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I WAS HOME FROM COLLEGE FOR THE SUMMER, and I was searching high and low for a job – any job to help with my dismal cash flow situation. So one day my mother and I were having breakfast, and she said, “David, you know that my friend Marion just opened a bridal boutique on Barnes Street in town and I think she could use some help for the summer, so why don’t you go there and pay her a visit and ask? I’ll even call her before you go down.”

I thought she was kidding with me. “Thanks mom, but a ‘bridal boutique?’ I mean, what do I know about that sort of thing? Isn’t that more of a girl’s job?” I was serious. I could sell computer equipment, or break my back in a chain supermarket outlet, but a bridal boutique??

“Well David, when I told her you were looking for work, she absolutely insisted. She thinks you would be perfect for the job.”

Nevertheless, at least I would know what I would be paid - that was the most important thing. For some good money, I could swallow my pride. Besides, Marion was one of mom’s best friends, so I’m sure she’d be generous to me. So I reconsidered.

“Okay mom sure. Tell me when you speak to her and then I’ll go down. In two and a half months, I could make some decent cash.”

“Good David. I’ll call her this evening. I owe her one anyway.” So I went to my friend Hal’s house to play video games.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me Dave; a bridal boutique?” He was laughing very hard. “I suppose she’ll want you to model some dresses for her too!”

“Very funny.” I was getting angry. “Well, I don’t have the luxury of sitting home all summer and doing nothing if I wanted to. Your parents have money.”

“Hey man, I didn’t mean it like that. Look, the bottom line is money after all, and if you think you can make decent money, then why not? But you gotta admit it does sound a little strange – a BRIDAL boutique?”

“She’ll probably have me running the cash register or inventory or something. Plenty of men own these places too you know.”

“Well okay then. You’re right, I was wrong for judging you Dave.”

When I came home my mom was smiling. “Good news David. Marion is thrilled at the idea. She’d like you to come to the store on Saturday to talk to you about the job.”

“Sounds great mom – thanks.”

It was settled then. This Saturday I would go down there and see what it was all about. I could always say “no” if I wanted to, and I’m sure she would understand.

So I went downtown to Marion’s store. There were the usual dresses in the window, and a bunch of mothers and daughters were inside looking at and trying on dresses. The place was done up in pink furnishings and full of mirrors.

“David, how nice to see you,” Marion said, as she strutted across the floor in her stiletto heels. It had been a few years since I’d last seen her, and she was HOT, I mean dizzyingly hot! Her figure was incredible, and her black dress was so tight it clung to her and perfectly accented her curves. She had short, black hair that was done up in a bob style, and tons of makeup. Her mouth was small, and there was something very lush and sensual about it. She looked me up and down.

“My how you’ve changed David,” she purred. “The last time I saw you was what, maybe three years ago. You were still in high school. But look at you now! You’ve matured nicely – a real man.”

I was blushing and I think it was obvious to her that she was turning me on. I was erect and pulsating through my jeans, and I’m positive she caught that, because after stealing a quick glance downward, she smiled at me with the corner of her mouth raised; like a smirk.

“Let’s get down to business shall we? I’m thinking what I can have you do. Why don’t we start with inventory and putting away some of the dresses that were tried on.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sounds okay with me Marion.”

“Good, then let me give you a tour of my shop. As a matter of fact you can start today!”

“Sounds wonderful Marion.”

“Good. We’ll fill out the paperwork later.”

I followed her and my eyes were stuck on her ass – what a view! The way the dress just clinged to her, riding high up on her waist, and her cleavage showed through the low cut. She showed me the stock room, and my first job was to gather the dresses left on the chairs and tables and place them on hangers where the tags told me where to put them.

How ‘girly’ is this? I said to myself. It’s just a job I reasoned, and I went about gathering up wedding dresses and gowns. As I handled my first gown – a “mother of the bride” dress, a navy blue silky thing, I lingered a bit, holding it between my fingers, enjoying the silky texture. I looked over my shoulder. The last thing I wanted was for Marion to see me “enjoying myself.” The strangest thing too was that I was still hard, and I didn’t know if it was because I was fantasizing about Marion, or the silky dress I was holding.

