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Chapter One

_______________

______

It started out as a dare. My friend Colleen knew that I needed to earn some money; and fast. So one evening when we were studying together in the college library, she showed me an Internet ad for a “drag waitress” at a local nightclub in town. Now, I’m not gay by any means, nor did I ever have an interest in that sort of thing, but Colleen made it sound that through no fault of my own, I was “built” for that sort of a gig. That got me to thinking about my sexuality at the age of twenty.

“Brett, you’re not exactly built like a rugby player or a linebacker. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but you have kind of, I would say, an effeminate build.”

I looked at her wide eyed and shocked that she would say such a thing, even though I knew that in some ways she was right. I had skinny arms and legs, and my hips were a little bit on the “wide side.”

In fact, this aspect of my persona made me the target of endless torment on campus, from three guys in my dorm. My physique, my sexuality, and my life in general were under constant attack. It was like their college major was to “make Brett’s life miserable.” There were Dylan, Tom, and Joe; all muscleheads and gym rats. Part of what they did to me was to look at me with disgust; like I was something less than human. One day, behind the dorm and out of view of anyone who might be willing to help, I received the beating of my life. Joe held me while Dylan and Tom punched me almost to the point where I would have internal injuries. It was like high school, but more dangerous because these guys were not teenagers anymore – they were twenty, and twenty one year old men, and strong ones at that.

The physical beating was accompanied by homophobic taunts that were out of place because I didn’t consider myself to be gay. It wasn’t until Joe finally put a stop to it because he realized that I was near the end. They were careful not to leave any obvious bruises. I never reported it because there were no witnesses, and the authorities as it were, couldn’t be bothered. I never mentioned it to Colleen, who I considered my best friend.

“Look,” she said, “The money is quite good, and you can make a lot in tips it says here.” She saw the hang dog expression on my face and was quick to clarify herself to make me feel better.

“Your state of mind is important; you know who you are. You’re not gay, and you’re strong enough I think, to play a role, and leave the place of work and go back to being yourself.”

“But what if someone finds out, and how exactly am I going to pull this off?” I’ve never been attracted to girly clothes or makeup. (I lied). Occasionally, I liked to look at transgender girl channels on YOUTUBE, and I even joined some chat rooms under an assumed name. I thought it was just a harmless hobby. I mean, it’s not like I was going to act out on any of it.

“What am I supposed to do – put on a dress and just walk in and say, ‘please hire me?’ Come on Colleen, I’m sure I could find another job.”

“I tell you what Brett. I’ll help you with the dressing and the makeup, and after I’m done with you, no one will be able to even tell that you’re a guy. Besides, that’s the idea of a drag queen – a man impersonating a woman.”

I was very skeptical to say the least, but Colleen and I were friends for the two and one-half years that we’ve been in college together. That’s it, there was no romantic attraction there between us, we were just close friends.

“Tell you what; I dare you, and if you go through with it and you’re hired I’ll give you a hundred bucks!”

Now this shocked me and bothered me at the same time. I knew Colleen probably didn’t have that kind of money laying around, so how would she, or why would she make me that kind of challenge?

Something came over me and I forgot about any reservations I may have had, and I found myself saying, “Okay. One hundred bucks you say? I’ll do it!”

She smiled at me and said, “Attaboy, I knew you couldn’t pass this up! Now it says here the place is called ‘The Smuggler’s Cove.’ It’s on Madison Street and Delaney, downtown.”

“Have you ever been there before?” I asked her. She looked at me like I was out of my mind.

“Of course not! Why would I have any interest in going to a place like that? Unless of course, a very good friend of mine happened to be working there.” And she smiled at me. “You land a job there, and I give you a hundred bucks. What could be easier?”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “When do we start?”

“Well first, we’ll have to go shopping for some clothes. Why don’t we go down there and see what kind of clothes the drag queens wear? Then we’ll have a better idea of how to dress you.”

“Sounds reasonable. When do you want to go down there?”

“How about this Saturday night?”

