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	Alexa Star sat on a tall stool next to the poster for her latest movie, her long tan legs crossed in a very delicate and ladylike manner. On the poster, the radiant blonde stood with her amazing, artificial breasts barely covered by the shredded fabric of a flimsy t shirt. She was wearing denim cutoffs and long black boots that went up past her knees; showing off the bare flesh of her slim, perfectly formed thighs. Underneath the fabric of her skin-tight shorts, a careful observer would be able to see the bulge of a small erection. The poster read: Alexa Star is: Tranny Commando Slut. 

	As she sat in front of the poster, her slender arms braced against her bare thighs, she was looking delicious in a tight fitting red dress. The dress would almost look like something a “real” actress might wear to a “real” award show, if it wasn’t so tight, clinging to her curved, lustrous frame, or so short, barely long enough to cover the lace of her little pink thong. Tonight, Alexa Star would be leaving the Adult Movie Awards with several recognitions. She felt a little selfconscious sitting in the entry along with all the natural-born girls who were the stars of the porn industry, but that feeling quickly disappeared as her parade of devoted fans began to approach her for autographs. 

	Her wrist was beginning to get sore from signing autographs for middle aged men and young sissies who said they dreamed of someday being just like her. She posed for pictures, her arms around strangers, her big, magnificent tits pressing against their sides as she leaned in and kissed them on the cheek, leaving a dark imprint form her lipstick. About half the guys she posed with reached around behind her to squeeze her small, curved ass.  

	Alexa knew some girls hated it when fans took liberties like that, but Alexa loved it. She always purred gently as a stranger squeezed her curving, hormone softened ass. She even loved it when their hands slipped under her dress and explored her feminine curves or her small dick and balls. She supposed she had always loved attention, even when she had still called herself Alex, and walked around believing she could be a normal boy. 

	As she said goodbye to the last fan, leaning in to kiss his cheek as the middle-aged banker squeezed her ass, she felt a little tingle of Déjà vu. “Thanks, Daddy,” she purred, pressing her lips to his cheek. 

	He left, and she began to turn down the hallway, heading towards her dressing room. The award show wouldn’t be starting for a while and the first part was for screening and promotional videos anyway, so she had some time to kill.  

	“Alexa,” she heard a voice, deep and resonant, calling to her from down the hall. She turned to look back at a tall, distinguished looking man in his early fifties strolling towards her. He had a strong, virile look and a confidence in his slim, powerful frame and full, grey hair. 

	“Alexa Star… Leaving so soon?” 

	She stopped and gave the handsome, older man one of her famous, flirty smiles. “I always have time for a fan,” she said. 

	As he reached her he looked down at her, his deep grey eyes seeming to take her in appraisingly. She pushed out her ample chest, showing off her gorgeous rack and continuing her smile, blue eyes smoldering. 

	“You don’t recognize me?” he asked. “Maybe this will help. Alex! Stop daydreaming! Sit up straight!” 

	Alexa gasped as she suddenly realized who this man was. “Mr. Stevenson?” It had been ten years since she had seen her high school science teacher. He had gotten greyer and more slender, but he still had the towering frame and the confident, almost mocking smile that made all the young girls swoon. “I recognize you. I just can’t believe you recognize me.” She raised her slender arms as if to bring attention to her surgically enhanced and hormone aided hourglass figure. 

	“I’ve been following your work since Innocent Sluts, where you were passing yourself off as a girl with the help of nothing but lots of makeup and a dress. I recognized you right away. I always love seeing ex-students in porn, but you were a very unexpected surprise; and your scene was one of the hottest blowjob scenes I’ve ever watched.” 

	Alexa felt a surge of nervous fluttering in her tummy. She supposed she should be angry at this man, but why fret over the distant past? Besides, it wasn’t Alexa Star he had hurt, it had been a shy, nervous boy named Alex Redding. Alex Redding had always felt strange and nervous around this powerful, confident older man, and Alexa was surprised to have that feeling rushing back as intense as it was over ten years ago. Back in high school all the girls had crushes on Mr. Stevenson. The shy, nervous boy he had been back then knew only that he longed for the man’s approval. “Would you like to get a cup of coffee or something, Mr. Stevenson?” she asked. 

	“I’d rather take you back to my room and fuck you in the ass till you cum all over your own perfect tits. But if you prefer, coffee would be fine too,” he smiled as if he might be joking, but they both knew he wasn’t. 

	“Where’s your room?” Alexa asked. 

