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Take a Look!

Dear Reader,

Here is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other great titles of short erotica. If the link doesn’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica


WHAT’S INSIDE HERE?

This is a compilation of NINE previously published short stories of:

-Reluctant (accidental?) and forced feminization, Transgender erotica, romance, dominant females, lesbian love, gay acceptance, and self-acceptance. MOST of my books have an element of truth (my own, or other transperson’s experience as related to me).

But ALL of my books are considered to be works of fiction, designed solely to entertain; and any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.
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SISSY SWITCH!

A Short Hot Tale of Self-Feminization, Revenge, With Romance and Acceptance Themes

[image: A person with long brown hair and red lipstick  Description automatically generated]


SINCE I REACHED PUBERTY, I ALWAYS HAD A “STRANGE” WAY OF LOOKING AT MY SEXUALITY. At fifteen, I had peach fuzz on my face, and I started having wet dreams. Health class told me all about that stuff since my folks were prudes and didn’t tell me much. My body, however, didn’t change at all, maintaining the skinny, almost tomboy shape that I grew up with.

My peers on the other hand, all seemed to get bigger muscles, real stubble on their chins, and were crazy horny around girls. By seventeen, they were all obsessed with women. I too, was obsessed with women, but in a different way.

I admired women more than I lusted after, or chased them. I became enamored with girls wearing beautiful, but whorish looking makeup, skimpy clothing, and kind of a “trashy look.” Since attracting girls for dating seemed out of the picture for me, my sexual fantasies turned to the clothes the girls wore, their makeup, and especially their underwear. I secretly wanted to “become them,” dress like them, act like them, even talk like them. 

I became fascinated with going online to look at sites that sold women’s clothes, especially lingerie, mostly from AMAZON. I became very familiar with styles and names. I even started masturbating when I thought of what I would look like as a girl. What really pushed me over the edge was reading short stories, e-books, from one of my favorite erotica writers, Jaclyn Dicey; stories about sissies, forced feminization, transgender women - all that stuff.

I wasn’t the athletic type, but I did follow sports, especially the NBA and Major League Baseball, my favorites being the LA Dodgers. Talking sports I thought would save me from ridicule, since I didn’t have the body to play JV or varsity in high school.

But that didn’t work out like I had hoped it would. I was teased unmercifully. At seventeen, at the beginning of senior year, some of the jocks in school started calling me “girlie boy Charlie,” shoving me into lockers, even putting girls underwear into my locker, then taking iPhone pictures of me when I pulled them out, a big look of surprise on my face. I was humiliated practically every day.

Gym class was horrible. I got wedgies all the time, pushed to the ground during football with the wind knocked out of me, and tormented in the shower - never being able to find my underwear after class was over.

In February of my senior year I turned eighteen. I was an adult, at least according to the law. The teasing, however, never abated for a second.

To my tormentors, I had an “I’ll show them” fantasy, where I would get dressed as the most whorish looking slut I could imagine, have them lust after me, do “the nasty,” and then I would “control” them - revenge at last. I didn’t consider myself to be gay. The way I reasoned it out was that if I thought of myself as a woman . . . dressed as a woman . . . if I gave a guy a blowjob, it was ok. 


My sister Jennifer was living at home with me and my parents. She was twenty-one years old and a senior in a commuter college near the house. Most of the time she kept her bedroom door locked.

We were both the same height, and my waist was a thirty, and a lot of her clothes were my size. One day, my passion or “fetish” became too much for me to handle, and with my heart pounding, and a voice in my head telling me that this was all wrong, I went into her bedroom. That morning she was in a hurry to get to class, and her door was unlocked. I remember distinctly it was President’s Day and also my eighteenth birthday! What better way to celebrate adulthood than by giving into my secret desires, even if it was my sister’s stuff.

My parents wouldn’t be home till six o’clock that evening, and Jennifer had class until four, so I had all the time I needed to act out. I was giddy with excitement and there were clothes strewn all over the room. My sister is not really known for her organizational abilities. I found a neon green thong with a G-String attached.

I got chills the first time I touched it. It was a cool satin, and immediately I got a huge boner. I held it up in front of my waist and looked at myself in the mirror. I mouthed “I know you want it. I think I’d love to be pounded by that hard cock of yours,” and other naughty things.

Without waiting, I stripped out of my jeans and my boxer shorts, and stepped into it. Slowly, I moved the thong up my hairless legs, and covered my already hard cock with the deliciously silky thing. I had the strangest sensation when the G-String went between my ass crack and settled over my cherry asshole. A bit of pre cum already leaked out, and a dark stain appeared over the front of the thong.

I took my shirt off and noticed a matching green laced bra on the bed. I closed the clasp shut and then pulled it over my head and shoulders until it settled nicely over my chest and nipples. The lacey material was firm, and the bra was a bit tight on me and pulled some of the fat of my chest together giving me perfect B cup tits.

Then I started rummaging around in her dresser draws for what other goodies I could find; all the time my heart pounding with excitement, and my arousal at an all time peak. I found a short-sleeve satin pink blouse which I slipped on; the cool soft material feeling so good on the bare skin of my back and chest.

Underneath the blouse was a pair of sheer nylon pantyhose with a black-laced top that went up to mid-thigh level. Since my legs had no hair on them it made me feel extra “naughty.”

Then I opened the closet, and I found a short white skirt that was tantalizingly short, just above the laced pantyhose, beltless with a snap on the front. I saw a makeup case on her dresser top. Just one thing was missing - a wig. My sister didn’t have one, but I knew my mother did.

My parents never kept their bedroom door locked either, so it was easy for me to waltz in there, and find the Styrofoam head on the top shelf of her closet with an auburn colored wig which I eagerly grabbed for. I posed in front of her bedroom mirror and placed it on my head. It had a part on the right side, wavy on my forehead, and went just past my “tits”, where the ends curled up.

God, even without makeup I looked great. I could fool any guy or girl into thinking I was a natural female. I practically ran back to my sister’s room to put on the makeup. I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to know how to do that.

I started with the foundation on my face, and then the deep blue eyeshadow, mascara (I had long lashes anyway), and then eyebrow pencil to fill in some spots, and then the coup-de-grace; the lipstick and liner.

Holy shit - I looked fabulous. I wanted to fuck myself then and there. I could see the boner tenting up the white skirt. I must have spent thirty minutes walking back and forth in front of my sister’s bedroom mirror, putting some more of a “sashay” in my walk. I needed high heels, but I knew that would take practice to walk in, so I held off for now. I would have to order them somehow from online. The only question was how would I get them without anyone knowing.

My session ended on the bed with my skirt off, and jerking off into the silky thong. I guess that meant I had to keep it and hide it in my room. If my sister asked about it I would feign innocence. I think I came harder than I ever did in my life.

❤️❤️❤️


Package Received

WHEN I WENT BACK TO SCHOOL THE NEXT DAY, I HAD MY “LITTLE SECRET” TO CHEER ME, AND IT MADE TAKING THE ABUSE A LITTLE BETTER. I needed a name to go with my secret fantasy, and I think the meat heads that abused me helped me out there with that. My parents, sister, and teachers called me Charles, so I thought about it. “Charlene” was a bit too formal. I liked “Charlie,” so the name stuck. I would be “Charlie” when I dressed up.

The next problem was how to get clothes and makeup delivered without arousing suspicion. The logical solution that I hit upon was to get a Post Office Box. That was easy enough. I found an online retailer that dealt in cross dresser clothing and accessories to send me what I picked out. In addition to the standard makeup kit, I decided on a one-piece heavy black satin dress, with no sleeves, just wide shoulder straps, and very low cut. The black laced bra I selected looked perfect underneath. Most of it was covered by the wig I ordered; similar to my mother’s.

So, on weekends when everyone was out, I made sure I had enough time to dress, do what I needed to do, then take everything off, and place it in the original box it came in and store it in the shed out back. But as time went on I just got hornier and hornier. I felt like a real slut with no one to act it out with. I wanted a guy, and I started dreaming about taking a big cock in my mouth, and him. I started reading some more online e-books about femdom, and that sort of thing.

What I really wanted to do was to seduce one of those big jocks who tormented me, and have him fuck me without him being any the wiser, exposing him, and making him my personal fuck toy. It was such a diabolical, titillating plan, and made me hard as a rock.

My answer came in late April after Easter Break. My high school was planning a dance mixer for seniors only with Fillmore Central High across town. We lived in a small suburb, and a lot of the students from both schools knew each other. My plan was just to show up as “Charlie,” and seduce the big meathead star quarterback, Evan Burnside. The dance would be in my high school gym, with a DJ, and plenty of guys. Hey, if Evan didn’t work out there were always the other two morons who hung with Evan - Phil and Steve.

Just a quick background on my “straight role” at the school as Charles McClellan. My friends were few and I was known as a science nerd - chemistry, biology, physics, and calculus. My plans, if I ever got that far, were to attend medical school one day, after attending college The teachers all knew me and gave me some privileges - like keys to certain rooms and labs that were off-access to everyone else. I also had a part-time job tutoring basic chemistry, so I pretty much had free reign of the whole science building.

******

The big night was finally here. My mom’s sister liked to throw a big “After Easter Party,” to cope with the post-holiday doldrums. Usually I would go, because I enjoyed her cooking, and hanging out with them and my cousins, but this year, the party coincided with the dance at my high school. The decision was already made for me. I came down with a bad stomach flu. Poor Charles.

At first, my mom asked me if I would rather have her stay home with me, ply me with chicken broth and saltines, and make me feel better. I told her “Mom, come on, I’m over eighteen already. I don’t need a baby sitter, and I’d much rather see you and dad have a good time at Aunt Edith and Uncle Roy’s house.” As for my sister, you couldn’t pay her to stay home with me. Oh, speaking of Jennifer, she never asked me about her thong. I guess she figured she kept such a messy room, that it would turn up somewhere.

What made the party at my aunt and uncle’s house so appealing was that they had a huge house, with a heated pool, tennis court, and everybody used to stay over Saturday night. There was a large brunch on Sunday, and then the guests would leave for home. We lived just outside of LA, and they lived south of Irvine. It was a long drive, especially with California highway traffic, so it only made sense for everyone to stay over.

The dance was at eight o’clock. At seven, my parents and Jennifer left. As soon as I heard the garage door close, I jumped out of bed and ran out to the shed in the back of the house. I took the large box into my house through the back door to avoid my nosy neighbors.

Everything was perfect. I got dressed quickly because I had lots of time to practice. I ordered three-inch stiletto heels, which, for a beginner with natural balance like me, didn’t take long to adjust to. They tied around my ankles with straps. It felt like I was wearing heels for years.

Last night I painted my toenails a nice cherry red to match my long, fake fingernails and lipstick. I didn’t have the patience to sit around and wait for my toenails to dry. It was almost eight o’clock anyway - time to go.

I took a final look at myself in the mirror and almost came when I saw myself. I went extra heavy on the makeup, and even bought fake eyelashes at CVS at the last minute. (I used a different CVS than the one we always used for obvious reasons).

It was dusk outside, enough light to see, but not enough to make a positive ID. So I strolled with my head down to my car in front of the house and got in. I had a small handbag with me which also included a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I found that some guys were turned on by attractive women smokers, including myself - so I became one.

The drive was twenty minutes, and the parking lot was almost full. I parked against the chain link fence opposite the entrance to the school gym. I chose the last name of “Chisholm.” Charlie Chisholm. It sounded good, had a nice ring to it. If anyone checked my ID like my driver’s license, my first name wouldn’t arouse any suspicion in the two seconds it would take to look at my birthdate.

As I walked towards the entrance, I noticed guys looking my way, which made me smile. Damn, I was hot!

❤️❤️❤️


I Make a Friend

WHEN I WALKED IN, HEADS BEGAN TO TURN ALMOST IMMEDIATELY. I knew about half the people there since the crowd from Fillmore made up most of the students. People from my high school were not exactly all social animals. Across the room I noticed Evan, Phil, and Steve: the meat head Evan, and his two equally moronic football buddies. The three of them did everything together - even studying, which accounted for the fact that the three of them were left back in tenth grade after failing summer school. I knew nineteen year old’s who were juniors in college already.

I went up to the bar and got myself a soft drink, and scouted the place out a bit. I met a girl named Rhonda from Fillmore who was also a senior and we started talking. I never tried out my new persona on a girl before. I figured if I could pass a female’s scrutiny, then I would be fine.

When Rhonda suggested we go out and have a cigarette I was all for it. It was always an icebreaker. Besides, maybe she could introduce me to a whole new cadre of friends that could jump start my social life, since I had none as Charles.

Turns out Rhonda was also eighteen and had been accepted to the same community college that I would be going to in September.

“So Rhonda,” I said, “What kind of guys are your type?” She thought for a second, smiling and blowing a cloud of smoke over my head.

She smirked at me and said, “I like guys that are great in the sack and can fuck me till I limp away. I guess I enjoy being a slut, Charlie. I’ll fuck a guy anyplace, anytime. Last weekend, I did a guy in a movie theatre. We were in the back row, and I sat on his lap as he fucked me.”

I was shocked that a girl could be this forward with a total stranger.

I nodded. “Me too,” I said. “I like the big, dumb jocks that think they’re God’s gift to women, wrapping them around my finger with my pussy, and then controlling them, make them beg for it!”

We both laughed. We were birds of a feather, well, sort of, and hit it off nicely. After we finished our cigarettes, she smoked Virginia Slims 120 Menthols too; we exchanged numbers.

“Hey Rhonda, do you see those three guys standing around at the edge of the dance floor, next to the DJ?”

“Yeah, what about them?”

“They all go to my high school, and they’re big, dumb jocks - all three of them. You see the guy in the middle, the tall one with the short, spiked brown hair?”

“Yeah, so?”

“His name is Evan, and I want to do him tonight. I thought if you could come with me, it wouldn’t be so awkward, and you could get one of the other two, or maybe both of them.”

“Oooh,” she said. “That sounds like fun.”

“There’s only one thing. I don’t know them, and I don’t go to this school, or yours either.” She looked at me surprised.

“Yeah, I’ve never seen you around before Charlie. So what’s your deal?”

I had to think quickly, this was an angle I hadn’t thought of before, so I said, “I go to Lutheran, a private school in the Valley, and most of the girls there are dull, and throw shit parties.”

Rhonda shook her head. “Yeah sure. I get it. But hey, we’ll hang out next year at Dillard Community.”

“Definitely,” I said. I wondered what sex with a bio girl would be like as a transgender. The possibilities blew my mind. Rhonda was an attractive red head with a good figure and a nice tight ass.

We walked back into the gym past the knots of the other smokers and vapers. I nudged her. “Hey, there they are. The tall one is Evan.” She could have asked me how I knew his name, but she didn’t. We looked at each other, smiled like the two predators we were and walked over.

❤️❤️❤️


Flipping the Sissy Switch

IPULLED IT OFF. MY HEART WAS POUNDING. WHAT IF EVAN OR ONE OF THE OTHER TWO MEATHEADS RECOGNIZED ME? I had tons of makeup on, and seeing me would be the last thing they’d expect - especially dressed as a girl.

The music was loud, and my high-pitched girl’s voice that I had been practicing would carry over the noise.

“Hey guys, what’s up?” I looked at Evan as I spoke. His eyes practically popped out of his head. “My name’s Charlie, and this is my friend, Rhonda.” The other two jerks, Phil and Steve were ogling Rhonda (so was I).

Evan was about a head taller than me. He tried to be debonair and suave, but Rhonda and I saw through that right away.

“Nice to meet you girls. I’m Evan, and this here is Phil, and this mutt is Steve.” All three had a dopey grin on.

“So both of you girls go to Fillmore,” Evan asked.

“I go to Fillmore, but Charlie goes to Lutheran, the private school.”

“Oh nice. Yeah, I heard the parties at Lutheran really suck. Most of the guys there are studying to be ministers or something,” Evan said, rolling his eyes.

I smiled at Evan and took the lead. “You care to dance stud?” Wow. Was that me talking like that? I might just as well have come out and said, I want your cock all to myself.

“Sure,” he said, “let’s go,” and he took my hand and led me onto the floor. I made sure to let my fingernails dig a little into the palm of his hand.

The music was fast, but I didn’t care, I pressed myself up against him, my fake boobs pressing out through my satin dress, and the nipples touching his chest. I could feel his boner grinding against my thigh. My heart beat slowed as I realized he didn’t recognize me.

“My,” I said teasingly, “You’re nice and hard. I suppose I turn you on,” leaning in close to him.

“Yeah baby, you really do.” The chump was falling for me instantly. The strobe lights masked my hand movements as I grabbed his cock which was tenting up through his jeans. He made a small gasp of pleasure, and I used that moment to look up at him, almost standing on the tips of my black high heels, and kissed him. I stuck my tongue right away into his mouth, roping mine around his.

I had a large boner myself, which was blocked nicely by the gaff I wore underneath my thong. I ran my nails over his fly and his crotch, arousing him more. I stopped kissing him for a second and leaned in close to his ear and whispered, “You’re making me wet.”

He was breathing heavy and said, “Yeah, I wish there was someplace we could go.”

We kept dancing and I let him keep grinding up on me. I felt a bit of pre cum leaking into my gaff. I took my hand and slid it underneath his jeans and boxers and grabbed his cock. It never occurred to me that that the first guy’s cock I grabbed would be Evan’s, but I just smiled. I rubbed it with the tips of my fingers, and I could feel moistness coming from his tip. His cock had to be at least seven or eight inches long, and it was so wide that my small hands had trouble wrapping around his girth.

“I think I know a place we can go to Evan.”

“Really,” he gasped. “Sure, just show me the way.”

A look over at the dance floor showed my new friend Rhonda dancing with Steve, and Phil with some girl from Fillmore. I made eye contact with Rhonda, and she smiled a wicked smile at me. God, I felt like such a slut. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me.

“Follow me,” I said, and grabbed his hand.”

“Hey, how do you know your way around here?” he said with a dumb look on his face.

“I know people,” is all I said. He just shrugged and we walked up the staircase to the physics lab. I picked that lab to take Evan because it didn’t have chemicals or organisms floating around. His eyes bulged when I pulled a large keyring from my bag and unlocked the door to the lab.

“How did you? . . . .” he said.

I put my finger up to my lips and said “Shushhhh.”

There was a large wooden table in the middle of the room. I didn’t turn the lights on which would have alerted security. The less Evan saw, the better.

I pushed Evan against the side of the table and pulled his fly down while kissing him again on the mouth. He started grabbing for my tits, getting a handful of my silicone breasts through the lacy bra. I undid his belt and dropped his trousers and his boxers down around his ankles.

“Oh yeah baby, do me, please!” he was pleading.

“Now, now, patience, Evan.”

My heart was practically leaping out of my chest. “Charlie” wanted this badly, while “Charles” would have been repulsed by the idea.

I put a rubber pad from the table on the floor next to the table, so it went underneath my knees. Next thing I knew, I had my first flesh and blood cock, and not some silicone dildo up against my moist lips. I opened them slowly and moved them from side to side against his meaty helmet.

At the same time, I used the tips of my fingernails to gently touch the sensitive underside of his cock. My mouth was practically opened as wide as it would go, and I barely fit the whole head of his cock between my lips. I could already taste a sweet saltiness dripping from him.

“I’m gonna cum all over your painted face bitch!” he growled. Now I had the first third of his shaft in my mouth, my tongue sliding against the bottom of it. He pressed my new brunette wig against his waist. He didn’t have to because I wanted this just as, if not more than he did.

My mouth was very wet, so it was easy to slide the rest of him deep into the back of my throat. I practiced enough with my dildo collection to make me a pro.

Now I was in full-on sucking and licking mode, wrapping my tongue around his massive girth causing him to groan. I went faster and faster. I almost came myself. I was sure that if he touched my crotch he would feel my hard-on. That’s how turned on I was.

He let out a stifled moan and blew a gigantic load of hot, ropy cum into my mouth, filling it. Then he removed his cock and true to his word, he squirted the rest of it onto my eyes, cheeks, and chin. It made my mascara run. Being a slut was more pleasurable than anything I had experienced before. On a scale of one to ten, this was a fifty, easily.

I put my mouth back on his cock and continued sucking, slurping up every drop of his jizz.

Then I stood up and faced him, my eyes sticky from his cum. I wanted him to lick it off my face. Surprisingly, he didn’t hesitate and licked my face, my eyes, and my chin.

I laughed, and asked him, “So how do I taste?”

“Oh, you’re fucking wonderful, Charlie.”

“Speaking of which,” I said, coyfully, “How would you like to fuck me now?” I taunted him, and being the big, dumb jock that he was, he wasn’t one to back down from a challenge.

“Yeah baby, bring it on!” he yelled.

The whole thing was surreal; the moonlight and the light from the lamp poles in the parking lot coming through the slats of the window blinds.

“Just wait right there,” I said. “I have to go to the ladies room to freshen up.”

“Sure, go right ahead. You know where I’ll be.” I gave him a taunting laugh.

When I came back into the lab, he pulled me close to him and put his hands underneath my dress, and grabbed for my thong. I smacked his hand away.

“Charlie, what the fuck?” he said.

“Oh you’ll still fuck me, but I’ve got something much better for you.” I reached into my bag for some K-Y Jelly. I was going to need it for this.

“Holy shit. You’re wild!” he said.

I leaned facing front over the wooden table and squeezed out some of the K-Y and smeared it over my butt, sliding my G-String over to the side. Then I took what was left on my hand and reached back, and put the rest over his cock which was hard again.

“I’m gonna rock your world, Evan. Now I want you to promise me that you’ll ram me good.”

“Deal, baby.”

I felt the tip of his cock against my cherry “bussy,” and I gasped when his head slid inside. It was a bit painful even after all the times I had practiced with the silicone dildos. I stuck some K-Y inside myself, which was pleasurable in itself, but it was nothing like the real thing. “Come on big guy, let’s see what you’ve got,” I said.

Now he shoved his cock all the way inside me, filling me with the girth and warmth of it. I moved my ass backwards into him and met him thrust for thrust. I could feel his meaty balls slapping my butt cheeks. The deeper he went, the more I felt a shiver well up inside me, and my cock, or “clitty” was ready to blow.

He went faster and faster, and I thought my skin would fall off. He fucking loved it too. Suddenly, he let out a howl, like he threw a touchdown pass, and shot a warm, hot, creamy load inside of me. His jizz was leaking out the sides of my butt and onto the back of my legs. I thought it would come out of my throat; it was such a large load.