Marion was in the front helping out a customer, and I was in still in the back room with about five other dresses I had to put away. Suddenly, a very dirty thought struck me – suppose I tried to see how the smooth silk of this dress felt against my naked cock? But that was insane, right? I mean, what self-respecting young man would ever do something so sick, so repulsive; but the thought of doing it here in this back room, on the sly, was too much to resist. Besides it would only be a little harmless fun . . .

I put the dress back down on the chair on top of the others, and I saw through the open doorway that Marion was up front talking with a customer. I stuck my head back inside and I closed the doorway just enough to give myself some privacy and to hear if Marion or one of the three sales girls or Nadia the tailor was coming.

I picked up the dress again and walked over to the section of where it belonged on the rack. Then quickly I opened the zipper of my jeans and placed my large, engorged cock innocently just before the top of the silky hem. The feeling I got when my cock touched the fabric was indescribable. I felt giddy as the sensitive nerves on the underside of my cock rubbed against it. It was electrifying and sent shivers up and down my body. Then I began to rub it just a tad faster and faster until a tiny drop of pre cum came out and left a small dark circle on top of the nine hundred dollar garment. Horrified, I quickly pulled my cock off it and tried blowing on it to dry it off, but even though it was dry the stain was still left on the fabric.

Shit! What am I gonna do now? I asked myself with horror. Quickly, with my heart pounding in my chest, I placed the dress underneath the pile on the table that I gathered from the fitting rooms.

I saw that Marion was still outside talking to customers, but something changed in me; I was hooked on doing it again. So I placed about four dresses on the racks just as Marion told me to do. My cock was still hard because I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I flushed with giddy excitement that now that I was working here I could keep up with my little game. All I needed to do was to make sure that I wouldn’t be caught. Perhaps working here would be okay after all. I finished my first day with my cock hard and thinking about dresses.
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WHEN I CAME HOME MY MOTHER was sitting at the kitchen table. “So how was your first day David?”

“Not bad mom. Marion is very nice. She had me putting away clothes in the stockroom. You know the way I see it; men could own businesses like this.”

“That’s right David; no need to feel ashamed. I think I’ll call Marion and thank her.”

“Okay mom.”

Then we had dinner and instead of playing video games until late at night I went to sleep early to get up for my next day of work. I should also mention that I had to jerk off after the “activities” of the day. I couldn’t wait to see what the next day would bring.

I got into work for my ten to five shift, an hour after the store opened. Marion greeted me and she was beaming. “David, I’m really pleased with how you’ve taken to this job. I think things will work out just fine!”

“Good Marion, I’m so glad!” I said.

She gently wiped the back of her fingers across my cheeks making me blush in addition to my cock which was dying to jump out of my jeans saying as she studied my face, “You know David, there are some very pleasing things about your appearance.”

I was taken aback, and I answered her. “Like what Marion?”

She stepped back and her eyes looked me over up and down. “Well for one thing David, the way your lips are very compact and fleshy. They highlight your face, and your eyes are a beautiful, radiant blue. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but your figure is kind of, well, feminine.” She saw the look of surprise on my face and rushed to stand very close to me.

Sensing my discomfort, she said: “Oh come now David, you should embrace who you are! Let me rephase what I said. You are handsome, in a feminine sort of way . . . It’s a compliment David!”

I wasn’t sure how to react, but then my recollection of yesterday came back to me. Maybe she was onto something. Then she took both of my hands and held them in front of her. “I want to ask you something. I’m having kind of a show here in the shop next Thursday night. The girls are going to be modelling some of the bridesmaid dresses and a few wedding dresses for my guests. I want to show off my new lines. In fact, the local paper will be here to take pictures, plus it will go on the store’s INSTAGRAM page. How does that sound?”

“Well, that sounds fine Marion. But what does that have to do with me? You want me to be here to take pictures? I can do that.”

She smiled at me, but in a way that suggested something a bit more devious. “Yes, I want you to be here David, but I want you to actually be a model for a few of the dresses.”

