, I was thinking of getting an apartment too, and because of rents being what they are here, I’ve thought of getting a roommate.”

“Yeah!” he said. “Same. I think you’re the quiet type, and I kind of know you . . . well, sort of,” he said with some embarrassment – guilt probably for all the hell he put me through. “And I thought maybe you’d like to rent an apartment with me. You know, after these shifts sleep is important, and you’re not an anonymous asshole that’s gonna play loud music and be a pain in the ass.”

An off-hand sort of compliment, but I’ll take it, I thought. Doug was popular on campus, and the guys in the frat he was in thought he kind of a slob, but that wasn’t a big deal. I could handle that, as long as my stuff wasn’t messed with. (The “Odd Couple” 2.0)

“Okay, I’ll do it. Let’s both look, and then we’ll talk about it.”

“Really?” he said with some surprise.

“Yeah, I think it could work, unless I have to call the cops for battery,” I said, which made him laugh. I was semi-serious.

“Okay deal,” he said, and we both shook on it, his hand almost crushing mine. We weren’t partners, and he had nights, and I had days for the time being. I was coming off my shift and he had the four to midnight. Both of us were assigned to foot patrols, and while I was usually busy with drunks urinating on sidewalks, and breaking up fights, his shift was relatively quiet.

In school, Doug was popular with the girls, and I wasn’t. In fact, I was still a virgin. I had no real skills in relationships with women. I wondered how he kept up a social life with this job. A lot of the other cops usually met their future spouses and girlfriends through introduction, but who, I thought, would want to introduce me to anyone?

So one weekend I was online looking up apartments and I found a two bedroom apartment in Murray Hill, which wasn’t too far from the Village – just a couple of subway stops, like between the UN and the Empire State Building. It looked nice online and so I called Doug, and we made up to meet the realtor there on a Sunday afternoon. We both had to find cops to switch with which meant we’d have to return the favor someday, but this was important.

The place was okay, so in two weeks we moved in. We hired a large moving van which stopped off at Doug’s parent’s house and then mine. None of us had much and we had no furniture, except for our beds from home, so when we went to buy a couple of chairs, sofa and tables, the sales people must have thought we were a gay couple, because of my body build and appearance. I didn’t really care much because we were getting our lives on track. Doug stopped calling me “Tinker Bell,” so I suppose that’s progress.

♦️♦️♦️
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____________________________

_________________


On a Tuesday morning, right after roll call, Lieutenant McCoy called me into his office. “Officer Greenblatt, I’d like to see you in my office.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, and followed the lieutenant through the glass door with his name on the outside.

“Have a seat Frank,” he said, rather cordially. I was very curious and a bit scared. I was only a rookie for three months, and I couldn’t think of anything I did wrong.

“So, how do you like being on the job so far?”

“Good Sir.”

“Nice,” he said looking through my folder. I arrested a guy for a bodega robbery about a week ago, and the guy had a knife, which I quickly relieved him of. He looked up at me. “We’ve been trying to catch that guy for a couple of months now; good work.”

“Thank you Sir.”

He looked me over and pulled out a thick folder. “How’d you like to go undercover?” he asked, hands folded on his desk and smiling at me.

I saw this as an opportunity; maybe even a “quick way” to get on the road to detective!

“Sure lieutenant, what do I have to do?”

“Well, let me explain the assignment. If you don’t want to do it I’ll understand, but I think you’d be really good. Want me to continue?”

“Sure,” I said. He just told me I could refuse if I wanted to, but I had a feeling that if I did refuse, I might not get another chance to “prove myself” for a while.

“Okay. There is a big problem with prostitution here, especially in this precinct. Some stats came out that show this area has one of the highest levels. Frequently, these women belong to gangs, and there are usually drugs and violence involved. Many of the self-respecting ‘Johns’ get rolled and hurt. I need a few officers to go undercover, and dress like hookers and go out and arrest the Johns. It’s really for their own protection, and when word gets out of the busts, the gangs may take their trade and seek other places. Frankly, I don’t care where they go, as long as it’s out of my precinct, understand?”

“So, let me get this straight. You want me to dress like a hooker and do what; walk the streets? I’ll be alone, it sounds dangerous.”

“We have you covered Frank. You’ll be wired, and a radio car will always be a couple of blocks away. Plus, you’ll have a small Glock on you – Austrian made, the best; and you won’t be alone. There will be several of you, dressed up on other street corners nearby. You will be paired up with another undercover for a while with more experience who can ‘show you the ropes.’”

He continued. “Of course, if you see any drug deals going down, you can call it in. Or, if you feel threatened by any gang members who think you’re ‘crowding their turf,’ help will be there.”

I had lots of questions, but one rose to the top of my mind right away, although I thought I knew the answer. “Lieutenant, why did you pick me, out of all the six other rookies in the precinct?”

“Before I answer that question directly, I want to tell you that it’s not unusual for rookies to be thrown into areas where there is double-digit crime increases. The problem is manpower, and the lack of it; especially here. Now, why you? Please don’t take this as an insult Frank, but the captain and the inspector think, how shall I put this; that you could be a convincing undercover cop in this role.”

That was “shortspeak” for telling me I could pass as a girl “in this role.” I wasn’t really surprised because I took a lot of ribbing growing up, by people like Doug. I was also secretly pleased by this because for as long as I could remember; I always fantasized about dressing like a woman. I acted out on it as a teenager, sometimes trying on panties from my older sister Janet who was three years older than me, and out of the house with a family of her own. For me, it was a form of pleasant release.

“Now, I know you’re sharing an apartment with Doug Salvaggio. I don’t want you telling him, or any cop who is not in the program what your assignment is, okay?”

“Yes Sir.”

“So, are you on board, Frank?”

“I guess I am Sir. When do I start?

“Right away. I’m going to assign you to a female officer who will dress you, teach you how to put on makeup, and get ready to hit the streets. There will be a couple of training videos to watch, and some refamiliarization with the laws of prostitution; you know, like when to make the busts, etc.”

“And Frank – you do us good on this assignment, it will put you on the fast track to a promotion, like sergeant.”

That sounded good, because for one thing, undercover cops get a pay increase, and if I get a promotion once this assignment is over with, the sergeant’s pay will be nice indeed.

“Okay Frank, I want you report to Detective Marinelli. She’s in charge of this undercover unit, and she’ll,” he looked at me and smiled, “help you in your new role,” which was the lieutenant’s way of saying, “transition.”

“All right lieutenant, should I go now?”

“Yeah, yeah, she’s downstairs in B3.”

“Okay.” I stood there waiting to be dismissed or for whatever else he had to say.

“What are you waiting for Officer Greenblatt? Dismissed!”

“Yes Sir,” and I made my way downstairs to see Detective Marinelli.

Detective Marinelli’s office was in the precinct basement which was full of storage rooms with old computer terminals, the evidence room, and a small forensics lab, and the holding cells. Her office was bigger than the other rooms, and a bit crowded with a couple of free standing armoires, and boxes stacked on the floor. Her desk was really the only uncluttered space, containing a computer terminal, and a pencil sharpener bolted to the desk.

I knocked on the door, and a pleasant female voice said “Come in.”

I walked in, looking around at the mess, and the first thing she said was, “You must be Officer Greenblatt. Frank, right?”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied respectfully. I stood at ease, straight, with my legs spread and my hands folded behind me.

“Please, call me Louise, Frank. We’re very informal in this division. I’ve heard some good things about you from Lieutenant McCoy,” she said.

She was looking me over from head to toe, particularly my waist and my hands, which I held out for her to see. “Not bad, not bad. I think you’ll do just fine. Now before you go out on the street, there’s a couple of things you should know. First, when you come in for work, you’ll come in uniform, present for roll call, and then come down here to get changed, Okay? Secondly, you are to tell NO ONE what your assignment is.”

“Yes Louise.”

“Good, have a seat,” she said, pointing to the wooden chair in front of her desk.

She smiled at me. “I’m going to make you pretty Frank, but first we need a female name for you. What do you think of ‘Francine?’”

“Yeah, it’s got a nice ring to it.”

“Good, because that’s how you’ll be known in the unit from now on.”

“I have a question sergeant.”

“Go ahead.”

“Are all the officers in this unit men posing as women?”

“No, it’s a mix. I’d say close to fifty fifty.”

Detective Marinelli – Louise, was a beautiful woman with long auburn hair, that went down past her large breasts, which I couldn’t help staring at, a short black skirt, and a long sleeved blue blouse, buttons opened at the top, and she wore a lot of makeup – especially the mascara on her long eyelashes. She had radiant blue eyes, and was about my height – five feet eight inches.

To be honest, the assignment was interesting because I always wondered how I would look as a woman. In fact, just sitting here in her office, I had a huge hard on, which I think if I stood up she would notice. It wasn’t her specifically that turned me on, it was me, thinking about dressing to look like her – but sluttier. In other words, I was very turned on by the whole thing. 


“Now Francine, let’s get you dressed. Then afterwards we’ll watch the training videos. In fact, this whole week will be training before you join ‘your sisters’ (she laughed) out on the streets. Just one thing – you are not to tell a soul about your training here, okay? I want you to sign a non-disclosure agreement testifying to that.”

She pulled out a three page document with lots of fine print, with the official NYPD logo on it, and her name typed in as the commander of the unit.

“Louise?”

“Yes Francine.”

“What’s the name of this unit?”

“Very simple Francine. We’re just called ‘The Unit,’ okay?”

“Yes, that certainly is simple,” I said as she pushed the documents towards me.

Now the fun part began, and I was very excited. I stood up and Francine noticed my hard on, and she smiled at me, as if to say, ‘I see that!’ She went to one of the armoires and pulled out a very short skirt, a one-piece black bra which pulled the fat of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage, a very short black leather skirt, a makeup case, a nice jet black wig with a part off to the left side, and to my excitement, a pair of black nylon pantyhose, a satin G-string with a padded pouch in front, and a girdle which the straps of the pantyhose hooked onto. There was also a pair of hookerish strapped, black high heels that I would have to practice walking in, so I didn’t fall and break my neck.

I looked around for a changing room.

“What’s the matter Francine?” she asked.

“Uh, I was looking for a changing room.”

“That won’t be necessary Francine, you’ll change in here, in front of me.” She stopped to see my reaction, which was one of surprise. “Come on Francine, it’s not like I’ve never seen a cock before you know,” she said grinning at me.

My blouse was red, and it tied in the front, exposing my tummy. There was also some jewelry; wide hoop earrings, a chain necklace, and a studded leather collar.

So I stripped down to my boxers, taking my uniform off and placing it on top of a stack of boxes. I stood there at attention facing her. She grinned at me. “Come on now Francine, what are you waiting for? Get dressed!” she said impatiently.

“Okay Louise, I said, still embarrassed that my “interest” would show through.

I stripped off my boxers, and I had no questions for Louise or trouble about dressing. I had watched plenty of videos at home, and, as I alluded to before, done this by myself already. Louise looked at me as if she already knew about my “secret.”

The makeup, she did expertly too, I might add. She applied everything on thick, and heavy – very “hookerish,” but not too high class. I had to look like I was being run by a gang. When she finished, she came out with a mirror. “Here Francine, look at your new self!” WOW! I couldn’t believe how convincing I looked. I wanted to fuck myself; even though I was a virgin!

“Just one more thing Francine – you have to smoke like a hooker too.” Having said that, she pulled out a pack of all-white, MISTY 120s and handed me one. She took one herself and asked, “Do you smoke Francine?” That was another fetish of mine which I indulged in when I played at dressing up while I was a teenager at home. My sister smoked the same brand, and I pretended to be her when she was getting ready to go out on a date. I was full of envy.

“Yes,” I said. “Occasionally.”

“Good, well here you go,” and with that, she lit herself up and then me with a silver butane lighter. “Here Francine,” she said as a mouthful of smoke escaped her, “This is for you,” she said handing me the lighter, and a black leather handbag.

“Now practice holding the cigarette and smoking like I do – effeminately.” She was surprised because I knew how to do it without being told how.

“Before we watch some training videos, there is another aspect of your training which you will have to go through personally Are you ready?”

I had no idea what she meant, but I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Sure, let’s go.”

♦️♦️♦️
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I

She picked up the phone on her desk and made a call. “Yes, Marinelli here. He’s ready,” she said looking at me and smiling. “I must say Francine, I think you’re the best job I’ve done yet.” There was a knock at the door. “Excuse me Francine,” she said, as she got up to open the door.

A buffed, muscular man walked in wearing a brown business suit who I’ve never seen at the precinct before. I assumed he was a cop too, but I didn’t ask. “Francine, this is Tom. He’s here to assist with the next part of your training. First, I want you to understand that once the John agrees to pay your price, and the money comes out, you arrest him for soliciting prostitution. A team will be nearby in case he tries to pull something. Remember you’ll be wired.” There was a pause, and Louise looked me right in the eyes. “There will be times when, now how shall I put this. “You might have to do ‘some things’ before the John pulls out his cash.”

My eyes widened. “Wh, what sorts of things???” I think I knew the answer, but I wanted to hear it come from her mouth. “Come on Francine, do I really have to spell it out for you? Sexual things. Now, at this point many of the trainees get undressed, put their uniforms back on and leave, but I have the feeling that you’ll go through with it. Are you going to disappoint me Francine, and make me feel like I’ve wasted my time on you? Or will you choose to further your march towards detective status?”

I still tried to hide my excitement at what was to come, albeit still somewhat reluctantly. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

“Tom,” Louise said, nodding at the chiseled hunk in front of her.

Without any show of expression, Tom stood in front of my chair, his waist at almost the same height as my head, and pulled the zipper of his trousers down. I was mesmerized when he pulled out the biggest, thickest, most veiny cock I had ever seen. “Now go to work – slut. On your knees!” Louise barked at me, carrying her chair away from her desk and placing it behind Tom and a bit off to the side so she could watch me in action.

The Tom person pushed towards me, his cock touching my lips, getting my lipstick on his tip. It felt soft, warm, and nice, somewhat comforting on my lips, giving me a weird sense of déjà vu. Almost reflexively, I opened my mouth, and he pushed his cock in between my lips, giving me a mad rush of excitement. I maintained a tight seal around his cock, and stuck my tongue out, experimenting, swishing it around his bulbous head, and causing him to close his eyes and start to moan. At the same time, Louise unzipped her skirt, pushed it down over her thigh, and with a mischievous grin, placed her hand inside her red, satin panties. I could see a dark spot growing in front of her wet pussy.

This excited me more, as I took Tom’s cock deeper and deeper inside my mouth, practically making me gag, to which I withdrew my mouth a bit to suppress. I went back and forth over that large monster, getting it fully wet, and using my tongue to brush against the sensitive tuft of nerves on his underside. Tom was bucking his hips in rhythm to the back and forth movement of my mouth, and moaning harder.

Louise was stroking herself faster and faster, like a cellist playing a fast tune; her panties now joining her skirt at mid-thigh level. From where I sat, I could see her shaved pussy glistening with her wetness. She used her middle finger, which occasionally she dipped inside her pussy, causing a surprising deep growl to escape her lips, as she threw her head back, whipping her hair over her shoulders.

I tasted a sweet/salty mix come from Tom’s cock, and I realized that I wanted him to cum. No, I needed him to cum! I went faster and faster on him, and Louise, watching intently while continuing her “cello concert,” screamed in pure ecstasy. Thus triggered a big load of warm, thick cum to flood my mouth. He went shot after shot, causing some of it to run down the sides of my lips, dripping onto my chin. He kept thrusting and I was swallowing big loads of the foaming jizz.

Finally, I came off him and he pulled me up out of my chair by my shoulders, and drew me into him. He kissed me and licked all of his jizz off of my face, getting every drop. Then he turned to Louise, got down on his knees and started eating her out. Something about their movements made me think that they had done this before, perhaps many times, but it mattered little to me.

He lingered and she spread her legs, gripping onto the corners of one of the boxes next to her chair, her head thrown back and moaning. I watched, becoming extremely hard with my cock throbbing. I grabbed it with my fist.

They finished, and Tom stood there, his wet cock still out of his trousers, and Louise, panting, said to me: “Francine honey, did you think we forgot about you?” It was more of a rhetorical question, when next she said to me, “Pull your skirt and your panties down Francine and bend over my desk.” I looked at her in a mixture of amazement and pleasure.

“Now my dear Officer Greenblatt, you’ll learn how to cum without touching yourself. I know how badly you want to cum, right?” I just stood up and shook my head, pulling my skirt and panties down.

“Thought so,” she said, as if privy to my secret.

I bent over the desk, and before I knew what was happening, Louise threw a tube of K-Y Jelly over to Tom and he caught it with his free hand; his other hand grasping his cock. The cool gel spread over my asshole, making me clench my butt cheeks together. Tom forced them apart and spread more gel over, then sticking his finger up my boy pussy or “bussy,” as I was to learn later it was called. Strange. You would think I would feel humiliated, but I felt good, like this was something I had been waiting for - and I was getting paid for it too. The dangers of the job barely entered my mind.