“Okay, I have no plans, so let’s go.”

“Great.” She looked me over carefully, like a tailor would look over a client who wanted a custom suit. “I think you’ll be a hit,” she said confidently.

***

As it turns out, and I didn’t know it then, but Colleen knew “The Smuggler’s Cove” very well. Her brother Mike was the owner and he told her they needed some “fresh meat” there, and if she could find someone good, she would make one hundred dollars in a “finder’s fee.” He told her that he would also reimburse her for the clothing and any other expenses that would arise in developing new talent. Would I have agreed to this if I knew this in advance? Probably not, because it also happened that waitressing and performing on stage was not the only thing expected of the “drag queens.” This, I was to find out later. 

But since it seemed this was a spur of the moment type thing for both of us, I was agreeable. The mystery of the money I would get took a back seat to my curiosity in how I would actually perform.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________

____

The place was a little bit on the seedy side. It seemed that half of the audience were gay men and transgender women, some of them cheering on their friends on the stage. They had group acts, as well as single ones. I was only supposed be hired as a “waitress;” I couldn’t sing or act.

The numbers were corny, catering to gay themes, and some of them were quite talented. I looked at the waitresses. Some of them did go up on stage. If I did, I’d have to think of something to do. But the first thing was the outfit. Colleen and I got a table and ordered a couple of drinks and watched a couple of acts, and paid attention to the waitresses.

“Satisfied?” she asked me.

“I suppose so. I mean, if they want me to do something besides serve drinks they’ll have to teach me, right?”

“Of course. Don’t worry Brett. By the time I’m through with you, you’ll be a real drag star!”

So we left and the next day Colleen and I went into town and did some shopping. I was embarrassed as hell, I mean, walking into a ladies clothing store and looking at the inventory. I mentioned this to Colleen, and she said, “Brett, we’re both about the same size. You may be a bit taller but that’s okay – I can compensate and know what to get you.”

I placed my trust completely in her. We got everything from pantyhose to G-Strings, a girdle, high heel shoes, even a wig. In my case, since I had light brown hair up to my collar, she bought a long, auburn wig that went down to below my nipples with the top of it done up high. She picked out a black, short dress that came up really high. In a strange way it actually turned me on to think that I would be made up to look like a sexy woman – albeit a “female impersonator.” I didn’t tell this to Colleen, however.

Back at her room, she laid all the clothes out on the bed. “Now you know Brett, when you go down there, you’ll have to go dressed. I’ll even go with you for support, how’s that?”

“Yeah, that would be fine.” I was only half-listening because all my attention was drawn to the stuff on her bed, with a curious, new found interest.

“Okay, now take your clothes off,” she said, businesslike.

“Um, while you’re in here with me?”

“Come on Brett, I grew up with four older brothers. I’ve seen guys without their clothes on before!”

As soon as I took my jeans off, she noticed the generous amount of hair on my legs, and she quickly said “Oh no! That won’t do at all. I’m going to have to shave you Brett – all over.”

“Are you sure that’s really necessary?”

“Of course it is. What if you don’t wear the pantyhose for some reason? We have to plan for all contingencies you know.”

She had me get undressed in the bathroom and run the tub. With the soap in it, I thought I was safe from my friend’s prying eyes, that is, until she told me it was time to shave my balls. My chest and legs weren’t so bad, but having a girl  who I wasn’t in a sexual relationship with run a razor over my nut sack was a bit much. Still, I went through with it.

After we were done, and the cool air tickled my newly shaved skin, she turned to me and said. “There, that wasn’t so bad now, was it?”

“You have a light touch,” I said, laughing.

“Judging by what I see I have to work with, I think you’ll turn out great Brett!”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”

“C’mon, let’s get your dressed,” she said.

When I saw everything we had bought laid out on the bed, it seemed to have ‘flipped a switch’ in me. I was dying to see how all this new stuff felt going over me, I tried to hide my excitement from Colleen, but it was useless. The large boner I had standing in front of the bed put any doubts to rest.

