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Chapter One

_____________________________

___

Con Games


SOME PEOPLE, THE ONES WHO KNOW ME WELL, CALL ME A SCRAWNY PUNK. To everyone else, I’m just a young kid down on his luck. I faked a car accident injury about five years ago and I’m on permanent disability - at twenty five years old. Doesn’t pay much, but keeps the lights on and the heat and water going.

It's a great con, not many guys my age would think of that sort of thing. Most of the great scams nowadays consist of more “techy” things, like frauds done online; but not me. Call me old-fashioned.

When I was a teenager, my older brother Sal taught me how to steal cars, and break into ATMs. Hot-wiring is not really in vogue anymore. There are better ways to accomplish grand theft auto. Sal taught me well, but then he got stupid, got involved with some bimbo, and was busted for selling drugs - an asshole. Now he’s upstate doing seven to ten. He could be an old man of thirty five when he gets out. Jerk.

Then after Sal was gone, I fell in with another group of professional criminals who hung around McFadden’s Bar, a cheap joint in town, popular with the blue-collar class, and famous for their pool games. Let’s just say I met some bad people, but creative ones, playing eight ball.

We got to talking, and I learned another skill. I’ve always had a mechanical mind. When I was a kid, I took shit apart to see how it worked. I was fascinated by clocks and locks. I had great hearing and an exceptionally light touch; long, slim fingers. One of the guys, a tall, muscular guy called “Aces,” real name Mike Forman, decided to take me under his wing as a mentor, because, as he put it: I had potential.

One night, he and two other guys from his crew, Doug, and Jim, promised to take me to an all-night diner on the edge of the city, where everybody knew everybody, and strangers were regarded with suspicion. It was at that place, Aces said we could talk business.

His nickname for me was “Slim.” My real name is Simon Flaherty, so “Slim” was picked partly because of my non-athletic, wiry, slim build, and secondly because my slim fingers could pick any lock or bust into any vault. He was the boss of our little group, so he got to assign the names.

At about one-thirty in the morning on a Friday night, we got hungry after shooting pool since four o’clock that afternoon. We went out to the above mentioned local greasy spoon for cheeseburgers, fries, and coffee. When we walked into the 24-hour joint, the waitresses regarded me with suspicion, and before we got served even, Aces had to tell the waitress, “It’s okay Doreen, he’s cool - he’s with us.”

Aces had a copy of today’s newspaper with him, and towards the back, in the art section, a piece caught his interest he wanted to share with us.

“Now pay attention Slim,” he said to me, “because this could concern you.” I was all ears. He skimmed through an article in front of him, mumbling some parts and reading the pertinent stuff out loud. “It says here, that ‘the wealthy socialite June Dixon, just sold a rare painting of hers at the Carnaby House auction yesterday, by the Italian impressionist Pasquale DeVerci, for three million, five hundred thousand dollars.’(He stopped reading for a second and looked up at me to make sure I was paying attention). Satisfied, he kept reading. ‘The painting, called ‘Summer Solstice,’ came into Ms. Dixon’s possession from her father, the late philanthropist Herbert Dixon. June Dixon is a well-known art collector, and in her home vault, it is rumored she has many treasures yet to be revealed to the general public, blah, blah, blah.’”

“So what do you think Slim?” Aces asked, looking at me curiously, putting the paper down. Doug and Jim, who were mostly muscle with low IQs, sat expressionless.

I said, “You wanna know what about that piece caught my attention?”

Ace smiled at me. “Bingo,” he said.

“The home vault?”

“The home vault. Wow kid, you’re a genius!” Ace said, slapping the table like he made the discovery of the century. He continued. “Now it just so happens that Ms. Dixon’s house is one of the houses I service for Arcadia Vision. I could cause ‘a problem’ with her cable, WIFI, and alarm system, and when she calls it in, I’ll be the one who gets the call. You know, Doug and Jim here are on my crew, so when we go over there, I’ll make sure we check all the wiring in the house, paying special attention of course to the safe. Naturally, we won’t find a problem in the house, so I’ll just go back up the pole and fix the connection - problem solved. I’ll have to scale the pole at night to cause the problem in the first place.”

“Sounds interesting,” I said. “So then, you’ll give me all the specifics of the vault, and we’ll pick a time to go over there, and let me have access.”

“That’s right, Slim. Some of the guys that serviced her house before us told me that she keeps a fortune in cash and jewels, as well as paintings in that vault. It even has some funky humidity controls in there to protect the paintings, you know.”

