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		Chapter 1

		The Lure

		

		I blame the Internet.

		That might seem like a cop-out, but it’s the absolute truth. Prior to meeting Yvette, I was one hundred percent heterosexual, always had been. Yeah, I know it sounds like a case of ‘the gentleman doth protest too much,’ but trust me when I tell you it had never crossed my mind that I might one day want to stick my dick in another guy.

		I was sitting in my apartment one night, surfing for porn, when I came across a genre of Internet art that I hadn’t known existed—TG captions. You’ve seen them. Christ, everyone’s seen them by now. It’s usually a picture of a hot babe dressed in a skirt or a corset, extremely fuckable, a little story accompanying the image explaining how the hot babe you’re drooling over is really a dude.

		Weird shit, I know. Sometimes it’s a magical transformation: genies or potions or the like. Cute, but not exactly my speed. I find that magic takes the reality out of the fantasy, making your fetish so much mental masturbation, which on top of the physical masturbation you’re doing is probably unhealthy.

		The same goes for science fiction. Some nerd makes a mistake in the chem lab, and five minutes later he’s got a pair of double-d’s hanging from his chest? Puh-leeze.

		It was the forced fem that really caught my eye. It’s probably the most popular trope within the art form. General failure of a guy, usually small-dicked, gets duped or coerced by his wife or girlfriend into becoming a cheerleader, or a French maid (my particular favorite), slutty schoolgirl, even a prostitute. This is sometimes done out of revenge, for an extramarital affair, or even for something as trifling as ogling a hot babe passing by on the street, but most often it is done for aforementioned wife’s or girlfriend’s pleasure or amusement. Blackmail or threats of exposure are usually the means by which this is accomplished, although hypnosis is often employed.

		

		It is not always the ladies who initiate said change, however. Sometimes a guy, or group of guys, decide to turn a skinny pal of theirs into a sexy shemale fucktoy. This is often done by force: drugs, surgery, and confinement being the usual methods. A shemale gangbang almost always ensues.

		Silly shit, all of it, but I found myself spending more and more time perusing TG caps, seeking out sites looking for better and better examples of forced femininity, my dick uncomfortably hard in my pants, or sometimes in my hand.

		And then one night I found her.

		It was a site that I had never been to before. It had the usual stuff: witches transforming guys into large-breasted shemales, wives turning thoughtless husbands into their submissive lesbian lovers. But then I noticed an ad on the side of the screen. It was a little square box, a rotating series of images within: cheerleader, slutty schoolgirl, naughty nurse, French maid, sexy secretary, bimbo party girl, followed by flashing text inside the square, three little words that would change my life forever—Rent-A-Sissy.

		I looked at the animated gif for I don’t know how long, as it cycled through image after image of exaggerated femininity. I clicked on it, and was taken to a classy looking website, a little cutesy when it came to the wallpaper and logo, but none of that mattered once I discovered Yvette. She was the French maid that I had seen on the ad, and the enlarged image on the webpage just about made my laptop teeter off the tenting in my jeans. This was a guy?

		Yvette was brunette, and even if she weren’t dressed in her black lace finery I would have presumed she was French, or at least European. The image was classic: elegant drawing room, maid dusting, bent at the waist, a hint of black satin panties beneath a white petticoat.

		I tore my eyes from Yvette’s derriere so that I could see what Rent-A-Sissy was all about. As the name implied, it was an escort service. They were located in L.A., and it was no coincidence that I happened to live in the same county. Whatever cookie the website had slipped into my computer had given up my location, prompting that particular ad to show. If I lived in Chicago, I probably would have seen an ad for a Chicago-based escort service

		Yvette was for rent, as were the rest of the different girls—guys, yes, but could I really think of them any other way? The slutty schoolgirl’s name was Roxy, the naughty nurse was Deena, the cheerleader was Tammy, the sexy secretary was Linda, and the bimbo party girl’s name was Kimmy.

		They would come to your home or hotel and perform as their personae implied: Deena would check your blood pressure, Tammy would practice her cheers for you, Linda would come over and take dictation (pun very much intended), and Roxy would be in need of disciplining. I supposed Kimmy would be on your arm at whatever event you took her to, a bit of T-girl eye candy.

		And Yvette would clean. She would straighten up and tidy your house or apartment, wipe down and dust your bookshelves, and all for the low, low price of five hundred dollars for four hours.

		The was no mention of sex, of course. That would be illegal. But I couldn’t imagine Tammy jumping up and down and shaking her pompoms (and they were awful nice pompoms) for four hours, or Yvette shaking her fanny while dusting a coffee table for the same period. My dingy little apartment could have stood a cleaning, but not five hundred dollars worth, and it would take a lot more than a feather duster to get it done.

		I put it out of my mind. Why was I even considering the possibility? I didn’t want to hire a prostitute, much less a tranny prostitute, and I certainly didn’t want to shell out five hundred bucks for the privilege. Not that I could afford it. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. My parents had sent me a thousand bucks for my birthday just last month. It was still sitting in my checking account, waiting to be spent.

		It’s a guy, dude, my inner voice reminded me. I looked at Yvette’s image again, my hard prick warm beneath my laptop. Guy, maybe, but he looked just like a real girl. No, strike that, he looked better than a real girl. Real girls didn’t wear French maid outfits. Real girls didn’t parade around your apartment in lingerie, dusting and straightening. And real girls didn’t act like real girls.

		Because that was the basic problem. Most girls that I had known in my twenty-four years on planet Earth were not so much girls as they were boys with tits. They seemed to resent being born female. They rarely wore dresses, rarely wore make up, and rarely looked at you with that expression that says, ‘I want your cum in my belly right now.’

		But not shemales. Yes, they were boys—with or without tits—but they didn’t resent their femininity, they gloried in it. Short skirts, hose, make up, high heels, the works. They liked being girls more than girls liked being girls. And they liked cum. At least that’s what the Internet said. Shemales craved cum as if it were the very stuff of life itself, which I suppose it is.

		That was the lure of shemales. That was the attraction. That was why I spent so many hours looking at pictures of them, imagining one, soft and vulnerable, kneeling before me, her head slowly bobbing back and forth while she sucked me off, then coming in her mouth, watching her lick her lips clean of my hot jizz, relishing the taste.

		

		And that was why I clicked on the registration link.

		What are you doing? my inner voice asked while I gave complete strangers my name, address, and telephone number. It doesn’t matter, I told myself. It wasn’t like I was actually going to go through with it, and I wasn’t giving them any information that could compromise me. Yeah, I might end up getting a lot of junk email, but I could filter out a lot of that shit.

		I created a login name—Monsieur_Paul. Since I was only interested in my little French maid, I thought I might as well play it up. I went through the rest of the registration rigamarole, and then clicked on the button that said ‘Register’. A new window immediately popped up, informing me that my application was being processed, and that I would shortly receive an email telling me if I was approved. I supposed it made sense, but I wondered what they were approving. I hadn’t given them any credit card data, which was something of a surprise. You’d think that would be the first thing they’d care about.

		I waited patiently for a response, poring over the site in the interim, then going back and checking my webmail every few minutes to see whether or not I was approved. I exhausted every corner of the site, lingering a while on Tammy’s page; getting a blowjob from a hot blonde cheerleader was also right up there in my spank bank. A half-hour passed with no response from Rent-A-Sissy. What the fuck? I wondered. How long did these people take to approve a new member? Probably some fly-by-night operation, I told myself.

		I was just about to shut my laptop, but decided to check my webmail one more time, and there it was. I clicked on the header. I was approved, but surprisingly there was no link to a members-only webpage, just a series of checkboxes, an image beside each one along with the girl’s name: Sissy Tammy, Sissy Deena, Sissy Yvette, and so on. You could choose one or all of them, if your budget stretched that far. I clicked the checkbox for Yvette, followed by the ‘Submit’ button, and was taken to a black screen with the words ‘Thank You’ written in some fancy font. That was it. No buttons or links to go forward, and clicking the back button got me a 404 Error—Page Not Found.

		I sat there, looking at my screen, wondering what I should do. Up to now it had pretty much been bluff, just fucking around, but selecting Yvette seemed to have triggered something. Man, I hoped this shit was legit. These people knew where I lived. The last thing I needed was to wake up tomorrow morning in my bathtub with my kidneys halfway to Sri Lanka.

		My cell phone rang at that moment, distracting me from thoughts of men in fezzes bidding on my internal organs. It said ‘No Caller ID’ on the screen, which seemed like the kind of thing an escort service would do. I tapped the ‘Answer’ button and put the phone to my ear, but said nothing.

		“’allo?” a voice said, the throaty French accent causing my softened dick to spring to attention. “Is this Monsieur Paul?”

		“Um, hi,” I answered, too flabbergasted to just hang up. “Yes, uh, this is Paul. Is this Yvette?” A silly question, of course it was her. How many fake French chicks were there in L.A.?

		“Oui, monsieur. My agency texted me that you desired my services?”

		“Yes,” I said, my throat feeling suddenly dry. “I was, um, wondering about booking you—hiring you! I, uh, was just wondering if that was possible.” God, she must think I’m an idiot.

		“Oui, monsieur, that would be possible.”

		Her accent was driving me crazy, the way she said po-see-bluh. My dick was hard enough to cut diamonds.

		“Would monsieur like me for just the four hours, or would he prefer longer?”