She laughed and said, “Wow Brett, it seems that you really do enjoy this!”

In an attempt to maintain the charade I said half-heartedly, “Oh no, it’s . . . still an effect of the warm bath, that’s all.”

“Whatever you say,” she said with a smirk, handing me the G-String to try on.

I took the black, satin G-String from her and slipped into it, pulling it up over my legs. The cool, silky sensation was like nothing I had ever experienced before. My erection was only intensified, as all the dirty thoughts I had in my life came true.

“See, I had secret fantasies from watching YOUTUBE and XHAMSTER videos of transgender women, crossdressers “getting it on.” Since I wasn’t exactly a stud in dating circles, I wondered what it would feel like to have power and control over all the muscle heads and jocks who bullied me in high school, AND college.” 

Now, it was real because I was actually dressing, with a “real purpose” in mind. The guilt was erased. To Colleen, even though she may have guessed the truth, this was a bit more than just a job audition for me. I lingered a bit as I pulled the G-String over my hips and then placed the silky pouch over my junk. I loved the smooth rubbing of the material over the sensitive underside of my cock. It was delicious. The same feeling was there with the pantyhose; pure bliss. She even got me a bra with an elastic back that pulled my fatty chest in tight, and the cups were molded which gave me the illusion of cleavage.

After I had all the lingerie on, what turned me on most were the straps on the pantyhose and how they looked with the girdle that went on top of the G-String.

“Come on sexy, let’s go into the bathroom, and I’ll apply the makeup to you,” she said.

The seat in front of her bathroom mirror was turned sideways so I wouldn’t see what she was doing. She wanted to see my reaction when I was all done. I loved the feel of all the stuff in her makeup kit being expertly applied to my face and eyelids. She chose deep blue eyeshadow, and heavy mascara which really filled out my eyelids nicely. The best part was the cherry red lipstick going over my lips. Last to go on was the wig. That was a big turn-on for me. I loved the way it felt over my bare shoulders, chest and back. Colleen stepped back to admire her work.

“Wow Brett, you certainly turn out ravishing! Before you look, instead of the black, let’s put the slutty, emerald green cocktail dress on you.” It was the same tight and high dress as the black one we bought.

Now it was time for me to look in the mirror, but not the bathroom mirror. She marched me out into her room, and I stood in front of the long mirror on her door. My eyes almost fell out of my head! I looked like the object of all my fantasies come true. Hell, I just wanted to fuck myself!

“You certainly have the figure to pass for a cocktail waitress, I’ll give you that much,” she said, admiring her work. “Oh wait, one very important thing – the high heels. Now you’ll have to practice walking around in these before you go down there for the interview.”

Colleen handed me the three-inch stiletto heels with the straps that went around my ankles. I would definitely need to practice walking around in those, for sure. I put them on, and had to hang onto her dresser before I could take a few very well thought out steps.

My hard on didn’t go away but now it wasn’t noticeable because of the gaff that was built inside the G-String.

“Now I think we’re ready for you to present yourself at The Smuggler’s Cove. Let’s go over there on Thursday, late afternoon before they open up.”

“Sounds good to me. At least I have a few days to practice wearing the heels.”

“There you go,” Colleen said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

____

The “cage manager,” a heavy guy named Rocco, with no neck, lots of perspiration, and a cigar butt hanging out of the side of his mouth was to do my interview in a dingy office off a side corridor next to the restrooms. He looked like he was gonna slip off the beat up STAPLES surplus office chair on rollers he sat on.

“Now before you get the idea that you really wanna work here, Tina, (that was the feminine ‘drag name’ which Colleen thought up for me) we gotta make sure you’re the genuine article, you know what I mean?”

Colleen looked at me afraid that I might go running (as fast as the heels would let me) out of the room.

“What does that mean exactly?” I said in the best feminine voice I could muster.

Rocco rolled his eyes and said, “Kid, I gotta see your cock – make sure it meets our standards, capisce?”