My jaw dropped and I couldn’t believe what I was hearing; I was stunned. “You must be kidding Marion, right?”

“No David, I’m completely serious. In fact I discussed it with the girls. Nadia the tailor thinks you’ll be perfect! Look, it’s not a reflection on you as a person, I mean, you’re not gay are you?”

“No Marion, I’m not!”

“Then if you’re secure in your masculinity, I don’t see a problem – it’s just a job.”

She had a point, but I was just a tad confused. There was no way she could have known about my dirty little activity yesterday. So why did she want me? I happened to catch a glance of myself in a mirror, and I saw what she was getting at. I wasn’t overly, or even slightly muscular; I was just on the thin side, and I had smooth skin. Besides, there was a little voice inside me that said, Come on David, this is the chance of a lifetime – you know you want to try those sexy, soft dresses on, don’t you?

“Okay Marion, I’ll do it.”

She squealed and placed her arms around my shoulders, kissing me on both cheeks. “I’m so happy David! You have no idea. Oh, there is one other little thing.”

I had a feeling I knew what was coming. The thought titillated me, but I didn’t want to seem too excited about it.

“We’re going to have to put some makeup and a wig on you. There’s a nice selection in the back. We can go look through them later. I need the ‘full effect’ from you.”

I was committed and really had no choice at this point. “Okay Marion, that’s fine.”

“Wonderful David, you’ve made me so happy I can’t tell you! Okay, I have to go out front and see to some customers, so in the meantime, why don’t you collect some dresses in the fitting rooms and put them back in the store room okay? Then you can go for lunch.”

“Okay Marion.”

I could barely conceal my joy and collected the dresses rather quickly, my heart skipping beats. About an hour before I was to go and have lunch a purple ball gown struck my fancy and I picked it up and it majestically unfolded before me.

My cock started to throb, and I started to do what I did yesterday after making sure the coast was clear. I loved the feel of the cool satin brushing up against my fingertips as I gently caressed the dress. As soon as I pulled down my zipper and moved my boxers out of the way, my cock sprang to life, jumping out from the top of my boxers, and out through my open fly.

I wasted no time and “made love” to the dress, touching it gently to the tip of my hard cock, like a sort of foreplay. Then I began rubbing the dress down the whole shaft of my cock, and it gave me chills – just like yesterday, but more familiar; like a second date. I went faster and faster and felt the pre cum leak out of me, but instead of stopping I kept going, telling myself that I could get it off with a sponge afterwards. I had my eyes closed and my head tilted backwards.

Suddenly my reverie was broken by a loud voice: “DAVID! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?”

It was Marion, and she was standing in the doorway, looking at me, her hands on her hips. I let the dress drop to the floor. What could I say? I could think of nothing because I was in a state of panic – my erect cock was sticking up in the air. I stared back at her like a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen-wheeler.

“I, uh . . . I was . . .”

“I know exactly what you were doing David. You probably ruined this dress, and I saw the one from yesterday too by the way. You see, I’ve dealt with despicable, horny young men like yourself for a long time, so I know a thing or two about twisted sexual fantasies. I just never expected it from you, that’s all. Oh! Nice cock by the way!” and she smiled.

“Marion, I’m really sorry,” I said. I mean, what else could I say. I quickly pulled my now flaccid cock back into my pants and pulled the zipper of my jeans back up.

“Well, let me ask you something. First, I don’t think your mother would approve, now would she David,” she asked as she deliberately walked towards me, her shapely hips bouncing in the tight, black skirt she wore.

“Uh, no, she wouldn’t. You’re not gonna tell her are you Marion?”

“Well, that depends,” she said as she was standing just two inches from me; the aromas of jasmine perfume and fresh cigarette smoke coming from her body.

“Depends on what?” I asked in a shaky whisper.

She let out a small laugh and ran her finger down the bridge of my nose. “It depends on if you do what I tell you.” She paused. “You’re not that smart David. Did you think I wouldn’t see that little stain you left on the dress yesterday? You see I know my inventory, and the dress you ‘played with’ was put in the wrong place. I was actually happy when I saw what your dirty little cock did to it.”