My cock grew stiffer, and a bit of pre cum leaked from my tip. Instead of the finger, now I felt the soft, warm head of Tom’s cock touch me. He played around, circling my puckered, virgin asshole. Louise was turned on again by the site, only this time, she pulled out a fleshy, pink dildo from her bag and lathered it up with the K-Y. Louise got up and moved her chair again, this time to the side of the desk where she got a great view of Tom and me. She was full of lust, her eyes were burning, and she lit a cigarette and shoved the dildo inside her, turning me on even more in the process, grinning.

My hands were spread across the desk, and Tom inserted himself inside, going slowly with the tip at first. He played around at the entrance, moving his cock back and forth, slowly, causing me to grip the desk in pain. It must have shown on my face because Louise called out with the cigarette dangling from her mouth, “The pain will pass Francine, just enjoy it, and relax. But DON’T touch your cock, let the magic happen!”

Tom went in and out, faster, and faster, until he cried out in pleasure, and I shot a huge load on top of Louise’s desk without touching my cock. It was the longest, best orgasm I had in my life. My head was spinning with all kinds of dirty thoughts, wishing I could take the Tom monster home with me. His wet warmth inside me was like the first take of a very addictive drug. Where would I go from here?

♦️♦️♦️
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The training lasted for a solid week of lectures, videos, and finally a test. The members of the unit had a meeting on Friday, and I was there, getting to know the others. There were eight of us in total; five “girls” like me, and three bio women. All of us were dressed in varying degrees of sluttiness. I think I was a favorite of Louise, and I was dressed the best. I had a small purse on a chain, learned to walk very well in the stiletto heels, and had a skirt that was almost up to my navel (I’m exaggerating here, but it was really short).

I talked with them, and I had trouble telling the difference between the real girls and the “trans women,” which I was starting to think of myself as. The others in the unit couldn’t tell if I was a natural girl or not either. I looked nothing like I did before when I showed up in uniform for roll call. I took the clothes home with me (against department regulations), and when Doug was on duty, I played around, dressing up at home. I even went out in public, eliciting whistles and hoots from the stereotypical construction workers near our apartment. At last, we all got clearance to go out and go to work.

*****

On “D-Day,” I met Doug in the locker room when he was getting ready to start his four to midnight shift. He had no idea I would be out on the streets same time as him. There were few days when we actually got to speak with each other. I was under orders to tell no one what I was doing. Even if I was to get arrested by a uniformed cop who busted me for “prostitution,” I was to say nothing. The idea of carrying a gun was nixed by Louise at the last minute when she considered this possibility. She didn’t want to chance any of us getting killed by “friendly fire” while we were at work. To make up for it, she promised to have extra back up available to us in case we needed it.

I stayed in the precinct until it was time for me to go out. There was a cot downstairs which I slept on, and when I went out on that first night I was wired. I considered the possibility of Doug seeing me when he was on foot patrol, so I mentioned this to Louise, and she assigned me to an area that was out of Doug’s foot patrol radius. He was paired with another cop. The first night saw no action, and I just stood on my corner as drivers passed by and whistled and hooted at the new hooker on the block.

My first week I had three busts. They went smoothly, and they were all “cash first,” and then BANG – “you’re under arrest.” One of the Johns thought he could overpower me, but I got the cuffs on him quick, and within two minutes, two plainclothes cops were there to take him away.

October thirteenth was a warm night; we were in the middle of an “Indian Summer,” so I was able to flaunt myself really nicely on one of my usual street corners. The PD had arranged it with a Venezuelan drug and prostitution ring, telling them what they were doing with our unit in exchange for giving them immunity from prosecution. They had the goods on the gang, thanks to an informant, to arrest and deport all of them, so they played nice with us. One of their jobs was to provide “protection” from rival gangs by claiming we worked for them.

We even had to submit to getting fake tattoos to ward off the competition. In the hooker trade around here, the girls were “branded” like cattle. The PD had all the angles covered. Still, it was quite dangerous. You never knew if some of the “wilder” members of the cooperative gang might turn on us. I was an adrenaline junkie, and I loved every minute of it. I often wondered how many of the “trans girls” really liked what they were doing, since they all had to do what I did with Louise and Tom.

Around three am, a black, Nissan Rogue pulled up to my corner, stopped like they all did, and rolled down the passenger side window. “How ya’ doing honey?” the guy asked me. A shiver went up my spine – Holy Shit! It was Doug! He must have finished his shift, come home, and gone out again. He probably wondered where I was. I could always say I stayed with my parents on Long Island.

I did a double take because I was in disbelief. Maybe it wasn’t Doug. After all it was nighttime, and I couldn’t really make out his face because the car was dark, and the interior was black leather. I knew it wasn’t Doug’s car to boot.

“I’m doing fine papi,” I answered, staying in character, hiding my disbelief. “What are you looking for?” I asked in my husky, trained feminine voice, with a hint of a Spanish accent – even though my knowledge of the language was limited to one year of high school Spanish, in which I proudly received a “D.”

“How much for a blowjob?” he asked. Now I definitely knew it was Doug. I was tempted to reveal myself and tell him to go the fuck home.

“Twenty,” I replied.

“Deal. Come on in honey.”

Doug opened the car door and quickly looked around. Before I got in I pressed a button in my purse and went to radio silence. “Go down five blocks that way, (I pointed south) and make a right on Twenty Third.” This way I knew my backup wouldn’t follow me.

“Okay baby,” he said and off we went. There was a parking lot there that belonged to a large bodega I used to walk into on my foot patrols. The lot was open, and he pulled into a dark corner away from the lights. Doug pulled down his zipper. I wanted this. One of my secrets was that I wanted Doug, ever since he started making fun of me in college, and even more in the police academy. I was taking a chance of losing my job, and maybe risking criminal prosecution if I was found out (if we were found out), but I didn’t care. My lust for my partner was too strong.

I got hard as a rock, as I took Doug’s cock in my hand. He started breathing heavy as I placed my glossy lips on top of his big cock. I never realized how big he was until now, and I loved it. Louise and Tom unleashed a monster. I was hooked. I played with it a bit and stroked it, looking Doug straight in the eyes. I marveled at the fact that he didn’t recognize me for who I was. Now I bent my head down, and he started to grab for my breasts. I pushed his hands away and said nothing. My head was in his lap, and I stuck my tongue out and started licking his cock, rubbing my tongue around his head. He moaned and I could taste a bit of his pre cum. God I felt like such a slut. It was perfect. The dirtier I got, the better and truer to myself I became.

I moved down more, making a tight seal with my lips, then pulling off to look him in the eyes again, making a slurping sound. My eyes were misted over with desire, and he pushed my head down gently back onto his lap. My tongue circled his cock, and I even moaned for effect, but I was seriously enjoying myself. I even played with his cock a bit, moving my teeth softly over the fleshy tuft underneath, making him hiss through clenched teeth.

“That’s it baby,” he said gasping. “Keep going, you’re fucking fantastic.” That was my cue to go faster and faster. He moaned loudly and before I knew it, a warm load of Doug’s creamy jizz filled the inside of my mouth, dripping down the sides of my lips, onto my cheeks. He was much more copious in his cumming than Tom, as he pushed out squirt after squirt inside me. I licked and slurped him clean like this was my last meal before an execution. The ridiculousness of the deception almost made me laugh, but I held back, enjoying it too much.

When I got every last drop of jizz off, I gave him a freebie – I let him kiss me, and he enjoyed licking the cum off my face and my lips. We stopped after several minutes, and he handed me a twenty, and started to drive me back to my corner. I had him pull over two blocks from my corner and stop. I wanted to walk the rest of the way for obvious reasons.

I was just about to get out of the car when he asked me, “Hey, do you think you could come over to my apartment sometime?”

♦️♦️♦️
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Struck by the heat of the moment, I made up to meet him one evening the following week. We agreed on a “price,” and set the “date” up. I was moving up from street hooker to call girl. He happened to get that evening off. I even went so far as to casually say to Doug back at the precinct that I would be visiting my parents for the night and the next day, having earned a day off myself. Since that night with Doug, I had made three more arrests, and I was “the darling” of the unit. Louise was very pleased, and the little “comms” incident on Oct. thirteenth went by with scarcely a word, attributed to a “glitch.”

For our “date” I got dressed at the precinct’s changing room for the unit. There was no one there that early in the evening, most of the members showing up at ten o’clock to get ready for the evening shift.

The thought of a sexual encounter with my roommate and former bully would have repulsed a “normal guy,” however, I was anything but. I was starting to consider myself as a transgender woman, although initially “forced” by circumstance. Anyway, I picked out the sluttiest outfit I could find from the armoire in Louise’s office. I wore a very short denim skirt, and an underbust made of leather that laced up the front. The bra underneath gave me great cleavage, and now that I was shaved, I looked really freakin’ hot!

I parked down the block on our street, faraway enough so that even if Doug were to take an early evening stroll on this warm October evening, he wouldn’t see my car. Walking down the street to our apartment I got catcalls and whistles from men passing by. One guy was walking past me with his wife or girlfriend, and he whistled at me, promptly getting a hard elbow into his side from her. I couldn’t help but laugh!

I rang our buzzer, announced myself and Doug buzzed me in. I was glad I didn’t run into the landlord or the super, even though they would never be able to recognize me. I just hoped that my disguise held up in a well-lit room.

“Hi baby, wowww . . . don’t you look gorgeous.”

“Okay papi, you got something to drink?” I said very casually in my most seductive low voice. Looking at Doug now, I saw how much I desired him, and his big cock.

“Sure, beer, wine, something harder maybe.”

“I’ll have a beer , thank you.”

“Say, uh, does your pim . . . I mean, uh, man know you’re here?” He said, seeming concerned for my welfare which was sweet of him.

“No he don’t have to know nothing. This is on my time, and I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“No charge for tonight papi – I want to be here.”

“You know, I never got your name.”

I wouldn’t go by Francine, not with Doug, so I picked the first name that popped into my head. “Maria,” I said.

“Okay, it goes two ways. I’m Doug,” he said, smiling. He got up from our cheap couch and went to the fridge and came back with two CORONAS.

“Thank you baby,” I said.

“You know Maria, you’re going to think this is crazy, but I feel like I know you.”

I laughed a hearty laugh. “Oh, every guy say that to me papi.”

“Humm, I guess so. But it bothers me.”

“Hey, HEY,” I said forcefully, grabbing his chin in my hand. “Forget about it, okay?” And before he could answer I kissed him deeply on the mouth. I was as hard as a rock underneath my G-String and gaff. I placed my CORONA on the coffee table, and with my free hand I grabbed at his crotch, and felt his cock, pulsing and hungry. We continued kissing, wrapping tongues around each other, and I made low sounds of pleasure which made him shift his ass to untangle his cock from his boxers.

He broke off from me and kissed my neck and my face, running his fingers through my shiny, silky hair. I sighed.

“Aye Dios mio, (Oh my God), I said softly. Your cock means business baby. What would you like me to do?”

“Whatever turns you on girl,” he said. But I knew what he wanted.

“I want to suck that big cock of yours,” I said with misty eyes and a true longing, remembering that night last week.

Still kissing, I reached for his zipper and pulling his waist with my fingers, I pulled down his zipper, and reached under his boxers for that thick, veined monster in his pants. Quickly, I undid his belt and pulled down his pants, and his boxers with the same movement; pure animal lust guiding me.

I gently touched the tip of his cock with my glossy lips. This time, there was no fear of being caught – or worse! It was pure pleasure, the fulfillment of long desire. Now my lips closed tight around his head, my tongue doing its thing, making him shift again and moan. I tasted the sweet/salty mix of pre cum as I went further down his shaft, sucking and licking. His hands pressed down on my head. I loved the male, musky smell of his body as I continued on my rampage.

He let out a long wail – and blew a tremendous load that took me completely by surprise. It was a longer burst than the last night, and it completely coated the inside of my cheeks, my tongue, and as tight as my lips were, some of it leaked down the sides of my mouth and chin.

I came off him, and said in a dreamy voice, “Lick all the cum off me papi, now!” and I put my face up to his. Like an obedient pet he licked my face from top to bottom, breaking for a second to say, “You’re fabulous Maria.”

I laughed and put my arms around his neck, and kissed him again, letting him swallow all the remaining jizz from my mouth. His tongue made circles inside me, and then slowly we broke off.

I stood up and reached into my bag for a cigarette. I never smoked in the apartment, and I didn’t even ask his permission. Obediently, anticipating my next request, he pulled an antique ashtray from the end of the coffee table, spilling out the paper clips inside it, and placed it in front of me. I dragged seductively, looking at him, seeing I was turning him on.

“What would you like now, papi?”

“I think you need to get off, right honey?”

I had a devilish idea. This was it; it was now or never.

“I think you’re right Doug.”

I stood up and told him: “I want you to stand up and slide your hands down my skirt and stroke my pussy.”

“Yeah baby, sure! I love eating pussy!”

I laughed inside, and said, “Go right ahead.”

He was grinning at me and stuck his hand underneath my waist, and then, just as his hand reached the tip of my cock, his eyes opened wide.

“Wh . . . WHAT THE FUCK – MARIA????”

“Hey, hey,” I said. “I’m a transgender woman sweetie. Just think of my cock the same way you would a clitty,” I said in the sweetest voice I could, not knowing if he would pull out his Glock and shoot me on the spot or beat the shit out of me, but I was pleasantly surprised. His expression softened somewhat. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Well, what the fuck. Who cares? Really, I don’t mind.”

With that said, and his reaction astronomically lower than I would have expected, I said, “Stand up and go into the kitchen. I want you to bend over the table.” He smiled and did what I asked!

“I have a confession to make, Maria,” he said. “I’ve done this before. I’ve been with transgender women before, but I like to call girls like you ‘shemales.’”

I looked at him stunned. “You see, I’ve been to Thailand and I, well, you know, I liked it. I haven’t been able to find one until you came along.”

I got over my shock, and said at a loss for more words, “That’s sweet.” I went back into our living room and reached into my bag for the tube of K-Y Jelly I got from Louise, coming back into the kitchen, finding Doug bent over the kitchen table with his legs spread apart, and his butt sticking out. “Okay baby, you’ll like this. I promise to go easy.”

“No, no,” he said. “I want you to be hard and ride me really rough!”

I lathered up his asshole with a generous helping of K-Y, and then put some on my cock. I threw the tube to the side and touched his asshole with the tip of my cock, playing around at the entrance, watching him move in delight. I went in slowly at first meeting resistance, and I spread his butt cheeks apart with my hands, and went in further. He hissed between his closed teeth but said nothing, knowing that he was not a newcomer to this game.

I slid the full way in easily and went in and out faster and faster; him bucking back on me, my balls slapping his butt cheeks. He groaned with delight and grabbed his cock, stroking it back and forth. I could hold back no longer, and I came inside him, feeling the wet warmth of my cum surrounding my cock. I moaned loudly, and felt like I was putting out a long, simmering fire; my desire, Frank’s desire for Doug.

Hearing me, Doug came again, stroking his cock and shooting out another large amount of jizz onto the floor under the table. I was still hard and kept going until I knew that it was too soon for me to cum again.

I slapped his ass before I pulled out, Doug groaning, liking it, so I slapped him again. “Doug, how would you like me to be your private slut - all yours?” The difference now was that I said that in my Frank voice.

He pulled off me quickly and spun around staring at me in the face. “My God! It’s . . . it’s”

“It’s me Dougie – Frank.”

I’ll never forget that look on his face if I live to be one hundred and fifty.

“Wait, but how . . . why???”

I shouldn’t be telling you this Doug, but you’ve been a bad boy.”

“What do you mean?” he stammered.

“I could have arrested you Doug. I’m part of a secret unit in the precinct – an anti-gang and prostitution unit. It’s made up of female officers and men dressed as women. However, the detective in charge of the unit insists on making the male members of the unit conform to certain, how shall I say it, ‘standards.’”

“Standards??”

“Yeah, very simple. The men have to be able to take a cock up the ass. Some of them, like me, love it, and the ones who refuse, or don’t – are asked to leave.”

“I think I see,” Doug said, still a bit confused.

“I’ve known this about myself for as long as I can remember – since I was a teen in fact.” I walked closer to Doug, and wrapped my arms around his shoulders. “You know Doug, ever since you started teasing and bullying me in college, (I gently grabbed him by the collar of his shirt) I wanted you. At first I denied it. But then I realized that denying my true self was a form of self-punishment. Being a part of this special unit gave me the chance to explore the ‘real me.’ – understand now?”

Doug smiled, and kissed me hard. We wrapped tongues and were in a long kiss.

“Yes, I get it,” he said. “By the way, what is your, uh, feminine name that I should call you?”

“Francine,” I said softly. But only when we’re here – at home.”

“You still want me after all the hell I put you through all these years?”