At the same time, I came too, filling up my thong with my own cum. His thrusting slowed, and he pulled out, turning me around to face him. He made me get onto my knees on the rubber cushion and said, “Now bitch, lick me off!”

“With pleasure,” I said and laughed as I did just that. When I was done, and every drop of Evan’s cum was accounted for, I pulled him in close to me and I spoke in the voice of Charles.

“Do you know who it is you just fucked and gave you a blow job, Evan???”

“What? Wait a second . . . how? . . . Who are you??”

“You big, dumb shit, it’s Charles, the skinny science nerd you used to beat up on.”

“Yes Evan, I’m a transgender woman -  a shemale if it makes you feel any better.”

“Why, I ought to beat the shit out of you right now!”

“Hold on a second cowboy. Don’t get any funny ideas of revenge because I recorded this whole session on my iPhone and uploaded it to my Mac, so if you try anything the whole school will know you plowed . . . another guy???”

He stood there, dumbfounded. “But I don’t think you’ll say anything Evan, you know why? Because I know you enjoyed this just as much as I did. In fact, I think I’d like to return the favor and fuck your little pink ass too, and you can then suck me off. Because two can play this game. I have nothing to lose, and graduation is fast approaching.”

A defeated look came over his face. “So what do you want to do now?”

“Well, after you fuck and suck me good, I think you’ll be my little sissy boy fuck toy for a while. See, I know you’re not going to college. You weren’t quite good enough for a football scholarship, and I’m going to community college nearby. So we can see each other for a long time to come yet.

Then Evan gave me the surprise of my life. He turned around and bent over the wooden desk. “Charlie,” he said. “I want you to promise me that we can continue our relationship any way you want. Truth is, I can’t wait to have you inside of me.”

“Oh that’s so sweet Evan,” I said. “You have a deal.”

I was flabbergasted. But then, I kind of knew that Evan would be mine. As for the other two jerks downstairs, I think that Evan might like some company on his journey. We should start planning that out. Mine was in full gear.

❤️❤️❤️


THE SISSY PLUNGE

A Forced Feminization, Transgender Romance, Straight Guy Sissification, Slutty Office Affair Story

[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]


A Fresh Start

JOHN BUFORD?” THE RECEPTIONIST CALLED OUT INTO THE WAITING ROOM, LOOKING AROUND.

“Here,” I said and self-consciously raised my hand, getting dirty looks from the five others sitting in the doctor’s office style waiting room.

“This way please,” the middle aged woman in the gray business suit, with streaked gray hair up in a bun said. She was the kind of woman who looked like she’d been sitting at a reception desk her whole life since high school. The kind of woman who could disappear in a room full of people just by her plainness.

I entered through the double oak doors. The raised lettering at the top said, “Zenith Advertising, LLC.” An “ordinary” looking man sat behind the desk. His name plate said “Daniel Sickles, Director of Personnel.” A heavyset man I would say who was in his mid-forties, whose expression was bored, indifferent. His actions could change lives, make careers, put food on the table for a family, or, in my case, help me make a start in a new town.

I was twenty eight years old, and spent the last six years in the Marine Corps, as a gunnery sergeant who served three tours in Afghanistan, and one year of embassy duty in Paris, France, of all places. My friends thought I was crazy to give up a cush gig in the heart of Europe for mud huts, snipers, and IEDs in such a dangerous hell hole. But, I figured, I joined the Marines to serve and to fight. If I could list it on my application, a job skill I would put down would be “killing the enemies of my country - with extreme prejudice.”

Before I joined the Corps a year out of college, I had a degree in marketing, and always wanted to try my hand at selling other people’s products and services. I thought I was good. The only question now was, would Daniel Sickles say the same thing.

When I walked in, he was thumbing through some papers; my application paperwork, looking at them with his thick, black framed glasses down the bridge of his nose.

Without looking at me, he said, sounding bored as fuck, “Have a seat.” I sat down in the leather chair in front of his desk.

“University of Virginia, Class of 2012, 3.2 cum, Bachelor of Arts in Marketing.” He cleared his throat. “Enlisted US Marine Corps, (mumbling) three tours of combat in Afghanistan, Silver Star, Honorable Discharge at rank of Gunnery Sergeant.”

“Very impressive Mr. Buford,” he said, now looking at me, his hands folded on his desk. “It seems like you have leadership experience, can work well with others. But tell me,” he said looking me right in the eyes, “why would you give up . . . it says here embassy duty in Paris, for a combat zone?”

“Well Sir, you mentioned leadership skills. I didn’t think I was getting that telling Frenchmen where to go for visa applications.”

“Humm, I see,” he said and smiled. “Okay, I get it. I was Civil Air Patrol, you know,” he said sticking out his chest. I just nodded.

Now in this position as a sales executive, you’ll be assigned clients, and work under the supervision of a senior member of the firm. This person will show you the ropes and based on their assessment, give you your own clients and projects to work on. I trust your computer and graphic arts skills are up to par?”

“Yes Sir. Most of my knowledge in those areas is self-taught.”

“Impressive,” he said. “Nice.”

“Well, you certainly make a nice appearance as someone I would want representing the firm.” I was wearing my best suit I could find, and just got a haircut and shaved my beard off.

It was a Thursday afternoon. He leaned forward. “How would you feel about starting on Monday morning. Be here at nine o’clock sharp, ok?”

“Yes Sir!” I was very pleased. I had rent to pay for a small studio in the city, and car lease payments, for a new Toyota Prius.

“You’ll report to Miss Reynolds on the second floor. She’s a senior account manager , and will report to me after your first week. Now, she may come off a little cold, but that’s just her personality, so don’t take it personally. She really knows this game and you can learn a lot from her, okay?”

“Thank you Mr. Sickles, I won’t disappoint you.”

“That’s good to hear, but Miss Reynolds is the one you’ll have to impress, Mr. Buford. I have faith in you.” That was the first time I saw him smile. “Welcome to Zenith Advertising. Before you leave, I want you to go down the hall to your right and see my assistant, Mr. Gouverneur K. Warren who will get you squared away with your tax forms, and all the other paperwork.”

He stood up, I followed, and he shook my hand. I was off to the races.

❤️❤️❤️


A New Beginning

Iwore the same suit as on Thursday, but with a different shirt and tie, and my sensible, “Dr. Comfort” shoes. After being a Marine I took seriously the comfort of footgear.

I reported to Miss Reynolds’s office at nine o’clock on the nose and knocked on her door. The sign simply said “Joanne Reynolds, Senior Account Executive.”

“Come in,” said a pleasant sounding voice from inside.

As soon as I stepped into the office, I was smitten by a beautiful, dark brunette, with brown, almond shaped eyes, thick brown natural eyelashes, with a beautiful face and very alluring figure. It was hard to take my eyes off her ample cleavage, (had to be a double “D”) made all the more visible by a starched white blouse with the first three buttons undone. A black laced bra was underneath it, and she wore an attractive navy blue business suit. Her lipstick was a cherry red, and was complimented by just the right touch of rouge on her high cheek bones.

I tried my best not to stare. “Mr. Buford, how do you do? I’m Joanne Reynolds.” She extended her hand, and I shook it. She had a very firm grip, which surprised me a little. But she was anything but petite.

“Please, take a seat,” she said in a no-nonsense business tone.

“So, Mr. Sickles tells me that he thinks you’d be a perfect fit for our company. You have leadership skills, a drive to succeed, and have the rudimentary online skills to do the job well.”

As she told me this she was completely expressionless. Sickles was right; she was a bit cold. But no matter. I was hired to do a job, not go out on a date.

“Yes I do, Miss Reynolds,” I said, nodding my head. Perhaps sensing my unease she broke the ice.

“Please,” she said. “Call me Joanne. We’re going to be working very closely; this isn’t the Marines,” she smiled.

“Okay, Joanne it is. Please call me John,” I said smiling, trying to interject a bit of levity into the situation. “So does this mean I don’t have to salute you?”

She just smiled; obviously not one for jokes.

“Over the weekend I was thinking how best to put you to use, which client I could use you on.”

I suppose I was eager to get started, so I said, “Have you decided on a client?”

She stared at me for more than just a minute, which made me just a tad uncomfortable. Then she looked as if she was thinking about how to phrase what came next. She seemed a bit hesitant.

“Well, there is this one client who is very picky, John, I mean really picky about who he works with. I’m thinking that you and I could pull it off. This account is worth millions.”

I didn’t know what to say. I supposed feeling “honored” would be good, and besides; if I did well, it would cement my position in this company.

“Sounds good Joanne. So, what product does this company have, and what’s its name?”

“The name of the company is “Lady Chamberlain’s Maid.” She paused and said expressionless, “Women’s lingerie.”

My eyes bulged a bit. “Women’s lingerie??” I repeated.

“Yes John, was I not clear? The company, as you probably know is a chief competitor to Victoria’s Secret.”

I did hear of it, and I knew that they had some pretty stiff (pardon my pun) competition.

I laughed and continued. “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable having a woman work on this project with you?” That was the old school part of me talking. White was white, black was black, women were women, and men were men.

“Well, ordinarily John, that might be the case. But Mr. Meade, Mr. George Gordon Meade, seems to prefer . . . men. Let me explain something about Lady Chamberlain’s Maid in case you didn’t know. Lady Chamberlain’s Maid caters to men who like to crossdress, and also to transgender women. So, do you understand now why he prefers men to work with him?”

“Oh, I see. So, I would look at the line, and come up with clever slogans and design commercials and social media things, right? Stuff like that.” I thought about it for a minute and then added, “But wouldn’t you be better off finding an advertising person who is a transgender female to better approach the product line?

Joanne shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Not necessarily John. I don’t know what Meade is thinking, I just know that he requested a male for this position.”

“Okay then,” I said, “So when do we start?”

“We have a meeting with him next week on Thursday afternoon with him at his office in midtown. But before then, we will brainstorm some ideas to run by him. I want to see how creative you are.”

I was glad to have a job and a very important client to work with right from the start, yet I also had some suspicions as well.

******


ITHOUGHT JOANNE WAS HOT, I MEAN REALLY HOT. Hell, if it wasn’t for the fact that she was my boss, I’d be thinking about asking her out, and spreading her on her big desk and pounding her until I came all over that beautiful face. I fantasized about a full-blown taboo office romance.

Whenever I came into her office I had a huge boner, and I had trouble taking my eyes off that beautiful big cleavage. The other day I could see her nipples tenting out of her crisp, white, starched blouse. It was making me insane, but she never noticed, or she did a great job of covering it up.

In either case she was indifferent to me; all business. That all changed on a Tuesday evening after work. We stayed later than the other employees of the firm working on our approach. Joanne walked out first to go to her car parked on the second level of the five level parking garage across the street. I stopped briefly to use the men’s room.

In the several times that we’ve worked together on this project, she always left before I did, never once offering to come and accompany me out. I had offered to come with her, but she always refused.

That Tuesday it just so happened that we both parked on the second level. The elevator wasn’t working, and I made my way up the staircase to the second floor. It was close to eight pm, and there were never very many cars there, which was a good thing because often I would lose my car if it was crowded.

When I got up to the second floor landing, I heard a commotion coming from the other end of the parking lot from where my car was. In the distance, I could see a stocky guy with his back to me, and Joanne facing him. It looked like he had a gun or another weapon pointing at her, and I heard him tell her to “shut up!” One hand was on her shoulder.

I got about ten yards away from them, and I knew I was taking a big chance, but my training kicked in. There wasn’t any time to call 911. “Hey! What’s going on here,” I called out, walking closer. The guy was wearing a black balaclava mask and a hooded sweatshirt. It appeared as if he was getting ready to rape her.

The guy turned around quickly, one arm around Joanne’s neck, and the other outstretched pointing the 9mm handgun at me. I had my hands up. “Okay, okay, calm down, don’t shoot,” I said in the calmest voice I could muster given the circumstances.

The gun was about three feet from my face. With a quick motion, I quickly side-stepped and grabbed his upper wrist, and the gun was now turned around, in my possession, the barrel pointing straight at him.

“Now please,” I said, “Let the lady go.”

The guy was stunned, and Joanne practically leapt away from her attacker. Her mouth hung open. “Joanne,” I said, now pointing the gun directly between the guy’s eyes, “Please call 911.”

Three police cars came, all within about two minutes. They took statements from Joanne and me. As it turns out, this guy was wanted in connection with three other rapes in various indoor garages around the city.

After the police left, Joanne was still in a state of shock. She heard the police officers talking to me and heard them commend me for my actions. They were very impressed, and wondering why I chose a career in advertising instead of law enforcement. Simple, I said. It was precisely because of moments like this that I chose another career.

After she calmed down, both of us were left standing alone in the parking garage. She looked at me like I was some sort of action super hero. Her attitude toward me really changed then.

She was at least a foot shorter than me, but because of her stiletto heels, she was able to raise her head towards me, hug me around the shoulders and kiss me hard on the lips. Maybe it was the left over adrenalin coursing through my blood, or the intense sexual frustration I felt whenever I was around her, or a combination of the two, but whatever it was, I was in.

Her tongue was inside my mouth, looping itself around mine, and she was pressing against me. All of her delightful smells turning me on as well. Her perfume, the strawberry scent of her hair, and the smell of smoke from her long menthol cigarettes.

She broke off me for just a second and whispered into my ear, somewhat out of breath. “I’m so wet right now John, I feel like I could come any second. Follow me in your car to my place.”

❤️❤️❤️


After Hours

WE GOT TO HER APARTMENT ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, AND OF COURSE THERE WAS A GARAGE UNDERNEATH HER BUILDING. She insisted that I park right next to her in the guest spot. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I mean, she was still freaked out, and probably would be for a long time.

As soon as I stepped out of my car, she was right there, pinning me against my door, shoving her tongue right into my mouth again and refused to let go of me. Some of the other tenants of her building came down to get their cars and they saw us, but neither she nor I cared very much about what they thought.

After a good fifteen minutes, during which time my massive cock was throbbing in my pants, pre cum moistening my boxers, she broke off from me and hooked her arm through mine and led me to the elevator, nodding to the security guy at the main desk in the impressive lobby.

In the elevator to the twelfth floor where she lived, she pressed her body against mine and reached through my trousers underneath my boxers, grabbing my cock. As soon as the elevator “dinged” upon arrival at her floor, she reluctantly stopped what she was doing, looked at me sideways and smiled as we left the elevator.

Her apartment was located in a luxury building, a far cry from the third floor one bedroom walk up that I lived in. We entered into a well-furnished, expansive living room with a cocktail bar in one corner, a fireplace, and a kitchen off to the side with a granite table in the middle to sit and eat. Everything looked new, from all the appliances to the furniture. In the middle of the living room, a plush sofa stood against a wall with a seventy - inch big screen TV and speakers against the opposite wall.

“You know something John,” she said to me standing at the entrance to her living room; “You’re really something, you know that? What you did in that garage turned me on like I’ve never been turned on before.”

“Well thanks Joanne, I aim to please.”

“You sure did,” she said, smiling at me. “You saved my life, for God’s sake! Oh, where are my manners? Would you like a drink? I’m having a glass of chilled white wine.”

“Sounds good to me, sure,” I said.

“Great, uh, why don’t you have a seat on the sofa? I’ll be right over with the drinks.”

“Sure,” I said and took a seat on the sofa, admiring the paintings she had on the wall. All modern art, some recognizable from my limited art knowledge. There was also an oak book case with a number of hard bound books in it, all classics from the few I saw on my way over to the couch.

She sat down next to me and reached into her bag for a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I also had a rather big smoking fetish as well - a leftover from my high school days that never really went away.

Seductively, she took a drag and looked at me with her eyes misted over. “How’s the wine?” she asked. I had taken a sip, and not being a connoisseur of the finer things in life I said, “Okay, I guess - I’m not really a wine person.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys aren’t I think.” Her hand was on my thigh, moving up to my crotch, trying to finish what she started in the elevator. She continued puffing on her cigarette and she seemed to be studying me.

“Say, where did you learn that cute maneuver you pulled with that piece of shit in the garage?”

“I thought you would have read my job application. I was a Gunnery Sergeant in the Marine Corps and did two tours in Afghanistan.”

“Oh wow” she said, visibly impressed.

I shrugged. I just signed up, did what I had to do, and that’s that.”

She must have heard snippets of the story when I told the cops, but I guess it turned her on enough to hear me tell it.

All the while her hand was grabbing my crotch, her fingernails digging into my trousers, and then moving to pull down my zipper. My cock was pulsating with anticipation of what was to come next.

She took a sip of wine and a drag from her cigarette and leaned in close to me, kissing me again hard on the lips, sticking her tongue into my mouth, roping it around mine. She did this thing where her tongue slid up and down mine which made me crazy.

My trousers and my boxers were now down around my ankles, and she stopped kissing me and went right for my cock.

“Oh my God John,” she said. “You have a massive cock. It’s about as big as the vibrating dildo I use to pleasure myself with.”

I said nothing, closing my eyes and enjoying the feel of her moist lips on me. She played around at the head, slowly sucking on it and using her tongue to play with the slit, teasing, taking her lips off and on.

She made soft cooing noises. What really flipped me out was that if the episode in the parking garage never happened, this probably wouldn’t be happening either. I guess that some women are turned on by danger.

She was straddling me, on her knees on the sofa, bending over my lap. I pushed her head down on my cock, but it didn’t require much effort because she was already zeroed in on it. I lifted my shirt up and let her smooth silky hair brush over my tummy as her lips went up and down my whole shaft. “Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned.

This made her work harder. Her lips remained closed and slid up and down my whole shaft, and she was able to do it without even gagging. At the same time, the top of her tongue was rubbing against the bottom of the sensitive skin underneath the head of my cock.

I was coming close to the edge, pre cum dripping out, grabbing her hair tightly, as she went faster and faster on me. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I don’t know if I was fast or slow because it had been so long since I had even had a blow job before.

It came upon me like a sneeze, and I shot a huge wad of warm, sticky jizz into her mouth. There was so much, and little spurts after the big one that caused some to leak out of the sides of her mouth and run down her chin. She kept on sucking, drinking it all in. My orgasm was intense - I stiffened and became consumed by pure lust. I didn’t want this feeling to end.

Finally she pulled off me, and her chin and lips were glistening with my jizz all around her. Her eyes had a misty look, and she was staring at me. Slowly she moved up to my face and kissed me hard, giving me a sweet-salty taste of my cum. I licked it off her chin and cheeks, some of it dripping onto my bare chest. At the same time, she was rubbing her crotch against my thigh.

When I had licked her clean, she collapsed her body on top of me, her silky hair resting underneath my chin, and on my chest. It felt so good, wonderful in fact.

“Ummm,” she sighed. “That was so good John. You’re terrific. I got off too.”

“Good, I’m glad. You’re not so bad yourself.”

She laughed and took another sip of wine and lit up another cigarette, and leaned on an elbow, smoking, and looking at me. We made small talk, and I was hoping that this could be a regular thing. I was dying to fuck her, and was still hard. The sight of her smoking being a big turn on for me.

❤️❤️❤️


Interesting Turn of Events

AND NOW IT’S MY TURN,” SHE SAID TEASINGLY, AND PULLED ME OFF THE COUCH AND WALKED ME INTO THE BEDROOM. I loved eating pussy, and just the thought of Joanne’s made me harder than Mt. Rushmore.

Once on the bed, I took off my slacks and the rest of my clothes, and she was just wearing her brassiere, sheer nylons, a garter belt, straps, and a black G-String. We were on our knees facing each other, and she couldn’t get enough of kissing me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in closer to her. I stuck my fingers underneath her garter, and she smacked my hand away. I pulled off of her, a glazed expression on my face.

“Joanne. What the heck?”

Seeing that I was hurt she was quick to reassure me. “John, I do so want you to fuck me, but I have a surprise for you I think you’ll like even better than my pussy.”

Quickly, she turned around and got down on all fours, and moved the strap from her G-String aside. Her asshole looked so perfect and pink. She reached into her nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, liberally applying it to her butt, and reaching around to rub it on my cock. I almost came again the way her slick hand lingered on me going up and down. She was grinning at me, the long cigarette dangling from her lips, then turned her head forward.

I grabbed hold of her hips and placed the tip of my cock against her opening. Honestly, I had never done this before, and when my tip entered her I knew I would be in for a great time. The way she just closed in around my tip rocked my world.

“C’mon John, show me what you can do,” she coyly said.

I really didn’t need much of an invitation, and slid all the way in. My God, I thought to myself, she’s been practicing - a lot. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before, the way her hole just swallowed up my cock. Joanne met my slow thrusts with hers, keeping pace with me. She was tighter than any pussy I ever had, and turned me on something fierce. I didn’t think I could ever fuck a vagina again after tonight.

Now the pace picked up, and each time I thrust inside her, the silky warmth of her drove me to the edge; but Joanne was a master at keeping me from blowing my load completely. She had this down to a science - teasing me to the climax, and then bringing me back. It only made me want her more.

I grabbed her sides hard and went like an unstoppable piston. I heard her cry out - I made her come. At the same time, I blew a cannonball load of fresh jizz, even more than before inside her. The wet warmth of her kept me hard and kept me going. The guttural, primal sounds coming from me let her know how much I enjoyed it.

Slowly I pulled out, my jizz dripping down the sides of her butt and onto my balls. She stayed in her original position and said, “Come on John.”

It was an invitation to me which I greedily accepted. I spread her butt cheeks apart, slid down, and stuck my tongue onto the fresh, cherry opening to her pleasure cave. I felt her stiffen and hiss through her teeth as my tongue slowly worked its way up and down, tasting my own jizz.

After I licked her clean, and she was satisfied, she turned around, faced me, and kissed me again. Something told me she wasn’t done with me yet.

“John,” she said, “Do you like my tits,” and she slid her brassiere off, and I saw two gorgeous melons with perky nipples standing on edge. She pushed herself closer and into me, her right nipple going between my lips. I played with it, circling my tongue around the sides and the tip; then sucking it. She grabbed my head and moaned.

She laughed. “I guess the answer is a big ‘yes.’”

I looked up and smiled.

She backed off me slowly, and unhooked her garter, the straps falling away. Then she reached over to her night table and lit another one of her long cigarettes, staring at me and puffing sensuously, turning me on again.