“What about crisscrossing lasers?” I asked.

Aces looked at me. “Wiseass. You watch too many movies kid.”

He continued: “Now on this coming Wednesday night, I’ll pay a visit to the Dixon property, shimmy up the pole and disable the feed. She’ll call the cable company, and we’ll be over there the next day early. Then we’ll meet, and I’ll go over what I find with you so we can get you into the house to do your thing, got it?”

“Yeah, I think so. I’ll need a coupla’ days to figure out the safe and the wiring.” I hesitated over the obvious. “You’ll give me all the specifics on the alarm so I can get in and out like usual right?”

“Don’t worry about it kid. You just do your thing with the safe, I’ll make sure you can get in.”

“Okay,” I said. “Sounds good Mike, I’ll figure it out.”

“Attaboy. I knew we could count on you.”

Mike “Aces,” had just moved me up the criminal rung (or down, depending on your point of view), to the world of big time burglary. No more ATMs, no more cheap stuff.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

____________________________

____

A Few Years Before


NOW, I HAVE OTHER INTERESTS BESIDES BEING A BUDDING CRIMINAL. I live alone like I said, and don’t really have any career aspirations other than being involved with Aces and his crew. I do, however love to watch what some would consider “gay” porn, and have developed certain “proclivities” shall we say. My father died when I was about five and I was raised by an alcoholic mother and an older sister, Jane. My brother Sal was the oldest of the three of us, and well, as you know, he’s out of the picture.

When I was a teenager, I developed an interest in certain items of women’s clothing. When nobody was home, I liked to sneak into my sister’s bedroom and take out fresh pairs of panties from her dresser drawers and try them on. The first time I did it, I was like fifteen, and it was the best feeling of my life. The cool satiny material felt so good going up against my hairless, smooth legs, and then placing the front of the thong on my soft, smooth cock.

I got hard instantly. I didn’t think, I just went with what made me feel good, and this made me feel better than I had in my entire life. Of course, whenever a teenager gets involved with crossdressing; and let’s face it, most of us start that young, you just can’t stop.

In my case, it became a growing addiction. Next, I went to her nylons. My sister was kind of a slutty girl in school; two years older than me, and she had a rep in school that I was teased about constantly. The more I got teased about it though, and thought of my sister as a slut, the more I got turned on putting on her clothes.

I “graduated” to her makeup, relying on watching her on the sly, and looking at YOUTUBE videos on how to do it properly. The only thing I was lacking was a wig. So I’d put on her makeup, find a nice, short skirt, a tight bra that gave me a bit of cleavage, and a blouse. I also started smoking her long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. That was another strong fetish of mine - watching pretty girls like my sister smoke.

My sister knew I was stealing her cigarettes, so one day, when I was seventeen, Jane came over to me and said, “Look Simon, I know you’ve been stealing my cigarettes, and it’s kind of annoying, so if you want to smoke like mom and me, I’ll get you a pack, ok? I don’t think mom really gives a shit, so when you can, just pay me back, yeah?”

“Okay Jane, thanks,” was all I said. The dressing part she didn’t know about until one day she came home from her secretarial job a bit early. I was a senior in high school now and eighteen, and I was in one of her outfits that I really loved. To make up for the lack of a wig, I grew my dark brown hair extra-long. Damn! I looked so good that day, all made up and dressed. My cock was aching, pre cum leaking into her thong, and I just wanted to fuck myself, or, well, you know.

I talked dirty to myself in the mirror, my cock was throbbing, and all I needed was some guy to peel away the G-String from the crack in my butt and fuck me good. I really didn’t care about my sexual orientation; I just went with what felt good for me. I decided then and there that I would dress whenever I got the chance, and even go out in public, dressed someday. 

I found myself at twenty-one, still dressing, obsessed, actually, and thought about ordering my own clothes online. So there I was one day, in front of the mirror, my cock tenting through the thong and the hookerish skirt. I combed my hair with a part on the side, a bit of hairspray to keep it nice, and a wave over my forehead, the length of my hair going just below my ears.

I heard the front door open, and I froze. I just fucking hoped it wasn’t my mom. Oh shit I said to myself. I am so not wanting this to happen. But before I knew it, there was Jane standing in the doorway of her bedroom, looking in at her twenty-one-year-old brother all dressed up in her clothes and makeup. Her jaw dropped open.

“Simon, like what the fuck man??? Those are my clothes, and my makeup!”

“Jane,” I said. “I can explain.”

“Well this had better be good.”