“Positively,” I said. Then, we went to bed together, in no rush to get up because we both had the day off.

♦️♦️♦️
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o here it is: My dad’s cousin’s wife Jean. This woman has been my ultimate fetish and obsession since I was fourteen years old, when masturbating became an absolute necessity for me. I would usually rub out four a day. Now, I’m a twenty year old student in my local community college. I take courses in sound production, communications, and I’m thinking about going on to a four-year college and pursuing a career for a network or something like that. The main thing is I live at home, and when my dad’s cousin Jack comes over with his wife Jean on the weekends, I make it my business to be home.

Jean is forty-three years old, has a fucking HOT body, and since I was sixteen she loved to flaunt it – in front of me, knowing that I was too young to do anything about it. She took a delight in teasing and torturing me. But now that I’m twenty, my fantasies have become something that is rather taboo – but possible. They come to our house on Sunday, hang out with my mom and dad, and Jean always dresses to kill. She’s an absolute assassin with usually a short black leather skirt, the right amount of makeup, and blouses that show off her cleavage and just the top lace of her bra. She has brown hair in like a bob style, and gold hoop earrings. She loves to sit with her legs crossed, and wears ankle strapped high heels, that make a seductive “clack, clack” sound when she moves across the kitchen floor.

In other words, if you looked up the definition of MILF in the Urban Dictionary, you’d see Jean’s picture underneath the word. I’m not exactly what you’d call a “ladies man.” I mean I’m not bad looking, but my body type is on the thin, shortish side – five feet eight inches, and I’m not one for working out in gyms or playing many sports. So, I don’t really date much at all. I’m OBSESSED with Jean. There was one time, about two years ago, when I thought I needed to see a psychologist about this unhealthy obsession. My friends were dating, but all I could think about was Jean.

My computer is full of fetish sites with older woman-younger man trysts and seduction videos. I have a whole catalog full on Kindle of erotic short stories by my favorite fetish writer Jaclyn Dicey, among others. I can’t get enough. But nothing comes close to Jean. At night, after she’s been over to the house with Jack, and I go to sleep, I’ll need to pleasure myself to her image. I’m crazy about her cat-like, throaty seductive voice, due in part to the long, all white ladies cigarettes she smokes. That turns me on something fierce. Yeah, I also have a big smoking fetish, and have for the longest time.

For the last, I’d say, couple of years maybe, she purposely does things to excite me. She knows I’m watching, and she’ll cross her legs, making a “swoosh” sound with her nylon pantyhose, then she’ll look at me, and smirk, batting her eyes - that bitch! Or she’ll be at the kitchen table and light up, and do a French inhale, dragging it out on purpose because she knows I’m ogling her, and understands that her smoking and her dress turns me on.

Sometimes she’ll bump into me on purpose, saying, “Oh, excuse me Trevor, I’m just so clumsy sometimes.” Instantly, I’ll get hard, and she’ll make a point of looking down at my gym shorts, and smirk at me because she knows that she’s the cause of the quick crane job she did on my steel girder.

Of course, I would never say anything to my parents about it because that would be very stupid. I suppose that I’m going to have to ignore her, get over my obsession, and move on to find a girlfriend my own age, and one that’s suitable for a normal dating life. But Jean’s face (and tight butt) will always get in my way.

My mom thinks that Jean is a snob and a bitch, because she and Jack have amassed a small fortune from Jack’s real estate empire over the years. They have an expansive beach house in the Hamptons and invite us out for barbecues in the summer, and we usually stay the weekend, then brave the Sunday evening traffic to come home to Islip, which really isn’t too far away. Jack and Jean’s main house is on the “Gold Coast” of Long Island, on Sand’s Point (think Tom Buchannon,Great Gatsby).

One weekend, we were supposed to go out east to Uncle Jack and Jean’s summer home and we got there early on Friday evening. Jack was working late and would join us later on. For some reason Jean seemed distracted – she wasn’t her usual talkative self (to my parents), or her secretive flirty self with me. Something was definitely amiss. So we had a quiet barbecue dinner of the most delicious cut of sirloin steak I had ever tasted, baked potatoes, incredible salad, and some of the finest French, red table wine I’ve had. Jean was a marvelous cook. They had a wine cellar in their basement and Uncle Jack was a connoisseur.

My parents and I looked at each other during dinner wondering what the problem was. It wasn’t just the fact that Jean wasn’t her usual loquacious self, but when the subject of Jack came up, she became angry and sarcastic.

About eight o’clock we heard Jack’s Corvette pull up in the circular driveway and he came right to the backyard, where we exchanged the usual greetings. “Sorry I’m late guys, but I had a showing in Bellport at the last minute.” Turning to Jean he said, “I finally think I’ve found a buyer for the house on Cove Avenue!”

“That’s wonderful Jack,” Jean said, as flat as an ironing board.

We looked at each other. Jack didn’t react at all, and said, “Ok, I’m going upstairs to change and then I’ll be down.” He turned to Jean smiling, and said, “You’ve really outdone yourself tonight, honey. The food smells wonderful!” He leaned in to kiss his wife, and she was as cold as a marble slab, almost cringing when he kissed her.

She waited for him to go upstairs, and then she followed him, turning to us smiling and saying, “I’ll be right down guys.”

In a few minutes we heard arguing coming from the master bedroom, which had a terrace overlooking the backyard and the grounds, which included a pool and tennis court. The sliding door was opened, and the sound traveled easily.

We heard them arguing. “You lousy sonofabitch Jack! How could you? Hotel receipts? Zole’s Jewelry? Who the FUCK are they for?

“Wait Jean, I can explain! I meant to give these to you . . .”

“HOLD IT RIGHT THERE, YOU SNEAKY, MINDLESS SHIT!! HOW DO YOU EXPLAIN THESE?!!!!!” I found out later that in addition to various receipts and unexplained credit card purchases, Jean was holding up a pair of panties, not hers, and threw them in Jack’s face. The evidence was pretty clear that Jack was having an affair. He still tried to worm his way out of it, even when confronted by this damning evidence, until Jean pulled the ace out of her sleeve.

“The BITCH called the house today Jack! Oh yes she did! And she asked me when you were coming home, as if I was the fucking maid! She sounded like she was fucking FOURTEEN Jack!!” Who the fuck IS SHE?!!!!”

Then for what must have been a minute, Jack was speaking in a low voice, and we couldn’t understand what he was trying to say. But then Jean started screaming again.

“IT’S THAT LITTLE WHORE FROM THE FRONT OFFICE, ISN’T IT JACK?!”

More silence. Then we couldn’t hear any more. My father drained his wine glass and poured another. He also topped off my mom’s glass and looked at me with a very serious expression on his face. “You’re driving us home tonight Trevor.”

I shrugged my shoulders, and I was just as uncomfortable as my parents. “No problem dad,” I said.

After several more minutes of uncomfortable silence, Jean came down – alone. “That son of a bitch!” She said to none of us in particular. She sighed and said, “Fortunately, Jack won’t be joining us for coffee and dessert.” She got up and walked through the sliding door into the kitchen. I followed her ass with my eyes and became extremely hard – turned on by her yelling. I came into the kitchen with her; in part because I was horny as fuck, and also because I felt bad and wanted to help her taking things outside.

“That prick found himself a new receptionist in his company to fuck! I should have known something was up, but then when the asshat got sloppy with his charge receipts and his laptop, I was able to see everything! It wasn’t only her either; it was other girls from anywhere you could imagine. The kicker was last week when the slut from his office actually had the balls to call the house!! Can you imagine?” I said nothing, and my parents listened from outside in stunned silence.

She lit a cigarette during coffee and my cock was bursting inside my shorts, but this time, I don’t think she cared much about whether or not she turned me on – she had bigger fish to fry.

“So, what are you going to do Jean?” my father asked in a sympathetic tone.

She put on a brave face, making her nose stick up a bit, and her eyes become slits and said, “I’m going to kick the fucker out of the house and divorce him. By the time the shit bag can count to ten, his head will be spinning, and I’ll get the business and the house. My friend Tara is a TOP divorce lawyer!”

The rest of the dessert was really good – key lime pie, my favorite, but none of us had an appetite, and no one was more upset than me, because if Jean and Jack got divorced, I would never see her again – bummer! That thought was more than I could bear.

♦️♦️♦️
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Six Months Later

F

or me, the girl situation stayed the same. I wasn’t interested in anyone on the campus. I couldn’t get Jean out of my head. I would fall asleep with my cock in my hands and have the most bizarre dreams. Jean would seductively smoke in front of me and fondle my cock, while throwing lingerie at my face, and grin. My soiled bedsheets were a testimony to the power of my fetish. Alas, nothing I could do about it.

One Saturday, I decided to go to the mall myself for some clothes shopping. I walked past the lingerie section on the first floor, looking at the mannequins and some of the skirts and blouses, on my way upstairs to the men’s section. I always had a hard on whenever I saw that stuff, but thought nothing of it. The thought of actually wearing any of that never crossed my mind (ummm, not completely true).

I stopped just before the escalator to the second floor when a mannequin caught my attention wearing a laced pair of red panties. Someone tapped me on the shoulder. I turned around, and to my total surprise it was Jean!

“Trevor, she cooed. How nice to see you!” She smelled like smoke and perfume, and she had a on a midi-length black leather skirt, a corset which revealed her firm, large breasts, and auburn silky hair falling into the middle of her breasts. I was hard already from daydreaming about the mannequin’s attire; seeing Jean only made it worse.

“Jean,” I said. “How are you?”

“Well, as you know, Jack and I are separated, the divorce not finalized yet, but at least he’s out of the house,” she said, flirting with me – so obviously, I could have sworn the dummy winked at me. My heart was beating rapidly.

“Yes, I know. It’s a shame because mom and dad and I enjoyed coming out to visit you guys.”

“I see. But that doesn’t mean that you can’t come by to visit,” she said, poking a long fingernail into the center of my chest. “I’d love to hear about how school’s going, and what your plans are for when you finish community college,” she said smiling.

I wanted to cum right then and there, and I think I might have if I was fondling my cock.

“So what are you shopping for . . . here?” She asked, looking around, obviously interested in the fact that I was staring at women’s lingerie.

“Uh, I was on my way upstairs to look at some slacks and shirts for school – you know, casual stuff.”

“Well if you’d like, I can help you pick out things; my shopping is done,” and she nodded to some bags she was holding.

I ‘d have to be insane to pass up an opportunity to be close to Jean again after six months! Also, this time, she gave me “an in” to see more of her. My parents wouldn’t have to know a damn thing. I was in, and already my mind was going to her bedroom, without my uncle Jack around.

She took a “motherly” interest in my wardrobe and picked out some clothes for me, nothing special, and then she invited me up to the food court on the third floor. I was hungry and could use lunch. After I felt comfortable making some chit chat, she felt comfortable enough to confide in me.

“You know Trevor, there were some other reasons why I decided to get rid of Jack, although his infidelity would be enough. She leaned in close to me. “If I tell you, you have to promise not to tell your parents, okay?”

Oh God, this was torture. All my fetishes were coming together to make a stew which could have kept me hard for a month – a woman more than twice my age, an elegant smoker, a hot body. I mean, what more could a horny virgin like me with multiple fetishes ask for?? I wanted a “sugar momma” desperately.

“Sure Jean, you have my word. I won’t say a thing.”

“Good boy,” she said, her hand moving to my thigh under the table. “Jack really didn’t want to please me in the way that I wanted. Do you want to hear about it?” Fuck yeah I did!

“Sure Jean, what didn’t he do.”

Her eyes bore into mine. “On second thought, talking about it here, won’t really do it justice. Why don’t you come over to my house so I can talk about it in more comfortable surroundings? Do you have any plans for tonight?”

“No, I really don’t. What time would you like me to come over?

She smiled at me and had an I can’t wait to fuck you kind of look on her face. At that moment, all thoughts about morality and decency left me. I was on complete autopilot, controlled by the “flight stick” in my boxers.

“Oh, how about eight o’clock?”

“Yeah, that would work,” I said. We finished our food, and got up and walked outside together to the parking lot. Before we got to the door on the main floor, she stopped and took me by the shoulders. “Are you sure that you don’t want to ‘browse’ anymore Trevor?” an obvious reference to when she first tapped my shoulder when she caught me looking at the lingerie mannequin. My face turned all different shades of red.

“Um, no, I’m good,” I said, quite embarrassed.

She laughed and said, almost in a sing song voice – “See you later Trevor.”

♦️♦️♦️
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I

drove home from the mall with an incredible hard-on. If my car was a manual transmission, I might have crashed, mistaking my stick shift for my cock! After some banter with my parents, showing them the clothes I purchased (without of course telling them who helped me pick them out), I went upstairs to lie down for a while before I took the drive to The Gold Coast and Jean’s house.

The thoughts of that tight body in leather, writhing underneath me and calling out my name in moans of pure ecstasy made it hard for me to rest. I had to rub one out before so I could take a nap for two hours.

So I got dressed in one of the button down shirts and Docker’s slacks that Jean picked out for me and a pair of boat shoes – very casual. It was good in case she wanted to go out.

Jean’s house in Sand’s Point made the expansive summer home in the Hamptons look like a cottage. It was more like a French Chateau I had seen in WWII movies like “The Dirty Dozen.”- parapets, balconies, and lots of land including a horse stable, and with the divorce settlement she got it all. I parked my car in the circular driveway in front of the house, behind what was now, her red Corvette.

I rang the bell, and it chimed like a mansion’s bell. I was very surprised when a very tall and muscular man in a tuxedo opened the door. He had closely cropped brown hair and an earpiece in his right ear. His body was like a Greek statue – biceps bursting out of his jacket, and what looked like a battery pack attached to his belt in the rear. In an accent that sounded Middle Eastern he said, “You must be Trevor.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said, feeling very intimidated by this colossus.

“Wait here please. I’ll tell Mrs. Chamberlain that you’re here.”

I looked around and was in awe. I had never been to their house. They had only moved here about two years before their divorce from a similar, but much smaller home in Upper Brookville, one of the statelier areas of the Town of Oyster Bay. The entranceway opened into a large oak-paneled living room with an enormous fireplace on the far wall that was blazing since it was the middle of winter, and a very cold one at that. Books lined an endless wall of shelves, that also contained bric-a-brac, and there were heads of animals mounted to the walls. Jack liked to hunt, having gone on exotic safaris to Africa and South America.

Of course, there was a long table with a couch behind it, next to which was a bar which would make the finest restaurant’s look like a neighborhood pub. Two drinks and a bottle of wine in an ice bucket were already on the table, I’m assuming courtesy of “Jeeves.” A long, marble, circular stairway led to the upstairs.

My eyes were roaming the room when I heard Jean call out a greeting, as she reached the bottom stair. “Trevor, so good to see you again so soon!” she laughed, and moved close, kissing me on the cheek.

“Make yourself comfortable, please. I had Milan pour us some wine. Please, come in, sit. He’ll take your coat.”

“Thanks Jean. Wow, I’ve never seen a house like this before, except in movies.”

“Yes, well, it’s all mine now,” she said with a sound of triumph in her speech, apparently well-deserved after what Jack had done to her. She was dressed in a long-sleeved white, low-cut satin blouse with ruffles, exposing her mouthwatering cleavage, and the mid-length leather skirt she wore this afternoon. I couldn’t help staring at her breasts.

As she said he would, Milan, the stone figure came up to me and I handed him my parka. I took a seat next to Jean on the couch. “Let’s raise our glasses in a toast Trevor. To freedom.”

“To freedom,” I said, clinking glasses with Jean. She was looking me over.

“The clothes I bought you today look good on you. You really are very handsome Trevor.”

“Thank you.”

“After we finish, and mellow out a bit, I’d like to take you upstairs, if it’s okay with you,” she said rhetorically.

My cock was pulsing, and I wondered how could she even think I would say “no.”

She moved closer to me on the couch and started rubbing my thigh. “I’m so glad I ran into you today Trevor,” she said sweetly and sincerely.

“Yes, so am I Jean. I really didn’t think I’d ever see you again.” I was almost shaking; and I was fighting the urge to slap myself because this seemed like a dream to me.

She took out a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and lit it quickly with a thin silver butane lighter. She exhaled a long stream into my face, while touching my crotch with her long, red-painted fingernails.

“You know Trevor, since you were a teenager, I’ve had a ‘thing’ for you. I know you’re attracted to shall I say mature women, and especially ones who smoke. Yes, I can see you have a bit of a smoking fetish going on, now don’t you?”

“Yes I do,” I answered truthfully.

“Well doll, if this is to go any further, I insist that you smoke as well. It turns me on to see a man with a smoking fetish enjoying himself. Sooooo . . . . want one?” she said grinning, with the Virginia Slim dangling from the corner of her mouth. Now of course, if this meant the difference between getting laid tonight or no, of course I would.

So she handed me one from her pack and lit me up, watching to see my reaction.