I swallowed hard. “You were??”

“Yes, because I had my feelings about you, but when I saw this morning what you did, I knew that I had you! The show on Thursday is only the beginning. I’m going to see to it that you play the part perfectly.”

I wondered what she meant when she walked to the door of the stockroom, shutting and locking it. She sauntered back to me and threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard, her tongue sliding out from between her lips and entering my mouth, where it rubbed itself around mine. Her waist pressed into mine and she “cooed” when she felt my hard-on.

“If you go along with me David and do as I say, this is just a taste of what is in store for you.”

I had never had a woman like Marion before, or any woman for that matter. I pulled her closer to me and we stayed locked together for what seemed like minutes, when I felt her hand stroking my cock through my jeans. I had pre cum leaking out into my boxers when her hand reached up and undid my belt and the snap on my jeans. With a quick motion she pulled my jeans and boxers down, so they fell in a heap around my ankles.

I asked, shocked and pleased, “Marion what are you doing?”

“Shut up and enjoy it David.”

Before I could answer, she was on her knees in front of me and I felt her red glossed lips touch the tip of my cock, bouncing on and off it – teasing me. “Umm David, you taste so good,” she said, as she licked the pre cum off my cock tip.

Then I felt her lips embrace the tip of my cock and make a tight seal as they slid up and down me. At first she was just playing around with my head, and after a few minutes she was sliding all the way up down my shaft.

I had a thing for older women and Marion was at least forty-two. She also smoked those long, all-white cigarettes which was a secret fetish of mine. My eyes were closed as I was fantasizing – I couldn’t believe my luck! Was this truly happening to me? My hands pressed down upon her head gently, but firmly.

Her sliding up and down me became more intense, her tongue wrapping itself around my cock like a snake. Shit! I couldn’t take it anymore and I stifled a scream, so as not to let the others in the front of the store hear.

“Fuck Marion, you’re incredible,” I said in a harsh whisper. Then I exploded, and a huge wad of thick cum shot out of me all inside of her mouth. She sucked hard and didn’t miss a drop like a hungry, thirsty bitch.

She licked me clean until there was no more cum in her mouth or around my cock. Then she came off me slowly and looked at me, her half-closed eyes riveted on me, and a small smile appeared across her face. She slowly stood up and kissed me hard again, giving me a good taste of my own cum. I licked all around the inside of her mouth and her tongue, cleansing it of any remaining residue, and guess what? I fucking loved it. What was happening to me?

“How did you like that David?” She asked me in a soft voice.

“I loved it . . . I mean, you’re amazing Marion.”

“Pretty good for your first time, huh?” How did she know that? I looked at her with surprise.

“See, I knew I was right. You’re a very dirty, horny little boy David. Now get back to work,” she said, smiling at me as she left. “Just do me a favor David, and try not to mess up any more dresses, okay?”

“Sure Marion,” I said, slightly embarrassed, as she left the room.
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THE WEEK CAME AND WENT, and on Monday morning as I came into work, I could swear the girls were looking at me and smiling, whispering to each other. Marion must have told them her plan.

“David, come with me into the stock room, and you too Nadia,” Marion said, motioning to the tailor.

“David meet Nadia, our tailor. Nadia, David is going to be part of our client show on Thursday evening. He’s going to model a dress for us.”

“Hi David,” Nadia said. “That’s really nice of you to do for us,” she said. “Marion, he’s got the perfect build. I think he’ll be a very lovely lady, don’t you think?”

I tried hard to hide my excitement. My secret was out, and so far my experience here was rather pleasant. Nadia went to the hangars and picked out a few evening dresses. She walked away holding three.

“Now these should look lovely on him. They all match his auburn hair,” she said beaming at me.

“Yes indeed,” Marion said. “Now David, tell your mother you’re going to be late today. After the shop closes we’re going to try them on and have sort of a ‘dress rehearsal’ for Thursday evening.”