“Ok,” I said, looking to Colleen for support.

“Go ahead Tina, honey, I’ll just turn my back,” she said.

So I faced Rocco, trying my best to hide my disgust, and flipped up my emerald dress, and pulled down the G-String, letting my cock fall out. I didn’t have an erection, (Rocco didn’t excite me), and he was surprised at my size. I had no idea about that since I never made it a practice to measure it.

“Hey, your cock here is pretty big,” Rocco said. “That’s good! Now we gotta put it to the test,” he said, gripping it lightly with his fingers and flipping it up and down. Maybe I should have picked that time to run out of the room, but I didn’t – I stood there, like a prize race horse being inspected by a prospective owner. Colleen acted like it was all normal.

“Follow me Tina,” Rocco said, prying himself out of the chair, and leading me out of the office to a lounge at the other end of the hallway. My view of the hallway was blocked by Rocco’s back – a mass of crossed suspenders and a sweaty white short-sleeve shirt that gave off a foul odor of dank sweat in its wake.

“I’ll wait here for you honey,” Colleen said, calling after me.

The room was decorated in a gawdy mix of two red velvet couches, a desk, and a couple of seedy chairs with rips in the fabric.

He looked at me with a lascivious smile and said, “Now ya’ gotta be tested by Hank.”

“Who’s that?” I asked, slightly trembling.

“Oh, he’s our quality control guy. You know, he makes sure ya’ got what it takes ta’ make the clientele happy. We only hire the best shemale sluts here.”

“But I thought this was just a drag queen waitress job.”

“What are you anyway, slow? Who the fuck just serves drinks in a place like this? Besides, you can make five hundred bucks a night! Do you think you can get that just by serving alcohol on trays to a bunch of horny motherfuckers?”

Despite Rocco’s descriptions of my work, any reservations I may have had were slowly going away. I loved dressing up, and I would actually be making good money for doing just that. Well, maybe a little more than that . . . which excited me.

“Now I’m gonna leave, and tell Hank you’re in here.”

I looked around the room, and there was a small bar on the wall opposite the entrance. I needed a drink, so I poured myself a double shot of whisky, and downed it quickly.

I heard a knock on the door. “Come in,” I said.

A tall guy with bulging arm muscles and a big chest with a six pack stood in the doorway, leaning on the frame. He was wearing alligator cowboy boots, had a western button down shirt, with a very small, tight waist. I got hard right away. He had piecing blue eyes and a short, conservative haircut. I could feel my newly inspected cock growing against my gaff.

He looked me over for what seemed like several minutes, undressing me with his eyes until he said, “I’m Hank. From what I see here, I think it will be a pleasure to break you in. Are you, you know, experienced?”

“Not really,” I said honestly.

He threw his head back and laughed. “I’ll take care of that. Now first order of business is you have to suck me off. Let me see what you got.”

“Okay slut,” he said in a commanding voice. “Get down on your knees and face me!”

I did as I was told and he stood in front of me and pulled down his zipper, reached inside his jeans and pulled out a monster cock, thick with visible veins.

“Think you can handle this?” he said with a grin, teeth showing like piano keys.

“Well I won’t know until I try.”

“Yeah, attagirl; that’s the spirit.”

I moved on my knees closer to him and he stroked his cock, making it big – I mean really big. I wasn’t sure I could take it all, but I had no time to think about it, as he placed it against my glossy lips. I parted them to let him in, and he shoved it inside my mouth. My mouth was wet from the drink; and I was feeling the effects of it, which knocked all my inhibitions away.

I grabbed onto his shaft that was outside my mouth and went to work. I was a natural, slipping and sliding all over it, putting it as far inside my mouth as it could go. I used my tongue to rope around it, licking the underside of his shaft causing him to hiss through his teeth. He placed his hands on my head and pressed me in closer to him, practically choking me, my mouth making a tight seal around his cock. He pulled himself in and out, and my head was bobbing on him up and down. The whole thing was surreal, telling me that my fascination with women’s clothing was just the first step in a process.