She saw me get hard again and smiled. “You know, John, it’s really cool that I turn you on like this.” Joanne was wiggling her waist, teasing me, and thrusting it out at me. I reached out for the front of her thong, and she pulled away, looking at me and pouting.

“Be patient now dear,” she said. I was thinking of that delicious mound underneath and what I would do, how artfully I would use my tongue.

“Some more wine?” she asked as she finished her cigarette.

“No thanks, I’m okay. But please feel free if you want to.”

She abruptly got off the bed and walked across the bedroom into the hallway and downstairs. I was too mesmerized looking at her shapely hips and her feet in those four-inch high heels that strapped around her feet. The straps from her garter hung over her thighs, swinging as she left the room.

She came back about five minutes later holding two glasses of wine.

“You didn’t have to Joanne, I said I was fine.”

“I’m your boss John, and if I say you need a glass of wine, you need a glass of wine. I need you mellow for this next part.”

Now my curiosity was really peaked. She raised her glass in a toast, and I met hers, and we clinked.

“To new friendships and business success,” she said.

“To new friends, and lots of sex,” I responded, trying to be a smartass.

Joanne laughed as we sat on the edge of the bed drinking.

******

I was sitting on the side of the bed and Joanne stood up in front of me and slowly pulled down the front of her black, silk, thong. Even with the mellowing effect of the wine, my eyes bulged, and my mouth hung open. She had a cock. But not just any cock, I mean it was huge.

“Joanne, is this some kind of joke?” I bent forward in total shock to see if maybe it was a really good silicone imitation of a real cock, with straps holding it. But it was real alright, and the area around it and her massive balls was all shaved.

“No joke, John. I’m a shemale. I prefer the term much better than a crossdresser or transgender woman. I transitioned about five years ago and used medication to do so. The fact is, I like having a cock. I call it my little clitty.”

But it was anything but little.

“Well, okay,” I said, without knowing anything else to say. The thought ran through my mind that I had just plowed another man with my cock, and let another man give me a blowjob, but that wouldn’t quite be the truth, now would it? I mean, she had tits and a curvy woman’s figure, a woman’s voice, and facial features. There was absolutely no way to tell that she was anything but a woman - except, of course, for the cock.

She sat on the bed, facing me and placed her arms around my shoulders. “Come on now John.” She said. “I know you enjoyed yourself and probably had the best sex of your life just now, right?”

I had to admit , she had me there. “Yes, Joanne, you’re right, I did.”

“That’s good John, very good, because now it’s time for me to get off.”

I thought for a moment. What did she want me to do - suck  her cock?

She had another lit cigarette dangling from her mouth with a mischievous look in her eyes.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “As I explained earlier, Mr. Gordon Meade only wants men - but ‘sissy boy’ men to represent him and work on his account. He feels they bring a certain ‘flair’ to his products.”

“Now I really don’t see you not going along with this. In fact, I especially chose you, and also because I’m quite fond of you. You really turn me on John, you know that. 

“But I’M NOT A SISSY, Joanne,” I protested loudly.

“John, I never said you were. You just told me that you enjoyed what we did. Don’t tell me any different. Now be a good boy and get on your hands and knees and face the front of the bed.” She sensed my reluctance and she continued. “Look, I tell you what. If you really don’t enjoy it when I fuck you, we don’t have to go any farther, and no harm done. You’ll still keep your job, only you won’t be working with me on this project. I’ll just keep looking for another male. But the thing is, I really am very attracted to you John.”

She laughed out loud. “Now be a good boy and ‘take one for the gipper.’”

I sighed. Who knows, maybe I should trust Joanne. I mean she really turns me on, and maybe I will like this. So I decided to go along with it.

“Okay Joanne. I really do like you, and I want to continue seeing you, so I’ll do this. Mr. Meade’s account is secondary. You come first.”

“Now that’s what I wanted to hear John, good boy.”

❤️❤️❤️


I Take the ‘Sissy Plunge’

ICOUNTED THIS AS JUST ANOTHER CHAPTER IN THE STRANGEST NIGHT OF MY SEX LIFE SO FAR, AND DID AS SHE TOLD ME. I felt the coolness of the K-Y Jelly as a generous heaping was smeared over my asshole, and then some more of it on her cock.

She placed the tip of her cock against my virgin asshole, and said, “This may hurt a bit John, but I promise you it will be worth it. You will soon be in a world of pleasure you never thought possible.”

And with that I felt the tip of her cock enter me. I gritted my teeth as I was stretched; the girth of her cock stretching my asshole to the limit. She played with me, going in and out with her tip. I felt the crown of her head enter me, and a lessening of the pain with each thrust.

Now her whole shaft was inside of me, ripping my insides, causing tears to well up in my eyes. But strangely, the deeper she went inside me, the more pleasure I felt as well. I wanted her more and more. I whispered loudly, “Don’t stop Joanne.”

The only answer I got was the continuation of her actions, her thrusting. She wanted it just as badly, if not more than I did. My cock was as hard as a rock, so soon after coming twice that evening.

She sped up going faster and faster. Joanne on afterburners. My mouth opened wide, and I grabbed my cock, my fingers wrapping around my shaft involuntarily. I felt a wave of consummate pleasure go through me as I shot another load, this time in my hand, and onto the bedsheet.

She moaned at almost the exact time, and I felt the curious sensation of wet warmth inside my ass. She kept on thrusting, and I didn’t want it to end. She showed no signs of slowing down.

After a few more minutes, she finally pulled out of me and said softy, “I heard you come John. You loved it, and so did I.”

Automatically I answered: “Yes, of course I did Joanne.”

Truth be told, I felt like all my inhibitions and thoughts to the contrary were lifted. I wanted to feel soft, silk panties over my cock. I wanted to feel cool nylon pantyhose ride up my legs. I wanted makeup on my face. I felt so dirty and so good at the same time, like I was meant for this. 

We sat on the bed and kissed. I finished the glass of wine that was on the night stand. Joanne got up and said, “I’ll bring some more wine.”

“Good idea,” I said. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts for a couple of minutes. Joanne was an excellent “teacher.” If I had known about this before, I would have chosen Joanne to “break my cherry.”

I didn’t just want to crossdress, I wanted everything - I wanted to become a shemale like Joanne. I have never felt more sexually gratified or alive than tonight.

She returned with two more glasses and a fresh bottle, pouring a glass for me and then for herself.

Staring at me, she reached for another Virginia Slims from her night table. Only this time she took out two. Handing me one she said, “If we’re going to complete the picture of a dirty little sissy slut,” she held up her hand to cut off what I was going to say. “Now I know John that you take offense to that term, but please don’t, okay? It’s just a term until you feel comfortable calling yourself a true shemale. Until you grow boobs of your own, you’ll be wearing smaller silicone fake ones, and I think we’ll keep your cock in a cage, so that you’ll come from what we just did - only I will hold the key. Maybe once in a while, if you’re good, I’ll let you jerk off by yourself, but for now - I am your mistress, got it?”

“Okay,” I said, resigning myself to my new life. I was giving in to my libido’s desires.

She handed me the cigarette. “I know you have an intense smoking fetish John, and I started out the same way. I was mesmerized by beautiful, and seductive women smokers. So, here, let’s get you started so we can complete the picture.”

I took one, and having smoked pot in college, and after the Marines, I didn’t choke. Instead, I found it to be rather pleasurable. I also got a huge boner again which caused Joanne to grin.

“I’m just picturing you John - all dressed and made up, seductively smoking, and craving cock. I just know you’ll be a hit. I think that you are my crowning achievement.”

Now I didn’t know what she meant by that, only that I think I wasn’t the first guy she feminized, whether for a client, or just herself.

“Here’s what we’re going to do John,” she said, looking me over from head to toe. “I’m going to shop for you and dress you up nice and slutty, and fuck you until you’re nice and soft. You’ll go home tonight with your own little silicone cock to practice with, and I want you to wear the cock cage all the time. I’m going to place it on you now.”

I stood naked and docile in front of my new mistress, smoking my long, white cigarette, wishing that I was already wearing makeup and dressed. This is what I wanted all along.

She placed the cock cage on me and turned the key, putting it away in her night stand drawer. Then, facing me, she cupped my face in her hands. “John,” she said with much sincerity. “I like you so much that I want you to stay with me as much as you can. Would you like for us to be a couple?”

My eyes brightened. “Of course, Joanne. That would be beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Good.” Now, until you start the meds, and they begin to take effect, you’ll come to the office like you always do, in a suit and tie. Then, we’ll play it by ear from there. We have to meet Mr. Meade on Thursday, and you will be dressed for that. I’ll make you so slutty and irresistible, I think you’ll be the perfect model.”

She thought for a moment, hand on her chin, studying me. “I’m trying to come up with your new women’s name.” A couple of minutes went by. I had absolutely no idea.

“I know - perfect!” she exclaimed. Let’s call you “Joy.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “Joy then, it is.”

“Okay then,” she said, “We’re all set.”

I got the picture now. Our agency was the only one that could present actual crossdressing models to Mr. Meade, along with all the marketing ideas for the crossdressing/trans female community.

❤️❤️❤️


The Perfect Model

JOANNE HAD GONE ALL OUT FOR ME, PICKING OUT SOME VERY HOT LOOKING STYLISH CLOTHING, AND A RED HEADED WIG, THAT WAS PARTED IN THE CENTER AND CAME DOWN PAST MY SHOULDERS.

She bought me a one piece dress with a plunging neckline that was a mixture of white, tan, and black stripes. It tied in front with a bow and went just above my knees. My shoes were pumps, but Joanne promised me that she would teach me to walk in stiletto heels - it would take practice, she said.

The makeup was a green eyeshadow with black mascara and eyeliner. I had to say, I would have fucked myself if I could. Of course, underneath I wore a pink thong with a G-String in the back.

The big day was here, and Joanne and I got ready to go to Mr. Meade’s office at Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. Our first stop was Joanne’s apartment for me to dress. Dressing was a pleasure. I had tried on everything before, but it never failed to thrill me. Joanne was pleased to see my reaction and was very encouraging.

“Oh my God, John, you look so good,” she said. “I think I want to fuck you before we go to Meade’s office, but I’m afraid there isn’t any time.”

I finished dressing, Joanne applied the makeup, and we were off. We went to small restaurant for lunch before our appointment. I loved going out dressed in public. I loved the way the guys looked at me and stared. “Trust me,” Joanne said. “Nobody is going to mistake you for anything but a woman.” I knew she was right.

After the light lunch, we called for an Uber to take us to the offices of Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. We stopped off in the lobby and presented ourselves to the security guard at the desk. He was a guy in his mid-twenties who couldn’t take his eyes off of me. It made me feel good.

We took the elevator up to the sixth floor. Once the door opened, I saw murals of different models on  the walls, all presumably transgender females in an array of fashions from the company. There were different poses, mostly on beds, loveseats, and like most lingerie companies, the big holiday was Valentine’s Day. There was a whole wall section just devoted to that.

We walked up to the receptionist at the desk. Joanne spoke up. “Joanne Reynolds and Joy Buford here to see Mr. Meade.”

“Just a second,” the shapely blonde at the desk said, as she rang the intercom button.

“Yes Michelle,” the booming voice from behind the doors called out.

“I have Ms. Reynolds and Ms. Buford here to see you sir.”

“Okay, send them in.”

The air inside of Meade’s office was full of cigar smoke, even with the “smokeless ashtray” on his desk. He was a rather heavyset man, with what looked like a beer gut. Definitely not what I would call “Marine ship shape.” I was thinking what sadistic fun I would have had getting a recruit like him into shape. All for the good of the Corps of course. He looked to be in his late forties, and on the wall behind his desk was a picture I assumed of his wife and two kids, a boy, and a girl in their teens. He had a red beard and mustache to match his short red hair.

“So Joanne,” the red beard spoke, “Is this the new account executive that’s going to launch my new line of “Princess” lingerie?”

“The one and the same,” Joanne proudly answered, taking obvious pride in me, her newest creation.

He got up from his oak desk and walked over to me, looking me over from head to toe. I don’t know what it was about him, but something about this man made me want to break his neck where he stood. But I had to put those thoughts to the side and keep this professional.

“Humm,” he said gruffly. I think she’ll do. “Why don’t you go downstairs to the cafeteria and grab a cup of coffee while I take this newbie for a ‘test spin.’”

“Sure thing, Gordon. Between you and me, Joy here is the best one yet.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Joanne gave me a peck on the cheek and whispered some words of encouragement to me. “Just do as he says. This account is worth a lot of money - you’ll get a nice commission from it.” I needed the money too.

And with that, Joanne turned and went outside. “I’ll be back in an hour Joy.” I just nodded at her.

Meade rubbed his beefy hands together, stood in front of me and ordered, “On your knees slut. Papa has a real treat for you.”

I did as he said and got down on the plush carpeting in front of his desk. With his ass resting on the front edge of his desk, he unzipped his fly, and pulled his trousers and his boxers down, revealing his junk for me. I wasn’t impressed.

“Come on bitch, let’s see what you’ve got.”

With that he pressed his limp dick up to my lips. I spit on my hands and grabbed his cock, sliding my painted fingers up and down his shaft. Incredibly, he got rock hard in seconds. I had a nice coat of lip gloss on to make it nice and slippery.

It was surprisingly clean and no big deal. But since it was only my second cock, all I had was Joanne’s to compare it to. I took just the head at first, playing with it, and rubbing my lips around it, then sticking my tongue out to wipe around it.

“Oh yeah baby, come to daddy, that’s good, really good.”

Now I took all of him in my mouth. I’d say it was about six inches, but not very wide. Still, it was what I had to work with.

He pushed my head down on it, and I went onto full-on sucking, wrapping my tongue around the girth, working it like a paint brush. My saliva was flowing so it made him moan even more with pleasure. “God, you’re so good at this. You’re the best that Joanne ever came over here with.”

I tightened my lips, and I could taste his salty pre cum in my mouth. He hissed through his teeth, “That’s it, that’s it, keep going baby.”

My head was bobbing up and down on a piston. I went faster and faster, wanting to get this over with, and I didn’t have to wait long. In another second, I felt him explode and blow his load into my mouth, coating my tongue with a ropy, salty jizz. He kept shooting little bursts, and I kept bobbing. I didn’t slow down for a minute.

He pulled out of my mouth, and he looked at me smiling. “That was great Joy, I mean, really good, but I’m not done with you yet.”

He was rubbing his cock, making it hard again. “Bend over the table here. Daddy has something for his best new girl.”

I did as he was told, and I didn’t even bother to wipe my face off, and just let the jizz roll down my chin and sides of my cheeks. I was the total slut, and I loved this new found power that I had over men - the power to give or withhold pleasure.

He flipped my skirt up and he moved the G-String out from between the crack in my ass. He couldn’t see the pink cock cage, that Joanne had placed on me just before we came here. Now I was a total sissy slut.

He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my cherry ass hole, or “boy pussy” - “bussy.” Next he completely surprised me.

“Ummm, it looks so nice and clean for daddy,” he said.

I felt electric shocks of pleasure go through me as he started licking my asshole and around it. He even stuck his finger inside my hole which made me cray. I was dying to take this cock all the way in. He was teasing me, going agonizingly slow.

“You really want this bitch, don’t you?”

“Uh huh,” I said, just above a whisper.

Then, I felt the meaty head of his cock press up against my “bussy.” He grunted and I felt it slip inside me. He moaned. “So tight, and slick for daddy, princess.”

He spread my cheeks open with both hands and used his large hips to thrust himself deeper inside me. The fullness and pain I had felt when Joanne first did it to me was gone; it seemed so long ago. Meade was not as big, but still my muscles closed around and made it seem like his cock was made just for me. I thrust back at him, his balls slapping my ass cheeks.

All the time he thought he was in control, but Joanne had taught me that it was always me that had the upper hand. He hissed and snorted, and I felt that stinging pleasure well up from inside of me, and I was dying to stroke my cock through the cage, but I could not. Instead I closed my eyes and moaned as a huge wad of my own jizz shot out onto Meade’s desk through my cage - like a souvenir. He probably had many of those during his tenure here. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Now it was his turn. He let out a large sigh and flooded my insides with hot, ropy cum, a big wad; maybe bigger than what came inside my mouth about twenty minutes before.

I didn’t want him to stop what he was doing, and I cried out, “Don’t stop daddy, please don’t stop.”

“Oh, so my little slut likes daddy’s cum, eh? That’s a good sign, a very good sign, princess.”

He pulled out of me and his jizz rolled down the sides of my ass and his ball sack. Just then came a buzz from the intercom. It was Michelle. Meade spoke first. “If it’s Joanne, tell her she has to wait, Michelle. I’m not through yet.”

“It seems like your boss is jealous. Maybe I’ll do her too!” he said with a salacious grin spreading across his face.

I cleaned up a bit, and put my wet G-String back in place, and Meade put his pants back on.

“Okay Joanne, you can come in now,” he said.

“Well, so how did Joy do, Gordon?”

“I think you hit the mark this time Joanne. I really like this one. I may borrow her from time to time. I think I’ve found my new model for Valentine’s Day.” He turned to me and asked, “What do you say princess. Are you interested in being the face for Lady Chamberlain’s Maid?”

Without hesitation I said, “I sure am Mr. Meade,” in the most effeminate voice I could muster.

“That’s settled then Gordon. Do we have a deal?” Joanne said, more rhetorically than a question.

“Of course we do Joanne. You’ve never failed to come through in a pinch. She’s just what we needed.”

“As soon as I hired Joy, I knew she’d be great,” Joanne said, beaming at me.

So just like that, I found a new job that paid out handsomely, a new identity, and a new girlfriend, all in one. I was so glad I decided to take “The Sissy Plunge.”

❤️❤️❤️


THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

Where Men are Force-Feminized, and They Can’t Ever Go Back!
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Just a Traffic Stop?

OF ALL THE LUCK THAT’S BEEN HAPPENING TO ME LATELY, I GOT STOPPED LAST TUESDAY EVENING AT TEN O’CLOCK FOR SPEEDING ON ROUTE 35 , the big three lane road that whizzes through my hometown shopping area. So I’m sitting patiently behind the wheel of my new, blue, BMW M-8 COMPETITION, police lights flashing in my rearview mirror, and the door to the squad car opens, and I see the cop approaching my car.

The lighting isn’t too good, but I can see the cop’s hand is on the holster of the service weapon. My hands are together on the top of the steering wheel, and my window is rolled down.

“License and registration please,” says the voice behind my window in the dark; a female voice. This is in itself not surprising. Our little town of Beaverton Falls has female cops on the force.

“I’m reaching into the glove box for the papers” I announce in a loud voice, and have them in my hand sticking out the window.

She comes over to the window and takes them, asking, “Do you know why I stopped you?”

I play dumb and say, “Was one of my lights out officer?” I knew it was speeding, I just didn’t want to announce it because it could be recorded on her body cam.

“No,” she says. “You were doing seventy in a fifty-five mile an hour zone.”

I try to cover it up and ‘smartly’ say, “It’s a new car officer, and I guess I’m still getting used to the way the gas pedal responds to my touch.”

There is a pause, and the officer says in an authoritative and somewhat sarcastic voice, “So are you saying your touch is heavy?”

Now that was a rather weird way of saying things and I wondered if she was flirting with me. I looked at her. She had beautiful, long, reddish brown hair, tied up in a bun, a beautiful face, and what may have been green eyes. Her figure was nice and curvy, with a big butt - just how I like my women. But that’s for later.

The first two buttons on her uniform were open, and I could see a pretty decent amount of cleavage there, practically over the window border and in my face. I looked at her name plate. It read “Fewtar.” Maybe an anglicization of a French name, perhaps?

“I’m gonna have to write this up,” she said. “The radar gun doesn’t lie Mr. Milrose.”

“Uh, you can call me ‘Hank,’” I said with a smile. She remained expressionless, and returned to the car, saying, “I’ll be back in a few.”

Just great I thought. I’m gonna be late for sport’s bar night with my friends Joe and Donn. I’m sure that when I tell them I got stopped by a lady cop, they’ll make all sorts of lewd comments.

After ten minutes she comes back and says, “Please step out of the car, Hank, and walk in a straight line for me, heel to toe.” What the fuck?? I thought. Did she think I’d been drinking?

As soon as I step out of the car, of all things I’ve got a huge arousal after I got a whiff of her perfume. There’s a powerful, long, MAGLITE shining in my face, and I can’t see anything. I’m temporarily blinded. I’m squinting, and raise my hand slowly to cover my eyes.

“Please touch your right index finger to your nose,” she commands, and walks around to get between me and my open driver side window. “Nice ride, nice ride . . .” she says with a very sensuous voice, running her hands along the finish. The light is back in my face. “No wonder you were speeding. This baby goes from zero to sixty in four point two seconds, 617 horse power, and probably cost you one hundred seventy thou.”

“Uh, that would be correct officer,” I answer. This lady knows cars! I say to myself surprised as hell. I touch my finger to my face as she commanded.

“Okay, now walk towards my car for me, heel to toe,” she says picking up where she left off from her automotive dissertation.

I do so, no problem. “Now walk back to me, same way.” I do so, and her light is shining up and down my body, the flashlight lingering around my waist, my powerful arousal evident to her. She mutters something mocking under her breath.

She’s checking out my scrawny, shove-him-into-the-locker body that I’ve had since reaching puberty. Only now I’m twenty eight and have the same body. I stop in front of her, maybe six inches away from her, and she lingers there, staring me in the face, strangely turning me on even more, as her lips curve into a smile. It was almost like she just thought of something. She glances into my car.

“Whoa, nice interior,” she says, as she shines her light over my illuminated dash, console, and red leather seats.

And then, “WHAT is THAT?” She says pointing to a plastic baggie on my back seat.

“What is what?” I ask her.

“Please step to the front of the car,” she says. “Place your hands behind your back.” I do as she says. She fucking handcuffs me!

“Wait just a minute!” I cry out. “What have I done??”

No reply, just casual indifference.

Then she walks back to my open car door puts on blue latex gloves from her back pocket, and reaches into the back, pulling out this strange bag of white powder, that I’ve never seen before. “Wait here!” she says. Like, where am I supposed to go, handcuffed and helpless. Could it be a racial thing, I’m thinking because I’m an African American male driving an expensive car?

When she returns she has a vial with a solution inside a small test tube.

“Officer! I’ve never seen that in my life! I have no idea how that got there!” I say, although I know the bitch threw it in my back seat when I did the walking.