		Longer? Five hundred bucks was already pushing the edge of my comfort zone. Besides, it was just poseebluh that the person I was talking to might not be the Yvette shown on the website. If that was the case, what was I going to do, go to the police and complain that the tranny hooker I’d gotten was different than the one I’d expected? Not bloody likely.

		“No, no,” I said, my mouth moving faster than my brain. “Four hours would be fine.”

		“Très bon, monsieur. And when was monsieur thinking of having me?”

		‘Monsieur was thinking of having you right now, you hot bitch,’ is what I wanted to say, but I managed to avoid that temptation. “Um, how is Saturday for you, Yvette?” God, I loved that name.

		“I am available Saturday morning. Ten o’clock?”

		Holy fuck, what was I doing? “Ten o’clock would be great. Um, should I send you directions?”

		“No need, monsieur. The agency will provide me with the necessary details.”

		“Oh, yes, well, then,” I said, no longer having the slightest idea what to say, if I’d ever had it in the first place. “Then I’ll see you Saturday?”

		“Jusque-là, monsieur.”

		And that was that. I had just made a date with a guy. Everything that happened after that was a fait accompli.

		

		It figures the French would have a phrase for it.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		Yvette

		

		My first thought upon hanging up the phone was to chicken out, just not go through with it, but that option shortly took care of itself. I received another email from Rent-A-Sissy within a minute of my hanging up. It was a confirmation of my appointment, plus a link to Payfish.com, the online money transfer website.

		That was hardly surprising. Nothing shows moral commitment like payment in advance. I clicked on the link to my Payfish account. There was the invoice, four hours of maid service, billed at five hundred dollars. Yvette had said that I could have her for more than four hours. I wondered how much that would cost.

		I looked at the little button on the screen that would whoosh five hundred bucks out of my checking account at the speed of light. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to pay for the privilege of having sex with another guy? Then again, I wasn’t having sex with anybody else. My last serious (at least to me) relationship had ended a little more than a year ago, and the chicks at work weren’t exactly lining up for the opportunity to go out with me. Being a few pounds overweight doesn’t help, I suppose.

		But still, a tranny prostitute? My dad once told me that he regretted the things he hadn’t done more than the mistakes he’d made, that it was better to take chances than not dare. He’d probably have a coronary if I called him and told him what I was thinking of daring.

		I clicked the little button, committing myself, not so much because of what my dad had said, but because of the memory of Yvette’s shiny black panties. I was in, so to speak.

		I spent the next two days in a dither. Not a terribly masculine way to refer to one’s state of mind, I know, but it was the truth. It seemed like everything I did from the moment I’d hung up the phone until Saturday morning was punctuated with thoughts of what was going to happen:

		“Hey, Paul, did you deliver those boxes down to the loading dock?”

		“Sure did, Frank, and on Saturday I’ve got a date with a tranny whore.”

		“Yo, Nichols, do you want any overtime this weekend?”

		“No can do, Bill. I’m going to be busy fucking a chick with a dick.”

		Thankfully, I never experienced a slip of the tongue, but for those two days Yvette was all I could think about.

		Since I had a French maid coming over to my apartment, I did what anyone else would do under the circumstances: I cleaned the place up. It took all of Thursday evening and most of Friday as well, racing around like a dervish: washing, dusting, vacuuming. Christ, I might as well be a French maid myself. Come late Friday evening, I looked around at my no longer dingy hovel, satisfied with my handiwork. The only thing Yvette would need to clean when she got here was my cock.

		Which was not going to happen. As much as I might want my pre-paid tranny whore to suck my dick like a Hoover, this was still the age of STD’s, and having anything less than a wall of rubber between Old Sparky and a mouthful of chlamydia was excessively chancy. Not a worry, though, as I had stopped off on the way home from work and bought a ten-pack of condoms. Probably silly of me. Yvette would likely bring her own, but making a girl, even a T-girl, responsible for providing protection struck me as less than gentlemanly.

		I slept poorly that night, even after having a quick wank before going to bed. This was not done to relax me, but to protect my investment. I’d already shelled out five hundred bucks for the promise of a mind (and cock) blowing experience. I was going to make damn sure I wouldn’t come in my pants the moment we shook hands.

		I tossed and turned in my bed, imagining my hot little French maid, my prick rock hard despite its earlier workout. I envisioned her dusting my already clean coffee table, her panty-clad ass swaying side to side, long legs shimmering within nylon stockings as she bustled about my apartment in her high heels, the scent of Chanel trailing behind her. But mostly I imagined her sucking my cock, my fingers clenched in her dark hair, soft gulps as she deep-throated me. When I finally did fall asleep, it was almost as if I’d already gotten my money’s worth. Almost.

		I woke up at eight o’clock on Saturday morning, a bit bleary. I took a shower despite having taken one the night before. When that was done, I dressed in my usual jeans and t-shirt, then eschewed that for slacks and a shirt. Nothing formal, but I had a French maid coming over. I should at least look like the kind of person who could afford a French maid.

		Despite looking like the kind of person who could afford a French maid, I breakfasted on my usual: Cocoa Bombs and coffee, then rinsed out the dishes and put them in the dishwasher. Poor Yvette. What would she do when she got here? I could think of a few hundred things.

		I sat down in my easy chair and waited, as nervous as a one-legged man in a room full of rocking chairs. To pass the time I opened up my laptop, but rather than check the news or my email I pulled up the Rent-A-Sissy website and gazed at their offerings a while, my dick a lead pipe in my slacks.

		The sound of clicking reached my ears a short time later, high heels in the courtyard of my apartment complex. I looked up at the clock on the corner of my screen—9:55 AM. I sat there, clenching and unclenching my hands. This was all so stupid. It wasn’t going to be her, not the attractive shemale I had seen on the website. It was going to be some effeminate-looking guy in a dark wig, wearing a trench coat to disguise his presence. Being an idiot, I would let him into my apartment and close the door. And when he opened that trench coat to reveal a whip-thin body in an ill-fitting costume, I would likely lose my hard-on for about the next five years. Fuck, it was already gone now.

		Panic overtook me at that point. I bolted from the table and went to the window and peeked through the shears. OhJesusFuckingChrisitwasher. She was wearing a knee-length trench coat, which I thought was very discreet of her, and her dark hose was more conservative than most chicks wore nowadays. In fact, the only thing that even remotely gave her away was a little plastic tub of cleaning supplies she held under one arm, a small black feather duster perched on top.

		The panic that I had felt after making the appointment returned—doubled!—the realization of what was about to happen bringing on something very close to a panic attack. What was I going to do when she got here? What were my neighbors going to think? I would send her away, that was it. Better still, I just wouldn’t answer the door.

		

		The incessant clacking of her heels brought me back to reality. What was I worried about? She was a whore, for Christ’s sake. The world’s oldest profession. My neighbors, none of whom I knew by name, had no idea what she was. Hell, they didn’t even know she was a guy! If they noticed her at all, all they would see was an ultra-hot chick on her way up to my apartment. Hell, they might even think she was my girlfriend.

		She walked up the open concrete steps to my second floor apartment, the clacking of her heels growing louder with each step. My heart thumping madly, I stepped back from the window and over to the door, then laid my forehead against the wood and waited for her knock. Three quick raps resounded through my skull a few moments later. I waited a few seconds, for appearance’s sake, then took a deep breath and opened the door.

		“Bonjour,” she said warmly. “You are Monsieur Paul?”

		It was the same voice I had heard on the phone; husky, her accent alone capable of making a man cream his jeans. It was a good thing I had masturbated the night before.

		I stood there, my hand on the doorknob, unable to move and just as unable to speak. Yvette was gorgeous. She looked to be about my age, possibly younger. She was also about my height, though this was due to her high heels. I’m not exactly tall, dead average, I suppose, about five-feet nine-inches. Assuming four inches for the heels, that put Yvette at about five foot five. Perfect sissy height.

		I suddenly remembered that I was paying for this. I stepped backwards and let her into my apartment, any thoughts I might have had about sending her away having long since gone by the wayside. She entered, her manner professional yet friendly. She moved gracefully, difficult in those heels, but it was her scent that clinched the deal. Not Chanel, but some other perfume—roses, with an underscent of spice.

		I closed the door behind her and she turned to face me. She was the only girl I’d ever had in this apartment, yet she wasn’t one. She smiled at me, dark red lips parting to display perfect white teeth. She had a little mole just above the left side of her mouth. “May I take your coat?” I asked. This wasn’t entirely good manners on my part. I wanted to see if she looked as good in person as she did on the website.

		“Merci beaucoup, Monsieur,” she replied, her smile broadening. She set the plastic tub of cleaning supplies on my little hall table—an apartment warming gift from my parents, along with the rest of my furnishings—and then undid her belt and opened her coat. That was when I stopped breathing. Prior to this moment, Yvette had existed as a fantasy for me, but now she was here in the flesh. I think I can be forgiven for staring.

		The dress was a sexual experience all by itself. The black satin clung to her body, light and shadow playing in its folds and ridges, white petticoat beneath. Further down, a brief glimpse of tan thigh and then her black stockings. They were classic black stay-ups, not fishnets, which while sexy is a bit overboard. They wove down her legs, shimmering slightly until they disappeared into her heels.