“Sure Marion,” I said. There was no way I could back out – I was trapped now, but the thought was not an unpleasant one as my stiff cock told me.

After the store closed the girls ordered in food and we all ate some takeout. They were looking at me – more like looking me over.

Some of them were laughing a bit, as Marion picked out a green, satin evening gown and laid it on a chair. “Now David I want you to come into the bathroom with me. I need to put some makeup on you.”

My mind was spinning, and my secret desire quickly overpowered any reservations I had. Still, I was reluctant to let my excitement show through. “Marion, is this really necessary?”

“Come on David,” she said in a seductive cat-like voice. “You don’t really think I’d let you model a dress for the show without makeup, now do you?”

It kind of made sense to me. “Uh, I guess not.”

“Well then, what are you waiting for? Follow me,” she said as she led the way to the bathroom, looking over her shoulder and smiling at me.

One of the salesgirls, a tall, shapely blonde, Tiffanie said, “I’ll bet he turns out beautiful Marion. Good enough to fuck!”

“Stop Tiffanie! We don’t want to scare David.”

Far from it. I wasn’t scared, I was more curious to see how I would turn out. Now, even if she told my mother, which I knew deep inside she wouldn’t – it wouldn’t bother me.

The bathroom was in back of the stockroom, and I could see immediately that it was used for dressing up the models for the shows Marion put on. “Come on David, take a seat.”

I sat on a plush velvet chair in front of the lighted mirror. On the table was an open makeup case with everything in it – even false eyelashes. Marion worked methodically and quickly, starting with the facial makeup and then the blue eyeshadow and finally the lip liner and lip gloss. I was facing sideways, and she wouldn’t allow me to see what she was doing until she told me I could look. She was humming as she worked and gave me a shoulder massage and gently kissed my neck which sent chills up and down my spine.

“Okay David, take all your clothes off. I’ve only seen your delicious cock, and now I want to see all of you.”

I silently did what she told me, and I kept telling myself it’s just a job . . . but I knew better. I was standing now with just my boxers on.

“David, I said to take everything off, did I not?”

“Uh, sorry Marion, you’re right.”

“Humm, well okay, so DO IT!”

As soon as my boxers were on the floor next to my jeans and t-shirt, Marion walked over to me and stroked my cock which was fully erect. She was smiling, and said “I’ll be right back David, don’t go anywhere.” When she left she closed the door, and I could hear the girls laughing outside.

In a minute Marion returned carrying several items in her arms. There was a satin green evening gown, a satin red thong with a laced top, and a stretch bra that was small, but when I put it on it pulled the skin of my chest together, so it appeared as though I had cleavage.

She carried a box, and inside of it was a long, auburn wig with a part on the side, and bangs that would fall across my forehead. When I slipped the thong on I loved the way the cool satin felt going up my leg, and then against my raging cock when it settled over my junk. Marion watched with a happy curiosity as I stroked the front of the G-String, and settled the strap between my butt cheeks.

“You love that shit David, don’t you?”

“Uh, it’s nice, yeah. I mean I suppose I could do a good job for the show.”

Marion laughed. “Well we’ll see. Tonight’s the audition. I’m gonna let my girls be the judge.”

She placed the latex cap and wig on top of me and brushed it out, stepped back to look at me and her eyes opened wide. “Okay David now put this on,” she said, handing me the emerald green dress. “I’ll zip you up in the back.”

Much more intense than the silky panties was the feeling I got when I put the dress over my head and slipped it on me. It was a sleeveless affair, and it came down my bare legs mid-length.

“You’re ready to go look at yourself now David,” Marion said, with an air of true accomplishment.

I couldn’t believe who was looking back at me in the mirror – was it truly me? By now my cock was leaking pre cum, and all doubts I had about letting Marion do this to me were gone.

A couple of the store employees entered the stockroom; Gloria and Francine, two of the twenty-something salesgirls. They stared at me with wonder and something else – lust.

“Isn’t he beautiful girls?” Marion said with pride.

“You do beautiful work Marion,” Gloria, a tall, shapely redhead said.