	Mr. Stevenson laughed softly. “Good girl,” he said. “Right this way.” He put his hand on the small of Alexa’s slender back and began to guide her down the corridor to his room. He led her into a luxurious suite and poured them each a drink. Alexa sipped her drink as she looked around the room. It was the same as all the hundreds of hotel rooms she’d been to in the past, for both business or pleasure. Mr. Stevenson turned on the TV and restarted a pay per view movie he had already rented. 

	Alexa smiled and sipped her drink as she sat down on the bed next to her old Science teacher. On the TV, one of her own movies was starting: Alexa Star- Tranny Detective. Alexa laughed. 

	Mr. Stevenson put his arm around her and rested his strong hand on the curve of her sculpted hip. “One of my favorites,” he said. 

	Alexa remembered how much fun she’d had filming it and felt a little tingle in her panties.  

	Mr. Stevenson held up his glass, “To reaching your true potential,” he said. 

	She clinked her glass against his and as he took a sip, she downed her liquor in one swig and slid off the bed. She dropped to her knees on the floor and reached up with both hands, feeling her ex-teacher’s crotch, his cock beginning to bulge in his slacks. “I guess I should thank you for the drink,” she said.  

	“I love a girl with good manners,” Mr. Stevenson joked. 

	Alexa purred, feeling the older man’s big dick hardening through the fabric of his slacks. “I should have done this ten years ago.” 

	Mr. Stevenson smiled down at her, making her tingle with a sense of acceptance. “If I had known how good you looked in a dress; I would have insisted on it.” 

	Alexa’s short little dress rose up, exposing her little, pink thong as she leaned forward and unzipped the distinguished looking older man. On the TV behind her, Alexa Star; Tranny Detective was dropping to her knees to get the truth out of a dodgy informant. 

	Mr. Stevenson looked from the screen to the real-life Alexa Star. He gently caressed her hair as he stared down at her pretty face. “My pretty little Alex Redding,” he said. “How long I’ve craved you.” 

	Mr. Stevenson’s cock was hard and throbbing in Alexa’s hand as she pulled him from his slacks. How long had it been since she had heard the name Alex Redding? Her mouth salivated as she looked at Alex Redding’s teacher’s big, beautifully formed dick. After all this time, she still wasn’t sure if she was even attracted to men. It was cock; beautiful, delicious cock that made her heart flutter and her asshole tingle. Alexa pressed her deep red, Botox filled lips to the head of the older man’s throbbing prick. She kissed it, leaving a lipstick print on the swollen purple tip. She giggled playfully, looking up at him with her brilliant blue eyes as she stroked his wide shaft skillfully with one hand. 

	On the TV behind her, she could hear the speakers projecting the filthy sound of her sucking a porn-stars huge dick. It sounded almost as if she was sucking the microphone, her wet mouth slurping and smacking as her lips moved up and down the virtual strangers tool. That had been a delicious scene to be in and the sound was making her hungry for cock. 

	She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around Mr. Stevenson’s pole, still gazing up at him with her blue eyes. 

	“Oh fuck,” Mr. Stevenson moaned. “Your sweet young mouth feels so good.” 

	She fluttered her lustrous eyelashes over her dazzling eyes, gazing up at him one last time before she turned her attention downward, focusing on eating his thick, musky cock. She purred as she drove the teacher’s meat deeper, letting the throbbing heat of it slide through her lips and across her wet tongue. Without hesitation she let the fat pole slip into her throat, plunging his manhood into her esophagus.  

	Mr. Stevenson groaned deeply. Alexa doubted any of his other former students knew how to deep throat his big, slightly curved cock. Drool ran from her mouth as she pressed her luscious red lips to the base of his shaft. Her lips pressed against his balls and his pelvis, leaving lipstick marks there before she began to slide them back along the length of his pole. His deep breathing and slight tembling were her silent reward as the man became more and more overwhelmed with the sensation of her soft, skillful mouth. 

	“Your throat feels amazing,” he moaned. His hand caressed her lush blonde hair.  

	She could feel his eyes on her small, round ass as her head bobbed up and down over his lap. She loved the feeling of his rock-hard prick filling her throat with warmth. She could feel the ridges of his beautifully sculpted meat massaging her mouth, and it was almost like he was driving his gorgeous dick right into her brain, activating tingling sensations that radiated up and down her spine. She had sucked little dicks before, and she still loved it, but there was nothing that felt as good to her as having her entire mouth and throat filled up by delicious, throbbing meat. No matter how many cocks she devoured, she never got bored and she never satisfied her deep, unquenchable hunger. 