We got into a wet, slippery rhythm heading to a big climax. He let out a moan, and soon my mouth was drenched in a downpour of cum. He squirted three times, completely filling my mouth until I felt a flow coming down from the corners of my mouth, and he kept thrusting.

I licked his cock clean of all his cum. I loved the sweet/salty mix, which surprised me. It seemed like I was meant to be a slut from the time I hit puberty. That would explain why I never dated women. But I would only take on a man if I was dressed like I am now. I didn’t care what that made me.

He pulled out of my mouth and pulled me up. “You’re pretty good – nice and tight,” he said approvingly. “Now we got another little test to do. I want you to get on that couch over here, and get on your knees facing the door.”

I did as I was told without saying a word. He was on his knees right behind me, flipping my short skirt up over my butt, and he pulled my G-String over to the side.

“Now get ready for the ride of your life,” he said, very sure of himself. I liked it.

He was still hard. Hank had more cum inside him that still needed to get out, and I was more than willing to help him. Something about him turned me on fiercely.

He spit on his hands and wiped it all over my cherry asshole, or “boy pussy,” sticking his index finger inside me making me squeal and tense up.

“You like that you little sissy, don’t you?”

“Yes” I said gasping.

Then he lined himself up against me, placing the tip of his cock right over my hole and rubbed it around, sending an electric shock of pure desire through me. I backed up on him as much as I could go, and he got the message and thrust forward. I felt a searing pain rip through me, coursing through my abdomen and I gripped the fabric of the couch with my fists. But then, after more thrusting which I thought would tear my insides out, the pain became pleasure as his cock filled and stretched me.

“God Tina, you’re so fucking tight, and slippery,” he said in quick, staccato speech while he kept thrusting. Now we were in a rhythm, and I didn’t want this to end. I enjoyed being taken just like a slutty girl, because that’s what I was now. I was Hank’s slut.

Then, I felt a wet warmth travel deep inside me, going deep and far along the whole length of the inside of my ass. I felt some of his cum leak out and go down my butt cheeks. He hit a spot – my “p-spot,” which made me cry out and shoot a tremendous load inside of my silky gaff. It was my first “sissygasm.”

He kept thrusting. “I’m not through with you yet!” he growled. Soon I felt a new warmth and he came again inside of me. I too, shot another load inside of my gaff, making it soaking wet with my jizz. This was amazing.

Finally he pulled out of me, spanking my ass as he did so. “Did you enjoy that, because I sure did!” he said.

“Yes, it was great! Did I pass the test. Do I have the job?”

“You certainly do, Tina. I think Mike, he’s the owner, is going to keep you for special clients, especially me. See, I want you. I think you’re gonna grow on me, and I can get very possessive. So what do you say? You wanna be my personal slut, and be at my beck and call?”

“Yes Hank, I want that!

“Good. I’ll go tell Rocco to let Mike know. You start this Saturday.”

I cleaned myself up in the bathroom as best I could and did the slut “walk of shame” into the office where Colleen was waiting with Rocco. Hank walked into the room, smiling and whistling.

“She passed with flying colors Rocco. Tell Mike we got a great one here!”

I was proud, and eager to start work, and more excited about getting fucked by Hank on a regular basis. Colleen looked at me and smiled. She was quite happy. When we left and got into her car, she handed me two fifty dollar bills.

“Looks like you passed the challenge Brett, er, I mean Tina.”

“I think you knew that I would, am I right Colleen?”

“Yes Tina, I always had ‘ideas’ about you.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________

____

On Saturday I wore the high, tight black dress Colleen bought for me. She came with me for moral support. I had a good memory and I learned pretty quickly how to balance myself with the heels. Guys made passes at me, and I just fended them off. Hank was in the front of the club; he doubled as the bouncer, and he kept a possessive eye on me. But if something came along, he wouldn’t stop me. That was our agreement. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Colleen getting very chummy with Mike, the owner. I thought nothing of it.