		The rest of her was perfect as well. She was tan, though not beach girl tan, which can get a little tiresome in California. Her skin—and there was much of it on display—was smooth and even, except for the barest hint of a tan line where a bra strap would be if she were wearing a bra, which given the off the shoulder style of her dress seemed unlikely.

		The crowning touch was the black velvet choker around her neck. A fashion accessory necessary to disguise my French maid’s true gender. I knew what was under there. Nobody else would.

		Time seemed to stop while I took her in. She waited patiently while I did my impression of a cigar store Indian, but then giggled lightly, breaking the spell. “Pardon me,” I said stiffly, for that was what I was.

		“Pas de problème, Monsieur,” she replied, smiling, which I presumed meant that she wasn’t offended. Offended or not, it didn’t escape my notice that she kept her coat with her. Probably had a can of Mace in one of the pockets.

		

		“Well, um, Yvette,” I said, not knowing what to say, but feeling that was at least a decent enough opening. “Where, uh, would you like to begin?”

		Her smile broadened, a hint of low laughter behind it. “Why don’t you give me the tour, Monsieur? That way I will know where to start. Unless there is something specific that you feel needs my attention?”

		There was so much I wanted to say, like, “How about a blowjob for starters?” but there’s something about having a French maid in your living room that helps to keep you on your best behavior.

		I gestured her into my kitchen, her heels clacking on the linoleum. She looked at my scratched and dented thrift store kitchen table, and then at my bare counters. “Oh, but it is already clean,” she said, looking slightly confused. “Your regular girl is very good.” She was probably aware that the regular girl was me, but I wasn’t about to confirm her suspicions.

		Without waiting for me to guide her, she left the kitchen and went back out into the living room, stopping along the way to place her coat atop the plastic tub she’d brought and pick up her little feather duster. She walked about, inspecting the bookshelves, running a finger along my DVDs. Her nails were easily an inch long, and were painted a deep, reflective red.

		She took a negligent flick at my DVD shelf with her feather duster, and then strode past me and on down my hallway, her sweet ass bustling with each step. She turned the corner into my tiny bathroom. “Mm-hm,” she hummed. She slid the shower door open and gave it a quick inspection, likewise for the sink and the counter.

		She gave me a knowing look, then slid past me, allowing me a look down the bodice of her dress. I discovered that the hint of cleavage I’d seen on the website was not the result of airbrushing or makeup. My sissy French maid had actual boobs. Hormones, presumably. Or surgery. Perhaps both.

		I found her in my bedroom, the only bedroom in the apartment, inspecting the surface of my dresser. She looked up at me, smiling her warm smile. “You have a lovely home, Monsieur.” She’d said ’ome. God, I was going to enjoy fucking her hot mouth.

		

		“I think I know where to begin now. Does Monsieur have any questions for Yvette before she begins?”

		

		Yes, Monsieur did. There was something I needed to know, something I needed to be assured of. “Um, yes, there is, Yvette. The company that you, uh…”

		“My agency, Monsieur?”

		“Yes, your agency. They promise…girls of a certain, um, je ne sais quoi?”

		She giggled, probably due to my shitty French. “Is Monsieur asking to see Yvette’s qualifications?”

		I started to reply, but hadn’t the slightest idea what to say. I nodded instead.

		Smiling, without the slightest trace of self-consciousness, Yvette brought a hand up to her skirt and raised it up, then slid her other hand beneath the front of her black satin panties and pulled the material outward, thus allowing me to examine her bona fides.

		From the very first moment I had registered with Rent-A-Sissy, I knew what I was getting into, had at least some idea what to expect, but there is a vast difference between expectation and reality. What I saw nestled in my French maid’s panties should not have surprised me, but it did. Of course I had seen dicks before, most especially mine, but Yvette’s was locked inside a polished steel chastity cage.

		The little cage couldn’t have been more than an inch and a half long, and was curved downward, a built-in lock keeping everything nice and secure. The penis contained within was not quite bulging at the bars surrounding it, but there was no question of it escaping its little metal prison. I also noticed that the pink balls squished beneath the apparatus were shaved smooth, as was the rest of her bikini area, which was probably a good thing. Imagine getting your short and curlies tangled up in all that metalwork. Yeesh!

		I stood there, dumbfounded. Was this her idea, or her agency’s. Did she have the key? Did they have it? Did it cost extra?

		“Is everything satisfactory, Monsieur?”

		“Yeah,” I replied, a little too quickly. “Yup, everything’s great.”

		“Très bon, Monsieur,” she said, releasing the trim of her panties and letting them snap back into place. She lowered her skirt and brushed it with her hands, once again the demure servant. That done she gave me a little curtsey. “Unless there is anything else, Monsieur, Yvette will begin her work.”

		That sounded like a dismissal, so I dismissed myself. I walked back into my living room, my head spinning. A weirder morning I could not possibly have imagined.

		Having nothing better to do, I grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and sat down in my easy chair. Was something supposed to happen now? Was I supposed to do something? I had so far shelled out five hundred bucks to look at another guy’s dick. I hoped I wasn’t being taken to the cleaners on this one.

		I reached for the TV remote, but thought better of it and grabbed a book instead. It was a paperback I had started earlier in the week, one out of a boxful that I had picked up at a yard sale. This one was the third in a series, about a conscientious young lawyer who discovers that his client isn’t who he thought he was. Come to think of it, that was what the first two were about.

		I read for a few minutes, or rather I looked at the page I was on, not taking in so much as a word of it, my mind on the sissy in my bedroom. I’d give it another five minutes, and if nothing happened I would go in there and fuck some serious ass.

		A swish of fabric brushed my chair, Yvette passing by me. She had her feather duster with her, and was bustling about like a proper maid. She had added a few items to her costume: a pair of white lace gloves, sexy but hardly functional; and a matching headpiece nestled in her dark hair.

		

		She was now running her feather duster across the bezel of my flatscreen TV, humming softly, her short skirt swaying as she worked. Grinning, I put down the less than thrilling thriller and began to watch the more compelling scene being played out in front of me.

		She must have presumed that she had my attention because she began dusting the DVD shelf next to the TV, her dress riding up, allowing me a glimpse of tanned thigh above her stockings. She continued at her chore, dusting further back on the shelf, her skirt riding higher and higher, until her black satin panties were fully on show. My dick was as hard as concrete.

		She moved about, dusting more already clean furniture and knick-knacks, bending over at the waist whenever her cleaning required it, which was oft. After about ten minutes of this she turned around, her face impassive, seemingly unaware that there were now three of us in the room: her, me, and my erection.

		She looked down at me, cocking her head. “Would Monsieur care for another drink?” she asked.

		“Please,” I replied. I hadn’t realized that I had drunk the bottle dry, the show having been so enthralling. She leaned over in front of me and retrieved the plastic bottle, allowing me a generous look down the bodice of her dress. I gulped, seeing her perky boobs practically on display, her nipples just barely out of sight. It was all I could do not to pull her down on top of me.

		She straightened back up, her expression innocent. “Un moment, Monsieur.” She curtsied and walked past me. I turned and watched as she made her way to the kitchen, her pert fanny swinging with every high-heeled step. She returned after a bit, not with a bottle of water but rather a glass, with ice and a slice of lime. She leaned over me again, giving me another extended boob-show, and set my drink next to me, placing it on a coaster I’d forgotten I owned.

		“May I get Monsieur anything else?” she asked warmly.

		“No, thank you, Yvette. Please continue with your work.” Despite the fact that nothing of substance had happened yet, I was really enjoying the role-playing.

		“Très bon, Monsieur.” She smiled and left, taking her feather duster with her.

		I did not watch her leave but listened instead. She was in the bedroom now. I could hear her moving about, humming softly. She had come to me last time. This time I would go to her. I grabbed my drink and headed down the hall, guided by her humming and the scent of roses.

		I found her in the bedroom, bent over the bed, black panties shining in the light. Evidently, I had not done a proper job of making my bed. She had stripped the sheets and was now in the process of remaking the bed. Well, since the bed was unmade….

		I moved behind her, her sweet ass bobbing lightly; wild horses couldn’t keep me from tapping that ass. She was smoothing out the top sheet, making it just so, when I slid my hand along the smooth surface of her bum. Surprised, she turned, knocking my drink hand sideways, dousing my slacks.

		“Oh, merde!” she cried, her surprise turning to horror. She immediately dropped to her knees before me, and began collecting the ice cubes and placing them in her apron.

		“Let me, Yvette,” I said, feeling like a complete moron. God, I couldn’t even make a pass at a hooker without fucking it up.

		“Oh no, Monsieur,” she said breathlessly, gathering up the last of the ice. “Forgive me, I am so clumsy sometimes….” She paused mid-sentence, one hand holding up her ice cube filled apron, her mouth slack. She was looking directly at my crotch, an obvious bulge staring her in the face. That was when I realized that none of this was an accident. My sissy French maid was the consummate actress.

		“Please, Yvette…” I said, my voice hoarse. My cock was throbbing, so close to where it wanted to be, just a few thin layers of fabric between it and her painted lips.

		“Oui, Monsieur,” she whispered, her eyes locked on my hard-on. She let the apron drop, the gathered ice cubes bouncing on the carpet. Slowly, almost as if she were in a trance, she raised her hands up to my belt, unzipped me, and then reached a gloved hand inside my boxers and grasped my hard prick.