I’d smoked before, at home; sneaking my mother’s cigarettes, and putting a dash of lipstick on, and smoke in front of a mirror, getting very turned on by the sight of lipstick on the filter, and on me.

She dragged, intently looking at me and said, “You’re really turned on by me, aren’t you Trevor?”

“You think?” I said laughing through an exhale.

She leaned in closer and kissed me on the lips, breaking away to whisper seductively, “good boy.” The smell of her perfume, her bodily scents, and the smoke around her was driving me over the edge – she still had her hand on my cock through the slacks.

“I think we should go upstairs Trevor; I believe my bedroom would provide us with a bit more privacy – now don’t you think?”

“Of course, lead the way,” I said, totally entranced by this master seductress.

Her bedroom was just as, if not more luxurious than the downstairs, with a smaller fireplace, a canopy bed and a large bathroom attached. The spread on the bed was a bright red – the color of seduction. “Trevor,” she said as she led me into her room, “Do you remember when I told you that in addition to Jack’s infidelities, he didn’t ‘satisfy me’ in the ways I desired?”

“Yes, you mentioned it this afternoon as being a partial reason for your divorce.”

“That’s right,” she said as she patted the spread of the bed, inviting me to sit down. As soon as I did, she grabbed my cock again, but this time with her whole hand, and not just poking me through my pants with a fingernail.

“Would you like to know the things he didn’t do Trevor?”

“Please,” I said. “Do enlighten me,” I said as she kept rubbing.

She smiled at me, and the thoughts she was telegraphing me seemed like if I didn’t like what she wanted, then I would have no future with her.

“Okay,” she said, in as blunt a way as I’ve ever heard anyone say before. “I like men Trevor, but only ‘special types’ of men.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you’re going to fuck me, and I really hope you do, you have to,” she paused and looked me right in the eyes to gauge my response, “dress like a woman whenever we fuck. Otherwise I’m afraid there’s no deal.”

I think that Jean had a clue that my fetish went beyond just wanting to fuck women like her who were older, in fact twice my age, but that I wanted to dress like them too. Only that would truly give me sexual fulfillment. It didn’t mean I wanted to transition yet; but in the bedroom I delighted in it. So, I knew it would be in my best interests to be completely honest with Jean. In that way, our needs were sympatico.

“Yes Jean, I’ve always wanted to see what it would be like to dress as a woman and fuck the daylights out of a beautiful woman like yourself.”

The smile she gave off totally lit up the room. It also made her pull down the zipper of my trousers and pull my hard, big cock right out. So there I was, sitting on the bed with the object of my lifelong fetish – cock out and at the ready. I would do anything she asked.

“GREAT TREVOR! I’m so happy that you want this too. Poor Jack didn’t know what he was missing. He was a straight as a missile – so dull,” she said, her eyes squinting at me. I hope you can spend the night without telling your parents where you are, because they absolutely cannot know!”

“Jean,” I said reassuringly, “That would be the last thing I would do.”

“All right then. But first, I have a hunger . . . that I must satisfy first!” She stood up and unclasped and unzipped her leather skirt, pulling it off. Underneath, she wore black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps that were hooked up to a girdle over her black satin G-String panties. She then unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a back laced bra that looked like it would burst from the cleavage underneath.

She made me lie down face-up on the bed after pulling down the fire red spread. Then she straddled me down lower and lifted my cock up with her fingernails; an unlit Virginia Slims dangling from the side of her mouth. She lit it quickly from the silver butane lighter on the night table, and then with her mouth open over my cock, she blew a stream of smoke over it, then covered it with her mouth; smoke now coming out her nose.

He lips were covered in a gloss of cherry red, as they touched the tip of my cock through the smoky haze. I felt a wave run through it, like I would come any second, but I clenched my fists to avoid giving into temptation. Her tongue rolled out of her mouth, and stroked the tuft of sensitive skin underneath my cock, going back and forth, like a magic massage. Of course, being a virgin, I had no idea what to expect. Her mouth was so wet, she started to slurp and got the whole length of my fleshy monster cock in her throat. “FUCK TREVOR, You’re so big,” she slurped some more, “I don’t think . . . you . . . realize,” getting out of breath, “what a gift to women you have . . .”

I felt a “sneeze” welling up from inside me and I blew a forceful load of thick, sticky cum all the way to the back of her throat. Her head even jerked back from the force of it, and she kept on sucking. I had three big pulses, and my hands were pressing down on her silky hair, her hoop earrings touching the sides of my lower thigh. One hand reached over and was rubbing her tight butt through her skirt.

She came off my cock and looked at me with misty, half closed eyes, and my white cum drooling down the sides of her lips and onto her chin. “This is as far as Jack ever got with me. No, scratch that – he wasn’t nearly as good as you are doll,” she said. “Now it’s time to grow up,” she said with a smirk.

I knew what was coming next, and I said confidently, “Jean, I’m really looking forward to this – that was absolutely mind-blowing!”

We sat up and she placed her arms around me, and I licked my jizz off of her face and the sweet/salty taste was wonderful!

“Humm,” she said. “I see that you like the taste of your own cum – that’s encouraging. It will make the rest of the evening I think, rather successful doll.”

♦️♦️♦️
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J

ust listening to the way Jean spoke turned me on and got me hard. She had this svelte, cat-like sound that made my boner jump. After sucking my cock, anything she did made me nuts and like putty in her hands.

She leaned over and kissed me deeply on the mouth, causing me to desire her again in the worst way. My fetish was screaming out to be satisfied again. Once she had me where she wanted me, she began.

I had a question that I was curious about. “Jean,” I said, “Did you want Jack to dress up throughout your whole marriage?”

“No, not for the first few years of our marriage. I at first thought of it as an unobtainable fantasy, but about four years ago, I became insistent, and couldn’t enjoy ‘vanilla sex’ with Jack anymore. Something about you, and your fetish tells me that you wouldn’t object , and you would go along with it, this early in our relationship.”

She continued.

“Look, here it is Trevor. I just gave you a little taste of what I could be like, and if you wish to continue to do all sorts of naughty things with me, like I said, you’ll dress up for me, now won’t you?” 


I didn’t know what to say. All sorts of things ran through my mind: Suppose I did as she asked, and I really liked it. What then? Would I want to always dress up and even possibly transition? If I did do it, what would be so terrible? I knew that a big part of my fetish was actually becoming like Jean. How many times have I masturbated at home and dreamed about something like this. Besides, what would I be missing? It’s not like I have a slew of girlfriends lining up to have sex with me. After all, I’m still a virgin, right? Does having oral sex, NOT make one a virgin?

So, given my heated state, I told her, “Okay Jean, sure – I’ll do it – just for fun, just to see if I like it.”

“Really Trevor?? Oh, I’m so glad! I promise you won’t regret it! Here have a cigarette – get nice and hard, and I’ll dress you. Now go into the bathroom and run the water, fill the tub.”

“Why?”

“Because silly,” she laughed with that deep throated, middle aged voice. “I’m going to need to shave you. I don’t want any body hair on you.”

It kinda made sense, but I drew the line at my eyebrows. I wasn’t ready just yet for that now. She took out two cigarettes, and lit us both up with the same flame, purposely doing the French, snap inhale I enjoyed watching so much. My cock was pulsating. I didn’t think I could survive the soapy bath and her shaving me without me blowing my load.

“Trevor, there is something else you need to know.”

“Oh, what’s that Jean,” I said as I was taking off my shirt, and throwing my pants on the floor next to the bed.

She placed her arms around my shoulders, and with her smoky breath right in my face she said, “I want you to become a very sexy, horny little bimbo cum-slut; just for me, okay?”

“Sure, of course,” I said. I think I would have jumped off the roof if she had asked me to. “I’ll become as sexy as I can be – as in my most naughty fetishes.” That made her smile wickedly at me. It also put a little fear in me, like what did I just agree to?

She soaped me up in the hot tub; we each had a glass of wine, and I was fully relaxed. When she washed my cock with her bare hands, it took me every ounce of will power to avoid cumming. She really enjoyed that part.

Jean shaved me very carefully, not overlooking anything, except of course, the eyebrows. I dried myself off in the bathroom and came back into the bedroom. I couldn’t believe what I saw laid out on the bed. There was a black satin G-String, black sheer nylon hose with a lace top that went up to mid-thigh level, with straps that attached to a laced girdle open towards the front. The bra was one of those one piece things, that pulled my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. One of my fetishes was hair and makeup. I liked it applied on thick, and I liked, long, black silky hair. Jean didn’t disappoint. It was all there.

I held the G-String/thong in my hands, and I put it up to my face. It was so silky and soft – I loved it. It smelled faintly of Jean, and she watched as I sniffed it, probably knowing that “I picked up her scent” on it, because her eyes opened wide as she watched me step into it and slowly slide it up my newly shaved legs.

It both tickled and thrilled me as I slid it up my legs and then settled the pouch around my junk. I stuck my hands underneath the elastic waist in front, centering my cock, which made a bulge. That wasn’t a problem, as Jean had purchased a “gaff” which hid my erection, to complete the illusion of a woman’s body.

*****

“So what do you think Trevor?” Jean asked, very proud of her transformation of me.

“I love it – Jean you’re a genius with the makeup, and the dress.”

“Well Trevor,” she said. “It’s my fantasy too you know.”

I was amazed. I wanted to fuck myself, that’s how good I looked. The cherry red lip gloss looked amazing, and also the smoky blue eye shadow. The mascara was put on nice and heavy. I would never know that was me. I could even fool my parents! Of course, that would never happen. I took my time strutting in front of the mirror. The skirt and blouse were amazing, and the panty hose felt so good wrapped around my legs and my thighs. Now my boner was aching! I wanted a cigarette to complete the picture, and light up while looking at myself in the mirror – hoping that I wouldn’t cum!

“Jean, may I please have a cigarette?” I asked, in my most feminine voice. In my fantasy, Jean was my mother, and I had just started smoking in front of her. She loved the idea and played along with me, getting me even more aroused.

“Trevor dear,” she said in mock astonishment. “I never knew you smoked!”

“Yes mommy, I do.” Then I went total slut. I stuck out and shook my ass which fit perfectly in the black leather skirt. “I find the boys like it, and it makes me feel like a real teenage slut!”

“Oh good! Now I know who to come to when I want a cigarette,” she said.

“Yes, I just love being a hooked, smoky, teenage slut.”

“Here you go dear, mommy has a new lighter for you,” and Jean gave me her silver butane lighter. She had tons of them around her house anyway. She lit me up, and I inhaled and smoked just like she did.

“I’m so proud of you dear,” she said.

“Thanks mom,” I said to Jean while looking at myself in the mirror, and holy shit! My cock was poking a tent in the middle of the gaff. But that was because my cock was so large.

“We have to come up with a girl’s name for you Trevor. I like Sharon. I always wanted a Sharon.”

“Okay Jean, I mean mommy, Sharon sounds good!”

“Now Sharon, I’ll find an ashtray that you can have in your room, just like a big girl! In fact, I think I’ll give you your own room in this house that can be your whenever you come over. Now how would you like that?”

“I’d love it mommy!”

“Good girl!”

I loved playing at my fetish with Jean. What’s more, she knew I loved it and would do anything to keep it going.

“It’s time for your reward dear. I want you to fuck me hard, and make me cum too!”

♦️♦️♦️
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I saw her shaved pussy glistening with a coating of her dew, and her actions in getting into place for me, were like those of a hungry, sex-starved beast. She stuck her magnificent butt in the air and moaned, “I want you to fuck me doggy style Sharon.” When it dawned on her that I was still a virgin, she said, “Just get behind me and I’ll guide you in sweetheart.”

“Yes mommy, I obediently replied,” knowing that she was the boss, or as I was later to learn to call her, my “dom.” I was to be her “sub.”

My cock was pulsating, and its veins were full, so soon after having cum a huge wad in her mouth. She grabbed behind her, holding my cock and my balls in her fingers; long, painted nails digging into me. She guided me inside her, slowly and expertly.

Her pussy closed in tight around me and I went back and forth slowly, deliciously. Her hands had shifted to rubbing the outside of her pussy and her clit, making her writhe and moan with each of my thrusts. I felt her stiffen and my cock became wetter, her juices dripping down the insides of her thighs. I’ve never had such pleasure before. I could not duplicate it with any amount of masturbation I had tried. The slick tightness and wetness of her pussy, the way it just sucked my cock inside her, deeper and deeper was amazing. Adding to my excitement of course was the whole “play acting,” of my new name, my new role in her life, and the fulfillment of all my fetishes. I would do anything. That thought would soon be put to the test.

“Come on Sharon, faster, harder,” she moaned in staccato breaths. I did so, and her hips went up and back to meet me, my balls slamming into her butt. I was seized with the impending orgasm just seconds after she said that, and I shot a huge load of cum all the way inside her, filling her. My cock had more room to move along inside her and I kept thrusting, streams of my cum mixing with her juice all over the bed sheets below us.

“Now Sharon, get underneath me and drink from me,” she said. I turned over and got underneath her waist and she sat on my face, rivulets of cum and her juice falling all over my face. My mouth was open, and my tongue was licking every drop of her nectar off her. I played at the opening of her puckered asshole, my tongue going inside like a fleshy dart.

We ended, embracing in the middle of the bed. She kept looking at me and I was glad my new appearance and clothing pleased her. I think she may have known how much it pleased me too.

“Very good Sharon. You’re half my age and I have never been fucked as good as that. Let’s have a cigarette.” She took out two and we sat there smoking. I had to get off the bed and I looked at my new self in the long door mirror. I was wearing my pantyhose, now pulling the girdle up my legs, my panties covering my cock. I moved in a girly way in front of the mirror, smoking effeminately, and turning side to side, admiring myself, and Jean’s superb makeup job.

“Now Sharon, come into the bathroom with me. I have to touch up your makeup.” I was bit surprised, but what the heck – I supposed she enjoyed looking at me as much as I did.

“The new rules are Sharon, that whenever I want you too, you’ll come over and dress up and we’ll keep playing our games. Is that okay with you. I think you really love this, am I right?”

“Oh, definitely Jean. I feel, different, like a new me. But it’s funny – I feel like something’s missing. I don’t quite feel like a slut yet.” Jean smirked at me, and led me into the bathroom.

“Give it a little time,” she said.

She had me put my blouse on over the one-piece black stretch bra with the hard cups, that helped the illusion of cleavage along.

There was a light tapping at the bedroom door. Jean looked at me smiling, and said, “I think I can help you with feeling like a slut, and it will give mommy lots of pleasure!” My heart started beating fast, wondering what she was doing.

The door opened and my mouth dropped. Milan was standing in the doorway; shirt off, just wearing his black tuxedo pants, his cummerbund, and a black bowtie around his neck. The way he stood with his muscular arms at his side, was like a model from a bodybuilding magazine. They weren’t straight at his sides, they were sort of “bow-legged,” bent at the elbows. There was too much bulk. His waist was skinny by comparison. He was grinning.

“Sharon, I believe you know Milan, my houseman from downstairs. He’s the head of my security team, and he ‘helps me’ with different things from time to time.”

“Hi,” I said, rather meekly.

“So what do you think, Sharon?” Wouldn’t you just love it if Milan put his enormous, beefy, slick cock inside your little boy pussy? Come on, be truthful now.”

“Yes Jean, I would, very much.” My cock was stiff and really aching now. I wanted this more than anything else.

I sat on the bed and watched as Milan stood in front of Jean, and Jean knelt in front of Milan and opened the zipper to his pants, and fished around inside, turning her head to smile at me. She mouthed “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I had to agree with her there.

She pulled a monster cock out of the statue’s pants, and took it in her fingers and placed her glossed lips on it. She turned both of them to the side that I could see and not miss any action. I don’t know how Jean made that cock disappear, but she did. I saw its outline through her cheeks, as she sucked on it up and down. Milan closed his eyes and put his hands on top of Jean’s head, pressing her into his waist. He moved his strong hips back and forth to meet her thrusts. Then, all of a sudden, she stopped, and came off him.

By this time, my hand was underneath my G-String pouch, and I was stroking my hard on, just watching.

“I know you want something, Sharon - don’t you?”

I couldn’t speak and just nodded, yes, a thousand times yes.

“Well, don’t just sit there, get on the bed!” As I did, Jean took out a black, studded dog collar and placed it around Milan’s neck. It was attached to a chain leash. It only turned me on some more, and Jean was laughing. Milan’s cock was throbbing, having been denied an orgasm, which now he knew was coming.

Jean was right there with a tube of K-Y Jelly, which Milan spread on my puckered boy pussy, and played around a bit at my opening, sticking a finger inside me. I hissed through my clenched teeth.

Milan was all too eager, and Jean yanked on his leash. “Easy now Milan. Sharon here is a virgin. We must be gentle with her . . . at first,” and she laughed.

I felt Milan’s soft, fleshy head at the opening of my “bussy,” and I had pre cum coming out of my cock. He went in with the whole first third of his cock, making me yell out.