So I emptied my whole story on her, and her reaction surprised me - a lot. We spoke for like twenty minutes and her attitude was, that you can’t help who you are, and you have to be true to yourself, and if this is what I wanted for myself, then so be it.

She was just pissed that I took her clothes (had been taking them for quite a while now) without asking her. Since I didn’t have a job, or any career planned in the foreseeable future, she took the unbelievable step of going shopping with me for clothing, paying for them, and helping me with the finer points of makeup.

After a few weeks, she came over to me one night and said, “You know Simon. You look really hot. I mean it. How would you like to go out dressed with me one night and see what you can do as your alter ego?” Now, this was a few years before I got the nickname of “Slim” from Aces, and got mixed up in his shit. It was right after my brother Sal got sent upstate for his misdeeds.

I was so excited by the proposition of being my sister’s “wing girl,” that I almost came right there. Of course I told her “I’d love to go out with you Jane, sure.”

So on a Saturday night, we went out to a place in town called “Jesters.” It was a pub atmosphere with a live rock band and a dance floor. My mother was working the late shift at the hospital where she was an LPN, so she had no clue what we were up to.

I had a killer outfit; a red head wig, a black leather skirt, and a white satin blouse, low cut, and a black laced bra. Of course, I had a thong and G-String on. I was interested in something I could get in and out of easily without much fuss. I had black sheer nylons with a laced top that went up mid-thigh level. Total assassin look.

Jane looked her normal hookerish, tough bitch look, with her black hair and purple highlights.

This was my first night going out as a girl, and I was dying for cock; no doubts about it at all. I considered myself more than a crossdresser. I felt more like a woman than anything else, in every single way. Both of us walked in to the place and every guy in there was looking at us. I think me more than Jane, but it didn’t matter. What mattered was that I seemed to be pulling it off.

I needed a girl’s name. We decided on “Simone,” first because it was easy, and second, because it was somewhat exotic, in like a French sort of way. I had the coolest sister in the World.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

____________________________

____

A Night Of Firsts


HEY SIMONE,” JANE SAID, GIGGLING AT THE USE OF MY FEMALE MONIKER. “I think those two hot guys are coming our way.”

I turned around from the bar and sure enough, two guys, reeking of cologne with greasy plastered hair were coming toward us. They both looked to be in their mid-thirties. They wore the most outrageous non-matching sport jackets and slacks. To me it didn’t matter because this was the first time I went out as “the real me,” and I was horny as fuck. Jane knew it too. I think she may have been a tad worried about her little brother. I was twenty-one.

“Good evening ladies,” the tall one said. “What are you drinking?”

Jane spoke for us. “I’ll have a sea breeze, and make that another one for my friend here.”

“Okay,” the tall one said. “Two sea breezes coming up,” and he gave the order to the bar tender.

“I’m Mike,” the tall one said, “and this is Doug,” referring to his friend who was a bit on the short and muscled side. I could tell that Jane had her sights set on Doug. He was her type.

I had a killer of a hard-on, but it was masked pretty well by a gaff that Jane had given me to wear under my thong. It was my idea to wear a cock cage to make me cum like a girl, a “sissygasm,” if I found the opportunity. I knew deep inside that I was more than just a crossdresser.

So the four of us stood around the bar making small talk, and Mike and Doug told us all about their exciting careers working for a cable company. Of course, I was happily unemployed, and Jane was a secretary for a home heating oil company.

It was me who broke the ice before anyone else. “You wanna dance?” I asked Mike.

Then it was Jane who said, “Yeah, come on Doug.” The band was playing a mix of sixties and seventies rock. That famous Peter Frampton song, “Do You Feel Like we Do,” came on. They were pretty good actually, so the four of us went onto the floor.

I didn’t care anything about the tempo of the music, or any of that. I went right for Mike and threw my arms around his shoulders. He got into it right away and pulled me closer to him. I was loving every minute of it, wishing the foreplay was over with already - before it had even begun.

My makeup was exquisite, and I had green eyeshadow on which went nicely with my brown eyes and my red hair. I wasted no time when we started dancing and I was grinding up on his crotch. I felt that he was as hard as a rock, and I knew that he had a monster of a cock - a coiled snake ready to devour me.

I was in control, and when I believed the time was right I grabbed for his crotch, placing my fingernails over his trousers, circling the head of his boner with my long, fake nails. Mike was about a half a head taller than me, so when I looked up at him and kissed him, it seemed natural. I was a hungry beast.