		“Ohh…” I moaned, uncaring at the gender of the hand’s owner. This was so much better than it had ever been with a chick, and we hadn’t really done anything yet. Some small part of me, a voice in my head, was reminding me that a guy had his hand wrapped around my crank. The voice sounded smaller and smaller every second.

		Yvette withdrew my stiff rod from my slacks. Like my height, my cock is nothing special—average, or nearly so, but in her small hands it looked huge, almost pornstar-like. She stared at it, her eyes unfocused, like prey before a cobra’s gaze.

		What happened next was magical bordering on the miraculous. Yvette brought her other hand up to caress my man-meat, then with a barely audible whimper leaned forward and took me in her mouth.

		Jesus God, her mouth felt good, so good in fact that for several seconds I failed to realize that I was now wearing a condom. I looked down, amazed beyond belief at the transparent sheath now covering my prick. It had been done so effortlessly, so slyly, that I forgot for a moment that it was a guy who was giving me a blowjob. I replayed the scene in my mind’s eye: the hand coming up, placing the rubber ring at the tip of my penis, the mouth lunging forward, her lips rolling it downward, the mouth coming back up while the hand rolled it the rest of the way down. I don’t know if shemale prostitutes have award ceremonies for blowjobs, but Yvette deserved to take home the trophy for Best Cocksucker.

		“Mmph,” she whimpered plaintively, as though blowing me was a more pleasurable act for her than it was for me. I stood there, my hands on my hips while she deep-throated my dick as though she were born to it. It was so far the best blowjob of my life, better than any chick I’d had, which caused me a brief spate of worry: would I ever be able to go back?

		Another whimper brought me out of myself, forcing my attention back on the virtuoso dick-sucking going on beneath me. I watched her go at it, moaning myself as her head bobbed back and forth along my cock, the latex-covered shaft repeatedly disappearing into her mouth. God, my balls were boiling, my orgasm just moments away.

		Yvette was apparently aware of this, for she stepped up the pace, fucking her face with my dick, right up until the first spurt of cum blasted from my cock. Not into the condom, however, for at that exact moment she slipped the rubber off of me and pointed my pulsing dick downward, torrent after torrent of my hot jizz splashing her chest, a gloved hand rubbing it into her skin as though it were lotion from the most expensive boutique in Paris.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		Adventures in the South of France

		

		I collapsed back onto the bed, feeling as though my soul had been sucked out through my cock. Perhaps it had been. Still breathing heavily, I looked over at my alarm clock. 10:40 AM. Three and a half more hours with this shemale succubus. I briefly wondered who would be attending my funeral.

		I looked down my body to see my still semi-hard prick listing a bit to starboard, apparently trying to decide whether to straighten up or just lie down and die happy. I was good either way.

		“Monsieur?”

		Yvette straightened up, her head coming into view on the other side of my beleaguered prick. She was smiling, looking like the cat who’d swallowed the penis-shaped canary. Her lipstick was smudged, hardly a surprise, and her upper chest shone where she had smeared my cum all over it. I had never seen anything so beautiful in all my life.

		“Are you feeling better, Monsieur?” she asked innocently, seemingly unaware that the world’s best blowjob had just been given in this room.

		“I feel…” I began, pausing to sigh, because there are times in your life when a really good sigh is called for, “wonderful.”

		She smiled, her expression turning from innocent to kittenish. “Yvette is glad she could ’elp. Excusez-moi?” She got to her feet, turned, and left the bedroom, her satin skirt flouncing prettily as she she did so.

		I lay there, utterly at peace with the world. God, that had been a performance, a bravura performance. I replayed the previous ten minutes in my head, over and over again, burning it into my brain so that I would never forget what a proper blowjob was like. It was funny, but in doing this I began to notice things I had missed the first time around, little touches, some of the method behind the magic.

		Despite never having been with a prostitute before, I was aware of the risks. Yet the sex that we’d just had, or that I had just received, was about as risk-free as possible while being every bit as decadent—hell, even more decadent!—than any sex I’d ever had. We hadn’t kissed, therefore no mouth-to-mouth transmission of any Filthy McNasties. There was no oral-genital contact, meaning I hadn’t subjected my dick to a chlamydia bath. And when I had come it was on bare skin, which is a pretty unlikely way to catch an STD, and Yvette was presumably washing that shit off right now.

		And then there were the gloves. She had worn them while handling my cock, a clever way of reducing the likelihood of coming into contact with a sick dick. I remembered the look on her face when she’d taken it out of my slacks, how she had gazed at it, which had been more acting on her part. She hadn’t been hypnotized by my prick, she had been examining it, most likely for lesions or warts, at least as thoroughly as any doctor in a clinic. Yep, pretty damn slick.

		Yvette returned, her lipstick repaired and her bosom no longer coated in man gravy. Furthermore she was carrying a glass of beer, which she placed on my nightstand, using a coaster as well.

		She had also brought a washcloth with her. She bent over me while I lay there and stroked my dick with it, humming all the while, until my prick was not only hard, it shone like polished silver. If nothing else she was an excellent maid. She straightened back up, washcloth in hand. “Does Monsieur require more personal service of Yvette?”

		Monsieur absolutely required more personal service, but now that my shemale French maid had taken the edge off, I felt more relaxed, more inclined to play. “Not at the moment, dear,” I said, channeling the lord of the manor, “but if anything should come up….” I let the silly entendre linger.

		She giggled, and then bustled off without another word. I watched her go, inwardly thanking my dad for his advice—it was much better to regret the things you’d done rather than the things you hadn’t. I only hoped to Christ that I would never come to regret today’s adventure.

		Speaking of adventures, there was one more I was still hoping to have, one that I had never engaged in, even with a girl. Would Yvette be up for it? Well, she was a sissy. Wasn’t that their defining trait? I looked down at my cock. It was still quite erect, definitely up for it.

		

		“Quit being such a pussy,” I whispered to the ceiling. “The clock’s ticking.” I got up off the bed, my hard-on wiggling stiffly through the gap in my zipper, and shucked my slacks off, followed by the rest of my clothes. I was paying for that ass, therefore I was damn well going to fuck it. I grabbed my beer and took a healthy swig, and then began preparing for round two.

		___________________________

		

		I entered the living room wearing my bathrobe. Not as fancy or as elegant as the situation warranted, but it was the best I had. Yvette was straightening the cushions on my couch—bent over the couch. I wondered how long she had been in that position waiting for me.

		“Eep!” she cried softly as I came up behind her, pinning her to the back of the couch with my hips.

		“Relax, Yvette,” I said lowly, reaching beneath her skirt and running my hands across her satiny tush. She straightened back up quickly, putting the nape of her neck within nuzzling distance. She was trembling.

		“But, Monsieur,” she whispered, “Yvette is married.”

		I stifled a laugh. If she wanted to play games, I could play along. “Of course you are, my dear,” I said, doing my best to sound gravel-voiced, “but during the day you belong to me.”

		“I…Oui, Monsieur,” she said, defeated.

		I started with her neck, nibbling it, the scent of roses and spice acting like an aphrodisiac, making me drunk. I continued planting little feather kisses along the back of her neck, receiving soft whimpers for my pains, those whimpers turning to moans when I reached around her and gripped a satin covered tit.

		God, this was fun, but it wasn’t all about me. Though I was playing the aggressor, Yvette was far from passive. While I was busy working my hand down inside the bodice of her dress, she reached a hand back behind her and found my prick, hard and hot beneath my robe. It was already sheathed in one of my own condoms.

		“Oh yes, Monsieur,” she said hoarsely, jerking me off as I thumbed an erect nipple. Encouraged, I continued playing the game, allowing the hand that wasn’t groping her perky tit to trail southward along the fabric of her dress, an inexorable beeline toward the goal, my shemale’s hot ass.

		My hand slipped between her panties and the soft flesh of her bum. We moaned together as I started kneading her ass cheeks, so much smoother than the satin that covered them. While I played around down there, Yvette took the opportunity to remove my hand from her breast and brought it up to her mouth and began sucking my fingers, her moans doubling as she engaged in her pseudo-cocksucking.

		What I did next, I did with some trepidation. There was only one place left to go, and I was either going to go there or send her home. I slid my hand down further, fingers following the contours of her buttocks, down into the crack of her ass, the warmth increasing with every inch, my sweet maid parting her legs at my insistent probing.

		She was already wet when my fingers found her slick entrance. Suppositories? I wondered. That, or some other form of external lubrication. I didn’t waste another thought on it. Yvette was a professional.

		“Ohhh...” she moaned, as my middle finger slipped into her tight asshole, her response muffled by the thumb in her mouth, which she began sucking fervently. She continued moaning while I fingered her rosebud, seemingly unable to help herself, her passion carrying her along.

		This was beyond anything I could have hoped for, more exciting than any sex I’d had with an actual girl. I continued finger-fucking her asshole, her hips bucking with each thrust, her sphincter clamping down upon my finger. I could only imagine how my dick would feel in there.

		“Please, Monsieur,” she said, after several minutes of foreplay, practically panting, “I want you inside me. Do not make Yvette wait any longer!”

		I didn’t have to be told twice. I withdrew my fingers from their respective orifices, then brought my hands to her hips, grasped her panties, and slid them down past her rounded buttocks, giving one those ass cheeks a little smack for good measure. She jumped a little when I did this, which caused me to grin evilly. I was getting my money’s worth and more.