“Don’t worry Sharon,” Jean said from an armchair against the wall, “You’ll love it in a few seconds.” She was stroking her wet pussy with her middle finger and clearly enjoying herself, while holding onto Milan’s leash.

Faster and deeper he went inside me, and I never felt anything like it before. I felt like a real girl. As he thrusted, I reflexively started stroking my cock.

“Take your hands off your cock, Sharon. I want you to cum without touching yourself. You’ll see – you can do it!”

I felt like I was going to burst, then the pain became pleasure as he was deep inside me. He let out a subdued scream and I did too as a big wad of my cum shot out from under me on the bed sheet. He still kept stroking and thrusting, and I kept cumming. It was an unbelievable orgasm. I liked it more than anything I had ever felt before. I was turned onto a whole new world.

Jean began to moan from her chair as she came too, squirting out onto the plush fabric of the Louis the XIV.

“How did that feel Sharon? I think you’re on your way to becoming the fetish slut of your dreams.”

I saw the clock – it was almost midnight.

“I think I’ll have you stay with me tonight, Sharon – it’s snowing, anyway.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Milan and I will keep you busy all night. By the way, I’m having a party here in two weeks and you’re coming. I have some ‘special friends’ coming. By the end of the night you’ll really be a cock-sucking cum slut for sure. I think we’ll also begin to transition you. How would you like that?”

“Jean, you’ve made all my dreams come true!” For the first time in my life, I felt truly fulfilled.

“This is just the beginning my dear,” she said, winking at me.

♦️♦️♦️


BECOMING LONI: FROM COLLEGE BOY TO BEAUTIFUL GOTH GIRL

___________________________

_______________


I’m a total disaster when it comes to getting women. I am still a virgin at twenty years of age and a junior at a four-year commuter college near my home; St. Tewksbury College. I live with my mom and dad, and will probably move out when I get a job and can afford to leave. Meantime I’m stuck at home with my fantasies which are really at odds with what I think I SHOULD be like. That is, my need to conform.

I watch porn videos on XHAMSTER and sites like that. I have a lock on my bedroom door and watch whatever interests me, and then let nature take its course. I got some friends from school and we all go out and while they chat it up with women, I’m tongue tied, sit in a corner, and I don’t know what to say. Like, take my friend Hal for instance. He’s not a muscle freak or a gym rat, but he’s like average, and he’ll chat up a girl at a club that’s really hot – I’m talking blouse so tight it looks like she’s not wearing a bra, very generous cleavage, a short, high skirt, and tons of makeup; and he’ll score.

That’s my fantasy – buttons on top open and an uninhibited view of HUGE tits. I get so hard I can crack walnuts, but if I had to talk to one like that, forget it – I’d be done. To sum up the bar scene with my pals – not for me, not really interested. I’m just paying lip service to the whole guy meets girl at bar or club scene for the sake of being out with my friends. Herein lies the problem and the self-delusion that’s been plaguing me -

The truth is, the BIGGEST FANTASY of mine is actually dressing up and becoming . . . a hot woman, and letting guys come after me. I’ve never told anyone that this is how I really feel. Just writing this down in a journal is liberating, freeing. All of those videos watching women and especially transgender women engaging in various activities and still maintaining the male plumbing, turns me on so much it’s sick. So, I’m dying to experiment with cross dressing, and experiencing women or transgender women from that perspective. Yup, I’m not comfortable in my own skin. I’m not interested in guys when they dress like guys. I prefer guys when they dress like girls.

Now the question is: what do I do with this self-discovered knowledge? I’m at my breaking point. I need something – some kind of sign or . . . else.

♦️♦️♦️
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Last week, on an early September afternoon, it was pretty warm outside; warm enough to eat lunch on the campus quad and watch people (or in my case girls) that secretly I’d like to be, and fantasize. I was sitting at one of the white tables with the scrolled wrought iron legs and drinking a cup of coffee from the STARBUCKS on campus, and I happened to notice a girl sitting a few tables down by herself, with a book open. It didn’t look like a textbook, more like a novel, and she was really into it; so much so, that I don’t think she knew I was staring at her. Plus, she was plugged into something with her airpods.

She had long, jet black hair down to her waist, and the front was wavy and high on top, with purple highlights down the length, a short black leather skirt, fishnet stockings, and black leather boots that went up to the middle of her calf. Her face was perfect and I could tell, even though I was a good thirty or forty feet away. Her makeup was pretty heavy, what looked like deep purple lipstick, thick black eyelashes, and what appeared to be purple eyeshadow matching the hair highlights.

She looked intimidating, and if she caught me staring at her and approached me on it, I think I’d be finished. I was just about to turn away, when her cellphone went off, and she took a call. I was relieved because I could look at her more and fantasize while she was distracted. My cock was pretty hard at this point. Arousal, yes; but arousal born out of my secret jealousy.

She had on a black blazer, and underneath it, a laced leather corset that went up her chest, just enough to reveal some bodacious breasts. He legs were crossed. Then she engaged in what is another big fetish of mine – she opened her bag and took out an all-white 120mm cigarette, and lit it up with the flick of a silver butane lighter. Oh, how I wished I could have lit it for her!

I have on occasion stolen a few of my mother’s cigarettes – Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and when no one was home, would pretend to be a girl like I was watching now, and jerk off to the self-image. Fetishes are pretty powerful, and play a strong role in my sexual identity. If you have one, you know what I mean.

I watched how seductive she looked when she dragged on it. There wasn’t much of a breeze blowing so when she did a French inhale it came out perfectly, the smoke curling up over her upper lip. After I finished my coffee, I got up and went to class, and she was still sitting in her seat, talking on the phone, and smoking.

I wondered how I could have been on this campus for so long, and yet have never met her before. She is certainly someone I wouldn’t have forgotten. Maybe she’s a freshman and that’s why; it’s only September.

As I was making my way through the quad to the physical sciences building, careful to conceal my hard on from showing through my jeans, I noticed posters up for the Halloween Party at the local goth sorority house on campus. I knew from my friends Hal and George that the goth sorority was kind of a big deal, and a campus legend. They were known for pulling off some legendary shit like blackmailing the dean, and force-feminizing some guys just for fun, among other things.

People looked at them with awe, like they were outlaws or something; a power to be reckoned with; untouchable. I didn’t know about any of that, but my interests were totally of a sexual nature. Now I fantasized about actually becoming one of them, and getting mixed up in a heady sexual encounter.

The next day, about the same time, two o’clock, I was in the quad again, and the mysterious girl in black took the same seat and pulled out a different book. Okay, well that’s one thing we have in common – she likes to read; good intro material. I was drinking my coffee, a “Venti” this time, and I brought a textbook with me to catch up on – physics. I was an engineering major. The thick black glasses I wore would be enough to chase any girl away I thought, especially one as cool as this one.

Besides, I’ve got an unremarkable build, a bit on the skinny side. In high school, the other kids often thought of me as a dork, and the jocks picked on me all the time because I was in the AP Physics lab most of the time, and not on any athletic field. My relationships with the girls in my school were purely platonic. In fact, they didn’t really interest me, and this was a bit troubling – like, I SHOULD be interested in girls. That’s what I kept telling myself.

Next came my favorite part – she took out another long cigarette, and seductively smoked again. I was seated a bit closer to her this time, and I had a queer feeling that perhaps she noticed me looking at her, so I quickly buried my head in my text, totally unprepared for any actual encounter.

This pattern of me (I don’t like to use the word gawking, but that’s exactly what I was doing) gawking continued for the first few weeks of the semester, on every day there was no rain.

This one particular Tuesday, my intense sexual reverie was interrupted by a smack on the shoulders that made me spill my coffee. Fortunately, it spared my textbooks and laptop case as it exploded all over the table. It was my two friends Hal and George.

“HEY! What the FUCK guys!!” I yelled, scooting over quickly, my legs missing the steaming contents of my cup as the plastic lid flew off. Several people turned and looked. I was embarrassed as fuck.

“Oh shit! I’m sorry Lionel! I didn’t spill any on you, did I?” Hal said, genuinely sorry, and looking with concern on my lap and lower body. From the angle he and George walked up to me, they didn’t see my coffee in front of me. “What were you having Lionel, I’ll go get you another, and bring over some napkins – shit!”

I changed my tone and said, “No damage guys. Hey, don’t you have a class now?”

“No, the prof had some family emergency and he cancelled today,” George said. Hal went into the STARBUCKS and came out with a new coffee for me, one for himself, and some napkins to clean the table. It was a miracle I didn’t get scalding hot coffee on me and end up at the campus infirmary.

“Thanks Hal,” I said. “So what’s up with you guys?”

“George and me were thinking about this weekend, and what we could do for Halloween which is only a few weeks away,” Hal said.

“Well that’s easy,” I said, thinking about the hot, smoky goth girl sitting pretty near us. “You’ve probably seen the posters all over campus for the goth sorority Halloween party, right?”

“Hey yeah, it’s a costume party and all. We got a couple of weeks to get some costumes going; and besides, they always have the best parties!” George said.

“Guys,” I said. “We’re juniors. How come we never went last year or freshman year to this thing?”

“Because, Lionel, the goth sorority is only one year old. That’s why you went dressed as a can of BARBASOL shave cream last year to the Rat party, remember?” Hal said. He was right. I was a bit discombobulated from the hot girl so close to us, and the hot coffee that missed me by a hair, so I didn’t have a good grip on reality anymore.

“Guys,” George said in a quiet tone. “Look at the girl sitting right over there,” nodding his head – “bet she belongs to that goth sorority house.”

I probably came off a bit defensive with what I said next in order to disguise my bursting desire for her. “What about her??” Yeah, I was definitely a bit irritated. I mean, how dare they horn in on MY fetish?

“Whoa, take it easy there Lionel!”

“Uh, nothing. I was thinking,” shrugging my shoulders, and trying to keep my emotions under wraps, “Maybe I could talk to her and ask her about it. She may have some friends for us. I come by here every day and she’s always here.” I wanted to be the one to approach her – alone, because I had my own ‘special interests’ to possibly discuss with her if I thought I could trust her.

“Okay, okay Lionel – so do it. Talk to her and ask her about the party, you know; like what kind of costumes would be cool,” Hal said. “Hey George, you know what?” Hal continued. “I’d say that Lionel’s crushing on that girl.”

“Yeah, sure looks that way!” George said, intent on fucking with me. “But I’d bet anything it doesn’t go anywhere.” Then George’s tone turned mock serious. “Lionel are you waiting for retirement to ask a girl out?” and they both laughed.

“You know what? Maybe we could go all in leather like bikers wearing the pants with nothing covering our ass cheeks,” George said, making us all laugh.

“I think you mean ‘chaps,’ right George?” Hal said. He quickly qualified his comment. “Not that I’m an expert in that sort of ‘Village People’ stuff.” We all laughed.

So we sat and just chatted about bullshit, and the girl got up from her table and walked past us, smiling at me, perhaps recognizing me from my daily perch close to her. Now I knew I might have an opening to speak to her the next time I saw her. The question was, how would I steer the conversation? Gee, I’ve really got the hots for you, and I’d like to dress like you, can you help me? That was the essence of what I wanted to say to her, but how?
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Iwas up late, tossing and turning in bed and wondering how I would break the ice and start a conversation with this complete stranger. I would certainly have to comb my hair out and look semi-presentable. It was long to begin with, but I would maybe have to dress it up a bit in the front. I had brown hair down to my shoulders, and it parted on the center. I had no facial hair to speak of.

The next day I got my coffee and took my usual seat in the quad which was emptier than usual. The sky was cloudy, and it looked like it might rain, but for now I thought it might hold up. That’s probably the reason for the lack of students. There was no sight of her, so I hauled out my physics book and half-concentrated on the lecture chapter we were up to. After about twenty minutes, I was just about ready to give up when out of the corner of my eye I saw her walking purposefully up to the table and take a seat. I was almost done with my coffee and saw that she had none. This observation provided me with an “in.” It took all my courage to do so.

I took a deep breath and got up from my chair and walked over to her. This time she was wearing aviator mirrored sunglasses and had the usual airpods in. She had her back to me, so I had to walk around to her front.

I cleared my throat, and it was just loud enough for her to take her airpods out, and she gave me a quizzical what the fuck look – how dare you interrupt my beautiful afternoon. However, I was surprised when instead of embarrassing me, she smiled and said, “Hi, how are ya?”

“Um, yeah,” I ran my hand over the back of my hair, smoothing it a bit. “I, uh, I don’t know if you remember me from yesterday, but I’m the . . .”

She finished my sentence for me, and said, nodding, and stepping on my lines: “The guy whose friends spilled the coffee all over him yesterday.”

“Well, not quite. I moved fast enough so it missed me – by inches; yeah, by inches,” I said, my voice trailing off into barely above a murmur.

“Well luck was certainly with you yesterday, now wasn’t it?”

I smiled and relaxed a bit. “Yeah, I guess so.” I nodded to the space of table in front of her. “You usually have a cup of something from the STARBUCKS. I was wondering if I could maybe get you a cup of coffee?” She was clearly intrigued, and anything but a bitch.

“Well, yeah, I usually have a ‘Vietnam Da Lat’ with steamed milk and whip cream on top.”

“Well that’s a mouthful,” I said, laughing.

“I’ve decided to expand my coffee horizons into Southeast Asia. What about you? What do you usually get to spill on yourself?” she said laughing.

“Oh me? Gee, I’m boring. I usually just get a ‘Venti Americano’ with cinnamon. Tell you what. I’ll get you the Vietnam thing, and I’m on my second cup of Americano.”

“Thanks a lot. I’m Leslie by the way,” sticking her fingerless, black-gloved hand out, and I shook it.

“Lionel,” I said, amazed that I broke the ice and how well it was going so far. “Nice to meet you.”

“Well, I know that you’ve been staring at me almost every day you’ve been coming here. In fact, I’d say you were a little bit pissed off at your friends when they came over and almost boiled you alive – breaking your concentration,” she said smiling. I wished I could see her eyes through the aviator sunglasses.

I laughed. “Uh, I’ll go get our coffees, be right back,” I said, not knowing how to respond to what she just said about me staring at her. She seemed pretty cool, like she had it all figured out. Funny thing though, I didn’t feel embarrassed at all.

I came back with a tray and plenty of napkins. I kind of fumbled around with what she wanted when I went up to the barrister, but she interrupted me and asked if it was for the girl with the black hair and the purple streak down the side. I said that it was – she really knew her customers, and without asking, mixed Leslie’s coffee and refilled my Venti. She didn’t charge me for mine which I thought was nice. “I saw your friends spill yours yesterday, so this one’s on me.”

“Thanks, that’s nice of you.” So it was turning out to be a good day, after all.

I sat down next to Leslie with the tray, and she was sitting with her fist under her chin checking me out.

“Forgive me for being personal, but you seem like the type that doesn’t get out much.” What would make her say something like that I wondered. It’s an awkward way to start a start a conversation, and except for the trivial matter of the coffee, it was only the beginning.

So, taken aback as I was I replied. “Excuse me Leslie, but what do you mean by that? You only just met me.”

She was perceptive as well as somewhat impertinent. I wasn’t used to anybody getting that close to me; in a matter of seconds having the ability to peel my psyche away layer by layer, so I let her continue.

“Well Lionel, I’ve seen you sitting there for what, like three weeks now – out of all the seats in the quad, just that seat,” and she nodded her head to where I just was, “and it’s kind of obvious that you were checking me out. The fact that you haven’t moved on me yet tells me that you aren’t very experienced around girls. Am I correct?” A moment of silence ensued, as I digested what she was saying and how I would respond. She was right of course, but to be honest I really didn’t mind the intrusion. Her tone told me that she might be interested in me, which was shocking.

“Hey, please don’t take it the wrong way. I’m kind of flattered, I really am,” she said, a smile across her face.

“So tell me, am I right?” While I was thinking about what to say, I sipped my coffee, and she reached down to her handbag and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette and lit herself up, making a French inhale, smoke slowly curling over her top purple-glossed lip. I was getting very hard watching her. She smirked at me after seeing my attention drawn to her cigarette, and asked, “Would you like one Lionel?”

It had been a while for me since I had actually smoked but I said, “Sure, thank you,” and took one. She lit me up with her lighter.

“It’s also pretty obvious to me that my smoking turns you on very much too Lionel, am I right?”

I exhaled, and it felt good to me. I was careful to try and not to hold it effeminately because I was quite protective of my secret fetish.

“You got me,” I said. “Yes, it’s always been a turn-on for me,” a trace of shame in my answer.

“I see,” she said. “But you didn’t answer my question. I asked if you were experienced around girls, and . . . if you were interested in me?”

At this point, I couldn’t lie, so I told her. “To be honest, I’m not very experienced around girls, and yes I do like you, but” and I shrugged my shoulders looking helpless as shit, “I’m just shy as hell.”