I was enthralled strutting in front of the mirror and turning from side to side admiring myself. Marion had a smirk on her face, as if she knew what my reaction would be. I had never considered myself to be a “femboy” before, but now, seeing myself, I embraced the term.

“There’s just one more thing to complete the picture David,” Marion said.

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, unable to take my eyes off the mirror.

She pulled out an all-white, 120mm cigarette from her bag. “Here David. I know that watching girls smoke turn you on.” She was right. Watching Marion smoke, or any beautiful girls smoking always gave me a raging hard-on. I don’t know why. I knew about fetishes, but never thought that I had one. Eagerly, I took the cigarette and Marion lit me up. I did a practiced French inhale. When my older sister started smoking it turned me on and I had to “become her,” at least in respect to that.

Marion looked pleased as she watched me taking deep drags. Gloria and Francine each lit up as well. They were both smiling at me.

“He’s going to be a real hit on Thursday Marion,” Francine said.

“Fuck Thursday night Marion!” Francine exclaimed; her eyes riveted on me. “I want to do him NOW!”

“That’s fine Francine, but I don’t think ‘our girl here’ is broken in yet.”

What did she mean by that? I wondered. My eyes drifted to the old plush velvet sofa against the far wall of the stock room.

“We can’t let him go home just yet. We have to take advantage of his beauty now!” Marion exclaimed. My cock was throbbing at what was coming. Marion walked into a changing room that was in the room. “I’ll be right back,” she said to all of us.

Marion came out of the room, butt naked except for a black, silicone strap on cock that went around her waist. It bobbed up and down as she walked towards me.


4

SHE EMBRACED ME, KISSING ME as the “cock” pushed up against my crotch. Our tongues wrapped around each other’s, and my own real cock was pulsating.

“Marion, we need a girl’s name for David, if he’s going to be a hit at the show,” Francine said.

Marion broke off me slowly and said, “Yes, you’re right Francine. I have the perfect name! How about ‘Danielle?’”

“Yes that’s perfect. I love it! – Danielle.”

“Come back here Danielle. I’m not finished with you. Not by a longshot!” Marion said.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and resumed kissing me. Then her right hand made its way down to my cock, and she was stroking me through the satin dress. I was leaking pre cum into the panties.

“We’ll have to take care of that Danielle,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Now get on the sofa with your butt up in the air.”

I was frightened and excited at the same time. All my inhibitions were thrown to the wind. Marion hopped up on the couch behind me, the silicone cock pushing up against my butt.

Francine and Gloria were watching with eager anticipation and began groping at each other. What kind of a place is this? I asked myself.

“Now let’s have some fun Danielle!”

She flipped the satin dress up over my backside. “Francine dear, I need some ‘help’ over here please.”

“Coming right up Marion,” she said.

Francine produced a tube of lube gel from a drawer and tossed it to Marion, who grabbed it with a one-handed catch.

“Now Danielle,” Marion said softly. “Since this is your first time, I’ll go easy on you. You’ll feel some discomfort at first, but I promise you, you’re going to love it and beg for more.”

I trusted her and instinctively crunched my butt cheeks together.

“Relax Danielle, you’re too tight,” Marion said, with Francine and Gloria watching with interest. They were both buzzing around like two horny little bees.

Marion pulled the back strap of my G-String out from between my butt cheeks and moved it to the side. I gasped as the cool gel Marion was applying wet my virgin asshole, or boy pussy. Her finger was pushed inside me, and I hissed through clenched teeth as it circled my hole, dilating me a bit as I tried to relax. Marion squeezed out some more gel and rubbed it up and down the shaft of the dildo.

Then I felt the pliable rubber head of the fake cock go around the inside rim of my boy pussy. It was too late to back out now, and in my desire to cum, and the promised pleasure, I went along willingly.

I cried out softly as the dildo penetrated me for the first time, going in and out slowly, deeper and deeper. Marion stopped thrusting for a second, giving me time to catch my breath. Her hands caressed my butt cheeks, her nails digging in causing chills to go up and down my body.