		I kissed the nape of her neck and then pushed her forward, bending her over the back of the couch. Her short dress rode up the further she bent, exposing more and more of her vulnerable ass, her puckered starfish gleaming beneath a layer of lubrication. I had never wanted to fuck something so much in all my life. I got into position behind her, eager to plumb her depths, and placed the head of my throbbing prick to her glistening entrance.

		“OHHH!” she groaned loudly as I entered her, loud enough for the neighbors on either side of my apartment to hear through the paper-thin walls. Inch by inch I slipped slowly inside her, her ass incredibly tight, gripping my prick as if it were a rope in a tug-of-war. I continued my slow thrust until I bottomed out inside her, a trifle lightheaded due to my having forgotten to breathe. I paused there a moment, reveling in the heat of her body, the tightness of her ass. God, this was so much better than pussy, which, truth to tell, was something of a distant memory.

		I eased my cock back out of her and slid it in again, remembering to breathe this time. She whimpered and gasped as I slow-fucked her, which was not gentleness on my part; my dick felt more at home inside Yvette than it had anywhere else, and I wanted to savor the experience. This was unlike any fucking I’d done before, as if I were losing my virginity all over again.

		I picked up the pace a bit, gradually increasing my speed, the blowjob I’d recently received giving me porn star staying power—and boy did I abuse that power. Soon I was slamming into her, moaning and grunting like a feral beast, my prick practically on fire from the barely controlled friction. In my defense, Yvette was no less enthusiastic, gasping hoarsely with each savage thrust, cursing gutturally in French the harder I fucked her.

		I slammed into her again and again, pulling her back onto my rampant prick, her incredibly tight asshole acting like a cock ring, staving off the inevitable explosion. Finally, a heart attack dangerously close, I shoved my cock as deep inside her as I could, gasping and grunting as my hot cream jetted into her, or into the condom at least. I pinned her to the back of the couch, my hips bucking of their own accord, until nature decided that I must conserve energy or die.

		I slowed my thrusts to a stop, my throbbing dick deep inside my shemale maid. I could hear her panting even as my own breathing was slowing. Had she come? It certainly sounded like it. It was probably an occupational hazard for her.

		I was therefore surprised when she collapsed, forcing us backward onto the floor, my softening dick ejected from her slick bum. “Yvette?” I said, worried that I might have hurt her.

		She responded not with words, but with tears. “Oh,” she cried, her voice still hoarse. I started to speak but she continued crying, “Oh,” over and over again.

		“Yvette?” I repeated, my worries doubling. I hadn’t been exactly gentle with her.

		“Oh, Monsieur,” she cried, heaving slightly with the effort of speech.

		“Did…did I hurt you?”

		She heaved again, still crying. “Oui, Monsieur, you ’urt me.” She paused for breath, her crying seeming to slow. “But it is the kind of ’urt that feels good. The kind of ’urt you always hope you will feel but you never do. Mon Dieu, to be filled so completely, taken so forcefully. Monsieur is a powerful lover.”

		It was all I could do not to burst out laughing. My shemale French maid’s speech was the purest bullshit, play acting designed to appeal to my ego, probably so that I would give her a fat tip when it was all over. The emotional part of my brain didn’t care, however. That part of me was saying, “Yeah, motherfucker! You are the baddest! You are the ultimate fucking cocksman! A dick on legs!” which is not normally a compliment.

		I held her while she faux-cried, and when she was done I helped her to her feet and walked her to my bed and laid her down upon it. “Can I get you anything, Yvette?” I asked, the solicitous lover.

		“Just you,” she said, sniffling, sliding across the bed to make room for me.

		I slid in beside her, pausing only to remove the slippery condom from my flaccid prick and toss it into the trash can by the bed. We lay like that for a while, neither of us speaking, her head on my chest. Part of me wanted to look over at the clock, to see how much of my money was disappearing while we lay there. I resisted that temptation, however. I was relaxed and comfortable. I did not want to fuck that up.

		“Was I good, Monsieur?” she asked, out of the blue.

		I exhaled a contented sigh. “You were wonderful, Yvette.” On second thought, I decided she was going to get a fat tip when this was all over, and I wasn’t referring to my dick.

		Her hand slid down my chest to disappear beneath my robe. I felt it light upon my prick, soft fingers stroking me, hardness returning. “Do you think that we could...do it again?”

		I laughed, a relaxed sort of laugh I hadn’t known was in me. “Of course we can,” I said, surprising myself. I had never done it three times at a shot with a chick, but then Yvette was ever so much more than that.

		She rose up and threw a leg over me, straddling me. The demure maid was gone now, replaced by a sultry, seductive sex kitten. She closed her eyes and began gyrating her hips, slow dancing atop me. She still had her panties on—they had never really come off—and began sliding her satiny crotch back and forth over the sensitive underside of my pecker. God, that felt good, but then I realized with something like horror that it wasn’t her satin panties that felt good, but rather the trapped balls inside them.

		The realization that another guy’s sack was rubbing my dick instantly broke the spell. Yvette, despite having her eyes closed, must have known that my mood had changed, because she chose that moment to drop her top. Any concerns I had about the scrotum massaging my johnson vanished at the sight of her pretty titties. She was like some kind of shemale sorceress, instantly able to ensnare my mind with nothing more than a pair of bogus mammary glands.

		At least I thought they were bogus. I had been a little preoccupied while feeling them up earlier, the impending ass-tapping crowding out rational thought, but now that I could see them, free and unencumbered, I was no longer exactly sure. Firstly, there were no scars of any kind: below, along the side, under the armpit, or even the nipple, that would denote implants. I knew this because she began feeling herself up, hefting them and mauling them and groping them, a private lap dance performed in my very own bed.

		

		As if having read my thoughts, she reached down and took my hands and brought them up to her breasts, allowing me the opportunity to feel for myself whether or not they were real. They certainly felt real, perky and soft and warm. And perfect. Too perfect, perhaps. Was that a bad thing? I mentally said ‘fuck it’, and put the mystery of my tranny whore’s hooters out of my mind so that I could enjoy the show.

		Yvette continued her solitary slow dance, humming and cooing as I squeezed her fine tits. She pushed her dress further down and began running her hands over her amazing body, still doing that interminable back and forth with her nutsack over my thoroughly excited prick. To think I had once thought that was icky.

		Mewling softly, she grasped my biceps and pulled me up so that my face was buried between her breasts. I did what any healthy male would do under the circumstances—sucked on those babies as if my life depended on it. Her mewls turned to moans when I did this, and she held me tighter to her, still shifting her hips back and forth, riding me like it was the Old West.

		I can’t say how long this continued; being smothered by a pair of tits while having your cock humped is a good way to lose oneself. I do know that it lasted until she pushed me back onto the bed and got up off of me. She stood beside the bed, her breathing heavy to the point of gasping, skin flushed, obviously as excited as I was. She kicked off her heels, then reached beneath her bunched-up skirt and pulled her panties down over her black stockings and kicked them off, too. She was back on top of me in a trice, her blazing expression leaving me in no doubt as to what would happen next.

		She reached beneath her apron and produced a square package—another condom. She hurriedly ripped the plastic foil wrapper open with her teeth and fished out the contents. A second later my penis was sheathed in impervious rubber. Two seconds later the rubber was sheathed by her.

		“OHHH!” she cried as her body slid down my length, her expression swiftly changing from ravenous to rapturous. I cried out too, not so much at the heat of her, or the tightness of her ass, but at her incredible beauty. She grabbed my hands and placed them back upon her breasts, biting her lower lip as she concentrated on her pleasure, enjoying fucking me as no girl has ever enjoyed fucking me.

		

		I let her lead, having been the one in charge the last time. I watched her, in no hurry to come, delighting in the feel of her, the look of her. God, if she wasn’t the girlfriend I had always wanted. She was the girlfriend that every man wanted. She was the one who loved you, loved having sex with you. This was the one who would give you a blowjob just because she felt like it, or because she thought you might be feeling a little down. She was the one who sent naughty texts to you at work, or emailed you pics of her boobs when you were having dinner with your parents.

		She was wonderful, everything a lover should be. She would never, in a fit of pique, blurt out that your dick was too small to satisfy a pygmy. She would never disappear at a friend’s party, and then magically reappear thirty minutes later, three sheets to the wind, her hair mussed and her lipstick smudged. Yvette was the perfect woman, except for the fact that she wasn’t.

		If there was one thing that detracted from the moment, it was the feeling of a pair of balls repeatedly pressing against my groin. On every downstroke I felt them, warm and slightly squashy, coming to rest upon my skin. This did not bother me, which caused me some concern. I mean, it’s not every day that you have some guy’s testicles bouncing up and down on your belly. Okay, maybe you do have that, but for me it was a new experience. One that didn’t bother me.

		

		Which is what bothered me.

		But it’s funny how quickly a hot shemale can mollify such concerns, especially when she’s fucking herself stupid on your prick. I let it all go and just concentrated on the boobs in my hands and the hot ass sliding up and down my pole. I followed her lead, and soon we developed a rhythm, one that eventually led to both of us screaming hysterically, our simultaneous orgasms probably loud enough to get me evicted.

		At least I think she orgasmed with me. She sounded as if she had, felt that way too, judging but the death clutch she had on my hands. But Yvette was too good an actress for me to take something like a bed-shaking climax for granted. Even if she had come I might never know it, as any leakage—spurtage?—would probably be confined to the petticoat beneath her bunched-up skirt.