I placed my lips right up against his, and stuck the tip of my tongue right through his lips, opening them up for me. I sucked really hard on his mouth, and he placed his hands on the back of my soft, silky hair. My right arm was wrapped around his shoulders, and my left hand was diving underneath his jeans and underneath his boxers until I struck gold. It was bigger than I thought, and made me crazy.

I could feel a bit of pre cum oozing out of my little cage onto the gaff inside my thong. He was breathing heavy and probably thinking the same thing as me - where could we go. I looked around quickly and didn’t see Jane or Doug. I think my sister may have out-slutted me!

The pads of my fingertips were slowly circling the head of his cock, and I felt Mike getting a little moist as well. I would torture him until one of us gave up and begged for mercy. I knew it would be me.

Now I took control and tried to wrap my fingers around the entire girth of his cock. I was just able to do it through my long wiry fingers. I stroked his cock from tip to bottom, all along the meaty shaft.

“Mike,” I breathed hard. “We need to go somewhere. I have something nice for you.” I was in total slut mode.

Breathing equally hard he said to me, “What did you have in mind?”

“Whatever you want.”

Of course, I led him across the dancefloor to the ladies room and found the handicapped stall unoccupied. (I know, cheesy, right?)

“Here?” The big dummy said.

I ignored the stupid question and led him inside, closing the door and locking it behind us. I wasted no time and unbuckled his belt, zipped his fly down, and pulled his pants down to his ankles.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” he said, amazed and excited. Meanwhile my cock was throbbing inside its little bird cage.

I got down on my knees and placed the tip of that gorilla cock against my lips, covering the head in my cherry red gloss. It was the first of many guy’s cocks I would have in my mouth from then on.

Just the thought and picture of myself as a cheap slut turned me on as much, if not more than the actual deed. 

I parted my lips making a tight seal around his cock and going up and down his shaft. He made a hissing sound through his clenched teeth, as my tongue started to encircle the head, not rushing, but teasing just enough until I tasted the sweet, salty mix of his pre cum.

I was thrusting up and down and he met my head thrusts with his hips, his ball sack smacking me in the face.

“Oh my God, you’re something else Simone,” he blurted out. Faster and faster I went, until I heard a loud hiss and felt a warm gooey shot of jizz hit the back of my throat with little spurts after that. I sucked and swallowed it all, meanwhile my raging boner causing me exquisite pain against the walls of my cage. My lips clenched tighter against his now slick cock, my teeth gently biting his tip.

His cock was so large that I practically had my mouth opened all the way as I slurped and sucked him. This was something I knew then that I would learn to love. I pulled off him quickly and a couple of his last spurts of jizz went onto my face; on my mascara and my chin.

Now I stood up, smiling at him, my face a gooey mess, just like a cheap hooker which was my greatest fantasy come true. I made him lick all of his cum off my face which he eagerly did. He was a total gentleman in doing so. I thought I might even see him again.

We kissed and I gave him a real good taste of everything that was inside of my mouth.

“Hey Mike, you want some more?” That was my way of saying that I needed to get off too, very badly.

“You’re incredible Simone,” he said. One thing I noticed about handicapped stalls - no one seems to try to hurry you out. There were no feet waiting on the other side of the door to get in. Most of the action was at the row of sinks. But anyway, he asks me, “What did you have in mind?”

I gripped his cock now, staring at him, digging my nails into his shaft, getting him hard again. I had my little black purse with me where I kept my keys, my cigarettes, and of course a tube of K-Y Jelly. A good slut never leaves the house unprepared.

I took the K-Y out of my purse, and rubbed some of the cool gel onto his cock, making him moan. Then, facing the stall door, I bent over and flipped my leather skirt up, showing him my bare ass with the G-String covering my boy pussy - “bussy.”

“Wow babe,” he said, “Now you’re talking!”

“Think you can cum for me again?” I asked, tauntingly, cat-like.

“Damn straight I can.”

So I rubbed some more gel all over my little pink cherry, and stuck my index finger inside me which made a shiver go through my body. I had several dildos at home which I enjoyed practicing with very much, so I was dying to take on this monster from the other end.

I was bent over, and I felt the tip of his cock up against me, and he played around a little at the entrance. He stopped and really surprised me now. He stuck his tongue on top of my bussy, and licked me all around it. My cock stayed hidden from view and I was ready to smack his hand away just in case he had any ideas.

I felt his lips leave me and I was disappointed. Only now I felt a real cock enter me slowly for the first time in my life. I was hungry and I was ready. I would rather kill him than let him stop what he was doing.