“Well, I think you’re kind of cute. Besides, I’ve never dated a guy with a smoking fetish before. I like ‘kinky shit,’ and I’m thinking about where this could take us. Aren’t you curious, Lionel?”

First, I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation, and secondly, how easily I just walked up to her.

“I’m a bit embarrassed, you know; that some girls would think I’m a freak, nerdy looking, and want nothing to do with me.”

“Well, I would go out with you. In fact why don’t we go out this weekend?” Wow! I could not believe my luck.

“Sure, I’ll give you my cell number and then you can text me. I think Saturday night would be great. What do you say Leslie?”

“Okay, deal. Let’s finish these,” referring to our cigarettes and coffee, “then I got to go to class. I’m a senior and I’m a Spanish ed major. What about you?”

“Wow don’t take this the wrong way, but I took you for a freshman. I’m an engineering major.”

“Oh okay. I happen to dig younger men,” and she laughed.

And that was that – I saw an opening, and I just jumped right in. Wait till I told Hal and George! I can’t believe I got a date with one of the hottest seniors on campus, and a member of the goth sorority to boot!

♦️♦️♦️
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On second thought, I didn’t want to say anything to Hal and George, because if things didn’t work out between me and Leslie, I’d feel like shit. So that night I called Leslie and firmed things up for Saturday night. She lived in the goth girl sorority house on campus, and she asked me to come meet her there, and we could decide where to go.

So, it took me about thirty minutes to drive to campus and park down the block from the sorority house, Saturday evening traffic cutting about fifteen minutes off my weekly travel time. I was wearing nothing special, just a button down shirt, some cheap after shave lotion with a sailboat on it, DOCKERS slacks, and a button down shirt.

The door to the house was open, and I went into the common room and went up to the desk. There was a blonde girl with dark hair and green highlights sitting there, a bored expression on her face as she looked me over. A sign on the wall behind her said “Visitors kindly sign in here.”

I spoke just above a mumble and managed to get out, “I’m Lionel Donlon, and I’m here to see Leslie.”

“Okay, just a sec,” she said and called her on her I Phone. “Hi Les, it’s Tricia at the desk. I got a Lionel Donlon here to see you.” I didn’t tell Leslie my last name, but I didn’t have to. Tricia said, “Go on up, room 214.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, signed in, and walked upstairs. There were several girls sitting on the Victorian plush couches in the room, and some of them stared at me and whispered to each other. Clearly, I guess I didn’t fit the picture of the typical male guests of this place.

I went upstairs and knocked on Leslie’s door. She looked taller than I thought she would be. After all, I had only seen her sitting down in the quad. I was a few inches taller than her, but we were clearly the same body size.

“Hey come on in. You want something to drink? I have some wine here.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Make yourself comfortable,” she said, pointing to a love seat at the far end of her room, on the opposite side of her bed.

There was a table off to the side of the couch with double doors, and Leslie took a bottle of wine out of the cabinet.

“Would you like a cigarette, Lionel? I like one with wine.”

“Yeah, thanks, I would,” I said, my cock bursting through my pants. She was dressed like she normally did, except now she wore a see-through long sleeved black nylon top, tucked into her short black skirt. It had bra cups built into it and lace along the arms and chest, her cleavage showing magnificently. There were no fishnet stockings this time, just heeled boots that went just above her ankles. She noticed my hard cock and my eyes checking her out.

“Hey Lionel,” she asked, laughing after lighting us both up. “Are you always this obvious when you’re checking out a girl? I mean you’re practically emailing your thoughts, and you’ve got a boner that’s ready to tear a hole in your slacks,” she laughed.

I became flushed immediately. “Oh, sorry, I guess I was.”

She smiled, and said sincerely, “That’s okay, I like honesty, and” she looked me right in the eyes, “desire.”

“I would have thought that a girl like you, a senior, and one that’s so good looking as you would have a boyfriend by now.”

“What makes you think I don’t?” she said. “Thanks for the compliment by the way.

“Uh, sorry, I didn’t mean to pry.”

“Hey, chill out dude, I was just fucking with you. Actually, I like girls as well as guys, and it just so happens that you’re the type of guy I like.”

“And what type would I be exactly.”

She moved away from me a bit and looked me over carefully. “I don’t know; impressionable, moldable, not sure what he really wants. Like, I think you’re a bit of an enigma, but I do like you Lionel.”

I clearly was not expecting what came next. She placed her hand on my thigh, and rubbed it a little, giving me a look, that said I’m curious what you’re going to do now. I couldn’t remember the last time I had ever kissed a girl before. I was turning a whole spectrum of reds.

She playfully bit her bottom lip while looking at me square on. My lack of experience didn’t stop me from doing what was inbred in humans since the dawn of time; I leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. She made a little sound of pleasure, and drew in closer to me, sticking out her tongue so the tip just penetrated my closed lips.

I opened them to receive her, in total disbelief at what was happening. I inhaled all her delicious smells: perfume mixed with her smoky smell, berry hair shampoo, the scented lip gloss; all conspiring together to make me shoot a load in my boxers, which of course I didn’t. My previous thoughts about only being attracted to transgender women seemed to fly out the window. This negation of my instincts blew me away, but I couldn’t afford to give that much thought now – I had to go with the flow.

My tongue met hers and wrapped itself around it, both of us dueling like this for a while. She was so gentle and sweet with me; lifting her lips off of me and kissing my face my neck, and slipping her hands through the buttons on my shirt and rubbing my chest. I had my arm around her shoulder, pulling her closer in towards me, and she shifted her position, and started taking my zipper down. Her long fingernails were painted with black nail polish, and they searched and soon found my swollen, throbbing cock.

“Ooooh, Lionel, I never took you for such a big guy, you know? It’s good – I love to play with your dick.” I didn’t respond since I’d never even come close to this before. She kept kissing me, and skillfully opened the belt to my slacks and pulled them and my boxers down to below my knees.

“Leslie, I’m a virgin!” I blurted out like it was some sort of a toxic disease.

“Don’t worry about it, I got that covered babe,” she said reassuringly.

“Lie back,” she said. I moved closer to her sideways on the loveseat, and then reclined on my back, my neck hitting the cushioned arm rest. I had a full view of her cleavage as she placed her head right over my lap, and lifted the shaft of my cock with her fingertips so the head was pressing against her lips. I felt the tip of her tongue playing around my slit, and then licking my “dome” in a circular motion. She licked her lips as I felt a dew drop escaping from me.

Just then a rapid set of knocks came on her door. Leslie immediately lifted her head off of my lap, just as I was going to press her head tighter against it.

“What the fuck!? Who is that???” She said, clearly annoyed; maybe more than me, but I doubted it.

“Who is it?” She yelled out again, then turning to me in a harsh whisper: “Fix yourself up Lionel, I’m so, so sorry,” and she looked at me with a puppy dog expression, and my emotion then turned to something like love.

“Hey Leslie open up!”

“It’s my girlfriend, Judith,” Leslie said flatly. Now she told me that she liked women also, so by “girlfriend,” did she mean it in a romantic way or like just a friend?

“I’m coming Jude, just a second – I’m busy!”

“Okay,” said the voice from the hallway.

Leslie got up and I pulled all my clothes on, as she opened the door, not fully, but holding onto it, blocking the doorway.

“Hi Jude, what’s up? I’m entertaining a guest.”

“A guest? Male or female?”

“Male,” Leslie said, in a flat tone.

“Oh great, can I come in?” Judith said, bobbing her head from side to side to look past Leslie’s shoulders, as she kind of pushed the door open against Leslie’s mild protestations.

“Oh hi. I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Judith. My room’s down the hall.”

“Nice to meet you, I’m Lionel – I commute to school.”

“Oh okay. Maybe that’s why I haven’t seen you around.” She meant on weekends. I liked to study at home on weekends as opposed to weekdays, when sometimes I’d go to the library.

“So what’s going on Jude?” Leslie said.

In a playful manner, clearly designed to baffle me, and maybe to indicate “possession,” Judith leaned in and kissed Leslie on the lips. Leslie and her held hands briefly while they did.

“He doesn’t look like a Spanish major, Leslie.”

“No, he isn’t. Lionel here is studying engineering and he’s a junior.”

“Oh, a kid,” she said teasingly. “Hey, can I come inside, instead of being a doorstop?”

“Sure,” Leslie said, a trace of annoyance obvious from her tone.

Judith moved from the doorway and sat on Leslie’s bed.

“Want a glass of wine?” Leslie asked her girlfriend.

“Sure, why not?” Leslie took the bottle from the table and reached underneath to the cabinet and pulled out the bottle, and poured, then handing it to Judith.

“Thanks. I wanted to see if maybe you wanted to go to the ‘Black Cat’ tonight,” meaning the wine and cheese place I was planning to take Leslie to.

Judith looked at Leslie and me, as if to see if maybe I wanted to go with her and Judith. I really didn’t feel like being the “middle man,” which if the greeting she gave her friend at the doorway was any indication of what I’d be, then my feelings were justified. It’s amazing – going from feelings of love to hurt and anger in two seconds.

I stood up. “You know what Leslie. I think I’ll go. Maybe some other time. I’ll call you, and I made my way to the door. Turning to Judith I said, “Nice meeting you Judith. Goodnight Leslie.”

“Lionel! Wait. Why don’t you come with us?” Leslie said, almost pleading.

“No, it’s okay. I only dropped by to say hello anyway.” In my mood, I wasn’t in for any chit chat at a wine and cheese place with two women obviously in some kid of romantic relationship. My head was spinning. Intuitively, I had a feeling that Leslie would understand, and somehow we’d get back in-sync. Something told me that we had a lot to learn about each other.

After I let myself out and the door closed, I heard snippets from inside.

How the hell was I supposed to know you liked this guy and were in the middle of something?

Judith, when do I have a guy casually visit me?

“What about us? . . . . .I heard Judith say.

Nothing changes . . . . silence . . . . I LIKE this guy. He’s interesting.

♦️♦️♦️
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On the ride home, I needed to process what happened in Leslie’s room. First, I remembered what she told me that afternoon on the quad about how she “liked girls.” But then, if that was the case, she certainly seemed to have “a thing” for me. I knew there were some girls, maybe guys too, I wasn’t sure, who could be bisexual. Being a virgin with practically no dating experience, I was clueless about the whole thing. Tonight, I was upset, and rather than text something I might regret, I would wait until I saw Leslie on the quad during the week.

I knew that texting was NOT the way to have any sort of meaningful conversation, and was probably responsible for ruining more relationships than any other means of communication. You text? Keep it short and sweet. That being said, when I got home, there was a text from Leslie. It was one word; “sorry.” To my amusement, I was glad to see that we both felt the same way about that. 


Monday afternoon, Hal and George bragged about their conquests over the weekend, and as usual, I had nothing to contribute to the conversation. So, I made my way over to STARBUCKS, and perhaps in “memory” of Leslie, I ordered the Vietnam thing. I had the barista help me out on that.

“I don’t see the girl who usually orders that,” she said. So just on a whim, I told her, “Give me two please,” in the hope that maybe she would show up before it got cold, anyway. Sure enough, Leslie came to the quad and saw me sitting there in my usual spot. Instead of sitting where she usually did, she came over to me.

“Hey Lionel, I’m so sorry about that. I really didn’t want to be with Judith, but sometimes she can be very pushy, you know?” I just shrugged my shoulders, and Leslie’s eyes went to the second drink on my table.

Her expression changed immediately. “Don’t tell me . . .”

“Yeah, I hoped you were coming so I ordered a double. One for you and one for me.”

“How sweet!” She sat down smiling and grabbed my hands across the table in hers. “Listen,” she said. My sorority is having a Halloween party this Saturday night. Why don’t you come?”

“I, uh, I don’t have a costume,” I said, a bit downcast, knowing I’d have to compete with Judith. Speaking of her, I had to clear the air about that right here, right now. “But won’t you be busy with Judith?”

“Oh, is that what you’re worried about? Look, it was wrong of her to barge in like that, but we’ve known each other a long time. I told her how I felt about you, and she gets it. You won’t have to worry about her, I promise you that,” she said, and leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

“Leslie, I realize I just met you; can you clarify something for me? And please feel free to tell me if I’m overstepping at all.”

“Okay, shoot,” she said, pulling a cigarette out of her bag. “Oh, excuse me, want one?”

“Yes, thanks,” I said, giving into my fetish – right away, instant hard on. She lit us both up, did a snap inhale, and took the cover off of her drink.

“I still can’t help feeling that I’d be competing in another relationship that you guys obviously have going,” and my voice kind of trailed off.”

“Okay, what can I do to convince you? Look, I’m bisexual. I told Judith that I like you a lot, and I want to see where we go with this. Besides,” and her face took on a mischievous expression. “Aren’t you interested possibly someday in having a threesome?” Now this was interesting. Why the hell not? I have nothing going on now anyway. What form or shape this kind of thing would take is uncharted, if not exciting territory for me. Also, Judith was kind of hot.

“Okay, that seems fair, because I really like you a lot,” I said.

“Let me ask you this, Lionel. Be honest. Didn’t you leave last Saturday night feeling a little frustrated? Because I sure as hell did.” She grabbed my hands again, leaned into me and this time kissed me longer. She smiled and asked me, “Did you take care of that awesome boner of yours?” batting her eyes at me.

I was shocked by the question, but I was truthful. “Yeah, I mean, like, I had to, you know?”

“What do you have this afternoon?” she asked.

“Just my regular mechanics class. But I’m ahead and I could skip it,” I said, a smile forming at the corner of my mouth.

“Great! Because I feel, how shall I put it – unfulfilled from last night? No, no, scratch that – horny as fuck!”

“Okay, then why don’t we finish our drinks and then go back to . . . where?” I said.

“My room at the house. No one is there now in the middle of the day, and I promise I’ll lock my door and not answer. I can even text Judith that I’m having company over. I really want to do this Lionel. I’m getting wet if you know what I mean!”

With that kind of invitation, I would even skip graduation to get a real taste of Leslie.

“Well then, let’s finish and go!” I said, wondering if I sounded a bit too eager.

♦️♦️♦️
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We finished up at the quad and walked over to her sorority house. The same girl was at the desk, and Leslie said hi, and we went upstairs to her room. Just like she said, she locked the door, and even texted Judith something so we wouldn’t be disturbed.

“That’s just a little extra insurance, Lionel.”

“Great,” I said. I felt more relaxed this time, easier. I knew she was in charge of whatever it was that we were about to embark on. Just as I got the word out, Leslie faced me, kissed me hard and sat down on the bed with me. She smelled so good, and her hair was silky and full as we hugged, and I put my face on her shoulder and kissed her neck, causing her to giggle a bit.

“Come on, lie down on your back Lionel,” she said sweetly as she undid my belt and unsnapped my jeans, pulling them down to my ankles. She didn’t waste any time. She was on her knees straddling me and grinning, as she took my engorged cock between her slim fingers with the black nail polish on them, and kissed the tip of it, then looked up at me and stuck her tongue out, circling her lips. She kept teasing me like this for a few minutes and I decided to close my eyes and fantasize. What was my fantasy? Giving.

She made a tight seal with her lips and used her tongue to slide around my cock like a paint brush, licking the underside, the head, my whole shaft. I grabbed her silky hair and pushed it down into my lap and onto my tummy. I was still shocked that this beautiful girl who just one week ago never knew me was now going up and down on me.

Instinctively, I moved my hips up into a rhythm, keeping pace with her sucking. My fingers played with the back of her neck, stroked her behind her ears, and her shoulders. I felt myself about ready to cum and I hissed through my teeth. Leslie, sensing this went faster on me and pumped even harder, tightening her lips around my thick shaft. All bets were off as I shot the biggest load of my life right into the back of her throat. I gasped. She was riding my leg and rubbing hard up and down.

I was still spurting, and she abruptly took my cock out of her mouth and got my sticky, white jizz all over her face and eyes. She placed her mouth back onto my cock and licked it clean of any jizz, sucking and slurping. My head was spinning, and I didn’t want this to end. She pulled off me slowly and looked up at me grinning like a Cheshire cat, with cum dripping from her chin, the sides of her mouth and cheeks.

“Okay Lionel, lick me clean honey,” she said as she put her face next to my lips. I asked myself how in the world could I ever tell this girl that I envied the cum dripping off of her face – that I wanted to be the one wearing the makeup and having the cum drooling off of me? I didn’t say anything, but I greedily licked her face clean, not leaving a drop of my sweet and salty mix on her skin.

“Wow Lionel,” she said. “I’ve rarely seen a guy who loved to lick his own cum off of a girl’s face like you just did. So tell me, how did you taste?” and she laughed, and kissed me.

“I, uh, I loved it to tell you the truth Leslie.”

“Interesting,” she said, her face inches from mine, and looking at me intently with her mascara running down the sides of her face. “We will have to . . . you know what?”

“No, what Leslie,” I asked, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

“You said that you’re a virgin and that you’ve never done this before, right?”

“Yes, that would be correct.”