		I continued holding her breasts while she swayed above me in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, her hands clasped slightly less painfully on the backs of mine. Finally she began to droop forward. I let her, easing her body sideways so that we lay facing each other. Neither of us spoke. Instead we just sighed repeatedly, our contented exhalations saying more than words ever could.

		She cuddled closer, so that we were practically nose to nose. I fell asleep next to her, wreathed in her scent. I dreamed of roses.

		___________________________

		

		I awakened slowly, feeling a sense of inner peace that was almost obscene. That peace vanished when I realized that I was alone. “Yvette?”

		I looked over to find her standing beside the bed. She was fully dressed, back in her trench coat, none the worse for wear. She was frowning.

		“I am sorry, Monsieur,” she said sadly, “but I must go now.” She looked in the direction of my alarm clock, its red LED display confirming what I already suspected—2:10 PM. Time was up.

		“Couldn’t you stay a little longer?” I asked, the words out of my mouth before I could stop them, not that I wanted to.

		“I am sorry, Monsieur,” she said again, “but you are not my only client today.”

		My heart sank. Of course she had other clients. As skilled as she was, her dance card was probably always filled. I got up and tied my robe and escorted her to my shabby little foyer, remembering to stop along the way so that I could get two fifties—my emergency money—out of my wallet. Despite the fact that we had slept almost half of my allotted time away, Yvette had performed beyond my expectations. Such virtuosity deserved to be rewarded.

		Much to my surprise, she refused it. “Non, Monsieur,” she said pressing my hand back against my chest. “I was not a very good maid, I think.” I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just shook my head.

		Smiling slightly, she took a little step forward and looked me in the eyes. “May I give you something instead, Monsieur?”

		Jesus, was she going to give me a hummer for the road, to make up for the time she’d spent napping? Man, scoring a free blowjob from a hooker. This was turning out to be the best day of my life. It turned out that I was wrong about the blowjob, however. What she ended up giving me was so much better.

		The kiss took me by surprise, not because it was something that prostitutes generally don’t do, or because there was another guy’s tongue in my mouth. What surprised me was its sweetness, its innocence. What surprised me was its rightness. It was a more profound experience than the anal sex had been. Well, mostly.

		She left after that, her tub of unused cleaning supplies under one arm, the little feather duster perched on top. I watched her walk down the open concrete steps, feeling slightly forlorn. She walked through the courtyard and out without looking back, the clacking of her heels audible long after she had disappeared from view.

		I shut the door and leaned my back against it, then sighed the world’s most contented sigh. It had been a morning to remember, and one that I certainly did not regret. I hoped she wouldn’t be angry that I’d slipped the hundred bucks into her pocket during our kiss. She had more than earned it.

		And I had earned a shower. I padded off to my bathroom and took off my robe, and that was when I found it, slipped into one of the pockets, her card along with the two folded fifties I thought I had given her. It was scented with her perfume, and had her first name printed on it in some elegant script, along with a telephone number.

		

		Shaking my head, I got in the shower and turned on the water. Should I call her? I could afford another four hours with her, but could another four hours possibly match the experience I’d just had? No, I told myself, that’s a fool’s game. It had been great because it was my first time with a sissy, and you can only ever have one first time.

		I would soon discover that there is more than one way to lose your cherry.

		

		End of Book I
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		Shemale Slumber Party

		

		Chapter 4

		The Lament

		

		I once said that I blame the Internet for the bizarre turn my life had taken, but that is only partially true; for what happened next I blame God. Granted, it takes some major hubris to blame the Man upstairs for your personal shit, but it wasn’t as if I had any control over the events that followed.

		Even the Bible backs me up on this—‘Male and female created He them.’ If you happen to believe that, then you must also credit the omnipotent Bastard with creating shemales. Having partaken of that particular piece of forbidden fruit, I can say with authority that they are vastly superior to His second creation.

		

		Think I’m exaggerating? Just look at all the benefits. Shemales can’t get pregnant, don’t get hormonal, never get periods, love anal sex, and know exactly how to treat a penis, having one themselves. Yeah, there is that whole lack of a pussy thing, but like the man said, ‘Nobody’s perfect.’

		Except quite possibly for Yvette. She had been marvelous. Magnificent and magical. Able to do things with her mouth and her ass that I hadn’t known were possible. She had also been five hundred dollars, but I’ve blown more than that on real girls and gotten less.

		I spent the rest of the Saturday afternoon following her departure in the strangest funk of my life. Nothing was the same anymore. I couldn’t watch TV without thinking of her, seeing her bent over the DVD shelf, bare thighs above her stocking tops quite visible, her short skirt rising ever higher until her supremely fuckable ass was on display for me.

		I kept seeing that ass in my mind, kept seeing my cock slipping inside it, feeling her heat, hearing her moans, and above all of that the scent of roses, something I knew I would forever associate with her.

		Only it wasn’t a her, it was a him. No matter how much Yvette looked like a girl, no matter how much she acted like a girl, and no matter how much she let me bugger her like no girl I’ve ever known, there was still a guy underneath that dress.

		Guys don’t have tits, my inner voice countered, apparently not wanting to confront unpleasant truths. But that was the nut of it right there, that I had fucked a guy. That was the reason for my funk.

		I shook my head at that notion. It was the truth, but not quite all of it. The truth was that I had fucked a guy and liked it.

		I sat in my easy chair mulling over that fact for a long while, not because of the obvious conclusion, but because I was still lying to myself. The truth was that I had fucked a guy and I had preferred it.

		What does that mean? I said inside my head, preferring to keep such thoughts from taking the air. Does it mean that I’m gay? I didn’t feel gay, whatever that meant. But how did I feel? Actually, I felt great. Better than I had in a long time, and certainly better than the last time I’d gotten laid, whenever that was.

		So was I gay? Was I going to develop a fondness for pink sweaters, Hummel figurines, showtunes, and sucking cock? Important questions, to be sure, but I wouldn’t find the answers to them in my apartment. So I went where Americans always go when searching for the answers to the deeper mysteries of life, as well as a good latte, too.

		I went to the mall.

		___________________________

		

		Of course the place was packed. Hardly surprising, it being Saturday afternoon. I went to my favorite coffee bar, The Sacred Cow, and order a triple mocha, heavy on the hazelnut, and took a seat at the counter by the window so that I could people watch.

		What I wanted to see most were girls, the mall being their natural habitat. Was I still interested in them, or had I inadvertently expanded my options? There were some cuties coming out of Veronica Lane’s, purple and white striped bags dangling from their wrists, presumably silk undies or demi-cup bras inside. Old Sparky perked right up at the sight of them. Okay, so I still liked girls. That was good to know. That still left the other half of the human race.

		So I guy watched for a while. Nothing. No response from my formerly hard dick. There were some good looking guys, or at they dressed decently and were reasonably clean-shaven, but they held no interest for me whatsoever. That was a relief.

		But I was not relieved. For the rest of that day and all day Sunday I felt restless, unable to focus, my mind constantly shifting back to the rose-scented card on my dresser. How many times had I picked it up and looked at it? Dozens at least. Try as I might, I could not stop thinking about her.

		Dude, it’s a guy! my inner voice reminded me, but that didn’t wash anymore. I knew exactly what Yvette was, and I still wanted her. It was as if she were a drug, an addictive drug that I could have more of—if I wanted to pay the price.

		“Screw that,” I said to the mirror over my dresser, resolved to get my life back to normal. I stayed away from the Rent-A-Sissy website for the rest of the day. I also changed my sheets and pillowcases, anything to get her scent out of the apartment and out of my system.

		

		I kept her card, though. The object wasn’t to forget her, but rather to avoid temptation. I could do that well enough.

		___________________________

		

		“’allo?”

		“Um, hello, Yvette. It’s me. Monsieur Paul.”

		It had been three of the longest days of my life. Nothing was the same anymore. No matter where I looked I saw her, and when I didn’t see her all I saw were drab substitutes. I mean, this was L.A., for Christ’s sake: swimming pools, movie stars, and more hot chicks per square mile than anyplace else on the planet. Take work, for instance. Loads of babes, but none of them interested me. They all seemed deficient somehow. No sparkle, no pizazz, all of them lacking that something extra that Yvette had.

		And by something extra I don’t mean a penis. I had barely seen that little caged clitty of hers, although if I held the key to her chastity cage, I’d throw it away and fill the keyhole with solder. Sissies should only get their orgasms through anal sex, at least that’s what the Internet says.

		“Oh, Monsieur Paul. It is so good to hear from you.” She sounded surprised, so either she hadn’t noticed my name on her caller ID, or she was acting again, probably the latter.

		“Um, yes, Yvette. Say, I was wondering, do you think maybe we could...I mean, I could....” I was as suave as ever.

		“Is Monsieur asking Yvette to come to work for him again?”

		“Yes, I am. The, uh, same rates still apply, don’t they?

		“Oui, Monsieur. I am again available this Saturday morning. Is ten o’clock good for Monsieur?”

		“Would you have any later times available? I like to work out in the mornings.” I grimaced at how lame that sounded. I hadn’t worked out since high school, and even then it hadn’t been by choice. But still I remained hopeful. If I could be her last appointment of the day, I might be able to convince her to sleep over. Dad had said to dare, so I was daring.