“Wow Simone, you feel so good, but something tells me that you’re not a beginner at this.”

“Just shut up Mike and fuck me,” I said firmly.

“Yes Ma’am,” he said obediently, which is just how I like my partners to be.

He entered me, nice, cool, and slick. My bussy took all of him inside me and swallowed him up hungrily. He started pounding me and I could feel his balls going up against my ass cheeks. I moved back on him and met him thrust for thrust. It was a bit painful, but soon the pain mixed with indescribable pleasure as he reached my “P-spot.”

“Faster, faster!” I yelled. The bathroom was empty. To tell the truth I didn’t care anyway. He picked up the pace, and I felt a tingle, like the beginning of a sneeze well up inside of me. Mike was grunting and taking a bit longer to cum, trying to postpone it for a bit. I didn’t mind, I was loving it.

Then I felt a nice warm, wet feeling inside my little sissy pussy, and it was running down my butt cheek as well. Mike was bending over me, putting his face in the back of my long, red hair, which came down to my waist.

Almost at the same time, the “sneeze” inside me made me shoot out a big wad of jizz into my thong, through my cage. I stiffened at the feeling; my first “sissygasm.”

Mike pulled out and began licking the cum on the side of my butt cheeks and then exquisitely stuck his tongue inside me. I moaned with delight.

I cleaned myself up, and then went over to the sink and redid my makeup. Mike got behind me and kissed my neck. A woman walked into the ladies room and saw us at the sink. I turned to her, and said, “Don’t worry honey, he’s just leaving.”

Outside I met Jane standing at the bar. She took pride in looking disheveled, and did the “walk of shame” as it turns out from the men’s room where she was with Doug, probably doing the same thing, albeit with different equipment.

That night, as we both left together, Jane turned to me and grinned: “Have a good time?”

“Yes very,” I said.

“Well congratulations . . . ‘sis’ . . . You just broke your cherry.” And we had a good laugh. It was to be the first of many such nights.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

____

The Job - Three Years Later


SO, THAT’S HOW SIMONE WAS BORN - IN A WOMAN’S BATHROOM STALL OF A ROCK BAR. Since then, I’ve had a very active sex life, keeping myself separate from Simon, or “Slim.” I loved going out with Jane, and we’ve even made some cash from our activities, but that’s for another day.

In case you haven’t figured it out, Mike “Aces” was the same guy I lost my cherry to four years ago, but that’s a secret that only I knew. I met him again at McFadden’s, the pool hall, quite by accident, and I just fell in with his crew, where my lock picking and safe-cracking prowess was conceived and put to use.

Mike, Doug, and Jim did their thing at June Dixon’s town house, and had a chance to get me the specifics on the safe, which I looked over carefully and felt fairly confident I could pull off. They told me all about the house’s alarm system, so I could get in with relative ease and not set off anything.

I insisted on going alone on the job, because I got a thrill at being “Simone, the Lady Cat Burglar.” As much as Aces, Doug and Jim would have loved to come and watch me work, I never allowed them to. I enjoyed the mystique of working alone, and I didn’t want them let in on my “trade secrets.”

The only question now was setting a time when June Dixon would be out of the house so I could go to work.

Thankfully, she was a social media junkie, and her FACEBOOK Page was full of pictures and exciting details of her social life and where and when she took her vacations. I preferred to wait for one of her vacations, rather than just a night out, because I never liked working under pressure.

So the four of us were at the diner and I brought along my laptop. We saw that she planned a trip to Cancun on June 16th, celebrating her birthday, and would be away for a week or so. Her trip announcements never mentioned who she went away with. She seemed to be a very independent, mysterious, and sexy woman, with long, flowing auburn hair, and dressed very chic. I almost wanted to fuck her, dressed as Simone of course.

“So Slim,” Mike-Aces asked me. “Can you handle this on say, June 17th or 18th? It says on her page she’s going away for ten days.”

“Sure, no problem. The vault is actually pretty basic. Everything about the mechanism is metric - it’s made by a Swiss company. Not too high-end.”

“Good, good. I knew you were the man for the job.” I laughed to myself. If you only knew, Mike.

“Say Slim, I wanna ask you, can I ride along with you on this one? I wanna watch you work.”

I knew this would come along at some point, but I gave him my usual answer. “No Mike, you can’t. I always work alone. You being there would only throw me off.” I knew he needed me and wouldn’t object because I was the best safecracker in town - that wasn’t in jail, that is.