Just then, after I was headed back to the tables with an order, I saw something that made me freeze in my tracks. Joe, Dylan, and Tom, the three murderous assholes from my dorm were seated at one of the tables! What the fuck . . . were they doing here? I thought. I mean, didn’t they know this place catered to mostly gay, transgender clientele? They were anything but, or so I thought. It seemed like they were having a good time. It was all very weird, but it also gave me an idea – for REVENGE.

My “new self” had a new power over big, asshole, horny muscle heads like them. I could pleasure myself while using my gurl-cock to pummel them and humiliate them. I might even be able to pull off some blackmail. My mind was racing with a million things I could do. The way I was dressed – as a sexy cocktail waitress would get their juices flowing, and they would never know it was me from the dim lighting in the place. I could take one or maybe a few of them to the back room and have my way with them. Hank would be close by and would protect me if I needed him. Maybe I should go speak to him first and let him know what I was planning.

When I told Hank, the first thing he wanted to do was to rip those assholes apart and dump them in a river somewhere.

“Here,” he said, producing a house two-way miniature radio. “Put this in your bag and I’ll be listening. If they give you any trouble, I’ll bust in and make them sorry they were ever alive.” I loved Hank even more now because of the protective instinct he showed me.

I was nervous as I left Hank and gave him a lingering tongue kiss. I found one of the other waitresses who I had struck up a friendship with – Felicity, and I bummed a cigarette off her. I only smoked when I was nervous, but smoking an all-white, long, feminine cigarette was also a turn on for me. I guess you could say it was small fetish that gave me a large, stiff boner; smoking while I was dressed. So we each lit up and I walked over to the table where the three of them were seated.

“Hi boys, what can I get you?”

“Well, hello there beautiful,” Joe said; the guy who held me down when I was beaten. Him I wanted to suffer. “Uh, you can bring us three cold Heinekens in frosted mugs,” Joe said, eyeing me from top to bottom.

“So, do you guys come here a lot?” I said, taking a seductive drag off of my Virginia Slims.

Tom answered. “Yeah, we like the atmosphere, you could say. You wouldn’t happen to be up for some ‘fun’ later, would you? I haven’t seen you around here before. You must be new.”

“I might be. I could get off early.”

Well, what do you know, I thought. Apparently these muscle headed idiots had a thing for drag queens or transgender girls. That could work to my advantage, I thought, thinking of Hank.

“Hey that would be great! What’s your name?” Tom asked.

“I’m Tina,” I said.

“I’m Tom, and this ugly shit here is Joe and that’s Dylan,” he said.

I left them after some small talk and came back with their beers. I wondered if those idiots kept this place a secret from everyone else, and that their gym-rat, muscle head act was just that – a cover for what they were really into. I would start with Tom, the one who gave me the worst of the beating that day.

After three drag acts were done on stage, I looked over at Hank and he nodded to me as I approached the guy’s table. I bent down to whisper in Tom’s ear. “We can go somewhere private in the back – I’m horny as fuck. Do you think you can handle me?” I asked as I smiled.

“Oh hell yeah!” he said. Turning to his two friends, he said, “Don’t wait up for me girls!”

As Tom and I walked to the back room where Hank had given me my “test run,” I said to him, “The fee for this service of our establishment is normally five hundred dollars, but I like you and it will only cost you one hundred.”

“Okay, sounds good honey, whatever you say.”

I would do this asshole for free, just for the satisfaction of what I had in mind, but I figured I could use the cash.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

____

The door to the room was closed, and I knocked on it. I was immediately sorry for what I did because it meant that one of my “sisters” was using it. The door opened and Tiffany came out, one of the girls who gave me some encouragement before I started here tonight.

“Oh hi Tina!”

“Hey, I’m not interrupting am I,” I said.

“No, nooooo . . . Ted and I just finished. He’s a regular of mine.”

I felt relieved at that, and took Tom in by the hand.

“You want a drink Tom?” I offered, pointing to the bar on the side.