		“Je suis désolée, Monsieur,” she replied, regret apparent in her tone, “mornings are all I have available.”

		“Pas de problème, Yvette,” I said, trying to impress her with my shitty French. God, I was pathetic, trying to impress a faux-French tranny prostitute. Could I possibly sink any lower? “Saturday morning at ten would be great.”

		“Très bon, Monsieur. Jusque-là.”

		I ended the call, feeling more mixed-up than when I’d started. Why was I doing this?

		Because she gives great head, and her ass is tighter than any pussy you’ve ever fucked, my inner voice reminded me. Fair enough, I thought. Besides, this would be the last time. Yvette was my parents’ gift to me, although I would never tell them that. Any further romps would be on my own dime, and T-girl prostitutes weren’t exactly in my budget.

		___________________________

		

		Saturday morning found me in my easy chair, shaved and showered, wearing slacks and a shirt, plus a little cologne for good measure. I’d cleaned the place up again, which had been much less work this time. I also bought some fresh limes and some new coasters. If one has a maid, then one should keep up appearances. C’est la vie.

		The clacking of heels in the courtyard announced her presence, exciting and worrying me at the same time. I so wanted the next four hours to be as wonderful as the previous four. I was probably setting myself up for disappointment; there was no way this time could be as good as the last.

		I could hear her walking up the concrete steps now, my heart a triphammer in my chest. “Relax, dude,” I said under my breath, “it’s just a guy in a dress,” who also happens to be more woman than you’ve ever had in your life, my mind quickly supplied. I sighed. So much for not getting my hopes up.

		Three quick raps signaled that the show was about to start. I got up and went to the door, my stupid prick preceding me. “Slow and easy, bud,” I told myself. “Make this one last.”

		“’allo,” she said, when I opened the door. She was smiling, which caused me to smile in return. I stepped back and allowed to enter, and then closed the door behind her. That was when she jumped on me.

		“Oh, Monsieur,” she gasped, once she’d removed her tongue from my mouth. We were lying on the floor, or rather I was—she was lying on top of me. She rose up and ripped her coat off and tossed it aside, leaving her in her costume, though minus the headpiece and gloves. “I was so happy when you called,” she said hoarsely, her breathing already labored. She reached down and undid my belt and unzipped my pants, then pulled them down with such force that I was reminded that she wasn’t a she. Old Sparky did not seem to have a problem with this, however. He flopped back against my belly with a resounding smack, causing my faux-French maid to giggle.

		“Oh, it looks like someone else is happy to see Yvette,” she cooed, taking my throbbing prick in her soft hand. A moment later it was sheathed in clear latex. I didn’t wonder at her skill in putting on condoms. Yvette could turn water into wine and it wouldn’t surprise me.

		She scooted forward, and the next thing I knew she was putting the head of my freshly wrapped penis to her bunghole, slipping it inside her. Christ, she wasn’t wearing panties!

		“Oh yes, fuck me, Monsieur,” she groaned, her tight hole stretching around my prick, hot flesh engulfing me an inch at a time. She took me slowly deeper, allowing me to feel every nuance of her rear entrance, as much foreplay as any man ever really needs. “Mon Dieu, I have wanted your cock inside me since you called.”

		I could almost believe it. I wanted to believe it. She pushed the bodice of her dress down, allowing her hormone-induced sweater puppies the freedom they deserved. I held them and squeezed them while she rocked back and forth atop me, her whimpers and grunts music to my ears.

		Normally, I would have closed my eyes during a fucking like this, but not this time. I wanted to enjoy her beauty, her expressions of pleasure and quite possibly pain as she rode me. Since this was going to be the last time, I wanted to store these images in my memory as much as possible.

		But one thing stood out—okay, two things—those two things being her testicles. I could feel them rubbing along my lower belly as she rocked back and forth. It didn’t bother me. In fact, it felt kind of nice. I stored that in my memory, too

		She took my hands from her breasts and leaned forward over me, pinning my wrists to the floor with surprising strength, which considering her true gender should not have surprised me at all. Her eyes half closed, she began grinding her ass against my pelvis, her warm ballsack pressing against my lower belly, Every so often I could feel the cool steel of her clitty’s little metal prison, warm flesh within straining against the bars of its cage. That image should have repulsed me. Instead I found my excitement building, my moans increasing, matching hers, until we came as one.

		And I knew for a fact that she’d come this time, there was no mistaking it. Warm liquid upon my lower belly, spreading out slightly, pooling there. This did not bother me. Truth to tell, I felt pretty damn good about it. I had come; she should, too. Besides, I had come on her once before, hadn’t I?

		She swayed above me a while, looking down at me, her breathing slowing to a steady, relaxed rhythm. She clenched her anus from time to time, apparently enjoying the feeling of fullness. “Oh, Monsieur, that was wonderful. I love being your mistress.”

		As I was still pinned to the floor, I could do little more than agree. I supposed she was my mistress, at least for short periods. It was a pity that those short periods would be coming to an end. She released my hands and straightened up, stretching her back, but did not seem disposed to set my penis free, which is a good quality in a shemale prostitute. I stroked her hose-clad thighs, amazed at her soft beauty. She looked down at me, still smiling, but I could see something else there. Playfulness, perhaps, or something close to it.

		“Do you remember asking if you could have later appointments with me?” she asked.

		I nodded my head. Of course I remembered, not that it would matter after today.

		

		“How would you like Saturday evenings?”

		The emotional part of my brain immediately jumped in the driver’s seat. “That’s possible?”

		Her smile broadened. “Un moment.” She leaned sideways, managing to keep my semi-hard prick lodged in its warm hidey-hole while she retrieved her cell phone from the pocket of her discarded trench coat. She straightened back up and began texting while sitting atop me, clenching her anus every few seconds, bringing Old Sparky back to his former glory.

		“It is done,” she said, and tossed her phone onto her coat. “Saturday nights now belong to you, Monsieur, starting tonight…which is free.” She clenched her anus again on the word ‘free’, as if that word ever needed punctuating.

		She leaned forward and kissed me again, driving her tongue as deep into my mouth as was humanly possible. I wasn’t worried about the possibility of catching something, nor even about the testicles and steel cage that were sandwiched between our bodies. No, the only thing I worried about while we kissed was how the fuck I was going to fit a T-girl prostitute into my budget.
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		Shemale Slumber Party

		

		Coming soon…
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			The Silence of the Hucows
		

		

		Chapter 1

		I Know What You Need

		

		Melissa DeVries was bored.

		She sat at her desk, feeling sorry for herself. Her day’s work was pretty much done, which it usually was by about four o’clock. She sighed. It sometimes felt like she had the most boring job in the world, secretary for a bunch of boring engineers in a boring company. It really was a boring company, too: Masterson International. Oil exploration and imaging, mostly. Her parents back home in Wisconsin thought that working in the oil business was exciting, but then her parents were pretty boring. She couldn’t imagine a duller life.

		Moving to Texas had been a stupid idea. Her parents had tried to talk her out of it, but she had set her sights on Dallas while in college, and had promised herself that she would take the plunge despite the tight economy. The result was a low-paying job for which she was vastly overqualified.

		She sighed again, wondering what to do. She could sit there and play Minesweeper—yawn. She could go on Facebook, or maybe tweet something—double yawn. When it came right down to it she was pretty boring, too.

		Having nothing better to do, she checked her webmail. There was the usual nothing there: the usual spam, the usual offers to refinance a house she didn’t have, or magic pills to enhance a penis she didn’t have. Didn’t have? She could barely remember what they looked like!

		She went about cleaning up her inbox, noticing too late one email that didn’t appear to be junk. Shaking her head, she dug it out of the trash. It was from someone who called himself Rance.

		

		From: Rance@Dreamer.net

		Subject: I know what you need.

		

		Melissa made a face. I know what you need? Who was Rance to know what she needed? She didn’t even know what she needed. Well, a new life maybe. Could Rance give her that? She clicked on the header and the email window opened up. It contained just seven words:

		

		I know what you need—an admirer.

		

		She made another face, this time cocking her head. An admirer? That was pretty unlikely. What was more likely was that someone was playing a joke on her. Scowling, she cast an eye about the bullpen, looking for anyone who might be watching her out of the corner of his eye. She could see everyone on this section of the floor, there being no cubicles in which to hide. No engineers were surreptitiously turning away, no one furtively darting back behind his monitor, no sniggering.

		“I know what you need,” she muttered, looking again at the email on her screen. She shook her head again and clicked on the ‘delete message’ button. “I seriously doubt that, Rance.”

		___________________________

		

		Melissa let herself into her apartment, her keys jangling in the doorknob. She was met by Maggie the cat, who jumped off the couch and began winding herself about her roommate’s ankles, purring loudly, bestowing her permission to enter and letting it be known that she could be fed now.

		

		While Maggie contentedly devoured her canned mystery meat, Melissa began going about the business of unwinding from her day. She would start with a shower, the need to divest herself of the sweat of a Dallas day foremost in her mind. She poured herself a glass of sherry, sweet but not too sweet, and then went into the bedroom to undress.

		She had only just thrown her slip and blouse into the hamper, leaving her in her bra and pantyhose, when she caught sight of herself in the mirror over her wide dresser. She straightened up, pouting at her reflection and cocking her hip in that haughty model way. “Is this what you admire, Rance?” she said to the mirror, turning her head for the mythical Playboy photographer on the other side of the glass, “or is it these?”