She takes a small amount of the powder and places it in the tube and shakes it. One of the lines on the tube turns bright red. “Well, lookie what we have here - fentanyl! At least twenty grams!” She places a red sticker marked “fentanyl” on the bag with a skull and crossbones.

“This could get you put away for at least twenty years my man. I sincerely hope you have a good lawyer, and judging by this car, I’ll bet you do!”

“The car? I’m a day trader in stocks, officer. I’m not, nor have I ever been a drug dealer!”

“Hummm. Well, I’m placing you under arrest and you’ll go before Judge McKesson in the morning.”

I was absolutely stunned and angry! This was a clear set-up. I’ll make sure this Judge McKesson knows that tomorrow. But I don’t even have a lawyer. I guess I’ll have to go with a public defender until I can hire a lawyer. I suppose I’ll have to bail myself out too, because I live alone, and I’ve only been in this town for a little more than a year. I have no parents and no siblings because I was adopted and grew up in an orphanage. I didn’t have a girlfriend either, so I was on my own.

I did join a bowling league, and that’s where I met Joe and Donn, but they can’t help me with something like bail.

So, Officer Fewtar read me my rights and tossed me in the backseat of her patrol car and called for a tow of my car to the police impound yard, where they would probably tear it apart looking for more drugs. Meantime Joe and Donn probably gave up on me. What a sorry-ass day this was!

❤️❤️❤️


The Lock-Up

The jail at the Beaverton Falls PD was in the basement of the police station. One thing struck me as a bit odd as soon as I walked into the main room to wait to be photographed and fingerprinted. All the cops on duty now were women! Strange. The finger prints are all done electronically, but I knew that I was in the database.

I’m a US Army Veteran, and I served two tours of duty in Afghanistan, and I was fingerprinted electronically at Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn NY, where I signed up. I grew up in a Catholic orphanage near there in Bay Ridge. I thought the army would be useful experience for my later life, but I came home with PTS from the stuff I saw and did over there.

Maybe, I thought, I could call one of my army buddies, but Beaverton Falls is in the smack dab middle of Arkansas, so who knows where those guys are. When I moved there I was looking for a little patch of peace and quiet.

Officer Fewtar was waiting for me with another female office after I got processed, and she handed me an orange jumpsuit with “BF DOC.” stenciled on the back. “Well, we know you’re a veteran Mr. Milrose, so thank you for you service,” she said, almost mockingly.

“Uh no officer, I said. “It would be ‘Thank you for your SACRIFICE,’” I corrected. She shrugged and said, “Whatever,” and pressed for the elevator. We went down to the basement level and walked down a depressing green corridor to an iron door with rivets and a small window. I was shocked by what I saw inside.

There was a jail “cell,” or rather a large, steel-barred cage in the middle of the immense room, with metal folding chairs all around the inside. Inside the cage, were three cots and one stainless steel toilet. But that wasn’t all -

Joe and Donn were sitting inside on two of the cots!!! What the hell????? They were wearing the same orange jump suits as me, and as soon as they saw me enter the room escorted by the two officers, they jumped up and ran to the bars facing the door, staring at me incredulously.

“HANK!!” They both shouted out. “How the hell are you in here too?”

I didn’t answer them right away. I composed myself enough to keep my mouth shut and wait till the three of us could huddle together and talk quietly amongst ourselves. Officer Fewtar pressed a button on the wall that buzzed, and the cage opened. The second female cop escorted me in, and handed me a blanket and a white towel. When I stepped inside, the buzzer sounded again, and the steel barred door shut behind me.

Officer Fewtar spoke to her female colleague, both of them smirking and looking at the three of us. “Well, JC, it looks like that nasty fentanyl ring that’s been killing our kids is now behind bars.

“Now, now, Debbie,” the other officer said. “Let’s not rush to judge. The law says they’re innocent until proven guilty in a court of law, right?”

“I’m sorry, JC. Right you are. We’ll just have to wait for Judge McKesson to decide what’s to be done in the morning at their arraignment.”

Joe and Donn were going to say something, but I stopped them. Instead, I spoke up. “I want a county public defender. I, we all do have that right!”

“Y’all just be quiet now, wait till tomorrow. I suggest y’all just go to sleep now. Tomorrow’s gonna be a long day!” JC said.

After the two cops left, the three of us stood in the middle of the cell, talking. I said, “How long have you guys been in here? I was on my way to the sports bar to meet you, and the red headed cop stopped me for what I thought was speeding. Next thing you know, she pulls a plastic baggie with white powder from my back seat inside she says is fentanyl; did a field test and everything.”

Joe and Donn looked at each other. Now I knew it wasn’t racially motivated because Joe and Donn are White.

Joe spoke next. “We were headed to the sports bar in my car, coming from the opposite side that you came from Hank, and the same thing. It was another cop, not one of those two - also a female. She told me I was speeding, and made me and Donn get out of the car, do some kind of ‘walking test,’ and the next thing we knew we were charged with fentanyl possession. We’ve been in here since seven o’clock.” It was now ten twenty.

“Did any of you get a phone call, a lawyer?” I asked.

Donn spoke up. “Not yet. It seems this podunk town runs by its own set of laws. God only knows what’s going to happen tomorrow!”

I looked at my two friends. “I’ll bet you guys anything the judge is a woman too.”

“Yeah,” Joe said. “Something is ‘off’ about this whole thing!”

I thought for a moment. “Do, uh, do you guys have anyone you can call? Friends, family?” We were all about the same age - late twenties.

Joe spoke up. “No, we don’t. I moved here five years ago, and got a job as a mechanic at the garage on Seward Street. I live alone.”

Donn nodded. “Yeah, I work in a pizza place in town, you know it - Aiello’s.”

I shook my head. “You know something guys - it’s weird. None of us have a family, or anyone around that will really miss us. At least you two can call your bosses.”

Donn’s face went as pale as the white towel I was handed. “Come to think of it, both of our bosses, the business owners are both females. I have a feeling they won’t be any help to us. I’m not even gonna try and call my boss. I have a feeling she may already know where I am.”

“Well,” I said. At least we’re together. Maybe I can place a call to my old commander in the 75th Ranger Battalion at Hunter Field in Georgia. He’s a decent guy, maybe he’d help a brother out.” I meant an army brother, not in the racial sense.

Joe shook his head. “Yeah, that’s an idea. Let’s see what happens tomorrow. Meanwhile, I’m gonna try and get some sleep. By the way guys; they don’t shut the lights out. The smart-ass cop, JC told me that as she locked us up.”

❤️❤️❤️


Kangaroo Court

In the morning, about seven o’clock, after a sleepless, restless night, a female worker, naturally, brought us a breakfast of eggs, biscuits, OJ, and coffee. After that, we were lead down the hall to a bathroom, where we took a shower. Then, after we got dressed, we were led upstairs, handcuffed with ankle chains on, into a Beaverton Falls Police van, and driven into town to the main court house. It looked like the town hall from “Back To The Future.”

Officer Fewtar sat across from us in the hallway, reading the local newspaper. Finally, at nine o’clock, we were led into the courtroom, with Judge Sandra McKesson’s name on the door - naturally, another female. We just looked at each with a “we’re fucked” expression on our faces.

The courtroom was empty, except for the female court reporter, and the female bailiff. A bronze plaque with raised lettering, hung on the high, mahogany paneled wall behind the judge’s bench. It read: “Equal Justice Under The Law.” Someone had a sense of humor. None of us found it funny, however.

The door opened and officers Fewtar and JC came in and stood at either side of the door, in what I knew to be a “parade rest” position. The bailiff, a perky blonde with a large chest, and a cute, tight ass, went to the judge’s chamber doors, entered for a minute or two, and then came out.

“All rise for the Honorable Judge Sandra MacKesson!” the bailiff announced to the mostly empty courtroom. We all stood up.

“You may sit,” Judge McKesson said.

She was a rather pretty, thirtyish woman, with long, bright red hair, green eyes, and an Arkansas mountain accent. I looked at the flag against the wall next to the bench that I had fought for, and hoped that it would grant us justice, in what was a clear frameup.

“Will the District Attorney approach the bench?”

A brunette in the front row on the opposite side of us approached the bench. She too was beautiful - long, shoulder length black hair, lots of makeup, high heels, and a navy blue business suit. Standard courtroom attire. I had seen enough law shows to know that.

“Please read the charges, Ms. Evans.”

“Thank you, Your Honor.”

She faced us and read from what seemed like a fill-in-the blanks script. “The three defendants, Hank Milrose, Joseph Baker, and Donald “Donn” Warren are charged with felony possession of the drug fentanyl, with the intent to sell.”

The judge, a bored expression on her face replied: “How do the defendants plead?” I spoke up.

“Your honor, I’m Hank Milrose; a US Army Afghanistan combat veteran - two tours, and I have not, nor have my fellow defendants been offered the right to obtain counsel. I believe that is a violation of the law.”

“YOU . . . are out of order, Mr. Milrose, and I am the only one in this room who can determine what is in violation of the law, unless you see another person wearing a robe in this courtroom!” She looked around and replied, shockingly: “It seems, Mr. Milrose, that you are rather articulate, educated, and are doing a rather good job of speaking for the three of you.” Shrugging her shoulders she said, “I see no need for counsel, nor do we have a public defender,” and she smirked as she said those words, “therefore we will proceed. Now how do the three of you plead?”

I looked at the other two, and they look terrified, and nodded to me. “The three of us plead not guilty Your Honor,” I said.

She spoke for the benefit of the court reporter. “Let the record state that the three defendants plead ‘not guilty.’”

“Well,” Judge McKesson said, “due to the severity of your charges, there is NO BAIL . . . and, you are to be remanded to the Crane Estate on the outskirts of town for ‘rehabilitation’ before trial. Now, would you like to say anything to the court? The trial is set for thirty days from now.”

We looked at each other. Aside from this being an obvious violation of our constitutional rights, we wondered what the hell is the “Crane Estate?” The judge spoke again. “The officers are to take you there immediately.”

“Does the District Attorney, Ms. Evans have anything to add?”, Judge McKesson asked.

“No Your Honor, the prosecution is satisfied at this time.”

“Thank you Ms. Evans,” the judge said with an impassioned look like this sort of miscarriage of justice was a routine thing, and she banged her gavel. “Court is adjouned.”

“Hank, what are they doing to us!?” Joe asked.

“I don’t know guys, I guess we’ll find out soon enough.”

❤️❤️❤️


The Crane Estate

We were shuffled back into the police van for the ride to this “Crane Estate,” whatever the fuck that was. I knew, based on the sham hearing back in Beaver Falls, that this was illegal imprisonment, but what choice did we have? They had the weapons, and the shackles and handcuffs. We were at their mercy.

The ride took approximately forty five minutes down winding country roads that none of us recognized. When we arrived, the van stopped in front of a black-barred two-halved steel gate, with “CRANE” inside of some decorative seal, and a camera on top with an intercom. The rest of the property was enclosed by a six foot high stone wall.

The two lady cops, JC, and Officer Fewtar were in the front seat, with Fewtar driving. She rolled the window down, pressed a button, and said, “One-Oh-Six arriving with three.”

A female (naturally) voice rasped out, “Proceed.” Then the two halves of the gate opened, a grating metallic sound coming from the mechanism. There was a winding road to the top of the hill with a large, white mansion on top, with Doric columns in front. It looked like an antebellum southern plantation, and being Black I thought, don’t these rubes know the North won the war??? But it wasn’t a joke. The three of us were horrified, and it took a lot to horrify me after what I had been through overseas.

Fewtar stood on the left of the three of us, and JC was on the right. We entered a large “reception area” that was full of girls lounging around in various stages of undress, or semi-dressed. They were all gorgeous, with lots of makeup. Most of them were smoking all-white cigarettes. I thought I saw packs of Virginia Slims on a couple of the tables near the large couches which dotted the room.

A “stocky” wide-shouldered woman with a long-sleeved, white, low-cut blouse, with rich red hair that was curled to the bottom of her ears, and parted in the center, cherry red lipstick, blue eyeshadow, hoop earrings, and a mid-length black satin skirt came over to us. She looked middle aged; I could see some wrinkles around the corners of her eyes. She was wearing a black-laced bra and had her nipples standing up through the material of her blouse.

I was hard as a rock - this was the sort of woman I’d always jerked off to, ever since I was a teenager.

She came over to us smiling, and in a deep voice told Fewtar and JC, “Unlock them please officers, we’ll take it from here. If you wouldn’t mind, please stay outside in your van until I tell you, you can leave.”

“Of course Miss Shepherd,” Fewtar said obediently. She unlocked our ankles and took the handcuffs off. My wrists were aching from the whole time we were locked up since leaving the jail. Evidently, this middle aged woman of sorts was the head honcho, or “honchress.”

“Well now,” Miss Shepperd said in a southern drawl, while looking us over carefully, “My name is Candee Shepperd and I’m the manager of this house.”

We were half listening to her and at least three-quarters of our attention was looking around at all the sex acts being performed throughout the room. Donn gave me a nudge and nodded to a nearby couch. There were two girls, dressed in very sexy, Victoria Secret lingerie, lots of makeup, and one of them had a COCK!! A very large cock. Holy shit! and the other one was in the middle of an intense sucking session on it.

Another girl on another couch was doing the same thing, while the suckee, just jizzed all over her face, causing her makeup to run. They briefly stopped what they were doing, giving us sultry glances. All of them were smoking long, all-white cigarettes. My smoking fetish dreams were being acted out in front of me! I was as hard as a fucking steel girder, in spite of my precarious circumstances.

Candee noticed our attention and smiled at us. “Well, in case you three gurls (spelling it out) . . . don’t have the idea yet, this house is sort of a training center for feminizing losers like you in order to turn you into smoky, crossdressing sluts. You see, we have a variety of paying customers who come here for entertainment, and you three are our newest attractions.” She spoke excitedly, clasping her hands together in front of her. “The two officers who escorted you here, the judge, and the DA back in Beaver Falls, are all shemales, or T-Gurls, and got their training here, “ Candee said proudly. “By me!”

Candee looked at me and salaciously said, “Humm, I like you. I’ve never tasted chocolate before on a gurl, so it should be interesting.”

“Wait a second!” I said. “You can’t do this to us! It’s, it’s illegal!”

Candee just laughed. “Okay, that’s fine,” she said shrugging her wide shoulders. “If you don’t care to play with us, then you’ll go to the real county penal farm, where you’ll be wearing stripes, and chained to each other. There are deputies with shotguns, rifles, on horseback overseeing you as you break rocks with sledgehammers, and big men to make you their bitches in your bunks at night!”

She continued. “Here at least, your break-in is much more dignified and enjoyable. You boys will be sucking so much cock here, you’ll think you’ve been doing it all your lives. Your memories of who you were will soon be gone. You see, we give you different names. That’s just a nice touch. So in essence, no one is really forcing you to do anything.” She smiled again. “You do have choices, so what’s it gonna be? The officers can take you straight to the farm if that’s what you’d like, or you can stay here with us and become what I like to call ‘conditioned.’”

It was Donn who spoke up. “I think we’d like to stay.”

“Oh good, good,” Candee said. “I like your spirit.”

“Now let’s take you upstairs, get you out of those clothes into something a bit more comfortable. But first - Denise!” Candee called out. “Could you please bring our new arrivals their first doses of medication?”

A voice came from a hallway on the left. “Certainly Miss Shepperd, I’ll be glad too.”

“What kind of medication??” I asked Candee, trying to hide my outrage.

“Well, let’s see. A little Xanax ® to take some of the anger out of you, and settle you down a bit, and some nice, long, Virginia Slims Menthol 120 Cigarettes to get you nice and hooked, and a bit of estrogen. You see, after a few days, you boys will be craving cock so much, you won’t know what hit you.”

The effect of what Candee just said settled in a bit, and she continued.

“Now, we’re wasting time and money. After Denise gives you your meds, we’ll go upstairs.”

“What happens upstairs?” I said, as the spokesman for our little group, half believing what I had just heard.

Candee shrugged her shoulders like this happened every day. “You get dressed up, and we break you guys in as smoky, cock sucking, crossdressing sluts!”

After Denise gave us the two pills in paper cups, the Xanax® and the estrogen, I started to feel a little like, Okay, so turn me into a woman, who cares?

Donn and Joe, however, could not wrap their heads around it. Candee it seemed, took a liking to me almost at once. When we got upstairs, there were a few girls milling around. I wasn’t sure if there were actually any biological women there, they were all so fucking hot that I didn’t even care.

Candee was just my thing, and I decided that if I was going through with this I would enjoy myself - with her. She walked over to me and whispered in my ear. “I know and can see that I turn you on, reaching for my large, eight-inch cock through my orange jumpsuit. That’s just great. We’re off to a good start. Hank is it?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Well listen Hank, when I was first brought here ten years ago, I had my doubts too, just like you. So what I’ll do is take care of you personally. You’ll be all mine; my little protégé. Your two friends will be assigned their own trainers, but you will be getting the best. You know, it takes a bit of time to turn a guy into a real, dick-sucking shemale!”

I let that sink in. Then, as an afterthought, she said: “You do realize that there isn’t any escape, but if you do like you’re told, the rewards will be very pleasurable - I promise you.”

By now, my cock was throbbing; the Xanax® relaxed me, and I went with it as Candee swooped in and kissed me deeply on the lips, pressing her tits against me. The smell and taste of her smoky breath, perfume, and moist lipstick were causing pre cum to show through my jumpsuit.

As if in a dream, I said to her: “You can do with me as you’d like.” Later on I realized it was the Xanax® talking.

“Aww, she said, smiling, that’s what I like to hear.” Taking my hand she said, “Come with me,” as we entered a hallway, my two friends being escorted in the other direction by two other T-Gurls. The game was on.

We walked down the hallway going into a large bedroom with an attached bathroom on the left side. In a seductive voice she said, “Now let’s get acquainted first.”

She returned her hand to the crotch of my jumpsuit, and dug her long, painted fingernails into my steel girder of a dripping cock.

With her breasts pressed tightly against me, she deep kissed me, nipples pressing my chest, magnifying my arousal. Her hand, with fingers now tugging on my orange bottoms, pulled them all the way down, my blue boxers pulled in tight from my cock stretching the elastic.

She broke off briefly from the kiss and cupped her hand firmly on my balls and slid her fingers around my cock, moving them up and down its shaft while looking at me in the eyes. My boxers were pulled down slowly, and it just increased my desire and frustration for what I hoped would come next.

After several agonizing minutes of this play, she got down on her knees in front of me, gently placing her glossed lips on my little “head.”

She teased me, going slowly up and down on the head, her tongue circling around, giving me chills.

Now it was full on sucking, slowly at first, taking half my shaft in her mouth; stopping for a moment to say, “Wow Hank, you certainly are ‘well-endowed’ my dear!” I said nothing, my eyes closed.

Her mouth was open to its widest, her head bobbing on the full length of my cock. She was very skillful in the use of her tongue, slowly sliding it up and down my shaft, circling my full girth.

I pressed the top of her head, so it was full on me, but still allowing her to continue. I felt like a campfire about to burst into flame, little bursts of pre cum like sparks adding to the slick wetness, the ‘tinder’ of her mouth.

Candee moaned, and I shot a load of jizz like a shell from a battleship cannon in two or three large spurts. I have never had a blow job like this in my life, carried away by ecstasy and pleasure, suffused by pure lust. All thoughts of the arrest and impending trial were gone.

Candee continued slurping and sucking, not letting any of my jizz get wasted on her cheeks or chin. This was one thirsty slut.

Now she looked up at me and stood, locking lips with me, and letting me taste my own sweet/salty jizz. Her tongue pushed the cum she had not swallowed yet into my mouth, allowing me to take jizz like a T-Gurl in training.

I gave little thought to Joe and Donn, other than they were doing the same as me in another room of this large estate.

❤️❤️❤️


You Dirty Little Sissy You

My, my, don’t you have some fire in you. I ain’t seen so much jizz in a long time! Very well done Hank.”

“Uh, thank you Candee.” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Now don’t you go anywhere; you just stay right here and stay on the bed. I’ll be right back,” Candee said and left the room for about five minutes.

When she came back, she was accompanied by two T-Gurls, like her I guessed. They were both beautiful and clad only in the hottest lingerie – laced bra, sheer nylon pantyhose with a laced top, straps attached to a garter belt open in the front, with a thong underneath. Both wore four-inch stiletto heels.

The girl introduced as Sheena, was also African American, and dressed in red lingerie and high heels. The second T-Gurl was a

blonde named Katrina, dressed in matching black lingerie.

Candee was carrying the same lingerie for me, in black. She smiled at me, the girls standing beside her, and she threw me a thong. I took it from her, and shimmied out of my boxers and took the orange DOC shirt off.

Candee took them and tossed them to the side, smiling. “Now I don’t think we’ll be needing these anymore Hank.”

I didn’t answer, but curiously let my hands feel the cool, satiny material, and the thin G-String in the back.

With Candee and the T-gurls watching, I slipped them up over my legs, enjoying the silky, slutty feel of the thong as it wrapped over my cock, which quickly got hard again.

Candee saw my reaction, smiled, and said, “Why you dirty little sissy you!” And laughed.

I quickly put the rest of the lingerie on, enjoying the silky feel of the nylon on my legs.

“Oh my,” Candee said. “Before we put your makeup and wig on, the gurls here will have to shave you!” They both went into the bathroom/shower part of the bedroom.

I followed them inside. It was so fucking HOT! I was being soaped up, showered and body-shaved by two of the hottest women I had ever seen. Sheena was laughing as she played with my soapy cock, and said, “I think Miss Candee likes you! That’s a good thing honey. It will make your transition much easier.” As Katrina soaped up my back, she told me to bend over.

She had a nice-sized fleshy cock, and she gave me a new sensation which startled me at first, but that I sort of enjoyed. I was bent over, and while she played with her cock at the entrance to my asshole, Sheena was on her knees in the shower sucking my massive eight-inch monster.

I winced with pain as Sheena entered my boy pussy, or “bussy.” Soon, however, that pain and fullness was replaced with a feeling I never experienced before: Pure, otherworldly, incredible pleasure. Sheena thrusted and thrusted, hitting a special place all the way inside me, that made me crazy. That combined with Katrina’s diligent and hard, tight-lipped sucking on my monster cock made me lose control.