	“Oh shit, Alex,” Mr. Stevenson moaned. “You are the sexiest little slut I’ve ever seen.” 

	Her skin tingled with pleasure at his praise and she wiggled her ass for him as her hungry mouth moved up and down his fat cock, smearing his flesh with saliva and lipstick. 

	“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “That ass. That’s why I love science. You are a fucking monument to the power of science. That gorgeous little ass, made possible by chemicals and cosmetic surgery. Skin softened by hormones, cheeks rounded with Botox. No natural born woman has ever been so flawless.” 

	Alexa was glowing in the praise as she sucked the teacher faster, slurping and humming as she drove him in and out of her slender throat. She felt his fat head ramming across her palate as she savored the taste and feeling of him, her head bouncing faster and faster over his lap. 

	“That’s nice,” Mr. Stevenson moaned. “That feels so nice. But I need that gorgeous ass. I need to know if it feels as good as it looks.” 

	Alexa let her mouth slip off the teacher’s cock. His dick glistened with saliva as she stroked it gently with one of her soft, graceful hands. “Anything you want, Mr. Stevenson,” she said. “You can have any part of me, any way you want it.” 

	She smiled up at him, blue eyes shining, thick eyelashes fluttering, thick red lips wet with drool as her hand slid up and down his pole, making a filthy wet sound in the saliva that covered it. 

	“Let’s start by getting you out of that dress,” the teacher said. “If it can come off. It looks like it was painted on.” 

	Alexa stood up and undid the zipper at the side of the dress, but it still clung to her luscious body like a second skin. She tugged on it as she swayed gracefully, beginning to slither her way out of it. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and when her massive tits popped free, the dress began to slip easily down her slim little frame. 

	Mr. Stevenson stared at her fantastic rack, still jiggling from breaking free of the dress. They were perfectly tanned and topped with extremely sensitive, bright pink nipples. Those nipples were already hard as ice, pointing out in front of her as she wiggled the dress down past her sharply curving hips, over her panties, down her long slender legs, to her delicate ankles and ten-inch stripper heels. The teacher looked her up and down as she stepped out of her dress, letting it collapse to the floor. She wore only her tight, pink thong and heels as she threw out one hip, arching her back to model her magnificent body for him. His eyes settled for a moment on the small erection that was bulging in Alexa’s tight panties, pushing against the silky lace. Alexa bit her lip slightly with anticipation. 

	No matter how many times people told her she looked amazing, or begged to fuck her, or paid to watch her fuck, there was still that heart stopping moment when she presented herself to a man. Would he like what he saw? Would he be shocked? Would he change his mind and go running? 

	“Fantastic,” Mr. Stevenson said. He rose to his feet, throwing off his shirt and letting his slacks drop to his ankles. He kicked off his shoes clumsily and stepped out of his pants as he stepped forward, completely nude, and took Alexa into his strong, arms.  

	Alexa melted against his tall, masculine frame, breathing in the intoxication scent of manhood as he pulled her close. She turned her face up so he could kiss her; his hard, spit-covered cock resting against her flat tummy. He picked her up like she was weightless and turned, dropping her down onto the bed.  She lay on her back on the bed, legs dangling over the side. She had left her panties on, not knowing how much of her this man would really want to see, but apparently, he wanted to see everything, as he reached down and took hold of her thong, peeling it off. She wiggled her body, letting him strip her down, her small hard-on pointing up at the ceiling. Mr. Stevenson took hold of her ankles and pressed them to his shoulders as he moved on top of her. His handsome face was framed on either side by her slutty heels. He spit on his fingers and reached down between her legs. His forearm pressed gently against her small, smooth balls as his fingers began to play with her tender asshole. 

	“Yes,” she whimpered as his wet fingers began to penetrate her. “Oh yes, Mr. Stevenson. Take me. I’m ready.” 

	His hand moved and soon his fingers were replaced with the swollen tip of his engorged cock. She whimpered deliciously as the head of his fat tool began to push inside her asshole. She always loved the feeling of a strange new dick entering her, and this one felt exceptionally good. He was still slick from her mouth as the contours of his curved prick pushed through her aching sphincter. Her flexibility was being tested as he let the weight of his body rest on her legs. She reached around, grabbing his strong back, moaning as his throbbing cock slipped deeper and deeper into her tender ass. 

	She purred as his dick filled her up. She began to rock her body, rotating her hips, fucking him from the bottom.   

	“Oh shit,” the teacher moaned. “That’s… how are you doing that?” 