Now she resumed her thrusting, going faster and deeper each time. The pain mixed with a pleasure I had never felt before. Sensations of euphoria and lust gripped me as I reflexively backed up upon the dildo with each thrust. She quickened her pace. I lifted a hand off the sofa and began stroking my cock underneath the thong.

“Stop it Danielle – take your hand OFF your cock – trust me,” she said, lost in her own pleasure. There was a back end of the dildo which went into her pussy with each stroke, causing her to moan and leak with pleasure.

She increased her speed, and I felt a ball of fire welling up inside me. I was close to cumming, but it was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Then all hell broke loose. My cock shot out the largest flow of cum in all my life. It was also the most pleasurable too; and I hadn’t even touched myself to bring it on!

Marion was sweating and breathing in hard gasps – she had cum too. Francine and Gloria were transfixed at the sight. Marion slowly pulled out of me.

“There now, my sweet Danielle. How did that feel? Be honest.”

I laughed and said, “Do you even have to ask?”

Marion gave a satisfied smile and looked over to Francine and Gloria with their tongues hanging out.

“Okay, I can see that you ladies are dying. Why don’t you have a go at our newest creation, Francine?”

“I thought you’d never ask Marion!” Francine exclaimed.

“Come on Danielle,” Marion said. “Get ready for some ‘unique’ pleasure honey.”

“Oh! First, let me light you up. You must be dying for a cigarette. This will make you into the best slut!” And that’s exactly what I wanted to be.

I stood there and I smoked. My entire body was tingling with a guilty pleasure I hadn’t thought possible before. Then Francine turned to me and said, “Danielle, wait until you have me! You’ll be hooked for life, and you’ll never want to be David again.” The thought thrilled me and made me curious. What exactly did Francine mean? I was just going to perform in a show. This was just their strange way of getting me ready. I assumed that every normal guy had this experience.

“Come on now Danielle, hop onto the sofa again after you finish your cigarette. Francine lit up too. She stood in front of me, with her dirty blonde hair falling down into the cleavage between her two large breasts. Her button down cotton blouse was open halfway, and I could see the red laced bra covering them. Watching her standing there and smoking made me hard as a stone again. Francine saw my cock poking out from my emerald dress.

“Marion, we’ll need a gaff for Danielle’s cock over here. We want him to be perfect, now don’t we?”

“Yes Francine, you’re right. For Thursday he’ll be perfect. Perhaps he should wear a cock cage,” Marion said thoughtfully. What was that, I wondered.

Then Francine began to unbutton her black work dress slacks and undo her belt. They dropped to the floor, and she stepped out of them. She was wearing a red G-String that matched her bra. She had the cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth, and took a cheek-hollowing drag, exhaling the smoke through her nose.

Her eyes were fastened on mine as she hooked her thumb under the front of the G-String. Slowly, she began to pull it down. Before it was even over her thighs, I saw the largest thick cock in existence pop out! I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

She was laughing at me. “What’s the matter with you Danielle?” she asked. “Haven’t you ever seen a lady with a cock before?”

My eyes were wide open, and I didn’t know what to say. “Uh, I . . . I guess not,” I said, my voice trailing off.

“Well, I don’t like to call myself ‘transgender,’ or a ‘shemale.’ I transitioned in Thailand and spent several years there in fact, learning all about the culture. ‘Ladyboys’ as I like to say are very much appreciated in their culture.” She laughed. “I started out as a consumer, and then I became curious and with some encouragement by friends, I actually became one. Of course, I like the feeling of having a cock as you can see.”

She let the G-String fall to the floor, and she stepped out of it. Her hips were smooth and curved, and she looked like a beautiful woman – except of course for the cock. Her eyes were misted over, and she made a show of finishing her cigarette and she stubbed it out, not taking her eyes off me. She walked towards me and put her arms around my shoulders, kissing me hard, with a ravenous hunger that turned me on even more. Her tongue slid all around mine.