“Humm, I’m curious. But I wanna tell you that you tasted great,” and she took her finger and wiped a drop of cum off her face that I missed, and placed her finger in my mouth.

“Come on, let’s have a glass of wine and a cigarette, ok babe?”

“Sure Leslie, whatever you say.”

“Okay, but first I gotta go into the powder room, and redo my makeup, after the mess you made!” she said as she threw a pillow at me. I was stunned, and I guess it showed because the next thing she said was, “Relax Lionel, I was only kidding!” She took my chin in her hand and squeezed it.

“You have to learn to relax a bit Mister, and trust me okay? I mean, I’m really into you, as if you haven’t already guessed by now.”

“You’re right,” I said smiling, as I took the cigarette she offered me. She lit us both up with the same flick, and got up and walked into her bathroom. I refilled both of our wine glasses and waited just a few minutes for Leslie to come out.

“See, I told you I wouldn’t be long. How do I look?”

“You’re beautiful,” I said in awe of my new goddess.

She picked a tube of her deep purple lipstick out of her bag and looked at me as she applied it to her lips. She noticed that my attention was drawn to the tube, and playfully, she took it off her lips and held it close to my face and watched as my eyes followed it as it moved around. I sniffed it, and she saw my nostrils flare and my cock get hard once again, while it was still sticky with my cum and her saliva.

She looked at me studiously, as one would do upon making an important discovery. “I think there’s something going on here Lionel that you haven’t told me.”

She knows about my secret desires. She’s perceptive . . . should I give up the denial after all these years or continue going nowhere and remain stuck in the prison that I’ve created for myself? 


I opened my mouth to start talking, and she placed her index finger over my lips and said, “Shushhh.” With her hand holding the lipstick tube, she slowly touched it to my lips and started to apply the dark purple gloss, looking down and smiling at me after seeing my hard, thick, erect cock. I moved my lips to meet the motion of her fingers applying the lip gloss. I was hungry for it. I took a drag on my cigarette and loved the feeling of getting the purple color on the tip of the filter. The gloss had a faint scent of grapes. After she finished, I rubbed my lips together to get the gloss in all the folds of my lip.

“My my, look at you go!” Leslie said to me, seeming more excited than I was. “Now just stay there Lionel, don’t go anywhere. I think that you will be very pleased about what’s to come next!” She got off her knees and walked to a large closet next to the bathroom door. I looked at her from behind. I was mesmerized by the way her tight, cute ass just hugged the leather of her short skirt, and by the way her long, highlighted, jet black hair fell down into the small of her back. But what was she doing in the closet? I was thinking Halloween party. Turns out I was partly correct.

She had a bunch of clothes in her arms as she strode back to the bed. She hummed to herself as she laid an assortment (including satin panty shorts), and a jet black wig that was almost the same as her beautiful hair onto the bed.

“Now first things first Lionel,” she said as she leaned over and kissed me deeply, licking my ear as she stood straight up. “Leslie needs to get off too,” referring to herself in the third person. I was certainly hard enough for the first fucking of my life. I trusted her, and knew she wouldn’t laugh at my inexperience which was the butt of jokes of my two friends Hal and George. I wasn’t prepared in the least for what came next.

Not taking her eyes off me for one second, she took off her once piece nylon top/bra combo and revealed as I suspected, a stunning pair of tits with points sticking up like two darts. Oh how I wanted to lick those and suck and pull on her nipples. The way Leslie undressed; it was like I was watching a strip tease show. I had my hand on my cock, stroking myself.

“Something tells me that you’re feeling a bit naughty today Lionel, or should I say, slutty??” she said, exaggerating her words, laughing, and moving from side to side like a little girl. I said nothing and stared as she continued. She undid her skirt, reaching in the back to undo a clasp, and then the front snaps. She shimmied out of it and kicked it to the floor next to her blouse.

She had on a black pair of satin panty shorts with a laced top on, just like the one she picked out for me from the closet. She hooked a thumb inside the front , biting her lower lip and pulled it down, revealing the largest cock I ever saw! HOLY SHIT!!!! But how? She had the most beautiful figure and breasts. I was stunned, speechless!

“Aren’t you going to say something, Lionel??” she asked innocently.

“How, I mean what, I don’t know what I mean . . .”

“I know, I usually get that reaction when people see it the first time. I’m a transgender woman, or as I like to call myself – a ‘shemale.’ You see, I started transitioning with HRT when I was a senior in high school. When my parents found out what I was doing they promptly threw me out of the house.” Her expression changed as she relived an unpleasant memory. “But fortunately, I had Tammie, an older sister who lived on her own in the city, so I lived with her until my sophomore year of school when I moved into the sorority house. It was a no-brainer you know – the whole goth thing, and besides, a lot of the girls here are transgender women, or shemales like me.”

She probably anticipated my next question. “What about Judith,” I asked.

Leslie nodded her head, saying, “Judith is a shemale as well. She’s a junior, like you. Would you like to try her Lionel? I won’t mind. We have an open relationship going, and so far it’s pretty good. We don’t crowd each other – well, except for the other night when she barged in on us. She just isn’t used to me bringing guys around. Come to think of it, bringing you here was the last thing I would have thought of, but like I said you’re special.”

“Now, like I said honey, I need to get off. I know you’re up to it. I can see it in your face.”

I was on autopilot as I stood up and kissed her, locking my arms around her shoulders. Her she cock was touching my tummy. I was thinking how lucky I was, and I was very excited. Leslie and I gently broke off from the kiss and she got on her back with her legs together. She patted her thighs, and I straddled her legs, bending over and taking the first cock of my life up to my lips. It felt so good, warm, and soft. I explored the head with my tongue, then closed my lips over it, painting it the purple color of my/her lip gloss. It pleased me that I was able to pleasure Leslie. I was also pleased (and surprised) that I was as hard as a rock from having a cock in my mouth – for the first time. She closed her eyes and began pinching and playing with her nipples. I would do that later I promised myself.

I went deeper along the length of her shaft with my lips, getting it nice and wet. I played with my teeth, gently biting, and causing her to hiss with pleasure. As I got into a rhythm of steady sucking up and down, mimicking her actions of just thirty minutes ago, she moved her hips up and down to meet me. I squeezed it with my cheeks, sucking on a giant piece of candy. I felt a salty sweet taste in my mouth, her pre cum from her “she cock.”

“Jeez Lionel . . . you’re so fucking good . . . ahhhh!”

Then I felt a hot , thick jet of tangy Leslie, spread all through my mouth, filling it up quickly, and some hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed hard, several times in fact – she kept squirting more and more. I took it all, not letting a single drop come down the sides of my lips or cheeks. I kept going up and down, her cock almost coming out of my mouth, it was so slick. Did it bother me in some way that I was actually sucking on a cock? No, because to me Leslie was a “special” woman, and I was into her; I wanted to be her.

I came off her. She was in a dreamy state of pure bliss. “God Lionel, you are so good. Think of all the fun we’re going to have!”

♦️♦️♦️
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She threw the satin panty shorts at me. “Here, put ‘em on,” she said, studying my face for any hesitation or second thoughts. I had none. I picked them up, black lace trim, just like hers. I held them up to my face, the cool feel and fresh scent adding to my arousal. I then proceeded to slip them on, my heart beating rapidly, a giddiness welling up inside me that could only come from a long time fetish denied.

I loved the silky feeling as I pulled them up my legs, and finally setting them around my waist – the satin resting on the underside of my erect cock. There was some padding built in to the front. I was to learn later that these panties were made specially for transgender women who still had their parts intact; and that was the way I liked it.

The smile that lit up my face told Leslie everything she needed to know. Next came the black, sheer nylons with the straps which attached to the black lace garter belt. Leslie said that before the Halloween party she would shave me – all of me, which I was looking forward to. She gave me a sheer top like hers, with a stretch bra in front that gave me the illusion of cleavage. I mentioned shaving. That day she did shave my chest because I had hair there. My legs, and my privates could wait.

Leslie made me up almost exactly like her, so you would think we were twins. My first thought was that Judith would be jealous, but Leslie didn’t say anything, and I trusted her. I didn’t want to be around a sulking, jealous trans woman at the party. My favorite part of dressing was the makeup. I felt that, more than the clothing gave me a new identity completely.

“Let me ask you something, Lionel.”

“Sure, go ahead.”

“You never dressed up at home before; I mean, when you were younger?”

“No, only the lipstick when I smoked, like I told you.”

“Oh, okay. So how do you like your new self? Stand up in front of the mirror behind my door and look.”

As I looked at the “new me,” I felt it was fate that had intervened, and made me meet Leslie in the first place. For the first time in my life, I felt complete. This was more than cross

dressing for a party – this was the new me. The only thing

missing was a feminine name to match my appearance. Leslie was beaming.

“God Lionel, you look perfect. Good enough to eat I would say,” and she laughed. Reading my mind, Leslie said, “I think we’ll call you ‘Loni.’ How do you like that?”

“I love it – Loni – lovely name, has a nice ring to it.”

“Yes it does – Loni,” she said, using my new name for the first time. I know that you’ve been craving this whole experience, probably for a long time. I have a doctor you can go to, who specializes in HRT. I believe that’s the way you want to go now, am I right?”

Years of disappointment and thinking there was something wrong with me made me agree with Leslie one hundred per cent. Not only did I want to become a shemale, the way Leslie identified herself, but I also wanted to be a complete slut! It was that, or nothing. After sucking Leslie’s cock, I was hooked. I felt that it gave me some kind of power over guys, you know? I mean there was no comparison between nerdy, wimpy Lionel, and this gorgeous goth beauty I had become. The Halloween party was just the start.

“Yes, exactly. I wouldn’t have it any other way Les. I can’t wait to get started.”

She laughed. “My intuitions are never wrong. I always manage to spot a shemale or a shemale in the making – like you Loni.” She stepped back to take me in.

“Now before you can officially become ‘one of us,’ there is a small test you have to pass.”

“Test?” I said confused. “What kind of test?”

“The Halloween party. You said your two friends are coming, right?”

“Yeah, Hal and George . . . Oh wait a second! You mean you want me to” – I couldn’t get the words out.

Leslie took out a cigarette and handed me one. She sat on the bed and patted the space next to her. I sat down and she lit us both up.

Smiling that salacious grin of hers she explained. “You see Loni, I am your dom – dominant woman – dominatrix. You have to do everything I say and obey me completely.” She looked at me for a reaction and saw I was still confused. “Look, I like you very, very much Loni, and I would never hurt you. This whole thing is for fun and will increase your excitement and mine. Let me explain. YOU . . . are my sub – as in ‘subservient.’ Now, at the Halloween party, I want you, as Loni, to seduce your two friends without them knowing it’s you. Are you in? Think of the inside joke. You will LOVE it, I promise! Believe me, after seducing your two guy friends you will be the absolute, total slut. Now isn’t that what you wanted all along? Come on, you can’t deny it!”

“Okay, okay,” I said, now barely able to conceal my excitement. “I’ll do it.”

“Great! You won’t be alone. Our Halloween parties are unbelievable honey. Judith and I will be there ‘helping out,’ – remember the threesome I talked about?”

“Yes, yes, I remember.”

“Plus, there will be a lot of us there, plus other guys.” It will be one big ‘FUCK FEST!’”

“Now, your ‘dom’ is still horny – very horny in fact, seeing how good you look. Now hop on the bed like a good little cum slut.”

I did as I was told, my cock becoming achingly hard again.

I got on my knees facing the head of the bed, knowing what was expected of me.

Leslie looked ravenous, like she couldn’t wait to use me as her new fuck toy. I loved it, and would do anything she asked of me. She reached into her night table and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing a nice amount into her palm. She put a generous amount of the cool, wet, slippery gel around my asshole, and I stiffened – it felt good. Next, she placed about one inch of her index finger inside my ass which made my head spin. I reflexively tightened.

“Just relax babe, pain and pleasure become one here.”

I felt the head of her she cock on top of my boy pussy or “bussy” as I was to learn the name later, and she played around at the entry. I wasn’t having any of the teasing and I backed myself up onto her stiff cock and she met me, forcefully going in about half way. I grunted in pain, and she pulled out and went in again and again. I got used to it fast, my desire outweighing any discomfort. I know I was new to this and needed practice – that’s what Leslie was more than willing to give me. After all, she “owned me” now.

We got into a rhythm, her ball sack slapping my butt cheeks, and she moaned in delight, going faster and faster. Now she was in all the way, and my cock was harder than before. I had the urge to stroke it and Leslie barked out, “HANDS OFF!”

I obeyed and was amazed at what happened next. Without any assistance from me I blew a large wad of cum right out onto the bed – my first “sissygasm.” At almost the same time, Leslie exploded inside me, filling my butt with a warm, wet sensation, that leaked down my butt cheeks as she continued her thrusting. She screamed out in pleasure, and continued her wild thrusting. I came again; not as much as before, but still. Now she slowed down and then gently pulled out. Before I could say anything her face was underneath my ass, and she was licking the cum from my butt cheeks and skillfully moved her tongue around my ass hole. This made me totally crazy. I was a virgin up until now, and I never had sex with a woman before, but I couldn’t imagine anything more pleasurable as this. We were both worn out by this point and cuddled together on the bed, and fell asleep – both of us in bliss.

♦️♦️♦️
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So, I think you’ve got your costume for Halloween. I think we’ll add this to your outfit,” Leslie said and pulled out a glitter eye mask. “I’ll be wearing one too, and Judith – humm, I still don’t know what Judith will be wearing. But don’t worry sweetie, Judith wants a piece of you.”

I held it and turned it around. “Yeah, should be fun.”

“Okay sweetie, before you go, I’m going to give you a couple of toys I think you’ll have fun playing with.”

She gave me two fleshy dildos, both pink with “veins” and a small one and a larger one.

“The more you practice, the better shape you’ll be in for Halloween,” she said knowingly. “Also, we can practice some more before the party too,” she said as her eyes lit up. “Plus, I have to shave you babe,” she said.

“What do I tell my friends. I mean obviously I can’t go as Lionel.”

“Easy. Just tell them you have some other plans. Make some shit up. It shouldn’t be hard. I mean your whole life as Lionel was a lie, so now it’s about time you were ‘Loni’ for when it counts the most,” she said. The Halloween party was one week away. This was the goth sorority’s biggest and best yearly event.

The next day I met Hal and George inside at the Rathskellar because we wanted food, and it was raining outside. The three of us were at the table, and naturally the discussion turned to the big Halloween party Saturday night.

“You’re coming, right Lionel?” George asked. I had planned for this, and it seemed the most plausible.

“Uh no guys, I won’t be able to make it.”

“See Hal, what did I say?” George interrupted. Both of them amused. “Okay, let’s hear it – what’s your excuse for missing the best campus blow out of the year?” George asked.

“I have to go with my folks to Centreville this weekend and visit my grandma. You know, I told you already – she’s ninety six, and it’s her birthday. All my cousins are coming, and my sister Robyn.”

Hal just shrugged. “Well, I guess if you can’t, you can’t. That just means more snatch for me and Georgie here,” he said smiling.

“Seriously though dude,” Hal said. “You have really got to get out there and socialize. It isn’t healthy. I mean isn’t your cock sore from rubbing one out all the time?”

“Very funny Hal. Don’t worry about me, I’ll get something.”

Hal looked at George, then at me. “Don’t tell us Lionel. You got that goth girl from the quad’s number?”

“Oh no, nothing like that. Maybe I’ll find something online. I mean, isn’t that what everyone’s been doing since COVID?”

George shrugged. “I guess you’re right. So, uh, next time we go out after Halloween come with us okay buddy? I’m starting to worry about you.”

I know they wouldn’t say anything to hurt me, but I knew they were thinking that my physique looked effeminate, and also they may have their suspicions about my sexual orientation.

♦️♦️♦️
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Halloween was finally here. I stayed over at Leslie’s room Friday evening, and we “warmed up” for  tonight. She gave me a little accessory to wear underneath my panties – it was a silicone cock-ring. “Is this thing really necessary Les?”

“For tonight, my sweet – it is mandatory for cum sluts like us!” I wondered what she meant. “When you’re inside The Smuggler’s Cove Loni, all bets are off.”

“Oh? What happens in there?” I asked, sounding completely like the novice slut that I was.

Leslie smiled at me. “Let me ask you Loni. Have you ever heard of a ‘glory hole?’”

I had. “Oh, you mean that dark room with the hole that ‘fantasies’ come true in?”

“Not quite. Think of the ‘glory hole’ multiplied by like ten or twenty!” I looked back at her stunned. “Loni, the girls in this house even drew lots to see who could participate. That’s how popular it is. There are tons of horny trans women in this house. Imagine a whole room with free-standing panels with one hole in each panel ranging in size from a cock-size to a hole where a whole butt can poke through. Some of the larger holes will be butts, and some of the butts will be back-door pussies. We’ve got a black-light strobe set up there, so its’s like really crazy!!! The participants will make their way through the room, fucking and sucking what each hole requires. There isn’t any talking – just a lot of moaning and lettering under each hole saying ‘suck,’ or ‘fuck.’ It’s that simple – okay?”