	She started rocking faster, grinding against him, pulling his body close, driving his hot meat deep inside her rectum. “I love it,” she purred. “I love feeling your dick inside me. Fuck me. Please. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like you wish you could fuck all those sweet young girls you like so much. I can take it.” 

	“I can’t believe how tight you feel,” he grunted. He began to move his hips as well, driving his cock back and forth in her asshole as she wiggled her body against him. 

	She flexed her asshole, massaging his cock with her sphincter as he moved it back and forth inside her. “Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Fuck me like your little tranny whore. Fuck me hard. You won’t break me Mr. Stevenson.” 

	He grunted as he began to fuck her harder. He drove his hips back and forth, slamming that big, beautiful cock deep inside her.  

	She cried in pleasure as his fat tool moved through her soft, compliant flesh. “I love it, Mr. Stevenson,” she whimpered. “I love getting fucked by my sexy teacher.” 

	“Oh yes,” he grunted, pounding her asshole with his spit-covered, lipstick smeared cock. “I love your tight little tranny ass. I should have fucked you a long time ago.” 

	“Fuck me now,” Alexa cried. “Fuck me now. Fuck me hard.”  

	She purred as one of the older man’s hands grabbed one of her flawless tits, squeezing it roughly. “Oh yes,” she moaned. Her eyes went wide and she gasped when his other hand gripped her small, throbbing erection. “Oh fuck,” she cried. “Oh yes. Touch it. Please touch it.” How many men had she fucked that chose to ignore her swollen sissy-clit? Most of them, she suspected. His foreign touch felt amazing on her neglected pink dick. 

	He began to jerk her erection as he slammed his own fat dick deep inside her. She felt vibrations running from the tip of her small hard-on to the depth of her anal cavity. She lifted her upper-body, contorting her legs even more so she could extend her tongue and lick the man’s throat. She savored the masculine taste of his thick, sweaty flesh as his big dick pummeled her asshole and his coarse fingers jerked her small erection. 

	“Oh yes,” she purred, the throbbing of his cock inside her matching the twitching of her tiny balls as his fingers slid up and down her rod. “Yes, Daddy. Oh, fuck yes.” 

	Harder and harder his dick hammered inside her as her own dick began to pulsate with sensation. She nibbled on his neck, her tits smashed against her own slender legs as his lean, hairy body pressed down on her own smooth skin. 

	“That’s my girl,” Mr. Stevenson moaned. “Oh, fuck yes. That’s my dirty girl.” 

	“I’m your dirty girl,” she whimpered. “I’m your dirty boy. I’m anything you need. Just please don’t stop. Don’t stop fucking me with that big, hard cock.” 

	The hot meat that pulsated in her soft asshole began to twitch as the teacher moaned with pleasure. A moment passed and then the sensation of hot jizz spraying deep inside her made Alexa cry out in ecstasy. An instant later she was also twitching, his fingers jerking her prick till she too was shooting off her load. As wads of hot sperm filled her asshole, her own sperm shot between their bodies, splashing both of their slick, sweaty torsos with filthy cream. 

	Mr. Stevenson locked his body tight against hers, burying his cock deep into her anus as he fired off the last few spurts of seed, as if trying to breed her. Alexa’s small balls spent, she felt her whole body begin to shiver with bliss as a deep, powerful anal orgasm rocked quietly through her. She whimpered softly, her whole-body flexing. Finally, the older man’s endless stream of ejaculate did end, and he rolled off her, laying on the bed beside her panting. “That was amazing,” he groaned. 

	She rolled over; the man’s cum leaking out of her well-fucked asshole as she kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you, Daddy,” she said. Then she sat up and began to get dressed. 

	“Can I see you again sometime?” Alex Redding’s ex science teacher said. 

	“No thanks,” Alexa said. “But you were great.” She glanced at the TV, still playing her porn. It had gotten to the scene where she let all the suspects gangbang her to see which one had the distinctive birthmark of the jewel thief. “That’s my favorite part,” she said, remembering how fun it was to film. Then she blew a kiss to someone from her pass and strolled elegantly out of the room. 

	She cleaned up and went to her award show, where she received several nominations and won a few awards. She left all the parties early and went back to her room. She stripped to her panties and slipped into bed. She tried to sleep but she couldn’t stop thinking about pathetic little Alex Redding. How long had she suffered, forcing herself to be that person? She closed her eyes and relaxed, trying to remember what moment it was when she actually stopped being Alex Redding and became Alexa Star. 
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