I heard Sheena cry out and felt a hot jet of her jizz inside my ass, and I came too inside Katrina’s mouth. It was hard to tell if anything leaked out because of the running shower, but it didn’t matter. I loved getting sucked and fucked by two beautiful girls in the shower - Shemales or not.

I dried off and the three of us dressed and came out of the shower. Candee now finished dressing me up.

Candee helped me with the straps to the garter belt. “I hope your two friends are as cooperative as you are Hank. I wouldn’t want to see them in stripes carrying a sledgehammer now, would you?”

“Oh no Candee, I wouldn’t want that at all.”

“Good gurl,” she crowed.

Just two days ago, if you told me this is what would be happening to us three, I would have said you were insane; but not anymore.

The makeup part, I was not allowed to see until finally the long, black wig was placed on. My excitement was palpable.

Candee studied me and said, “ I think we may need to do a little plastic surgery on your chin and nose later on,” she said. “Then I think, along with the pills, you will look really so HOT honey, the best I’ve ever seen!!”

“Now you may look!” Candee said, pleased with her work.

I swiveled the chair around to look in the mirror and I almost fell out of it. I was amazed that the person looking back at me in the mirror was myself. The eye shadow, a light blue, was spot on. The long, false magnetic eyelashes added to the look of my face, which combined with the eyebrow pencil was fantastic.

She put a light shade of purple lipstick on me. However, my massive cock was a problem as it practically split open the satin pouch on the front of my G-String. Candee noticed too and said, “Oh, I have just the thing for that!” She reached into a drawer and pulled out a gaff to place inside it, but if you looked really hard, you could still see how large my cock really was.

She came close to me sitting on that chair, and I had a great view of her massive cleavage, stocky frame, red hair, and cherry lipstick. “Humm,” she said, “maybe I should put your cock in a cage, so I could control who you give it to. But I think you’ll be using it a lot for the foreseeable future, so for now, we won’t use it.”

“One more thing,” Candee said with an evil grin. She pulled out her black leather handbag and pulled out a new pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. “Do you smoke Hank?” she asked.

“Uh, no I don’t, but I think I have a fetish about beautiful women who do smoke.”

“That’s fine! I know that now you’ll become the object of your fetish,” she said as she lit up and blew a stream of smoke into my face. Just watching Candee smoke made my boner even harder.

I have always fantasized about a woman who looked just like Candee did forcing me to smoke.

“Candee, could you please cuff my hands behind my back while you force me to smoke?” I just blurted out.

“Oh my, my. We seem to love the same things! You have really become my favorite here Hank - so naughty!”

Candee had a pair of pink furry handcuffs which she placed on my wrists behind my back. She knew just how I liked it.

Her cigarette was dangling out of her mouth, and spoke while she exhaled smoke into my face, one hand rubbing my cock. I thought I might explode.

“Now to really become a good cum-slut T-Gurl, you MUST smoke – in front of me. The reason is that eventually I want to see what you’ll do and how far you’ll go when you have a bad nicotine fit!”

She placed a new Virginia Slim between my lips and lit me up with her silver butane lighter. I was an occasional pot smoker, so I didn’t choke. I actually enjoyed the cool menthol and the awakening of my fetish.

“Keep that in your mouth and keep dragging on it because it can go out if you don’t!” she admonished me.

“Okay Candee,” I said, my speech a bit garbled by the long cigarette dangling from my painted lips. She turned me around to face the mirror and I could feel pre cum forming as I suddenly became the object of all my sex fantasies. I took a cheek hollowing drag and blew the smoke out of my nose. I wanted to jerk-off to my reflection.

“Now it’s time to make Candee happy,” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “Now hop on the bed!” she commanded, then uncuffed me.

I did so and she positioned me on my knees and elbows with my painted ebony slut face turned to the head of the king-sized bed. She made me finish my cigarette first, which sounding like a “punishment,” was really a turn on. A big part of my fetish was doing “role play,” like me being a teenage girl caught smoking and then being forced to smoke by a “punishing” parent or older adult. That’s exactly how Candee treated me. As I took the last drag, she looked on approvingly saying, “Good gurl, that’s it. Soon it’ll be time for another one. We have to keep your nicotine levels up.”

I felt Candee place something slippery and cool sliding over my ass, and a bit on my cock as well, which I recognized as K-Y Jelly. I hissed through my teeth with pleasure as she stuck her finger inside my ass, slicking it up. She rubbed some on her cock too. I knew she really wanted to blow a big load inside of me and I was happy to oblige.

Candee was quite pleased, and she told me: “One of the things we do here at The Crane House, is we make paid YOUTUBE videos for the smoking fetish T-Gurl crowd, Hank, and I think you’ll be our new star money making sissy!”

I didn’t know what to say to that; I was still in a state of disbelief at all the events of the day so far. If all the gurls downstairs were making YOUTUBE videos, they had to be on breaks.

Just like with Katrina, minus the running water, I was being toyed with by Candee’s she cock. It was circling and tickling the entrance to my newly deflowered asshole or “bussy,” as Candee called it, and I had new ideas of what pleasured me - this was one of those things.

The head of her cock penetrated me just up to the end of her head, and she moaned. “So goddamn tight, I love it Hank.”

Her hands were now gripping the sides of my hips, and she put all of herself inside me at once. I winced, and she kept thrusting, pretending not to notice my discomfort. What difference would it have made anyway? None probably.

“You have no idea how I’ve wanted this Hank,” Candee said through her grunts.

As with Sheena, the exquisite pain I felt lasted much shorter as I was somewhat broken in, and like Sheena, Candee had hit my spot which was all pleasure.

I didn’t want her to stop, and I moved my butt back into her to make sure all of her was inside me. Since I was “broken in” already, she was able to go faster and faster, leaving no room between her cock and the wall of my bussy.

I couldn’t take it anymore I was so turned on. I gripped my cock with my fist and shot a huge mother lode of thick, ropy cum onto the bed sheets in front of me, and gasped with pleasure. I was seeing stars. It must have caught on because at the same time, Candee shot her load as well, much more it seemed than what she shot into my mouth about two hours ago.

Her rhythm finally slowed but I didn’t want her to stop. I begged, “More Candee, please, more!”

She pulled out, her cum dribbling down my ass cheeks and onto the sheets. “Oh that’s what I love to hear, my sweet little sissy toy. You love this! See, I promised you that you’d enjoy it.”

She was right, I was hooked.

“And now, you must have your cigarette. You’ll see how enjoyable it is after you’ve been fucked and sucked. Sitting on the bed together Candee lit me and her up. We sat there blowing out streams of smoke.

Candee got up and went to the bedroom dresser drawers in front of the room and came back with a contraption. It was what I recognized as a cock ring.

“Here dear, this is for you. I want you to place it on, and it will keep you nice and hard. We aren’t quite done yet for today.”

“Sheena, Katrina. Would you gurls please come in here?” Candee commanded. Right away, my two shower partners came in.

“Yes Miss Candee?” Sheena asked.

“Sheena honey, don’t you want Hank here to fuck you now? He’d like to return the favor.”

“Oh yes, Miss Candee! Very much.”

“Well, get to it then,” Candee said.

Sheena had a thin frame, and was quite a beautiful girl with large tits. I’m pretty sure that she and Katrina were her two favorites. She eagerly lined up on the bed taking my place, and Candee was right there with a generous amount of K-Y Jelly to smear over her ass.

The cock ring was doing its work on me, and I enjoyed the smooth curves of her feminine body, and the feel of the tip of my hard cock against her bussy.

She was tight, tighter than any pussy I had known, (I couldn’t even remember when the last time was that I had any) and a bit tighter than Candee. She turned around and looked at me with a grin. “Hank, you are so good, you’ll fit right in with us here!”

“Awww, isn’t that nice Hank, Sheena enjoys you.” Then, turning to Sheena she said, “But just remember Sheena dear, Hank is all mine, ok?”

“Of course, Miss Candee.”

I started right away. Sheena turned me on so much. I watched her smoke earlier, and the thought of sharing a cigarette with her made my fucking even more intense. I was much stronger and my muscles more developed than hers. She also was more practiced at this stuff, and she eagerly swallowed up my cock.

As I was fucking her, her girlfriend Katrina came over to “lend a hand,” and she grabbed Sheena’s gurl-cock with her fist and began pumping her and kissing her deeply on the lips. Candee stood to the side watching, rubbing herself and moaning.

Sheena was all mine. I was in control. I pounded her mercilessly, consumed by what I was turning into. I was getting really good at this game. All of her smells and the touch of her ass against my thighs was too much for me, and I shot a big load into her ass, covering my cock, with that nice warm feeling of my jizz.

Sheena, moved by Katrina’s pumping of her cock made her come too. I was starting to wonder, out of all the T-Gurls in this house, was there anyone I wouldn’t fuck? What about Donn and Joe. It seemed like anything goes here.

❤️❤️❤️


Video Stars

SIX MONTHS LATER, THIS WAS OUR NEW HOME. Over this period of time, my body had gone through some changes. Between the Xanax® and the estrogen, I had started developing breasts - C cups, and my hips became curvy, and my facial features became softer. Also, my natural hair was growing out more, but still I preferred my shiny, long, black wig. I was, in fact, a beautiful Black girl.

I was also consumed by the desire for cock - any cock, whatever I could fit into my mouth. I was cummed on, cummed into, cummed over, everything. I especially enjoyed it when the gentlemen guests of this house would cum on my face making my mascara run, and I stuck out my tongue letting my own jizz fall into my mouth.

I was Miss Candee’s favorite girl. She also knew that if any guys got too rough with me, I could easily break their necks in two seconds. That kind of training from my old life never leaves. The Xanax® helped to control the persistent nightmares, which Candee had come to respect, and realize that they were as much a part of me as my new tits.

She decided on female names for Joe and Donn as well. Joe was “Jolene,” Donn became “Donna,”- not hard there, and I became “Shawna.” Why “Shawna?” Because Sheena and I were very close, and next to Candee being the object of my fetishes, Sheena was too.

I learned how the place worked. In the basement were ten little fake bedroom studios set up; one for each T-Gurl to speak into a video camera and do live videos for paying subscribers. It was all tied in with the smoking fetish. I liked to wear calf high black leather boots that buckled in front, and I would lounge around in my lingerie, lying on the bed, smoking a Virginia Slims 120, talking very dirty into the camera encouraging the guys to jerk off to me. You know, stuff like “You can do it honey, you know you want me. I know what it does to you when you watch me smoke.”

My voice had even become more feminine, seductive. Occasionally, Sheena would join me in front of the camera, and we would fuck, and then light each other up, and blow smoke into each other’s mouths.

Once a month, Judge McKesson, the DA Miss Evans, and the two cops, officers Fewtar and JC had to perform for the cameras as well. It seemed that no one in this town got off.

“Jolene” and “Donna” didn’t particularly turn me on, but I was glad to see that they got with the program here. Occasionally a new gurl just couldn’t adjust here and rather than have her tell the outside authorities what went on, she was sent to the penal farm, and God only knew what happened there.

Occasionally on weekends, we had hospitality nights where prominent politicians, male and female would come over to be “serviced” by Miss Candee’s crew as we were known. Some called us “The Crane House Girls.”

Candee’s staff had closed out the apartments of me, Jolene, and Donna, delivering our stuff here to the house. We wouldn’t have any more need of it anyway.

Last week I went driving into town - I was special, and I got my car back and was allowed off the property. Truth be told, I didn’t want to leave. I was happy with my new smoky, cum-slut life.

So, as I was driving down Route 35, up ahead of me, by the side of the opposite roadway, I saw a Beaverton Falls police car with its lights flashing behind some kind of SUV. I slowed down and stopped on the shoulder opposite the car to take a look.

Sure enough, it was officer Fewtar. She had stopped some guy who was alone in his car and making him do the “heel to toe” walk that had got me. Officer Fewtar saw me stopped across the road, and just as I was about to drive away, she turned to me, smiled, and waved. I laughed to myself, shaking my head, and drove away.

❤️❤️❤️


LADY BOY IN BLUE

A Tale of a Cheating Husband Humiliated & Force Feminized

by

His Wife’s Transgender Lover
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Liar, Liar, Pants on Fire

IFELL IN LOVE WITH A COP. It was never supposed to happen, but it did.

George and I had been married for ten years already, and it seemed the time just flew by. We each were busy in our own careers, and felt it best if we didn’t have any children.

Of course, things could change. I was thirty two and George was thirty six. Many couples wait to have children, so perhaps my biological clock was okay. I didn’t go freeze any eggs, nothing like that.

We lived in a nice co-op in the middle of the city, and we liked it that there was always lots going on. We had a busy social life; friends from work, friends from the neighborhood. All in all, a pretty normal life.

My name’s Alexa, and I consider myself (and I’ve been told) that I’m pretty spot-on appearance wise. I always get looks from other guys, and propositions from men who don’t know I’m married. I have a rather expensive engagement ring and I don’t like wearing it in public, especially on the subway. Not today.

Let’s see. I stand at five feet, eight inches tall, have dirty blondish hair with highlights, dark-brown thick eyebrows, and black mascara, top and bottom. I’ve got a knock out figure and I work out a lot, so I’m no pushover. That’s an advantage living in New York. I don’t have the body type that potential bad guys would want to fuck with. I also carry a can of Mace in my bag, just in case.

I was robbed at gunpoint once when I was about twenty three. George and I had been dating for about a year then, and the experience terrified him, so ever since then, I’ve carried my little can of protection around with me.

I’m an avid reader, whereas George is not. Usually he comes home and falls asleep on the couch after we have dinner, talk, and settle down in front of the TV. He puts some mindless garbage on, and I like my Kindle app on my phone, especially erotica stories by my favorite author, Jaclyn Dicey, or sometimes paperbacks. I like the feel of a real book in my hands. It’s gonna sound crazy, but I like the smell of bookstores and paperbacks. Right? It is crazy!

A few months ago, George, who is a real estate agent - a very successful one, told me his boss wanted him to show apartments at night. Okay, no biggie. Lots of times realtors have crazy hours. They’ll meet clients anywhere at any time to make a sale, so I thought nothing of it.

Then after he came home, he started showering before dinner. Usually, he showered at night, and I would join him in the shower and go down on him. Sometimes, it would carry over to the bedroom, and we would spend our evenings horizontally.

But for the last two months it seems our sex life petered out gradually. I wondered; was it me? I thought of everything, and I couldn’t find anything I might have done wrong. So I spoke to George about it, and he told me everything was okay, and that his job took a lot out of him lately. I thought he was going through male menopause. I’d heard of such things, even read up on it, and discovered that most thirty five year old men didn’t have that problem.

Last month he said, just to make it up to me, we’d go to Portugal for the week. It’s really a romantic place and the US dollar goes far there. We have a timeshare in Lisbon. Everything was fine. The sex was great, we had a great time, and when we came home, my fears were put to rest.

Still, I had an uneasy feeling. I just couldn’t put my finger on what it was. At home, George didn’t seem as attentive to me like he usually was; something was missing. He seemed distracted.

His appointments took him out later and later, and sometimes he didn’t come home until after eleven o’clock at night. Come on! Who shops for apartments at eleven o’clock? Vampires??

I still had needs; you know? So, I ordered myself a vibrating dildo from AMAZON. When I squeezed it, drops of lubricant would come out of the head of the silicone penis. I mean, it was great; there was ribbing on it too. I’d spread myself out on the bed, watch some very naughty videos on xhamster.com, and put my little (actually eight-inch friend) to work on me. I got myself off something fierce; so much so that I thought for sure I’d be carried off by a rogue wave - from my bedroom.

I developed anxiety, and it mixed with depression. If that son of a bitch was fooling around, which honestly I suspected him of now, I’d probably have to kill him.

I thought about leaving the vibrator out where George could see it, and maybe he’d get the idea that his wife was feeling neglected, but I had too much pride to do something like that. I knew that if he was seeing anybody, he’d never bring them home because I’m a freelance journalist and I work out of the house. If I feel like working elsewhere I’ll just go to a STARBUCKS near the apartment, and sit there, but that would only be for a few hours anyway.

Then one day last week, things changed, in a shocking way. I was going through a draw on top of cabinet next to the stove. I was looking through some receipts to separate them into categories – yes, I’m a little obsessive/compulsive. Anyway, I came across a bunch of George’s credit card receipts, and one in particular caught my eye.

It was a Walgreens Pharmacy receipt for some usual drugstore stuff; hair conditioner, a new hair blower, and . . . a box of condoms! Not just any box, but a thirty six count box!

Now, the thing is that George and I haven’t used condoms for years – I use birth control! So what the fuck??? What other uses for condoms, lubricated ones at that, are there?

I didn’t want to confront George about it because I was afraid about what I might hear. So what was a woman with money coming out of the wazoo like me going to do?

I did what just one month ago would have been unthinkable. I hired a private investigator to follow my husband. Now, in New York private investigators are on every street corner. What I needed to do was to find a good one.

I went to the local NYPD precinct, and I knew a couple of the cops there because last year I had lost my Pomsky dog, Buttons. We were at a dog park, and I turned my head for one second to speak to a friend, and next thing I knew, Buttons was gone. I was frantic, but he was nowhere to be found.

Long story short, the cops had found him a few blocks away, took him to the precinct and they had a vet microchip him. This is one thing that New York’s Finest do well. I was thrilled. As soon as I walked into the precinct, the desk sergeant, Sergeant Patel calls out: “Well look who it is guys! It’s ‘Mrs. Buttons.’”
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I Seek a Gum-Shoe

How are you today, Mrs. Conroy?”

“I’m fine sergeant, and so is Buttons; you have a friend for life!” and I laughed.

He smiled and said, “Well that’s good to know. So what brings you here today?” I asked him if I could talk to a female detective. I just felt more comfortable asking one of them, because they knew many of the retired cops who went into that business.

I was shown into an office in the back that smelled like stale coffee, and I know it’s a cliché, but donuts. That’s why I was surprised to see a beautiful woman with a perfect figure, and long, beautiful crossed legs sitting behind the desk, dressed in a smart navy blue business suit. The name plate on her desk said, “Lt. Madeline Feinberg.” On the walls were photos of her academy graduation, in her uniform next to a radio car, with her long, blonde hair tied up in a bun, and even one shaking hands with the mayor at an awards ceremony - impressive, indeed.

“Hi, I’m Detective Lieutenant Madeline Feinberg,” she stood up and said with a beautiful smile crossing her face, hand extended. My mind was drawn to her breasts, which had to be at least a double D, and her blue silk blouse was open at least three buttons revealing of all things, a red-laced bra. Either she was being deliberately provocative, or she was color blind. But she was hot nonetheless.

I mean that from a general perspective because I am not, nor have I ever been a lesbian. Her hair, which in the photo was up in a bun, taken when she was a bit younger and on patrol duty, was now much longer and freely flowing down past her shoulders. To add to this beautiful package were her eyes, which were an intoxicating emerald green. I had never seen anything like them before.

So, I felt a bit awkward as I took a seat across from her at her desk, my “Spidey Senses” telling me that she knew I was “checking her out.”

“Mrs. Conroy? How can I help you.”

“Please, call me Alexa.”

“Sure, okay Alexa, how can I help you?” she asked me, looking at me intently. I was put at ease instantly. I didn’t feel like I was bothering her at all. In fact, I felt a kind of chemistry.

“Well, I don’t know if you can help me. I’m looking to engage the services of a private detective, and I thought that the local precinct was the best place to ask around.”

“If I may,” she said, “can I ask what sort of problem is it you’re having?” I took a deep breath. There were other “things” besides the receipt that aroused my suspicions. I wouldn’t hire a private detective just based on a receipt, or long business hours.

“Okay detective,” she held her hand up.

“Please call me Madeline,” she said and smiled.

“Uh, sure. Madeline. I suspect my husband is cheating on me (I was getting teary-eyed at this point), after more than ten years of marriage, and I want to know for sure.”

“I see. Have you discussed this with him; confronted him? Do you have any evidence or signs of an affair?”

“No, I haven’t discussed it with him, because he would deny it outright, I’d feel guilty, and never get to the bottom of it. If he thought I suspected him, he would just be careful and cover his tracks. I found a receipt for condoms on a drug store credit card receipt, and we have no need for them because I’ve been on birth control for a while now.”

“I see. What else?”

“Yesterday, I found lipstick on his shirt collar. I know that sounds like a cliché, but I did, and it wasn’t mine.” Also he keeps late hours at his job. He’s a realtor here in the city, and he told me he’s been showing apartments to clients late at night.”

“Late at night? Did you check his story with the office?”

I shook my head, and started to cry. She immediately left her chair, came around to my side of the desk and gave me a hug.

“C’mon Alexa, don’t cry. It may all be some silly mix-up, and if it isn’t we’ll get to the bottom of it, I promise,” she said very reassuringly.

“I called his office and spoke to the branch manager of the firm, and he told me that no one shows apartments, or any property for that matter after seven o’clock in the evening, unless it’s under very special circumstances. This has been going on for three months now, so I doubt if any ‘special circumstances’ could last that long. I mean, how long does it take to find an apartment in New York, unless you’re maybe The Prince of Wales, and even then?”

“That all seems plausible to me. Do you think the manager will say something to your husband, you know, to tip him off?”

“No, no. I know him well. He’s a guy I used to hang out with in college, and he knows George and me from school. He seemed surprised when I told him what I thought George was up to. He was very sympathetic.”

“Okay then Alexa. So you’ve got the receipt, the lipstick stain, and the bullshit story about seeing clients late at night. I think you’re in luck.”

“What do you mean - ‘in luck?’”

“What I mean is that normally, the department frowns on NYPD personnel acting in the role of private detectives. I mean if they find out, I could lose my job. However . . . (and she looked at me intently, smirking in a confident sort of way) I was in a similar situation myself a few years back, so I totally feel for you. Tell you what. I will look into this myself, using a friend’s private detective company as a shield. The guy owes me - big time -so it won’t cost you anything. Now how do you feel about that?” she said.

“Wow, I mean it sounds great, but how do I go about this?”

“For the record, you’ll sign a contract with him.” My eyes opened wide, like maybe I could get stuck with a big bill. But as I said earlier, money wasn’t the issue. My freelancing work writing for AMAZON brought in plenty of cash.

“But that’s just a formality, you know, to have something on paper. It also supplies me with plausible deniability.”

“Okay.”

“Now, you won’t have to go to his office. My friend’s name by the way is Frank Falcone. He retired from this precinct about four years ago. In fact he was my predecessor at this desk. We go way back.”