“Now let’s grab some dinner, then it’s time for us to get into costume honey,” Leslie said. Today was the first day that I left the goth house dressed like a girl, and I’ll admit it gave me a thrill and a feeling like this is where I belong. Both of us had leather outer jackets with metal studs, a choke collar, my short black leather skirt, black eyeshadow, and for the first time outside I wore heels. I had practiced with a pair all week at home. I wondered whether or not my disguise would fool Hal and George. The thought of fucking one or both of my friends hadn’t really crossed my mind, but it did interest me – a lot!

*****

When we got back to the house, the girls were setting up everything in the basement downstairs. The bar was fully stocked with drinks, kegs of beer, appetizers, sandwiches, and a ten dollar cover charge to take care of the costs associated with this thing.

There was a makeshift room jutting out from the back room; “The Smuggler’s Cove,” and Leslie and I took a look inside. There were six, six foot panels on each side of the makeshift plywood room, and each one had a different hole in it for a total of twelve. The hole in the back had a question mark underneath it.

“That’s the goal line Loni,” Leslie said to me, pointing to it. “There are two contestants competing with each other. One on each side. Whoever fucks and sucks their way through their side to the last hole wins!”

“What do they win?” I asked.

“I believe tonight it’s half of the take from the entry fees in cash. So how about it my little sub cum slut. Do you want to win your Dominatrix some money?” Leslie asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

“Wait, don’t I get some of the prize?”

“Loni,” Leslie asked pretending to be annoyed. “Isn’t participating enough of a prize?” I was so fucking horny; I didn’t care about money.

The DJ set up about six, and Leslie and I went upstairs to fix our makeup and place the finishing touches on. “Now whatever happens tonight sweetie, you’re mine, understand? And . . . you’re spending the night with me tonight afterwards.”

I was crazy about Leslie. I mean, she helped me become who I was always meant to be. Tonight I would be turned loose – my cock was aching by seven o’clock. Funny, I still wondered, and had a lingering jealousy about Judith. I didn’t say anything about it to Leslie.

Guys started to arrive; very few girls, except those belonging to the sorority. Black and orange bunting, fake spider webs and fake gravestones were put up around the house, and the outside was decorated. The house looked like a haunted manor anyway, so the Halloween decorations just made it that much better. There were also sounds of werewolves howling, banshees wailing, and witches laughter coming from spiderweb covered speakers on either side of the house outside. Orange lightbulbs were strung around the doorway and all the windows. It seemed to me that people could disappear here and never be found again. I was in a live episode of “American Horror Story.” In fact, one of the guys was dressed like the murderous clown from one of the seasons. He looked too real for my taste.

I saw Hal and George arrive by about eight thirty. The music was already going by now and the bar was filling up. George had a Frankenstein costume and Hal had a “Hell Boy” costume with a trench coat, horns, and was smoking a cigar.

“Loni,” Leslie said over the music. “Walk past your friends, and strut really sexy, but don’t make eye contact with them, okay?”

“Gotcha, but I might flirt. Say, why don’t you come with me?”

“I have an idea honey, why don’t you take Judith?” I could barely hear Leslie over the music.

“SURE (I was yelling). WHERE IS SHE?”

Leslie couldn’t take that; so she leaned in closer to me and I kissed her which made her smile. “She’s just coming down, look.”

I wasn’t sure if it was Judith at first because I had only met her once, but sure enough it was her. The only thing was that she was wearing a very sexy cat outfit, like from the movie with Halle Berry. “JUDITH!” Leslie yelled out. Judith was all smiles as she moved our way, but first picked up a beer.

“Hey guys!” Judith looked me over. “Wow Loni, you look stunning. Leslie, can I play with her tonight?”

“Sure, just go place yourself in one of the holes in the room,” Leslie said with a smirk.

“Oooh funzeeez!” Judith said, horny slut that she was.

A path in the center of the room was cleared, and the music stopped. A tall girl with short, bobbed black hair and a leather vest moved to the center of the room. Leslie leaned over to me and said, “That’s Samantha, she’s the founder and president of this sorority. Everything that goes on here is her idea. She’s incredible, she really has her shit together, and her ‘exploits’ are truly legendary.”

“Attention everyone,” she said into her hand mic. “’The ‘Smuggler’s Cove’ is now open for business.” Silence across the basement. “For those of who would like to participate, the charge is ten dollars above the cover charge. I’d like to remind you that all proceeds from tonight will go to children’s cancer research.” The sorority did have some redeeming qualities after all. It was a part of their charter. But tonight was all about arousal and fun.

She continued. “Now everyone who wants to, line up outside. The winner in each round is the first to cover all six holes on your side and get to hole number thirteen,” her eyes took on a mischievous look. “For those of you who’ve never played before, that’s the hole with the question mark. Okay then, let the games begin.”

Now I wanted a crack at Hal and George more than anything; so Judith and I walked up to them at the bar, where they were debating whether or not to go in to the Smuggler’s Cove room.

Judith led off, walking up next to Hal. I lit up a cigarette in the meanwhile, because my friends didn’t know I smoked, so they would be least likely to figure out who I was. “Hi guys,” she said in her seductive, cat-like voice.

Hal was surprised, looking Judith over up and down, and said, “So does Cat Woman want to play with Hell Boy tonight?”

“Sure,” Judith said, getting closer to Hal and grabbing his cock. I thought for sure Hal would drop his drink. As Judith grabbed Hal, George eyed me over. I was wearing a simple mask, and George said to me, “And who might you be?”

“Me?” I said, taking a seductive drag from my cigarette. “I’m just a dark, goth, fairy princess looking quite honestly for good cock. Would you happen to know anyone with a cock worthy of royalty?”

George was stunned. I was laughing so hard, that Judith shot me a glance that seemed to say, chill bitch!

“I may be able to satisfy your desires, your majesty,” he said, trying to be cool, but I knew he was petrified, so I decided to help matters along. I grabbed him by the crotch of his Frankenstein pants, digging my fingers into his junk.

“I think you’re doing just fine,” I said, wrapping my arms around George’s shoulders, putting my face up to his and kissing him. It seemed weird at first, but I told myself that I’m NOT Lionel – I’m Loni, the cum slut queen. He immediately entered my mouth with his tongue, sliding it over mine. We stayed that way for a few minutes. When he reached up to my breasts, I gently pushed his hand away.

“Listen,” I said, whispering into his ear, I’m a sure thing, we can get right down to business.”

“Okay, and where would we go?”

“Let’s go into the Smuggler’s Cove room,” I said, kissing him on and off. He was as hard as a rock. I always knew George had the right stuff. Now I would find out. “It’s plenty big inside,” I said. “We don’t have to do the contest if you don’t want to. You can just take me inside. With all the lights flashing no one will know anything,” I said.

“Sounds good to me your majesty. By the way, what’s your name?”

“Just call me ‘Loni’ I said,” tempting fate.

“That’s funny,” he said. “I have a wimpy friend, Lionel. He couldn’t come tonight. Besides, I don’t think this place will suit him if you know what I mean.”

“No,” I said, a bit defensively. “What DO you mean by that?”

“Well, uh, let’s just say that I don’t think he likes girls.”

“Oh gee,” I said. “That’s too bad. Good thing you do!” Normally I would fucking boil if someone said that to me, but tonight was different. Tonight, Lionel was out of the picture. “Loni” had arrived on the scene. So, I finished my cigarette and stopped off at the bar for a shot of scotch, which I drank straight down in one gulp. George stared at me for that one. I took him by the hand, and led him past the two lines of guys and transgender women on both sides of the doors to the room, and we went inside. Inside it was an epileptics nightmare – the black light strobing on the fluorescent paints that glowed brightly under the UV light, creating a unique and vibrant visual effect.

I wrapped my arms around George’s shoulders, and kissed him deeply, grinding my waist up against his. There were other couples in the middle of the room too, and to my surprise, Judith was in the middle of the same thing with Hal, but I don’t think she saw us. I wore black leather gloves up to my elbows with no fingers, and quickly tugged at George’s belt, and unzipped his pants, dropping them to his ankles. Then I pulled his boxers down and saw George’s veiny, thick cock which was standing at rigid attention. I got down on my knees, protected by the leather of my skirt, (see, I planned ahead! (-; ) and took his cock, all seven inches of it, and placed my purple glossed lips over the tip. Immediately, George pushed into me, his cock almost touching the back of my throat. My mouth was so wet, that his monster was slipping and sliding all inside me, my tongue caressing the soft underside of it. I could hear Georgie moaning, as I thrusted my head, back and forth, sideways, and back, giving him everything I had.

His hands were pressing my head into his waist, and he was running his hands through my hair. I heard a “Holy Shit!” escape from him, and I smiled inside, loving this new found power that I had over men.

I got off him and looked up, saying, “Come on baby, cum for Loni,” and then I went back to full-on sucking. I was hard as a rock too, but that would have to wait. Before I could think anything else, George shot a tremendous load of white, creamy cum all over the inside of my mouth. It was too much for me, and some of it was dripping down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. I counted at least three big shots.

I pulled off his cock after licking it clean, and standing up, I pulled him close to me and kissed him, giving him a taste of his own salty/sweet jizz. My darling Leslie taught me well. Speaking of who, she was making her way around the stations inside the Cove, getting her ass reamed hard by a cock from the other side of the plywood partition. She was on number four of six already on her side.

“Loni, that was amazing,” George said, as he was leaning on the wall, with me in front of him, holding on. His pants were still down.

“I want you to take care of me now George.”

“Okay baby, where? Is there a room around here where we can go?”

I looked at him and didn’t answer him yet, knowing that what I would say might cause him to run out of the room screaming. “The room is here George.”

“What do you mean, here?”

“Just what I said.” I began to unbutton my skirt from the back, and slipped it down over my knees. My pantyhose were now visible with the black satin panties underneath, and the garter belt. George was stroking his cock again which was a good sign.

Next, I hooked my thumb inside my panties and pulled them down as well, with the garter, still strapped to the pantyhose. I saw George blinking like he was a strobe light. I thought I would have to steady him from falling. I gripped him by the shoulders, and asked him if he was okay.

“HOLY FUCK – Loni – you, you, have a cock!”

“Yes George, I have a cock. Now, I want you to please me.”

“I, I can’t suck, another guy’s cock!!”

“George, I’m a transgender woman, a shemale, you know, like they have in Thailand.” Silence. He wasn’t about to run out of the room which was a good sign. To my surprise, Hal was busy sucking on Judith, and I grabbed George and said “Look George – there’s your friend Hal with Cat Woman. He can do it!”

George spun his head over to where Hal was happily, it seemed, pleasuring Judith.

“Now, he seems happy. Unless you want to please me another way, and I promise you babe, you’ll really like it.”

“Wh, wh, what do you want me to do?”

“Just bend over cowboy!”

“Loni! I can’t!”

“Well, it’s up to you, but you won’t get a thing from me again!”

Things changed on the other side of the Cove with Judith and Hal. Now Judith was ramming Hal hard. “Look at Hal now, George! He’s having a great time!”

I took things into my own hands so to speak, infused and strengthened by my new identity and my power over men. I spun George around, and bent him over. From my bag I pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, and told George to hold still, reassuring him that everything will be fine, and promising him he’d love it. Watching his friend, he turned to me and said, “Okay Loni, I’ll do it. If Hal can, then I can. Besides,” he said a bit sheepishly, “It looks like he’s enjoying himself.”

“Oh trust me George honey, he certainly is.”

“Oooh, that feels so nice!” George said as soon as he felt the slick coolness of the jelly being rubbed over his puckered, cherry asshole.

“Just wait baby,” I said reassuringly. “Everyone has a first time,” I said smirking.

I rubbed the K-Y over my cock, which was hard enough from both my own horniness and the cock ring. I touched my tip to his ass and just played a bit, rubbing it over the opening of his “bussy.”

Now I pushed the head of my cock into George, going slowly. He grunted. I rubbed his lower back with my hand slowly to get him to relax a bit, which seemed to do the trick. I felt the tightness in his back muscles give way, and I pushed in harder.

“Ahhh, that hurts!” he yelled.

“George, trust me.”

The next thrust he didn’t seem to mind, so I went deeper. Now he seemed to be getting the idea and he went back on me as my ball sac smacked his butt cheeks. We got into a nice rhythm; his tight, virgin ass felt so good wrapped around my starving cock. I went faster and faster, and like magic George grabbed his own cock, and started stroking it; he was as hard as a rock. Faster and faster I went, the smacking in sync with the techno beat music that played. All around the room, all the holes were filled, and one of the girls was at the prize, number thirteen. I looked up from George and saw it was Leslie! That meant she went through all six holes in the wall before her – her mascara was smeared and running; her face shiny with cum.

George let out a wild primeval scream and shot a huge load into the air below him, his closed fist pumping his cock furiously. Now, I came too, cum streaking out of me right into George’s bussy. The warm wetness felt so good around me, and I kept pumping. George was totally relaxed, and looked back at me and smiled. I patted his ass and said, “Good boy George, you were great!”

“Wow Loni, I really loved that! But you have to promise you won’t tell anyone.”

Nonchalantly I replied, “Who am I going to tell, Hal?” and I laughed.

George stood up now, looking at Hal, still being rammed by Judith.

“You’re right about that Loni. I guess both of us have secrets now.”

Judith and Hal were finished, and Leslie triumphantly did her best slut walk, looking at me, and stopping to give me a kiss.

“How’d it go baby?” she asked me, her eyes smiling at me.

“Why don’t you ask George,” I said.

“It was fantastic. I was so stupid for saying no first,” George said, smiling at Leslie.

Leslie looked at me and gave me a high five. “It looks like you have a guest Loni.” It was Judith.

“Hi Loni, Leslie said it’s alright if I take you.”

“Of course, my pleasure girl,” I said as I bent over with my hands on the plywood. Hal and George were both watching and playing with themselves at the sight of Judith ramming me with her eight-inch cock. I loved it, and being the greedy little cum slut that I was, I took all of her. I knew now that I would have to have Judith in bed with Leslie tonight – an awesome threesome.

Now as Judith and I were busy, I looked over to the side and couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Leslie was watching too and grinning. George was bent over Hal and ramming him with his cock. I thought about it and laughed. It must be something in the air here tonight.

I was taken by Judith. She was larger than the big dildo Leslie gave me to practice with. I concentrated as she slid back and forth inside me. My head was spinning, and my cock was ramrod stiff. I tried my best to enjoy it and not touch myself. I felt a fireball of pure pleasure welling up inside me. Next thing I knew, I felt a shiver run through me as I shot a huge load of thick, hot jizz into the plywood in front of me. Oh my fucking God, this girl is a treasure, I said. It was my first real “sissygasm,” courtesy of my lover’s lover, Judith.

She came inside me, a hot jet of cum filling me like a water balloon. Fuck I felt so good, I loved my clothes, my makeup, my hair – for the first time in my life I was finally me. I wanted Judith to take me every day, every night, with Leslie, of course. Then Judith pulled out and I turned around and faced her. We kissed for a while and then she asked me, whispering in my ear, “Suck the cum off my cock Loni.”

I got right on my knees, and saw Judith had a cock-ring on as well. She stood still as I moved my head in close and placed her cock between my lips, licking and sucking until I had all of her inside me. I wiped her clean of cum, but she pressed my head into her, and I kept going. She started bucking her hips into my face furiously until I felt a spray of milky cum in my mouth. I couldn’t believe Judith; she was like a jizz machine – “The Judith Jizzmatic.” I swallowed everything and licked Judith clean.

I stood up and she kissed me, tasting her cum in my mouth. She loved kissing me and didn’t want to stop. Then Leslie walked over, and the three of us left the room. We found a quiet spot where we could talk.

“So Loni,” Leslie asked. “You gonna tell your buddies who you are?”

“No, I don’t think so, but I think George will want to see me again.”

“Hummm, don’t be so sure. He seems pretty happy with Hal.” We looked back into the room, and sure enough, now Hal was giving it to George.

“Hey, what happens in the Cove stays in the Cove,” I said laughing.

Judith got in the middle of Leslie and I. “You know what? I’m still fucking horny and I’m getting tired. Why don’t we three sluts go up to Leslie’s room.” And with that, the three of us proudly clacked our way across the basement party room, stopped off at the bar for a night cap and went upstairs.

I should say now, after a few months had passed since Halloween, that I continued to see George, and he seemed to be taking an unusual interest in my makeup and dress. I moved out of my parent’s home and into Leslie’s room, with Judith a permanent guest as well. George and I went out in public, and just like Clark Kent, nobody ever saw me with Superman. I loved being Loni, being my own independent self, and a really changed woman. I was a greedy, horny little cum slut -living the dream. Lionel was just a temporary inconvenience.

♦️♦️♦️
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