“Get on your knees Danielle,” she commanded in a soft, yet adamant voice. I looked over at Marion who was smiling, and nodded at me. I knew what was coming and it excited me. Damn! Who would have thought? I got down on the carpet on my knees as Francine came closer and pressed her upturned cock against my glossed lips. My heart was racing as I felt the smooth fleshy knob touch my lips for the first time. My lips parted slightly and she slid in easily, not going farther than her cock’s tip. I stuck my tongue out and went around and around it. She threw her head back, hair flying over her shoulders, and moaned with delight.

I made a tight seal with my lips, and the gloss painted her cock red, and I slid all the way down her shaft as far as I could go. She was almost too wide for me, and my lips were stretched to the maximum. As I thrusted, her cock hit the insides of my cheeks, bulging them out. I could taste the sweet/salty pre cum as it leaked out of her. It was delightful and I wanted more. My own cock was raging, and I needed relief so soon after cumming with Marion’s strap on.

Faster and faster I went until Francine let out a gasp, and a tsunami of cum entered my mouth, filling it, as rivulets of thick, warm cum leaked out the corners of my mouth. I kept thrusting and sucking, and swallowing, and still more cum leaked from my mouth as she shot not once, not twice, but three times into me.

I licked her clean until finally she came out of my mouth. She grabbed me by the shoulders, pulling me up and kissed me hard, her tongue moving around the inside of my mouth, getting all of what was left of her cum.

She broke off me and said, “We’re not done by a long shot Danielle.”

I knew what was coming next and I was ready for it – no, I needed it. I wanted that huge fleshy cock to violate me, to tear me apart.

“Let’s go then.” She pulled out a ring from inside of her bag and placed lube on her cock and slipped the ring on it. I watched as it grew from semi-flaccid to a full hard on.

“Now hop on the bed with that delicious butt of yours up in the air Danielle.”

I eagerly hopped on the bed, and she threw my dress up over my lower backside. She moved the strap of my G-String up over the side of a butt cheek and I felt cold lube jelly going up and down my taint. She stuck an index finger in my ass and moved it around in a circle making me gasp. She laughed.

I felt the tip of her cock against my boy pussy. It was really fucking hard as the head of her cock slipped inside me. There was hardly any pain this time, only lust. I wanted all of that massive cock until it came out through my mouth. It stretched me to then maximum. Then it hurt more, and my fists were balled up on the sofa.

She thrusted gently, going slowly at first and the pain lessened, replaced with pure pleasure as chills ran up and down my body. Her hands were caressing my buttocks, adding to the pleasant sensation.

“More, faster!” I yelled.

Francine obliged me wordlessly. I felt the familiar ball of fire welling up inside of me as before, but this time it was different as Francine exploded inside of me. She let out an ear-piercing scream, as my butt filled with the warm sensation of Francine’s cum. It was so much that I felt it run down the inside of my butt cheeks. She went faster until finally I could take it no longer and shot out my own stream inside my G-String, adding to the load from Marion’s riding me earlier. I screamed and was thrown into another plane of existence. I never imagined anything could be this pleasurable. Francine threw her head back and laughed as she slowed down her thrusting.

She slid out of me easily and pulled up my shoulders and I spun around and was facing her on the sofa, both of us on our knees.

“I think the worm has definitely turned for you my dear,” she said with an air of triumph and wonder. I was breathless. Marion offered me a cigarette and all four of us lit up.

“Now Danielle, tell me the truth – didn’t we make all of your secret little fantasies come true now?”

I was a bit embarrassed to admit it, but she was right. “Yeah you really did. I like this new side of me.”

Marion put her hands together, ran over to me and kissed me hard. “I’m so excited because you’re the first ‘femboy’ we’ve had here in the shop!”

“You’re not gonna tell my mom?” I asked Marion with a lot of apprehension.

“Of course not dear. You can come here and dress up anytime you want. Besides, you’ll be a hit Thursday night and for many more shows to come. I think having a trans, or ladyboy here will be an attraction.”

My mother didn’t have to know anything about this – at least not now. But I was sure that I loved being Danielle, and would probably transition like Francine.

Who would have thought that a small summer job would lead to a new life? And to think it all started because Marion caught me with my pants down.
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