“Yeah, I’ll have a scotch.”

“Good, I’ll have one too, and I’ll pour. Make yourself comfortable,” I said.

I handed Tom his drink and he sat on the couch next to me and we both finished up. As usual mine was a double. I lit another cigarette, and it seemed to turn Tom on as I saw a tent appear underneath his DOCKERS slacks. I grinned to myself.

As soon as he downed the rest of his drink he stood up, and banged the glass on the bar table, like he was a regular here and “entitled” to what would come next.

I reached over to Tom and my long, painted nails brushed against his cock, making him moan. I got down on my knees on the plush red carpet next to him and started opening the zipper and the button on his trousers.

“Yeah, yeah, now you’re talking Tina.”

I reached under his boxers, purposely giving the brute a little scrape on the balls with my fingernail as I pulled out his cock. He gave a little hiss at the scratch, but he seemed to enjoy it.

“You’re a rough one, aren’t you Tina,” he said.

I gave out a small laugh and pulled out his cock and his balls. He was smaller than Hank. Hell, I don’t think anyone could ever be bigger than Hank. He was hard right away, and I pressed my lips to his cock. I teased him before I did my thing. I just bumped the tip of his cock with my lips, placing them on and taking them off several times. I loved to tease the asshole. He threw his head back and moaned.

I was nice and wet as I placed my lips fully over the head of his cock and used my tongue to sweep over it back and forth like a fleshy paintbrush. I went back and forth, making a tight seal with my lips over just the “helmet,” saving the best for after. Tom was impatient however, and placed his hands on the back of my head and pushed me down onto him. I let him and in a flash I had him all the way inside my mouth.

I used my tongue over his entire shaft keeping my lips closed in a tight seal on him. He met my head thrusts with his own pelvic thrusts, hands just pressing lightly on my head. His moans got more frequent and louder as he kept going.

He was making wordless grunts and swaying back and forth. I increased my speed and felt a sweet/salty pre cum come out and float through my mouth. Then he let out a guttural growl and spewed like a lava flow out of a volcano; white, warm, gooey cum all inside my mouth. I sucked it down like a trooper, letting it hit the back of my throat, swallowing it all down. Some of it I let go down the sides of my lips like a real cum-slut. I loved it. I thought of Hank listening to everything from the little radio in my bag wondering if he was jealous or not. I hoped he would be.

I kept on sucking Tom’s cock, trying to forget his abuse, but I knew my revenge would come. Finally I pulled off him and I looked at him with the cum dripping down my exquisitely made up face; my eyes misted over from the excitement and enjoyment I got from sucking cock.

“Wow you’re like the best Tina!” Tom said, apparently very satisfied.

“I aim to please, Tom,” I said like a real pro.

“Now I need to get off,” I said. I knew this would tell me right away if he knew my “true nature.”

“Yeah then, let’s go!” he said, really shocking me.

Without me telling him a word, he got on the red velvet sofa where I had been just a week ago, and I tugged his pants down past his butt and his boxers too. I knew that this was not this cowboy’s first rodeo.

I got on my knees behind him and spit on my hands, coating his asshole with it, and rubbing it down his taint, sticking my index finger deep inside his boy pussy making him squeal – just like a girl. I spit again and rubbed it over my cock which was hard and pulsing since I stopped at the boy’s table.

Now I spread his butt cheeks apart and lined my cock up with the entrance to his pleasure palace. As soon as my cock tip touched him he moaned and stiffened. I laughed and I inserted myself into him, pushing in hard. This was for my pleasure, not his. He hissed through closed teeth, and then inhaled and exhaled deeply a few times. He was very tight, and it felt wonderful. I went faster and faster inside him, hammering him.

“How do you like being my little bitch now Tom?” I said. He just mumbled nonsense in reply. I picked up the pace and I could feel Tom bucking backwards against me, my balls slapping his butt cheeks in a solid rhythm. I was in control now. I was no longer an little uncertain bitch – I was the real me, and I loved it.