So “Simone The Lady Cat Burglar” was back in business. Another reason that I liked to dress as Simone while I did my jobs, aside from the sexual thrill I got from it, was that I figured that if I got caught - they might go easier on me. However, I wasn’t looking to be the first legal test case of a transgender woman burglar. By this point too, I was taking female hormones, and since I had breasts - smallish ones, I wore a band across my chest when I went out as Simon. The guys in my crew just figured I had effeminate features, that’s all.

I planned the job for Saturday, June 19th. I gathered all my tools into a leather airline bag, and dressed as what I considered all-out. I had on a deep, long, auburn wig that went to just below my breasts. I wore a very sexy black-laced bustier camisole, black nylon pantyhose with straps that hooked onto an open-front girdle on top of my G-String thong. I wore powder blue LEVIS jeans, and a black, oversized, sport coat with the middle two buttons buttoned; kind of “slutty business attire.”

For some reason, I do my best work in four-inch stiletto heels that wrap around my ankles. Strangely enough, I’m also turned on when I work; like, I actually get wet. Sometimes before a job, I look so hot that I have to masturbate before I go out. That night was one of those times.

I approached the Dixon townhouse and parked farther up the block. I got out of my car and slung the leather gym bag over my shoulder, and lit a Virginia Slims 120 to calm myself down. The townhouse was totally in the dark, except for the streetlamp outside that illuminated the front brownstone stoop and long windows.

Aces had given me the code to the alarm, but I also had a device that prevented a signal being sent out to the company when the alarm was turned off. She went on vacation and may have told the alarm company that she would be away and to send the cops if there is any interruption in service. Better “safe” than sorry.

The lock on the front door was nothing special and I was able to jimmy it open without leaving any marks on the doorframe. I wore my very thin leather gloves which left no traces either, and I also slipped surgical booties over my heels.

I had a large Maglite with a red filter over the front cover, and a smaller light I could hold in my teeth while I did the safe work. I entered the hallway which led down to a spacious living room/sitting area with a fireplace; typical upscale, filthy rich digs. Aces told me the safe was in the basement, so I didn’t dilly dally over all the stuff upstairs.

However, maybe it was the estrogens working, but I had to see the master bedroom. I knew she was a very private person and lived alone. I just had to scope it out for my own curiosity. I was heading to the bedroom when I smelled an incense candle! I froze in my tracks and my heart rate went up to two hundred. I mean, what the fuck? When I didn’t hear anything I continued to the bedroom.

I was impressed. It was all done up in Louis XIV style; probably some original furniture pieces too. This bitch was loaded all right. Okay, enough sightseeing. Now let’s find the stairway down to the safe room. I was very quiet on the spiral staircase; very “cat-like,” and I found myself in the middle of a large room facing a steel door just like a bank vault. Aces wasn’t kidding, but I was prepared.

I did have to do some drilling, but the motor was almost silent. Nothing but the best for this slutty, cum sucking thief. I have a photographic memory, and I had the schematics for the door in my head - memorized. I took out a stethoscope from my bag, and placed it on the door close to where the tumblers would be. My gloves and nimble fingers would pick them up when they fell into place.

Ten minutes later - Bingo! The door opened and the lights came on inside, the alarm system bypassed. I almost dropped dead when I saw what was inside. I hit the jackpot. From my cut alone, neither Jane nor I would have to worry about money for the rest of our lives.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

____________________________

____

Busted Sissy


“Very impressive,” I heard, followed by slow clapping. “Now if you make one move, I’ll blow your fucking brains all over this stainless steel door!” I froze. I was in shock, but I wasn’t stupid. What flashed through my mind was how my new wardrobe would be orange with black lettering on the back. I always had a scenario like this in the back of my mind, but thinking that my feminine appeal would prevent anything bad from happening.

“You know, my sister was always on my case about the bad habit I have of posting my every move on FACEBOOK and INSTAGRAM. I told her she worried too much, so this time I thought I would try a little experiment and see what I could catch. I believe those assholes from the alarm company had something to do with this. I mean, it’s just too simple for them not to be involved. Now what I didn’t expect was to find a woman (a bright flashlight was moving up and down my body), and a very attractive woman thief involved.” I was just about to say something when she interrupted me. I still had my back to her.

“Now, what’s a very smart, and obviously very skilled girl like you doing with those assholes.” A pause. “Wow, you are really something to look at! I love how you’re dressed too.” She made a tsk, tsk sound. “You’re definitely too classy for those idiots. Now turn around slowly . . . and let me get a good look at you. By the way, this gun I have pointed at your back is a ‘Dirty Harry’ special, a .44 Magnum. It won’t leave much for the coroner to pick up.”