		She reached back and unhooked the clasp of her bra, her fulsome breasts pushing the material away as they sought freedom from the confinement they’d been forced to endure all day. She removed the brassiere and tossed it into the hamper, then put a hand under each breast and raised them upward, offering them to the mirror.

		“Do you like big titties, Rance?” she cooed, her soft voice an odd contrast to her bitter scowl. “Is that what you want?” She pressed her heavy hangers together, huge even by porn standards, creating a cleavage that could easily swallow the biggest dildo. This was not an exaggeration—it was something she usually did once a week or so.

		“Or is this what you’re after?” she continued, bringing her hands down to caress her belly, which was proportional to her breasts. She ran her hands across the expanse of her round stomach, the product of too little exercise, too many lonely nights, and too much Jen & Barry’s. She wasn’t exactly fat, at least that was what she liked to tell herself, but at 175 pounds she couldn’t kid herself that she wasn’t skirting the edge of obesity.

		“Yes, I expect this is what you want, isn’t it, Rance? You just want some BBW who’ll jerk you off between her fat tits until you come all over her chubby face, is that it?” She jiggled her stomach for emphasis, her scowl increasing as she watched her breasts, firm and round, roll back and forth across the upper slope of her belly like a pair of flesh-colored volleyballs, which was an accurate assessment of their size, as well as how men usually treated them.

		Melissa hated her breasts; they were all anyone ever noticed. That wasn’t strictly true, as she well knew, nor did she actually hate them, but they were the cause of so much of her unhappiness, of her loneliness. Did anyone ever notice her blonde hair? Yes, they did, often complimenting her on it, how it shone and bounced, though they usually said this while glancing up and down, more often down. What about her clear skin? She had a good complexion, peaches and cream, so her hairdresser back home always said, “...though, honey, you really should think about having those boobs reduced!” Only a gay male would make that statement, and Tony was a self-confessed screaming queen.

		The straight ones all loved her tits, though. How many times had she caught men staring at them? How many times had she been brushed up against, in elevators or other crowded places? She sometimes called them on it, but more often than not she simply avoided crowds.

		Nor was it just men. They might be pigs, but none had been so bold as that drunken dyke bitch who’d bumped into her in the bar that one night. She’d gone with some of her coworkers after work, a little friendly get-together. And it had been friendly, everyone slightly liquored up, having a nice time. She had been talking to Johnny from Geology, drink in hand, thinking that she might actually say yes if he asked her back to his place. She’d worn a low-cut blouse to work that day, knowing they would be going out afterwards. Nothing slutty or unprofessional, perfectly acceptable Casual Friday wear.

		

		Johnny had definitely been into her that evening, his eyes roving over her expansive bosom every so often. She hadn’t had many dates since moving to Dallas, most of them being little more than a prelude to getting her bra off. She had actually enjoyed Johnny’s attentions that night, the melon margarita she’d been nursing having sufficiently adjusted her attitude. He had just been about to ask her out, she’d felt sure, when someone bumped her from behind. She turned around, annoyed.

		“s’cuse me,” the drunken girl mumbled. She was a full head shorter than Melissa, the kind of girl that men just loved to bounce up and down on their laps. Her eyes were having trouble focusing, until they focused on Melissa’s chest. “Oh, my God,” she said, weaving slightly, her hands coming up to cradle the breasts that were staring her in the face, “your boobs are bigger than my head! Look!” The little bitch then thrust her head forward, burying her face so deep in Melissa’s cleavage that it looked like she was wearing a pair of giant pink headphones.

		People around them laughed, some of them whistling through their teeth, just good-natured humor at her expense. Even Johnny had laughed. Melissa hadn’t found it funny, though. She put a hand on the drunken girl’s nonexistent chest and pushed her backwards, then left without a word. She had not been back to that bar, or any other, since that night.

		She scowled again at the image in the bedroom mirror, a pair of tits with a girl attached. “Well, Rance, unless you’ve got a big dick, a big bank account, and a liking for big girls, I truly doubt that you have what I need.”

		___________________________

		

		Melissa watched the movie on her TV with a sad sort of interest. The girl on the screen was beautiful. They were always beautiful, and skinny. This one was kissing her underwear model boyfriend, who was sucking on her mouth while caressing her tits, if you could call them tits. They were more like bits. God, why did she watch this crap? Night after night, the same goddamn thing. The same empty entertainment, the same empty life.

		She hadn’t even bothered to dress after her shower. When had that started? She couldn’t remember, only that she’d suddenly lost interest in wearing clothing whenever she was in her apartment. It hardly mattered, there being no one there to see her. It was comfortable, though. Freeing, with nothing poking or pinching or holding something in or pushing something out.

		The vapid, flat-chested career girl on the screen continued kissing the walking surfboard. He was only supposed to be a one-night stand, but in the space of ninety-three minutes he had become her fully committed, suddenly all grown-up soulmate. Utter crap!

		She continued watching, scowling at the people on the TV much as she had scowled at herself in her mirror. The underwear model was fondling vapid girl’s breasts now, moving in to suck her apparently quite responsive nipples. Despite the stupidity of the scene, Melissa’s own nipples stiffened in response. Surfer boy was licking them now, tenderly teasing a nip, eliciting little moans and squeals from the blonde stick figure lying beneath him.

		God, who directed this shit? That wasn’t how you sucked a tit! You had to get in there, show that tit who’s boss! She rolled her eyes at the silly thrashing about that somebody evidently thought was romance.

		

		“Here, surfer boy,” she said to the figure on the screen, “watch and learn.” She lay back against the leatherette cushion of her sofa, automatically rolling a heavy dug upward, the still stiff nipple within easy reach of her tongue.

		How many times had she played this scene out; a bit of self-love performed by the only person available to do it. She let her tongue roll across the fat nipple, batting it about, then blew lightly across it, the flesh of her areola crinkling tightly in response.

		She could feel herself growing wet down below, a signal for some attention. Her free hand moved down along her big belly toward her already slippery slit, as it did practically every night...when something told her to stop. A wicked thought entered her mind, sending a shiver of excitement through her. It was time for a little something different. Time to see if she could climax just from breast play.

		Melissa giggled at the thought, silencing herself with her own tit as she pushed her face into the warm breast flesh. The nipple invaded her mouth, sliding across her tongue and sending another shiver through her. Despite their size they were sensitive, always had been, erecting whenever they came in contact with something, the sole reason she never went braless, unless she was nude.

		This feels so good, she thought. It did too, for it seemed that no one could suck her tits as well as she could. She sometimes wondered if there were guys out there who could suck their own dicks, but then pushed the thought from her mind. Any man who would suck his own dick would just as likely suck someone else’s.

		

		She brought her free hand up to caress her other tit, grasping a big handful of the soft flesh while she whimpered into the oversized milker that was almost suffocating her. Oh, to have another person doing this with her, sucking her other tit while she sucked her own, or perhaps even two people; she did have two tits after all, one to a customer.

		She brought the tit in her mouth down a bit, sucking more of the nipple into her mouth, filling it. She whimpered again, lost in pleasure. God, if she continued this much longer she might start nursing herself. She snorted at that thought, sending ripples across the vast tract of titflesh that wasn’t in her mouth. Nursing herself. Now there was a good idea.

		She let go the tit she had been feverishly grasping and reached across to the little side table next to the couch, her hand closing about the empty pint of Funky Munky ice cream she’d had for dessert. With an audible slurp, she released the liplock on the engorged nipple, the swollen teat shining in the light from the television, and dribbled some of the melted ice cream onto her breast, coating the nipple in the warm goo.

		“Mmm…” she moaned as she sucked the nipple back into her mouth, her tongue sliding over the rich-tasting ice cream, satisfying more than one sense at a time. Goodness, she was going to have to start doing this every night. Who needed a man when you could do this to yourself? Who needed Rance when she could suck her own boobs into oblivion?

		She poured more of the melted ice cream onto her tit and sucked it back in again, reveling in the sensation of it, the naughtiness of it. She did it again, getting the last dribbles of the sweet cream onto her tit, which felt somehow bigger now, heavier in her hands. Her mouth closed over the thoroughly excited nipple, sucking as fervently as an infant at mother’s breast, while grasping fingers latched onto the nipple of her other breast, tugging on the neglected flesh, practically doubling her pleasure.

		She was going to come, she knew it now. She could feel her untouched clitoris vibrating, practically begging for some attention, which she was not going to give it. She could feel her heart racing in her chest, every sense alive, her massive tits no longer warm, but hot, her face all but buried in the sweater pillow that was in her mouth.

		With a simultaneous tug and a suck it happened. Melissa screamed into the heavy dug, the sounds of her climax all but absorbed in the hot flesh of her tit, the breast orgasm exploding through her, warmth radiating out to the rest of her body. Lost in ecstasy, she released the swollen nipple from her mouth, palming the round tit in her hand as if she were an NBA forward, repeatedly mashing one heavy breast into the other while she came down from the most powerful orgasm she’d had in months.

		She reclined on the couch in silence, her breathing slowly returning to normal as she absently watched the fake couple going about their fake romance.

		“The hell with you, Rance,” she said, sneering at the TV. “I’ve already got everything I need.”

		

		
			The Silence of the Hucows
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