I heard him cry out as I hit his p-spot. It triggered me and I came with everything that was inside me, all the way. I spurt three times in rapid succession, and I felt the dripping of his cum down my butt cheeks. He was now my bitch! I was a total cum slut. I kept going, he was too slippery now for me to stop. I took several deep breaths, and I came again. He screamed, triggered by me and shot another load out onto the couch that’s seen plenty of action before.

Now I pulled out after first slowing down. He turned around and looked at me. I kissed him on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz, which he loved. Just then, I wondered if he dressed or not. I leaned down to the floor where my bag with the little radio was and I said, “NOW HANK!”

Tom was too worn out to say anything. He was completely taken by me. In just a couple of minutes the door opened up and Hank was standing there in the doorway – his girth, all muscle, taking up the narrow space.

“Who’s this?” Tom asked, totally bewildered and maybe a bit frightened too which I hoped he was.

“Oh Tom, let me introduce you to Hank. He’s part of what you’re paying me for.”

“What? I don’t get it?”

“You will soon, cowboy,” Hank said, a menacing look on his face.

“Tina, I think it’s time for Tommy here to see what’s behind door number two!”

Now I spoke in my Brett voice. “Hey Tom, remember me?”

A shocked look of fear and recognition spread across Tom’s face. “Brett? How did you . . . what are you?”

“That should be obvious to you Tom. The question is, what are you?”

“You’re the guy who likes to beat up on sissies I’ve been told!” Hank said. Then the realization finally dawned on him.

“Hey wait a second! I, I mean we were just having some harmless fun with Brett, uh, I mean Tina here! Brett! Tell this guy we didn’t mean anything by it! PLEASE!” Now Tom was shaking.

“You know Tom, Hank said. You should be man enough to know that you don’t beat up on your own kind!” Hank pointed to a little camera hidden in the chandelier on the ceiling. “We’ve got this whole session on tape!”

“Wait! I can explain! Dylan and Joe aren’t like me, I mean, they don’t . . . they’re STRAIGHT! They have no idea what I like. They just came with me tonight for the show – to watch the drag queens on stage.”

“Oh, so you mean if they found out you liked getting your ass pounded by transgender women they would be a bit surprised?” I said, batting my eyes.

Tom knew we had him. “Please, they don’t know the girls here – like Tina are transgender.”

“Okay,” Hank said. “Fair enough. Your friends don’t know you like taking big cocks up your ass do they?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean. I got a reputation to protect.”

“I’ll bet you do,” I said.

“So what do you think Hank?”

“I think,” Hank said. “If you want your reputation to be protected, you’re going to work here. You’re going to let us dress you up like the sissy you are, and let everyone who wants to, have you.”

“But look at me!” Tom pleaded. “I’d never pass for a woman.”

Hank laughed and looked Tom over. “Yes you would. I know lots of guys who would love a piece of you.”

“Hey, don’t knock it Tom. I tried it just to see what would happen, and I’m having a great time so far. Tonight was just my first night.”

Hank was smiling. “I’m a bit horny tonight Tom. I want you up on that couch. I promise I’ll go easy on you!”

Just like that, Tom hopped up on the couch again and this time, Hank took him. He seemed to enjoy himself, so we promised to keep his secret from his two friends.

In no time at all, Tom, renamed “Crystal” was the newest attraction at “The Smuggler’s Cove.”

As for Colleen, I found out the owner Mike was her brother, and I knew about the wager. I wasn’t angry with her at all. In fact I was grateful to her for helping me to become the slut of all my fantasies.

I became a regular at “The Smuggler’s Cove,” and Hank and I continued to see each other. The next year I even moved in with him. He loved having a transgender girlfriend, and I loved having a big guy like Hank around to make me feel like myself, and protect me from phony bullies with secrets to protect!

❤️❤️❤️


Please don’t forget to leave a STAR rating at the end of this book! I always love to know how people enjoy my work. I write thinking of you!

❤️JD
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