I turned around slowly, head down, not wanting to look her in the face, and my hands were raised at shoulder level, palms facing towards her in a “life-pleading mode.”

“Please don’t turn me in,” I begged. “I’ll do anything. I never had anything good in my life, and I fell in with the wrong bunch.” I started to cry for effect, playing the female card to the max.

“Well, what can you offer me in return? You don’t strike me as the violent type at all. Now dump out the contents of that bag. Also, are you alone? Or are Moe, Larry, and Curly planning to drop by, because them, I won’t hesitate to send to the afterlife,” she said, waving the gun around.

I turned the leather bag upside down, and all my tools spilled out. I never carried a weapon.

“I’m glad you aren’t armed because I’m afraid I’d have to dispatch you right here. That would be a shame though.” She came close to me and ran her fingers over my cheeks and sniffed. “Ummm, I love your perfume, and your hair smells like strawberries and I think my brand of cigarettes. Tell you what. Walk backwards, up the stairs, and go into the kitchen.”

I did so and took a seat by the large butcher block counter in the middle. Looking at me intently, her lips curved up in a smile, she picked up her cell phone and punched in a speed dial.

“Hello Marge? Yeah. I’m entertaining a guest tonight if you know what I mean. Expect a call from me later this evening. She’s beautiful!” She chuckled. “Yeah. I’m gonna send you her picture now.” With that, June walked over next to me and took a selfie of the two of us, and it was on its way to whoever this Marge person was. June was smart. She just took out a little insurance.

“That was Marge, my chief of security. You’re beautiful, but I can’t be too careful now can I? There are lots of bad, bad people in this city,” and she laughed, inches away from my face, a misty look in her eyes.

“Now, why don’t you tell me your story . . . . why don’t we start with your name first?” I told June everything. Something about her sent me the vibe that she liked me. First off, she put her cannon away which made me feel better. Then I spilled my guts, telling her my sorry assed life story - everything. She seemed really intrigued, and shared a lot of personal stuff with me too. She even went to a cabinet and poured a glass of wine for her and me.

While we were talking, I was in awe of her and her accomplishments. She was also drop-dead gorgeous. She had long, red hair, blue-green eyes, big breasts, like a double D, and she had a laced bra on and a girdle with a thong on like me. The only difference was that she wore a red satin nightdress.

She offered me a cigarette, the same brand I smoked. We sat at her counter like old friends, smoking, drinking wine and laughing. Her sex life was a bit mysterious. She didn’t have any current relationships, just dates. I know my cock was throbbing, and no more bird cage.

Maybe it was the wine, the conversation, the moonlight streaming from the big vertical windows in the living room, who knows; but she leaned in and kissed me deeply on the mouth. I felt electric shocks go through my body like nothing I’ve ever had before. I couldn’t even tell you the last time I was with a real woman. Actually I can, and answer is never. I was shocked that I was turned on by her so fast. The chemistry was instantaneous.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

____________________________

____

Thicker Than Thieves


THE EVENING WAS YOUNG. IT WAS ONLY EIGHT O’CLOCK. June held me close around the shoulders, our lips softly touching, and then we wrapped our tongues around each other’s. Her smoky breath, mixed with the wine taste was making me crazy. I was as hard as a rock, and I had pre cum forming on the front of my thong.

“Follow me,” she said, leading me by the hands into the hallway leading to the Louis XIV bedroom. The bed had a canopy on top, with four oak pillars on each corner. The blankets were already turned down. We sat on the bed and continued kissing.

“You’re making me crazy Simone, you know that? I haven’t felt like this in a long, long time.”

“June, do you mind if I ask how old you are?”

“Why? Would that make a difference?” She laughed.

“No, it’s just your skin is so soft and warm . . .” She cut me off.

“I’m thirty-two. You already told me you’re twenty-five. I love younger women.”

I’ve never kissed anyone for so long, either. I didn’t want it to end. But she stood up suddenly and threw off her robe, revealing her incredible figure and hookerish undergarments - just like mine, but in red.

She unstrapped her pantyhose and bustier, revealing double D breasts, and pulled down her girdle and hesitated, looking at me and smiling. What happened next shocked the hell out of me. She had a very large cock! The last thing I would have expected. I thought she would have said something when I told her the truth about me, but for some reason she didn’t. I guess June liked surprises. Nothing in her social media posts ever mentioned anything about her being a transgender woman.