That was interesting. Madeline didn’t look any older than me.

“This is how it’ll work. Frank will work on this during the day, and when I’m off I’ll work either with him or alone. He’s kind of busy, but like I said, he owes me.”

I felt much better because now I had a plan of action. Madeline returned to her desk to finish up taking notes on her legal pad.

“Alexa, what are you doing tomorrow night?”

“Uh, nothing, why?”

“Well,” Madeline said, talking over tented fingers under her chin, and leaning close into me. “I’d like you to come over to my apartment on West 60th Street, off Amsterdam, and we can talk more about this and plan things out.”

It blew me away a little bit because I was actually aroused by this woman, and that never happened before. Maybe it was her perfume, or perhaps the nine millimeter piece she had on her shoulder strap underneath the front of her suit jacket. All I knew was that my pussy was getting moist under my panties, and I was blushing. I don’t do a very good job of hiding my arousal.

We were just making general conversation now, but my mind was wandering. Images floated through my mind of her eating me out, her doing things to me in her bed. Really naughty, and perverse thoughts. But dammit! I’m NOT a lesbian I told myself.
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Flipped Horizontal

SO, THE NEXT NIGHT, WHICH HAPPENED TO BE A TUESDAY, I WENT OVER TO MADELINE’S APARTMENT, NOT KNOWING REALLY WHAT TO EXPECT. It was a nice place, right off of Lincoln Center and close to Central Park. How she was able to afford that on a cop’s salary was beyond me, but she did mention something about a similar situation, so maybe it was a product of a divorce or something.

Madeline lived on the twelfth floor. I rang the bell, and I could hear the clack, clack, of the four-inch stiletto heels she wore to work today. I wondered if she wore those when she was out on a stakeout or something. I didn’t even know what area she specialized in.

“Well hello there Alexa! I’m guessing your husband wasn’t even home when you left tonight, am I right?” It was just eight thirty now, and we lived on the Upper East Side off of fifty first street. I took an Uber to her apartment.

“You would be correct. By the way Madeline, I never asked what department you did your detective work in.”

“Homicide,” she said, turning to look at me with no expression in her eyes, but her mouth was curled up in a spine-chilling smile. Maybe it was me. Maybe I read too many murder-mysteries?

“Oh,” I said, not really knowing how to respond to that.

It was a nice apartment; plush living room, large screen TV, maybe seventy inches, a kitchen off to the side with a serving counter, and the bedrooms down the hall. She turned a modest alcove opposite the front entrance into a little office with photos taped to the wall, and pieces of colored yarn with pins stuck in them across maps, with pictures - pictures of women with Post-It notes stuck to them.

I looked at it, and she saw me staring. She nodded to the wall.

“That’s one I’m working on now. Four girls dead; all prostitutes or call-girls, which is just another name for a high-class hooker. They all have one thing in common: No family in the United States, all Slavic in origin. We think they are part of a sex-trafficking ring, and managed to piss off their captors. They come into the country smuggled across the open southern border. Either that, or we’ve got a serial killer on the loose. Of course, you won’t say anything about this to anyone, right?”

“Hell no! Why would I want to share any grisly information like that with anyone???”

“Yes. Why would you?” she said. I was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

“Come on in,” she said sweeping her arm into the living room.

“I’ve got a new bottle of champagne I thought I would open tonight. I wanted to save it for a special occasion, and I would count this as a special occasion, wouldn’t you Alexa?”

I just smiled nervously and followed her arm into the living room where I sat on her plush, velvet couch. The living room smelled of incense candles, like a honeysuckle/lavender mix. It was nice.

“You’re all tensed up! Here, let me pour you a glass, and we’ll make a toast,” she said and starting with me, poured us both champagne in fluted glasses.

“To new friends,” she said, clinking her glass to mine.

“To new friends,” I answered, smiling.

Then Madeline reached over to the coffee table and took out a cigarette from a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, which she lit with a flick from a slim, silver butane lighter on the table. She was still wearing the business suit from the other day, but the blouse was white, and the jacket was off, over a chair by a table next to the couch. Just like in the office, her blouse was open, but this time, it revealed an entire black, full brassiere. Seemed a little strange to be entertaining female guests this way.

She took a seductive drag, staring at me, and blew a thin stream of smoke over my head. “Oh, I’m sorry Alexa! Did you want one?”

I had quit smoking five years ago, but for the last month or two, since George started “working late,” I picked it up again; the same brand as Madeline.

“Yes, I would love one,” I said. Madeline looked at me, licked her lips, and lit me up without taking her eyes off of me. I was getting moist. I could feel my pussy starting to throb and leak a bit. I couldn’t understand it, but I was overcome with the urge to kiss this woman. No, devour would be more like it. I didn’t have to wait that long for it to happen either.

I was quaking, drawn in by fear and curiosity, but also by a longing that felt like nothing I had known before. The site of her service weapon hanging on the coat rack in the corner of the room was also erotic in a strange sort of way. It made me feel safe and terrified at the same time.

Madeline leaned over, her breasts right under my nose and she started kissing me, holding her cigarette in one hand, the other hand gently stroking my cheek with her long, cherry-painted fingernails, parting my hair, and sending chills down my spine. “Alexa,” she softly whispered in my ear.

Her tongue slowly roped around mine, then broke off, she took a drag, and kissed me again; blowing the smoke into my lungs. She was moaning with pleasure, and I stopped trying to rationalize it, and just went with my feelings. It was my first time.

She stood up suddenly, and crooked her finger at me. “Follow me into the bedroom,” she said.

I stood up and she led me by the hand into her massive bedroom. Then she pushed me down onto her bed, which had the covers turned down, as if she knew this would happen.

She reached for my peach-colored blouse and began slowly opening the buttons one by one, starting with number three, because the first two were already opened. Never once did she take her green, haunting, cat-like eyes off me as she began my seduction. I was powerless over this woman that I barely met only twenty four hours ago.

Our kissing became more intense. She began stroking my long, blonde hair, and she placed my hands on her breasts. I broke off and was kissing her all over her face, and neck. She moaned and slipped out of her blouse. Before I knew it, we were only clad in our skirts, both tops and bras off, our chests rubbing, nipples touching each other’s.

I stopped trying to rationalize things and just went with it, letting myself be carried away on a tidal wave of pure lust. She bent her head down and gently played with my nipples, giving them little soft bites, moving her teeth from side to side over them, her tongue tip sticking through. It was electrifying.

She gently lied me down on the bed facing upwards towards her; her long hair spilling on top of my breasts, tickling me. She whipped her head from side to side, covering my tummy with her hair. I was overcome with all of her delicious smells, and new sensations.

She placed her hand under the bottom of my skirt, feeling my satin, laced top thong, rubbing my pussy and my clit with her fingertips over the soft cloth. It was drenched. After unzipping my skirt, her probing fingers found their way to the soft hair of my mound, and she was touching my clit, playing with it, snapping it back and forth like a rubber band.

My mouth was open as electric shocks coursed through my body. Now her fingers traversed the entire length of my pussy from top to bottom, playing at the entrance of my womanhood. I screamed and squirted.

Her head moved lower and now it was her tongue that replaced her fingers, her mouth sucking in all my juices. She was rubbing her waist on my thigh and repeated my name again and again in a raspy whisper.

Now George had gone down on me years ago, and I enjoyed it, but Madeline was better at this game by far. She moved up on me. Licking my tummy and breasts, and now kissing me again on the mouth. I could taste myself from Madeline.

I couldn’t take it any longer and my hunger for this beautiful woman could not be denied. I reached my fingers underneath her skirt, exploring, unbuttoning it, and sliding it down her legs. She kicked it off to the floor on the side of the couch.

******

She moved herself up to accommodate me at my play. Suddenly, I recoiled in shock! I pulled off, and in a loud whisper I said, “MADELINE! WHAT THE FUCK!! You have a . . . cock!”

She looked at me smiling. “Yes, indeed I do. But what difference does it make? I’m all woman, in my thoughts and my actions. I just have what I like to call, an enlarged clitty!”

“But . . . how could I let this happen to me???” I was aghast. Looking back on it, I was just not open to “new things.”

“Let what happen to you, Alexa? We found something beautiful between us, and just went with it. Think about it. Wouldn’t you have let this happen if you had known before? I mean, really now. I got you off good, didn’t I?”

“Yes, but.”

“Shusssh!” she said, as she pulled her thong down around her thighs, letting me adore her “clitty” in all its very enlarged, fleshy glory; placing her index finger on my nose.

I was speechless as she kicked her thong off, turning herself around on her bed; a full “69,” placing her gurl-cock up to my lips, and her face now fully between my legs, licking my pussy. I looked up and could see her smoothly shaved ball sack bobbing up and down hitting my face.

Her gurl cock was teasing the entrance to my lips. It was huge and had a large girth; reminding me of my eight inch silicone dildo. I was like a child being exposed to a new toy for the first time, trusting the “parent” who gave it to me. My lips parted to let the pink fleshy rod ease in between them. Madeline moaned as my tongue slowly circled the head of her “gurl cock.”

I was getting into it, not thinking man, or woman. The lust that consumed me before and allowed me to come so easily was still there.

I slowly took all of her inside me. I could taste the salty-sweet pre cum form in the back of my mouth. She met my up and down sucking motion with pelvic thrusts that I think were meant to choke me, her balls banging my chin.

I was coming now for a second time, aided by the way I was getting her off.

Suddenly, she stiffened and pushed her gurl cock further into the recesses of my throat, and I felt a gush of wet, ropy warmth enter my mouth. She came in several large bursts, so much that it was running down the sides of my cheeks from the corner of my mouth.

She continued thrusting, then sort of stayed inside my mouth, letting me lick her dry. Pulling out, she flipped over and was smiling at me. A small contented laugh escaped her as she pulled me closer to kiss me. I delighted in tasting myself from her mouth.

❤️❤️❤️


Detective Work

So what do you think now,” she said, smiling at me, her beautiful green eyes questioning. It was a rhetorical question, the answer all over my face, along with some traces of “gurl-jizz.”

“It was definitely a first for me,” I said reflectively. “But, being honest Madeline, I loved it.” I hugged her and snuggled against her shoulder. I felt it ironic that I was seeking out Madeline to find out if George was cheating on me, and I ended up doing the same with her. Then again, was it really the same? I mean, I had a sexual experience with another woman, sort of, albeit a woman with a very large cock.

I was a bit confused, but I felt good about myself.

“Well, I’m going to give Frank all the necessary information tomorrow that he’ll need to track your husband, and a contract on second thought, won’t be necessary. Like I told you - he owes me.”

“Okay,” I said, “sounds good to me.”

This was a relief, and I trusted Madeline, and anything she chose to do what was right for me.

******

Two weeks later, Madeline’s investigation, along with the leg work done by Frank turned up some interesting information which put some pieces together.

Frank and a female partner had posed as home buyers and paid George’s firm a visit. Of course they asked for a night showing, and were promptly told that the realty firm doesn’t do night house showings.

So they did a little investigating through title searches and properties that George sold, but the numbers didn’t add up.

After interviewing several buyers it was determined that George was indeed selling apartments at night, but keeping commissions for himself. He was using the office for his own business which definitely went against company policy. The amount of money in commissions that George stole reached into hundreds of thousands of dollars.

In addition, George was also “too close” with some of his clients – female clients at that. Frank tracked some clandestine rendezvous’s between George and several female clients, some of which took place at several of the properties he was showing as well.

Now two weeks later I was at Madeline’s apartment again. I should mention that I’ve been “bad.” I couldn’t stay away, so over the fourteen days since we first met, I’d say that I was there at least one night out of every other.

George had no idea since he was also out – doing his “thing.”

“So what do you want to do sweetie?” Madeline asked, happy she had helped me. “I think we have enough information here that could put Georgie boy away for quite some time. I can add other felonies to simple stealing of commissions.”

“Well, you’re the detective here. I’m sure you could come up with something horribly humiliating and punishing that would set George right, and give him exactly what he deserves - what do you think?”

Madeline thought about it for a minute, and her expression changed immediately, like a light went off in her head. It really was a very clever plan.

She laid out the preliminaries to me. She would pose as a seller and go to George’s office and specifically ask for him. Naturally George would fall for Madeline’s exquisite body, and things would happen. If all went according to plan, she would have George come over to her apartment, and I would be there in another room, waiting.

Of course, during the evening, Madeline would reveal “her true self” to George, and then the fun would begin.
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The Showing

On Monday morning, Madeline went over to George’s office and told the receptionist that she wanted to see George Conroy about a sale. In a minute, George came out of his office all smiles, and said to Madeline, “Come in Mrs. Fielding. I understand you wish to sell a co-op?”

“Oh please, call me Madeline.”

“Sure. Okay Madeline, come inside and have a seat. Would you care for a coffee? It’s fresh.”

“Thank you very much George, I would,” she said, taking the same liberties with his first name.

“So, I understand you wish to sell your co-op?”

“Yes, it’s on West 60th and Amsterdam.”

George was looking over Madeline from top to bottom; from her beautiful blonde hair, all the way down to the stiletto heels and her beautiful long legs.

Without missing a beat, Madeline said, “Why don’t you come over this evening and I can show it to you? Say, about eight o’clock?”

“Oh yeah, my afternoons are pretty booked, so eight this evening would be fine!” It was just like catching a fly with honey.

“Uh, George,” Madeline asked. “Don’t I have to fill out any paperwork now, or an agreement of sorts between me and your agency?”

George sat back in his chair, with his hands folded behind his head. “No, no,” he said smiling. “That won’t be necessary. Everything will be taken care of, don’t worry.” It sounded fishy as hell.

“Well okay then,” Madeline said and got up from her seat.

It all seemed easy, and to someone not very familiar with how agreements between realtors and customers were made, nothing looked out of place. However, Madeline was not your average customer. Besides working in homicide, she had worked in other departments as well, and could smell a rat when she saw one. George was definitely a rat.

After she left George’s office on the way to her precinct, Madeline called Alexa.

“Hey Lex, I got some good news.”

“Oh that’s great! Did you see George?”

“Yeah, that’s why I called - well, one of the reasons anyway my love. I wore one of my sexiest outfits, and he took the bait hook, line, and sinker.”

“If you could have seen me, you would dripping.” After she told me that, I certainly was.

“I have an appointment to show him my apartment tonight at eight o’clock.”

“Okay, so what time do you want me to come over? - with my toys of course.” Both of us laughed, thinking of the fun we would have with poor, hapless George, and the things we would do with him.

“I have my own toys too you know Lex,” Madeline said with a salacious grin.

******

ISuppose I could have asked for a divorce on grounds of adultery, or let Madeline have him arrested for stealing commissions from his office if they were willing to press charges. Since George’s theft amounted to hundreds of thousands of dollars, it was something very plausible indeed.

When I thought seriously about it over the last few days, I really didn’t want to get a divorce from George. Having him as a controllable “pet” would be lots more fun. I would have plenty of “incentives” for him to do whatever I wanted. Who knows? He might actually enjoy being a sex slave.

Both Madeline and I were stunning blondes, and really looked like a hot couple of beautiful women together; the kind that would get George’s juices flowing. I thought I would let Madeline be the first to have a go with Georgie, and then I would step in. I believe that Madeline’s service weapon hanging on the coat rack would be intimidating enough to have him go along with us.

When I came over to Madeline’s about five PM, she had the day off, and was able to pamper herself by going to the salon and looking really great. She had her toenails painted bright red, and matching false fingernails as well.

She wore tight black leather pants and like a short sleeve spaghetti top, with red, four-inch stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles.

Madeline had a white laced bra underneath that was thin enough so that her nipples were very erect through the soft material. Her facial makeup was on point, and hell, I thought she looked sexy as fuck. I was jealous and I knew that I would be spending the whole night in her bed.

I was dressed in a beautiful one-piece navy blue, lowcut dress, and makeup that Madeline helped me with. It’s funny because I used to try and excite George all these years, but still he strayed to other women. The pain and hurt for me was terrible.

At precisely eight o’five, Madeline’s doorbell rang. She had covered up the peg board in her little office area, and the pictures of her in her police uniform were put away. The service weapon still remained on the coat rack.

“Well, well, good evening George,” Madeline said. George just grinned. I was waiting in the second bedroom.

He was looking the place over, still in realtor mode, while Madeline took on one her sexiest poses.

“Hi Madeline. The place looks great! I don’t think you’ll have any trouble finding a buyer for it. Not in today’s market anyway.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think I would.”

“By the way, you look fantastic!”

“Why thank you George, want a drink?”

“Sure,” he said looking over at the bar on the far living room wall from the doorway. “I’ll take a scotch and soda if you have it.”

“Coming right up,” Madeline said with a smile, making sure her ass wiggled nicely as her heels clacked on the marble floor making her way to the bar. “Why don’t you take your jacket off, loosen your tie and have a seat on the sofa.”

Knowing George, that was all the prompting he needed. As he took off his coat and tie, and his shoes, he couldn’t take his eyes off Madeline, especially her tight ass in her leather pants. Madeline stopped by the bar and lit up one of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. She dragged on it seductively and George, who I knew had a rather large smoking fetish (as well as a big hard-on now), was staring at her.

Madeline poured the drinks and came over to the sofa where George was sitting. “Here’s to selling my co-op,” she said.

“Likewise,” George said, raising his glass to meet hers.

She took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag and then a sip of her drink, and leaned in close to George. In a quiet voice and looking George right in the eyes, exhaling in his face, she said, “I really hope that you’re not in a rush to go somewhere tonight.”

Listening from the other bedroom, this really burned me up - George answered: “No, not in a rush, just a wife that I know will be home, just her usual boring self.”

Madeline, pretending shock said to him, “I can’t imagine such a suave, handsome man like yourself married to a boring woman!”

Now George’s cock was bursting through his trousers, making a nice tent. Madeline of course noticed it, and took hold of the bulge with her fingertips, and sharp, fake nails.

George was thinking that this was too easy, too good to be true. This woman must be really into me, he thought. Oh well, best go with the flow.

“Wow!” Madeline said, “what a nice big cock you have George, feels yummy!”

“Yeah, you know, it tastes even better!”

“Now, aren’t we eager,” she said, stroking his face with her nails with the hand holding her cigarette. George said nothing, it was clear that Madeline was totally in control, and she reached her fingers down his crotch and opened his fly, rummaging around his boxers until she found the prize she was looking for.

❤️❤️❤️


Just Another Girl

George was breathing heavy as Madeline deftly moved his trousers and his boxers down to his thighs. She lifted up his shirt and began sucking on his nipples and kissing his neck, giving him chills; all the while stroking his cock with her fingertips. She moved up and kissed him deeply on the mouth, her tongue entering his lips and roping around it, all the while arousing him more and more.

The smells and tastes of Madeline were too much for George to bear; the smoky breath, the scotch, and her perfume. Now came what he was waiting for I’m sure as soon as he laid eyes upon her.

She slid down, digging her nails into his chest, making him moan, and kissed the tip of his cock lightly with her lips, teasing, touching lightly.

For George it was too much. He reached over and gently pushed Madeline’s head down onto his cock; her silky hair on his tummy exciting him more, and she took in all of him; at least eight thick inches. George was a beast.

He moaned loudly now, enough for the neighbors to hear if the walls were cheap sheetrock. Madeline’s tongue was very skillful, driving George to the edge, and then backed off. She tasted the sweet-salty pre cum and she knew he was close.

She stopped bobbing and sucking, and used her tongue to play with the sensitive skin on the bottom of his cock, pressing against it, and sliding her tastebuds up and down without moving her head. A feat that is nearly impossible. It proved to be too much for George to handle and he exploded a gallon of thick ropy jizz all the way into Madeline’s mouth.

She took it like a trooper and not one drop of that massive load went out from her lips; she sucked all of it with each shot of his cock, until it was no more. Now her teeth gently (maybe more than that!) bit and rolled around the head of his cock, keeping him hard. He hissed through clenched teeth.

Then she lifted off George’s cock and looked up at his face. He was smiling like a satisfied conqueror - “George The Great.” Madeline decided to give George a taste of his own medicine, or jizz, rather. She swooped in and gave him a big wet kiss on his mouth.

He seemed to take it rather well. Madeline even thought that he enjoyed it. They roped tongues and kissed for a good five minutes. He cleaned all of his jizz out of her mouth and sucked her dry.

“Now George, I think it’s time we go to the bedroom. I need to get off too. It’s only fair, right?”

“You mean pussy? Of course. Lead the way baby!”

Madeline smirked when his back was turned, and she took his hand and led him into her master bedroom. On the way, George stopped, and Madeline turned around to look at him. On his face he wore an expression of shock. “WHAT’S THAT!?” he cried, pointing to Madeline’s service weapon on the coat rack.

“Oh, I’m sorry George, I meant to tell you. I’m an NYPD Detective Lieutenant; homicide division.”

“Holy shit!!! Really?”

“Yes, really George. What’s the matter, you never heard of female detectives? You must not watch a lot of television,” she said very matter of fact.

“No, no, I’m just surprised that you are, is all I mean.” He paused, then said. “If you don’t mind me asking, how is it you can afford such an expensive place on a police department salary?”

Madeline seemed not to be offended by the question and she calmly said: “I was married to a very wealthy hedge fund guy, and we got divorced about two years ago, and I got the apartment in the settlement, and I have no kids. Anything else you want to know?”

“No, no, that’s okay.” She could tell that George was a little nervous. A guilty conscience perhaps?

Just as soon as they got into the bedroom, Madeline pushed him on the bed on his back, and pulled his pants down again and threw them on the side of the bed. She kept her leather pants and stiletto heels on, throwing her top off onto the floor next to the bed. Her breasts were a breathtaking double D size, and her nipples were very erect. Before George could say a word, she placed first one, then the other in his mouth.

George licked and sucked both nipples, making Madeline moan with pleasure. “And now for the piece de resistance,” she announced.

This got George very excited - he enjoyed pussy - everyone’s except mine evidently. That might change after tonight I thought.

Madeline slowly unbuttoned her black leather pants, and took George’s hand and placed it on the tab of the zipper. “Now go slowly,” she said.

“Don’t worry baby,” George said. I got all the time in the world.” Madeline lit another cigarette which got George really hard again - fast. She exhaled, and waited for George to complete his task. Madeline wore a purple thong with a G-String that caressed the crack between her butt cheeks. The thong seemed a little bit “padded,” which George attributed to an aroused pussy. George was biting his lower lip as he slowly stuck his fingers in the front of Madeline’s thong.

She didn’t want to be outdone, and got tired of his playing around with the elastic of the front. She was on her knees, straddling George, and reached inside, sighed, and pulled out a massive eight-inch long, thick cock from the side of the thong. A gaff hid it from view before.

“OH MY GOD!! WHAT THE FUCK IS . . . THIS!????”

Madeline sighed. “Oh George, George. What does it look like? It’s my gurl cock. You’ve heard of transgender women and Thai shemales before, right?”

George was speechless, as Madeline leaned in close to his face, exhaling into it as she did so. “I want you to suck it George. Suck it just like the little sissy fuck that you are, ok?”


Girls Just Wanna Have Fun

That was my cue, as I walked in on a shocked/terrified George, and a smiling Madeline. I walked over to Madeline first, kneeling on the bed over George, and I kissed her deeply on the lips.

“Alexa??” George said in a state of shock and disbelief.

“Yes George, surprise!”

He looked me over from top to bottom, my one piece short, tight dress with the plunging neckline, my coiffed blonde hair, and exquisite makeup job almost causing him not to recognize his own wife.

“You look, you look . . .”

“Look what, George? Beautiful, stunning, what?” Madeline and I were both laughing. The combination of Madeline’s cock, and my presence making George a bit nervous.

“Yes,” he said. All of the above.” After he stopped talking his lips were still moving which struck us both as hysterical.

“Look Alexa! He’s about to lay an egg!” she laughed.

“Well, that’s sweet George. I think I should explain the rules here,” I said.

George looked stunned as I read him the riot act. “I know all about your affairs George, and I also know about your stealing commissions from the firm.” I glanced at Michelle.

“Detective Lieutenant Feinberg here figures there are enough felony charges to put you away for a long, long time. Why the legal fees alone, plus the divorce . . .” now George’s face looked shocked.

“Plus the divorce, will completely bankrupt you dear. What do you have to say to that? Better lawyer up honey. Oh yeah, one more thing: I have a new love interest now. You see, you’re not the only one, but mine is real. Madeline and I are a ‘thing,’ you see.”

I almost felt sorry for the slob. “I’ll let the law speak now,” I said, turning the stage over to Madeline.

“Yeah, you’re in a pretty tight spot George. Once I turn this case over to one of my friends in the financial division, you’ve pretty much had it. What did my partner say? Two point five million dollars in stolen commissions alone, plus a padded expense account, and then the matter of your adulterous trysts, hurting my lover here very badly. Isn’t that right sweetie?”

I feigned hurt as best I could. I pouted my gorgeous lips, and with a puppy dog look at George, said. “You’re a very bad man, George Conroy!”

Madeline broke out laughing again.

“Now here’s your way out George, depending upon how you look at it. Your ass belongs to us now. You are our new plaything - our new cock sucking, sissy slut toy to do with what we will; dress up and humiliate you as we please. Whether you enjoy it or not is up to you. Now, isn’t this better than the lock up on Riker’s? Believe me, I can tell you it is - much better. At least with us, you’ll know who’s stretching your ass!”

George was whimpering. He was staring wide-eyed at Madeline’s she cock.

“Okay George, on your knees and turn around.” George did as he was told, and Madeline got on her knees behind George, and grinned at me, before lighting a cigarette. I took one too. We kissed and blew smoke into each other’s mouths. She reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and smeared it on her already very hard cock, and then a generous amount on George’s cherry pink, puckered asshole.

Knowing George, the only thing up there was a baby thermometer, years ago. He braced himself for the reality of what was to come. Madeline didn’t waste any time, and began playing with the tip of her she cock on George’s ass, rubbing it around, and then gently poking the tip of her cock inside George’s ass, or “bussy.”

“You know Madeline, I think we need a sissy name for this piece of shit, what do you think?”

“You must have been reading my mind honey,” Madeline said, the cigarette dangling from her lips. What about ‘Grace?’”

“Humm . . . Grace, Grace. I like it! What do you say George? From now on your name is Grace, and you will refer to Madeline and me as ‘Mistress Madeline,’ and ‘Mistress Alexa,’ okay?”

A low muffled “okay,” came squeaking from “Grace,” who had other things to think about now. But Madeline wasn’t satisfied. In the same draw as the K-Y Jelly, she pulled out a short riding crop with a braided leather handle, and whacked George across his right butt cheek with it. The sound of the “snap” gave me a start, and a loud “owww” from George, now Grace.

“I didn’t hear your response Grace!” Madeline said angrily.

“OKAY!!! OKAY!! MISTRESS MADELINE!”

“There now, that wasn’t so hard now was it?” she said.

George didn’t answer because he was preoccupied with what Madeline was doing with his butt. After another “whack” for good measure, Madeline now stuck about a quarter of her big, thick, she cock inside of George. He hissed and screamed; the both of us laughing.

“C’mon Gracie, take it like the true sissy we know you are, okay?” Madeline said. She went in and out repeatedly, just a quarter until Grace adapted to it. Madeline was moaning. “God, Alexa, I wish you could feel how good Grace’s ‘bussy’ is,” she said as if off in a dream. “Nice and tight.”

Now Madeline picked up speed, going faster and faster inside of Gracie’s bussy. Soon she was halfway in. George was getting hard to his amazement. “Oooh Madeline, my sissy hubby Gracie has a boner!”

“That’s nice,” Madeline said. “We can allow him to enjoy himself.”

Madeline was all the way in; her shaved ball sack striking Grace’s butt cheeks. Her speed picked up, and involuntarily Grace started stroking his cock which Madeline had put some jelly on as well. Faster and faster she went, groaning with pleasure and George was pleasantly surprised as well. He was getting into it. Madeline hit his “P-spot,” and he announced: “I think I’m gonna come!”

This turned Madeline on more than anything and she gasped and shot a gigantic load into Grace’s bussy, the warmth of her spunk encircling her cock, with some of it trailing down his ass. Madeline was still busy thrusting; Grace was so tight and so good. Finally she pulled out and turned to me.

“Alexa, you have no idea how really good Grace was. I’m so sorry you don’t have a cock!” Madeline was laughing. “But don’t worry dear, we can make up for that!”

I wondered what Madeline meant.

“So, my little sissy Grace; how did it feel? - be honest. You shot a good load of spunk onto my nice, clean bed sheets.”

Grace was looking down at the bed; humiliated, yet pleased. “Well, being honest it felt good actually. I mean, I never knew I could come like that.”

“Well, see? You just did,” Madeline said, not without an air of triumph in her voice. Then she added ominously: “We aren’t done yet!”

“Now it’s time for Alexa to get in on the action,” Madeline said. She reached into her desk drawer of tricks and pulled out a cock ring, which she generously lubed.

“Here Grace,” Madeline said, handing Grace the contraption. “Put this on, you’re smart enough to see how it works.” Instantly, as soon as Grace put the contraption on, he got hard again. Madeline noticed and said: “See Gracie, that wasn’t so bad, and look, you’re hard again.”

“Now, I want you to fuck Alexa - your wife, remember? At least that’s what she is for now.”

“I’ll take him,” I said. I had a feeling this was a new George, or rather “Gracie.”

“Good,” Madeline said. “Now Gracie will fuck you from behind, in your starving pussy.” Madeline was right. From watching all the action between the two of them, I was sopping wet. I was even running my finger up and down my snatch and I squirted almost at the same time they got off. My labs were swollen and pulsating. I was never so horny in my life! Could these feelings just come from watching my husband take it up the wazoo from a transgender woman?

“And I will fuck Gracie again!” Madeline said excitedly. My God, what a libido this woman had - I knew from the times I spent here that she was insatiable - and HOT. Tonight she was on fire!

The three of us got onto the bed. I was first, on my hands and knees facing the headboard, Gracie was behind me, and Madeline was behind Gracie, her hands playing with the jellied opening of Gracie’s ass. It was like a cum-train.

“Do I turn you on George, er, uh, Gracie?”

“Yes Mistress Alexa, you really do.” For a moment, just a fleeting moment, mind you, I thought I had feelings for my husband, but not really. Tonight he was Madeline’s plaything entirely.

“Fuck me already, goddammit Gracie!” I yelled.

I felt Gracie’s, ringed cock at the entrance to my pleasure chest, poking, and prodding. I reached behind me, and I grabbed at it. “Why are you so fucking lame Gracie!?” I said.

Madeline, hearing this, took out her riding crop again and smacked Gracie on her ass twice - two hard smacks. “You heard the lady, fuck her already!”

Now I felt Gracie penetrate me. It had been so long since my husband, by whatever name had taken me from behind, I forgot what it was like util Madeline showed up.

He was inside me, his girth filling me, and he was grunting. At the same time, Madeline was pounding Gracie hard, although he wasn’t quite broken in all the way yet. He yelped as Madeline entered him with full force, balls slapping his buttocks.

I was pushing back on Gracie, and at the same time fingering myself, rubbing my clit into ecstasy. “Ohhh, c’mon Gracie, attaboy! Yeah, keep it up!”

Madeline was groaning, loving the exquisite tightness and feel of Gracie’s bussy. The three of us were in a race to see who would come first. I didn’t care, but I was really close, coming into this thing already wet and ravenous.

Soon his cries of agony were replaced by pleasure, as Madeline expertly hit his P-Spot. She was pinching her nipples with one hand, and throwing her long hair back in a wild flip.

Soon, I could feel Gracie stiffen and unload a mother lode of spunk into my pussy. I squirted, more so I think from playing with my clit which I was snapping between my fingers like a rubber band.

Madeline gasped and shot her own load into Gracie’s bussy and went in and out even harder, her jizz making it all the more pleasurable. Gracie was our little spunk doll.

The three of us stopped and caught our breath, and I knew that later, Madeline would take me in my ass again tonight. She enjoyed that much more than my pussy, but I didn’t care - I was in love with this tough transgender cop, and I thought I always would be.

In fact, I was in no rush to get a divorce, because I knew Gracie would behave and have no more nightly “showings” with any other clients.

Suddenly, Gracie looked back and forth at Madeline and me and said, “So I guess Mistress Madeline, you’re not really selling your co-op?”

Madeline and I broke out laughing because even in his moment of supreme humiliation at the hands of two dominating oversexed women, he could still try to be funny.

Madeline lit a cigarette, two at once, for me and her, and looked at Gracie. “So Gracie,” she said. “Tomorrow night we begin feminizing you - makeup, clothes, the whole nine yards. I think we’ll meet at your house tomorrow night. What do you say honey?” she said, talking to me.

“Oh! One other thing. We want you to be a smoky, slut, sissy slave. It really turns the gentleman clients on! So, here, take a cigarette,” Madeline said forcefully - in full cop mode. We laughed as George coughed through his first drags. “By the end of tonight you will be hooked. Virginia Slims will be your new and only brand, and you will smoke them at work too. Do you understand, sissy?”

“Yes Mistress Madeline,” Grace said through a few coughs.

“Did you pick out clothes for our little sissy queen Maddie?”

“I sure did,” Madeline said. “I think Gracie will look adorable as a red head with a bob wig, and a black, midi-satin skirt and a white satin blouse. I know just where to get everything.”

I looked at my husband, cuckolded by a transgender woman, and said: “Consider yourself very lucky Gracie. You could be facing hard jail time and financial ruin. Instead you just have to do your time as our personal slut princess and anyone we choose to loan you out to.”

“Alexa’s right you know. I know some boys at the station house who are really into sissies! We are going to have LOTS of fun together! How do you feel about that Gracie?”

Like a robot, Gracie replied, totally broken and numb by now, “Sounds good to me, Mistress Madeline.”

Gracie dressed up really nice, each time to only get soiled and cummed on by the two of us, and the occasional cop friend of Madeline’s. We especially enjoyed it when we and the other men gathered in a circle and they and Maddy cummed on Grace’s face, making “her” makeup run!

Thanks to Madeline, and her private detective friend Frank (who was also to get a piece of Gracie), I went from being a desperate, cheated on cuck queen, to a sort of dominatrix. Maddy and I were also in love and sometimes the three of us would go on vacations together to exotic places. We had Gracie see a doctor to transition chemically into a transgender woman. We let her keep her cock, which was an essential part of our play.

Gracie knew her place as a permanent sub, and never strayed out of line. I think that after a couple of months she actually enjoyed her role in our games. I had no feelings about Gracie one way or the other. One thing was for sure; the old cheating George was long gone.

❤️❤️❤️


FOXY SISSY

A Tale of a Cheating Husband Humiliated & Force Feminized

by

His Wife’s Transgender Lover
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What the Hell am I Doing?

THIS SATURDAY NIGHT IS JUST LIKE ALL THE REST. I’M IN MY APARTMENT, NO DATES, NOTHING ON MY SOCIAL CALENDAR FOR THE FORESEEABLE FUTURE, AND JUST MY LAPTOP WITH MY “PECULIAR TASTES” TO SATISFY ME. I guess you could say I’m a bit depressed.

I work in a big office supply warehouse, the kind of place where the guys go out for “a round or two” after work. Those other guys seem to have vibrant, crazy, and self-assured sex lives, with real or imagined women.

They didn’t particularly care for me because in the first place, I took the job seriously. Seriously enough to actually want to do a good job unlike them, macho idiots, and secondly, because of well, social reasons.

Like many other businesses, there are always wise guys who think they’re hot shit, and have fun trying to figure people out, and label them without really knowing them. In my workplace, two of them, Vinny, and Fred, are always busting my chops about my “feminine physique,” and the fact that my experience with women is “all talk.”

They’re both gym rats, and my comeback to their comments, is that the steroids they take are shrinking their cocks and balls.

I began to think there was something mentally wrong with me, and my personal choices. I kept telling myself that I should be going out and make a serious effort to find a “real” relationship with a girl.

I went out to bars and clubs with Vinny, and Fred , because I felt like I had to be “one of the guys.”

But the times that I’ve gone out with them I always became tongue-tied around women, and they’d stay away from me like I was a weirdo or something. Vinny and Fred would just laugh, and pretend to take pity on me. So, I became more and more isolated, and stung by their hurtful rebukes. Why did I feel I had to prove something to these guys?

The abuse at work just got worse by the day; Vinny and Fred making cruel jokes about my masculinity and my sexual preferences. I dreamed of revenge, and I wanted justice to be served – HOT!

The few times that I went out with women was from online sites, and I could never enjoy myself unless they were smokers, and dressed like my fantasies.

I didn’t want to believe that I could be attracted to men. I’m not talking about male on male, but perhaps dressed as a female . . . to a male. These thoughts bothered me and excited me at the same time. I have, in the past, indulged in some guilty pleasures. How did I get started?

Well, ever since I was about sixteen, (now I’m twenty eight), I’ve had a fetish of looking at pretty girls, daydreaming, and yes, here it is, buying lingerie online. I don’t have the guts to act out on my fantasies by going out in public, I’ve never felt the need to do that. They are limited to my apartment; putting on the lingerie, makeup, and looking in my mirror, and talking dirty to myself, like I’m a hot girl, a slut to be more precise. The sluttier, the more it excited me.

I also have a fetish for “girlie cigarettes,” you know, the long, slender, all-white 120mm ones. My brand of choice is Virginia Slims Menthol 120s. Just light me up, dress me up, and I’ll come on sight, no prodding (or very little ) needed.

As I entered my twenties, my little activity began to grow. I ordered more clothes and makeup from an online place that catered to crossdressers: a very luscious, long, black wig with purple highlights that parted in the center, a long sleeve, white satin, button down blouse, black laced bra, black, sheer strapped pantyhose: thigh high with a stay up silicone lace top, and a mid-length black, satin skirt.

Of course I also got a soft, black G-String, which made my cock incredibly hard as soon as I slipped the soft satin on it. I made things easier for myself by watching a ton of YOUTUBE videos geared for trannys and crossdressers.

I have a large bedroom mirror on top of my dresser, and I’d put on the clothes, makeup, look into it and say shit like; “Hey handsome, I bet you have a really hard dick, that I’m dying to taste. Wanna give me some of that?”

Then I would lean into the mirror, roll my tongue around my lips, smothered in lip gloss, and get on my bed and masturbate until I would come, then repeat it, sometimes over and over again.

My fetish became overpowering, ruling supreme above all the other aspects of my life. Once I had my ensemble collected I couldn’t wait to get home from work and dress up, light up, and jerk off in front of the mirror, making faces that a woman would make having an intense orgasm. I was like an alcoholic or a drug addict.

I liked my makeup on the “goth” or dark side. I used lots of black mascara (I had thick eyelashes anyway), dark red lip gloss, deep blue, or sometimes purple eyeshadow.

I really looked (or thought I did) look intense, but still, I could not muster up the courage to go out in public or even search online for someone to partner with and share my desires.

Another important step: I stopped trying to rationalize my behavior long ago because this was who I really was - whatever that is. My behavior was addicting too; if I tried to stop and be plain old Douglas, I couldn’t be. So I had to just accept myself.

I was almost ready to check myself into the nut house, when I found many other guys online in chat rooms that shared my proclivities for secret dressing and women’s clothing. One night I got really excited by a “Meet-Up” group that met in someone’s home that catered to socializing for crossdressers.

This group was run by a woman named Linda (a bio woman or a trans) I didn’t know or care), and she also had a FLICKR account where she posted pictures of the “Meetups” at her home. The pictures showed transvestites sitting next to each other, giving each other blowjobs, kissing, and “other” intimate activities. This went much farther than simple crossdressing, and it turned me on something fierce!

I wanted to be part of a group like that, and maybe do the same things that they were doing. I e-mailed Linda, which for me was a huge step (I sat on it for days), and she assured me that her group was very welcoming to newcomers, and if I didn’t have any clothes or makeup, they would be provided for me.

Linda’s house was nearby, and less than an hour’s drive from my apartment. I decided to go and explore this “other, secret side” of myself. Of course, I would bring my own clothes, and let them do my makeup for me, to make me look “just right.” I was very excited.

❤️❤️❤️


The Meet-Up

So, on a Friday afternoon, I packed up my car with all my stuff and I took the forty-five minute drive to Linda’s. “Welcome Doug, glad you could make it,” Linda said, a nice, welcoming smile on her face. I couldn’t tell if she was transgender or not.

I had no reason to believe one way or the other- from her appearance, that is. She had dirty blonde, shoulder-length hair, seemed to be mid-thirtyish, nice cleavage, and had a nice, shapely figure.

I walked into her house sheepishly, ready to bolt at any second, and was carrying a gym bag with my stuff.

“Oh hi, you must be Linda,” I said feeling foolish.

Sensing my unease, she said, “Oh good; I see you brought some clothes. This is good. Why don’t you come in and relax.”

We walked from Linda’s modest entrance hall into the living room. Her house wasn’t big at all - just a typical ranch house that you would see in all suburban neighborhoods.

There were six other “girls” on the two sofas laid out in a “L” shape around the room, with a coffee table in the middle. Two couples were kissing, and one couple was in the middle of a blow job.

They all gave me a brief nod, or a look, not at all surprised that I would be standing there. Linda, noticing the other girls were preoccupied, took me by the arm, looked at me smiling, and said, “Come on Doug, let’s go into my bedroom where I can see what you brought and make you shine!”

“So,” she said, “what made you decide to reach out to us, I mean, now? You’ve obviously been considering this for a while - crossdressing, I mean,” looking at my gym bag. “Some guys come here without any girly clothes, and are just curious to see how they look, dressed as a girl. I don’t ask them about their sex lives unless they choose to bring it up, of course,” she said with a sly smile at me.

“Yeah, I get it,” I said. “I think I may be leaning toward a sexual thing (I didn’t know what else to call it), and uh, I’ve been dressing in front of a mirror, and I liked what I saw.” My voice was a little subdued, a little shaky. “So, I really wanted to be around others who maybe had the same tastes as me.”

With that, Linda laughed. “Well, you certainly saw people with, as you put it, ‘tastes’ out in my living room. Whether they’re for you or not, only you can decide. We’re really a friendly bunch. Sometimes we all go out, and we don’t judge who you hook up with. Some of the places we go to have areas set aside for that like my living room.”

Linda put my fears to rest with her little introduction. “Now why don’t we make you the most beautiful crossdresser you can be.” I was all in.

“Nice clothes!” Linda said. Looking through my bag, she looked up at me smiling. “I see you spared no expense. You even thought of jewelry.” holding up my diamond (zircon) studded, leather choker and my hoop earrings. She looked through the contents of my makeup case and said, “This looks pretty complete, but I think I can add to it. First let’s see how we do with what you have.”

Grinning, she said, “Okay Douggie,” Douggie??? No one ever called me that before. “Take your clothes off.” So I did, stopping when I was down to my boxers. “Something wrong?” she asked, which was more of a rhetorical question.

“Uh, I guess I’m a bit shy.”

“Look, I think you’re cute,” she said, stepping back a bit to look me over more. “You’re really going to like what you see. Wait! What am I talking about? I know you like what you’ll see. I mean, you’ve been doing it for a while just by yourself, right?”

“Yes, of course. It’s just that I never had an audience before.”

She smiled a knowing smile. “You mean except for the mirror, right?” She had me, spot on.

“Well, it’s time to show the world the real you, then, isn’t it?”

So I slowly took my boxers down. I had a six-inch cock, which was about average I’m guessing, from the videos I’ve seen.

“Wow! Nice!” Linda said. “I approve!” Then she did what I least expected but put to rest all my fears - she grabbed my cock with her soft fingers, wrapping them around my shaft. I was steel-hard. I did what came naturally; I moved in close and kissed Linda on the lips, my tongue just entering hers, and my cock pulsating in her hand. She pulled away.

“Now hold on a second cowboy. I only get physical with girls, ok? If you turn out good, or should I say, when you turn out good, we can do more.”

I slipped the black satin G-String on with the soft pocket that felt silky on my cock, causing a drop of pre cum to appear in the center. I loved the way the strap cradled my ass, making me tingle. Next to go on was the black, sheer nylon pantyhose with the straps which attached to the lacy garter belt that was open in the front.

There was enough fat on my chest so that when the “widish” bra went on, it pulled my hairless chest together and gave some “cleavage.” After the wig and makeup went on, Linda was really happy - I saw it in her eyes, and things just took on a life of their own.

I was expecting to go out to the living room and be shown to the others, but Linda had other ideas. I even looked better than I did at home in my bedroom mirror.