I looked at that humongous cock, and then up at June’s face. She was smiling at me, and I could see the veins popping out, and the fleshy head was - so help me - twitching.

“You love it, don’t you? Well, just don’t stare at it honey. I’m dying for those luscious lips to go to work. Then she lit up two cigarettes, for her and me. “I love smoky blowjobs, Simone.”

“Yeah, so do I.”

“All in good time honey,” she said, leaning in to kiss me. June stretched out on the bed facing up and I straddled her waist on both knees. I placed my glossy lips against her cock and the head almost filled my entire mouth, opened wide. I played with it, sliding up and down the head, wetting it with my tongue going around in circles.

“Ummm . . . I love it Simone, and your hair feels so good on my tummy - so silky.”

I took all of her inside me now, I was so fucking steamed. My lips formed a tight seal on her shaft, and I went up and down, and my saliva made me go faster and faster. She was pushing my head down onto her lap, and bucking her hips up at me matching me thrust for thrust.

I was grinding myself on her thigh and she felt my boner - I wasn’t wearing a gaff. I stopped wearing them a couple of years ago. It excited her more and she rubbed her thigh on me, almost making me cum, but I had to save it. June was making me crazy.

I tasted the sweet saltiness of her pre cum and she was moaning very loudly, rocked off in bliss. Before I could get used to the pre cum, she unloaded a waterfall of hot, ropy jizz into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. It tasted like . . . pineapple, of all things. I sucked it all, but she wasn’t done cumming. She pulled out of my mouth and grabbed her massive cock with all fingers and finished the rest on my eyelids, my chin, and my cheeks. I loved that; being the consummate slut.

June didn’t waste a second and she moved in to lick my face and my eyes, my mascara running down my cheeks. She moaned about how good I tasted. She kept licking me, then stopping to kiss me tenderly.

She gently placed her fingertip on my nose, and said, “Someone wants to get off badly. Now who could that be??”

Before saying another word, June turned to me with a mischievous grin, and placed herself on her knees facing the headboard. I got on my knees behind her. She reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, it onto my cock, almost making me come by her cool, slick touch, and then a generous amount on her “bussy.”

There were no words. We communicated by lust-driven desires. I placed my cock tip up against her cherry opening, and stuck my head inside her, causing her to moan loudly. She didn’t bother waiting for me to enter her, she backed right up against my swollen, throbbing cock. God, I wanted this from the moment I saw her standing in front of me with the .44 Magnum. They say danger is a big aphrodisiac. It’s true.

She forced herself back and forth, up, and down on me, shifting her rump in a semicircle, causing my cock to make a motion like a wooden mixing spoon. She was still tight enough to make me squeal with delight.

She said in a staccato voice, “I’m - gonna - teach - you - that crime - can - pay, - Simone.”

I went in as deep as I could, and she grabbed her cock and slid her hand up and down it, shooting another big load onto the bed sheets. I exploded myself, feeling my hot, ropy jizz surround my she-cock inside her tunnel. It made me go faster and faster prolonging the delicious orgasm.

We fucked and sucked for another hour. I think we each came about four times over the course of the night - maybe more. After all the dust had settled, we lie in each other’s arms, cuddling and kissing and talking about a future. A future! To this day I still cannot wrap my head around the circumstances of June and I coming together.

“Simone,” June said. “I don’t consider myself to be a transgender woman. You know I’ve spent a lot of time in Thailand. That’s where I first became interested in transitioning. Over there, we’re called ‘Shemales.’ A name is just a name anyway, so who cares, right?”

“Yes June, absolutely.” I turned serious for a minute. “So you’re not going to have me arrested?”

We both laughed. “Of course not honey. But you know what I really find fascinating?”

“No, what’s that?”

“It’s about how that idiot Mike, the one you call “Aces” was the first one you had sex with as a crossdresser, and then you meet up with him four years later and he doesn’t even recognize you.”

“Yeah, I’ve wondered about that myself,” I said.

Then June turned to me, with an absolutely wicked and delicious smile on her face. “What do you suppose we should do with those three idiots. I mean now that your naughty career of crime is over?”

“That’s a good question June. I’m sure we can come up with something fun.” The night was still early, after all, and I was in no hurry to go anyplace.

I turned to June; her lips were irresistible. “I have just the thing,” and I smiled the most wickedly naughty smile of my life. Then I kissed her.

END OF BOOK 1
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