She wasted no time, and stripped down to her lingerie, her tongue teasing me, rolling around her lips in a circle. I pulled her close and resumed the kiss, hoping to make this one last a bit longer. It did.

Our tongues were wrapping around each other’s. Now I should explain if it wasn’t clear before. As soon as I laid eyes on Linda, I wanted her. Maybe it was pheromones floating around - I didn’t know, nor did I care.

I was, however, turned on as well by the fact that she was an older woman - she had to be at least forty one, or forty two - more than mid-thirtyish. That’s another fetish I have, among many.

Her tits were real, and soon I had them in my mouth, playing with and gently biting her nipples. She reached down to the front of my G-String, playing with my long-suffering cock hidden behind a wall of satin.

Adding to my suffering was the delightful bouquet of her smells: the perfume, the shampoo - like strawberries, and the sweet smell of menthol cigarette smoke, which taken together can make me come almost instantly.

Linda was getting into it, moaning as she stroked my cock through the satin, and really going full throttle on my mouth. Any second I expected her delicious lips to be all over my cock. However, what I got was a bit different. She used her other hand and moved her G-String away from her front, and I felt a fleshy protuberance hitting my upper thigh!

❤️❤️❤️


An Unexpected Turn

Linda - WHAT THE FUCK!!”

“Come on Doug, you can’t be that surprised, now can you?” She held me by my shoulders and smiled at me. “Didn’t you see the ladies downstairs? Did you think they were all biological women?”

I said nothing because Linda was right. I was afraid of rejection or humiliation by my reaction, but Linda was patient, she was smart, she knew how to lead me to what I desired the most but was afraid to accept.

“No, no, I really didn’t. Sorry, I was surprised, that’s all. I mean, your tits, are so . . .”

“So . . . what, Doug?”

“So real Linda, so delicious,” and I smiled. Better to quit while ahead.

She gave a satisfied “humm,” and grabbed my cock again and this time placed my hand on her cock.

It was fleshy, and huge - I didn’t bring a tape measure with me, but it was definitely bigger than mine - that’s for sure. It was pulsating and starting to leak a bit of pre cum in my hand.

Linda grabbed my shoulders and pushed my knees into her carpet so that I was facing the fleshy tip of her cock. She moved her hips gently into my face, placing her tip right against my lips. I did what would come naturally, and parted my lips just enough for her to enter my mouth.

To me, Linda was a girl with a cock, nothing more; just like an enlarged clitty. Come on Doug, think Thai shemales . . . My mouth became wet with saliva and instinctively, I knew just how to play. My lips, with deep red lip gloss, wrapped her tip, and then rode down to her shaft, first a half, up and down, twirling my tongue around her large girth, and then I took the whole, suppressing a gag as it went in all the way.

By now, Linda was moaning, grabbing the back of my head, running her fingers through my wig, and pressing my head with delight deeper onto her cock. I was going up and down on my first cock, and she met my head bobbing with pushing her hips into my face. I went faster and faster, and she moaned as a huge blast of sweet tasting cum painted the inside of my mouth like a fire hose. Even with my lips sealed, some of it was dripping down my chin, and this only excited me more, making me desperate for my own climax.

She kept pumping and I kept sucking, until her cock shot out its final drops of jizz. I got off her, and stood up, when she pulled me close and kissed me, licking the rest of her cum off of my chin and the corners of my mouth.

Her lips were wet with her creamy jizz, now running down her chin, and she smiled and kissed me deeply. Giving me my first taste of myself.

“We’re just getting started Doug.”

She pulled me on the bed, and placed me on my knees, reaching over to her night table for a cigarette, a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and handed me one. I noticed she got hard again too. We both had the same fetish. It was then that I realized this was right for me; this house, Linda, probably the others downstairs too. I was excited thinking about everything.

We blew smoky kisses into each other’s mouths for a bit, when she said, “You know Doug, I’m not seeing anyone at the moment, but I have to say that you’re the best I’ve ever had in a long time.”

“Me too,” I said softly, as I kissed her. I would be embarrassed to tell her how long its been. Holding her cigarette in one hand, she reached into her drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She reached behind her and rubbed the silky wetness over my cock.

I used all my strength not to come almost immediately to her touch. The rest she rubbed over her cherry asshole, looking behind her and smiling at me. “This is my ‘bussy’ Doug - my boy pussy. Tell me you’re not dying for this.”

“I can’t say that Linda, because I am.”

“Good,” she said, happily.

She pushed up against me, cool and slippery from the K-Y, and she kind of played with the head of my cock on her asshole - another day of firsts for me. I never really thought I would be doing this, but the power of my sexual appetite fueled by my fetishes was too much to bear, so I gave in willingly.

She pushed back on me, and slid me inside her. It was unbelievably good - so tight, silky, and delicious. I felt like I was in a velvet vice. I met Linda’s thrusts with my own, and went faster and faster.

She took her right hand, with some of the jelly on it, and started stroking her cock, making it nice and hard again, so soon after it was in my mouth. She was gasping and riding me harder and harder, a long cigarette dangling from her lips, the smoke curling up around her blonde hair and face.

After being denied for so long, and driven to the point of no return by Linda, I exploded inside her; the new feeling of wet warmth enveloping me. Linda gasped and she shot a load of her own onto the bed sheet; more and more of a thick, ropy white cum. I spanked her ass as I came, and she loved it. “More Doug! More!” she cried. Each time I spanked her, she shot more cum out. When finally nothing more came out, she slowly backed off of me, my jizz rolling down her ass cheeks.

She turned around, kissed me, and whispered in my ear: “I love it when you fuck me like a cheap whorish cum-slut. I bet you’d like it too!” she said.

“Listen,” she said. You’re special to me, and nothing’s going to change that. But for you to really enjoy the ‘new you,’ you have to get more experience.” I wondered what she meant by that.

Linda lit up two cigarettes and handed me one. “I think you’ll like Vicki,” she said.

“Who’s Vicki?” I said.

Linda laughed. “Vicki is another one of my friends, another girl in our group from the living room. We’re like one very happy family. I think you’ll like her. Don’t go anywhere.” Linda left the bedroom and went around the hallway to the living room, putting on her light blue cotton blouse. Having just come a mammoth load, I was hard again already.

❤️❤️❤️


The Turning
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Linda came back upstairs, followed by a gorgeous girl in a wide black brassiere and a long sleeve white blouse. Her long, brunette hair fell over her breasts, and it was a bit mussed up like she had recently seen some action. Her eyes had that misty look, from pure sexual desire.

“Doug,” Linda said. “I’d like to introduce you to Vicki.”

She smiled at me, and said “Hi Doug, I’m Vicki. Welcome to our group. Linda told me she thinks you’re terrific. I would even say . . . you look hot! God Linda, I am so going to love breaking this one in!” Both girls laughed.

I was being bombarded by all kinds of sensations this afternoon, now stretching into Friday evening; all of them pleasant, all of them new.

“You’re going to love this Doug,” Linda said. “Now get on the bed on all fours with your beautiful butt high in the air facing Vicki.”

I did as I was told - I wanted this, badly.

My cock was as hard as a rock. Vicki lit her own cigarette, the same as ours. The three of us were all in a dimension of lust. Vicki’s cock didn’t surprise me at all – I loved it; beautiful, meaty, and pink. Linda was kissing Vicki on the mouth, arms wrapped around each other, the two of them exhaling smoke into each other’s mouths, turning me on something fierce.

Vicki had her cigarette dangling from her lips and Linda took the tube of K-Y from on top of her night table and wiped it on my ass, and then put some onto Vicki’s cock, her fingers lingering there a while. Both of them were laughing. My cock was throbbing with anticipation, and I felt a tingle go through my insides as Vicki was using her tongue to lick my cherry asshole. I clenched my butt cheeks on her face - an involuntary reaction.

Next thing I knew, Vicki was spreading my cheeks back open, massaging my balls, the sensation of her nails digging into my ball sack exhilarating, and I felt the tip of her very hard and very big cock against my “bussy.” I couldn’t wait, and I pushed myself backwards, my ass swallowing about half of her cock. The intense pain I felt through my insides was accompanied by a strange sensation of abject pleasure, as Vicki slowly, and gently eased up a bit on me.

Linda was laughing. “She’s a virgin, Vick. Go easy on her!” Now both of them were laughing again. (I guess I was ‘the butt’ of their joke).

Vicki purposely went slow on me, the ability of my ass to take such a mammoth cock amazed me. I gradually opened up to her, and she made a hissing sound of pleasure as the pace picked up, and she went faster and faster inside of me.

Then I experienced something that yesterday I would have thought to be impossible - I felt my cock grow large again, and a feeling of “a sneeze coming on,” which was really my way of saying I was getting ready to come again.

Vicki was fully in, and going faster and faster inside me. I met all of her thrusts with my own, and without much conscious thought, I grabbed hold of my own cock and began stroking it. Then just like Linda, Vicki began to grunt and moan with pleasure, her fingernails digging into my sides. Meantime Linda was blowing smoke into my face, arousing my fetishes as never before.

I felt a “rush” go through me, an intense feeling of pleasure as she was deeper inside me, and before I could think another thought, I came; a large, wide burst of thick, white, ropy cum right into my fist.

Then I felt a new wet warmth inside me with indescribable pleasure as Vicki came inside me, letting out a large sigh of release, as a thin, ropy stream of Vicki’s cum rolled down my butt cheeks.

She pulled off of me, and turned me around, both of us now facing each other on the bed, and she kissed me hard. It was wonderful, but Linda was better. I had a connection with Linda that I felt would only grow with time.

By the time I left late on Friday night I was a new person entirely. I had a new sexual identity, or rather, I had the courage to act on something that was always inside me. Of course, I didn’t leave without making a promise to Linda and Vicki that I would come back.

Just as I was out the door, Linda said to Vicki and me: “You know what Vicki? We didn’t come up with a new name for Doug! Doug, do you have a preference?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I decided to let my “makers” decide on one for me.

Vicki said, “I know, let’s keep the ‘D,’ we’ll call her ‘Debbie.’”

So that was settled. I had a new, reborn identity, and a new name.

❤️❤️❤️


I Get Promoted

Monday morning, back at work, more humiliation from Vinny and Fred.

“So how was your weekend Doug?” Vinny said, laughing with Fred. “Did you score with any hot girls?”

I kept my head down and didn’t answer the assholes. I had something much better; something great for me that they would never understand.

I was busy checking an order in when Sal, who was the manager of the warehouse portion of the business came up to me and said: “Doug, Mr. Nesbit wants to see you in his office now!”

“What’s it about Sal?” Sal shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know man, why don’t you just go up there and ask him?”

So I stopped what I was doing and brought my clipboard and went to see Jack Nesbit, who was the manager of the entire operation.

Vinny and Fred exchanged conspiratorial glances with one another.

I saw Nesbit sitting at his desk, his ever present cup of STARBUCKS Coffee on his desk. So I knocked on the door and came in. He looked up from his desk.

“Oh hi Doug, come in, have a seat.” I sat across from him at his desk. He looked at me and smiled.

“You want some coffee?” he asked, pointing to the Keurig machine with the small cups of STARBUCKS.

“No thanks Jack, I had mine already.”

“Oh, okay. I have some good news for you. Bill McKenna, the director of customer relations is going to be leaving us next week, and I’m offering you a promotion to take his place. What do you say? There’s a nice raise with that and some more benefits.”

“It sounds great Jack, but why me?”

“Because Doug, I like the way you work, your organization and attention to detail. I think that management is the place for you. What do you say? Will you take it? Bill will show you the ropes. You can start today.”

I was flabbergasted. A promotion and a raise - wow! “Sure Jack, I’d love to take it. Who’s gonna replace me in the warehouse?”

“Neil Muller. You approve?”

“Yeah, sure. Neil’s a good guy, excellent worker.”

“Alright then, it’s settled. I’ll send a notice up to corporate, and you’re in. Tomorrow come to work with a shirt and tie. A suit would be nice too.”

“Thank you Jack, you won’t regret this!”

He just looked at me, smiled and shook his head. I went back downstairs to the warehouse to gather my jacket and head back up. Fred came up to me just as I was ready to go.

“Hey girlie boy - you get canned?” Both him and Vinny started laughing.

“Uh not quite Fred. I just got promoted to head of customer service. Neil will be replacing me here.” I smiled at those assholes, feeling the rush of new power come over me like a drug.

I think the fear of God ran through Fred and Vinny that day, and with good reason too.

❤️❤️❤️


Baiting the Trap

The first people I told about my promotion were my new family - Linda and Vicki. They were ecstatic.

“Wow ‘Debbie,’” Linda said, calling me by my new name. “That’s excellent news. We are going to have to go out for a celebration!”

“I love it. Any idea where?”

“Vicki and I have some ideas. The other girls will come too, as well as some you haven’t met before. After all, you’re one of us now.”

“Wait. Before you tell the others a venue, I have a little situation that I hope you guys can help me with.”

“Sure,” Linda said. “What is it sweetie?”

That night I went over to Linda’s house and told her and Vicki the whole story about the abuse I took from Fred and Vinny. We concocted a scheme to get the assholes to a place, seduce them, and, well, “flip their eggs” a bit.

“Ha! I love it Debs! Wait till Vicki finds out. She’ll love it too.”

The next day I went to work in my new position, and I spent the morning with Bill McKenna, who showed me the ins and outs and the finer points of customer service. During lunch, I went down to the warehouse with my “fishing pole” already baited.

Vinny and Fred were loading boxes onto the forklift, and they saw me walk over to them. They froze. “Hey guys, how’s it going?”

“Uh, fine Doug. How is it being in the driver’s seat?” Fred said, being as genial as he could manage.

“I was thinking guys, maybe we could all go out to that new place on Wellings Avenue. You know, “The Coin Toss.”

“Isn’t that the new sports bar with the dance floor?” Vinny said, smiling.

“Yup,” I said. “The one and the same. We could have some cold beer, hot buffalo wings, and pick up some girls maybe.”

They both looked at each other, looked at me, a bit confused, because I defied all their preconceptions of me. Maybe they felt obligated because now I was technically one of their bosses.

Fred answered for them. “Yeah sure, why not? I heard about that place. I think on Saturday night they have live music - some country stuff.”

“Well okay then, Saturday night it is! Why don’t we meet at the bar like eight o’clock?”

“Okay Doug sounds cool. Yeah, uh, we’ll see you there,” Vinny said.

After I left, I’m sure they talked amongst themselves. Maybe they thought that management had given me some balls. I don’t really care what they thought. The sports bar was only the beginning of the planned evening’s fun.

******

The night the girls and I had planned was something like a “reverse pick-up.” I would arrive by myself and get there before eight, so Fred and Vinny would see my car in the lot. Linda and Vicki would be there at the bar, of course dressed very slutty, the type of women that those two idiots loved. They would all be there together, but not together if you get my drift.

No one could tell they were transwomen, they looked that good. They would circle around Fred and Vinny, and wait for one of them to try and make a move. The whole time they would be under the illusion of control. Of course I would be there as Doug, and act shy and insecure, like my old self. Fred and Vinny wouldn’t suspect a thing. Maybe I would get one of Linda’s girls to dance with me, and maybe “disappear” with her, blowing Fred and Vinny’s minds.

Linda and Vicki assured me that if those two idiots were anything like I described, they would jump at the chance to go back to Linda’s house later “for some fun.” I, of course, would be there as “Debbie,” and Vicki assured me that no way would they be able to tell it was me. I just had to remember to keep my voice as girlie as possible.

Linda suggested I put a clothespin on my balls to make my voice go up in pitch, but I decided against that idea right away. I knew she was joking (I hope).

So the Universe worked perfectly today, and Saturday night finally arrived. I had my Debbie clothes already laid out in Linda’s bedroom. Linda would follow me to my apartment where I would leave my car, and then the two of us would go back to her house with her car. Then I would magically transform into “Debbie,” the cum-slut whore of my fantasies. There would already be a few of Linda’s friends in the house by the time Linda and perhaps another of the girls arrived with Fred and Vinny in tow.

I would be seated on the couch as the four of them came back. The sports bar I had chosen was about fifteen minutes by car from Linda’s house.

******

So what do you think Fred? Think this place is bursting with pussy?”

“Yeah, I hope so Vinny. But wait a second,” they both stopped and smiled at each other, Fred continuing - “Well if there’s poon tang here, what the hell would Doug want with it?” They both bent over, laughing hysterically at their private joke.

“Be careful now Fred, Doug is management, remember?” Vinny said, straightening himself up, tucking his shirt in and catching his breath.

“Yeah, ain’t nothing gonna happen here. Doug is just gonna be Doug. Who cares what he does, right? It’s (they chanted in unison and laughed) every man for himself!” and they both continued laughing.

The COIN TOSS was crowded. The first drink for everyone was just one dollar; part of the house’s way of welcoming new customers.

Fred and Vinny walked over to the bar, trying their best to look cool and superior to everyone else because of their massive six packs and hulk like arms, and strong legs. There were plenty of girls there - very hot looking girls, and the two of them wanted to be sure they were noticed by the opposite sex.

Both of them had tattoos on their biceps, and Fred had a shaved head with a tattoo of a dragon on the back of his thick skull. Vinny had long, dark brown hair, parted in the middle, and wore cowboy boots. He was about four decades late for “The Dukes of Hazzard.”

The band was pretty good and was playing a fast country song. Lots of people dancing. Fred and Vinny got their first beers of the evening, just a dollar each, served ice cold in a frosted mug, and a stamp on the back of their fists - another tattoo I suppose.

Linda and Vicki were at bar, along with the six girls who were at Linda’s house on the previous Tuesday when I came over, but they were spread out. It seemed like ages ago. Maybe that’s because I went back to Linda’s on Wednesday and Friday too after that first week. According to Linda, “You have to tone your ‘bussy’ a little more Debbie, it takes practice, and believe me; a looker like you will get lots I’m sure.”

Linda nudged Vicki and said, “Vick, I think the two muscle heads just came in.”

“Oh yeah. Debbie’s description was spot-on! Humm, I think I’ll take the bald one with the tats, whaddya think Lin.”

“Sure, I’ll take the other one with the hippie hair, unless one of the girls wants him.” The other girls were scattered throughout the place, and Linda nodded to Carole and Suanne who were dancing with each other.

I waited until eight-thirty to make my grand entrance, and before I did, I texted Linda that I was here. When I came in, Fred and Vinny were on their second or third beers, and were in chipper moods, somewhat inebriated. I didn’t want them falling asleep, passing out, or vomiting on any one of us!

Their eyes were on the big screen, catching the Cowboys - Commanders game, with a big plate of hot buffalo wings in front of them.

“Well look who it is; Mr. Director of Customer Affairs,” Vinny said, giving an exaggerated bow, his hair pointing right at the floor. It got me thinking that he may not even need a wig. That put a grin on my face!

“Hey Vinny, hey Fred, it’s nice to get out, right?” They both looked at each other, and I could see they were holding back some new wiseass remarks. But that was okay, I still had enough anger left from the old ones.

“Yep. Doug, this place is okay, you picked well,” Fred said. He added, nodding his head to the middle of the dance floor. “You see that black haired girl with the leather miniskirt dancing with her friend over there?”

“Yeah, she’s nice,” I said. I recognized her as Suanne, dancing with Carole.

“Well, I made eye contact with her, and she smiled at me, but the way she’s grinding her pussy onto her girlfriend’s makes me wonder about them.”

“Why?” I asked. You don’t think Lesbians are hot? I do.”

Then Vinny chimed in, laughing. “Fred will take anything with fur between her legs, right Freddie?”

“Yeah, I think most girls act out Lesbian when they dance with each other, but I gotta tell you, these two look serious,” Fred replied. I kind of wished the girls didn’t do that so much tonight, they might scare away our prey.

Then Linda walked over to us, and she changed her mind about Fred, choosing me instead. “Hi, wanna dance?” smiling at me. Fred and Vinny looked at each other stunned. They never saw a girl walk up to me before. Linda didn’t quite look forty two, but definitely looked older than me.

“Sure,” I said, let’s go.” Then as I was leaving with Linda I turned around to Vinny and said, “Hey Vin, do me a favor and order me a beer?”

“Sure thing boss,” Vinny said, almost sounding respectful. Well, that was a start anyway.

I danced with Linda, but we kept it cool to maintain the illusion that we just met. Vinny and Fred were stunned. “Damn,” Fred said amazed. “Will you look at that . . . the nerd scores, and we’re sitting here with our cock meat ready to be dined on!”

“Whaddya say we mingle a bit towards the dance floor Fred.”

“Yeah, let’s go.” Both of them made their way out slowly, lingering on the side and just gawking. (Kinda’ makes you wonder who the nerds were).

Vicki was alone at the bar, and she walked over to Fred and Vinny. “My God, are those muscles real you guys?” Vicki said with all the fake admiration she could muster. Of course, those were magic words to those two.

“Wanna squeeze my muscle,” Vinny said with all the tact of a doorknob.

“Oh, could I?” Vicki said, batting her brown eyes.

“Which muscle you wanna squeeze,” Vinny said, laughing.

“Now now boys, a bit frisky are we?”

Vinny laughed and held out a bicep for Vicki to squeeze. She made sure to dig her nails into his arm just a tad too firm.

“Hey sister, you’ve got quite a grip!”

“Wow, that’s pretty strong. I’m a real sucker for strong guys. Are you on a football team?”

“Well, I did play a little football in high school. I was a tight end,” Vinny said grinning, deliberately slow, with accent on the last two words.

“Humm, I guess I’ll just have to see how tight. C’mon handsome, let’s dance. I’m Vicki by the way.” Right away, Vinny’s cock was hard enough to push through his jeans.

“I’m Vinny, and this bald, tattoo monster here is Fred.”

He took hold of Vicki’s arm and said, “Don’t wait up for me Fred,” Vinny said laughing at his friend.

Linda and I were in a slow dance, and I couldn’t help myself - we put our arms around each other, and she saw and felt how aroused I was. Linda had a gaff in her G-String pouch, so I couldn’t tell how hard her cock was from that, but her eyes said it all. Later she told me that she had pre cum on the front.

Fred was alone, and walked back to the bar and started on his fourth beer. It was really the one dollar one he ordered for me.

Carole and Suanne stopped dancing and went back to their place at the bar, and Suanne smiled at Fred as she ordered another drink for herself and Carole. They were actually a couple - but not tonight, for my sake.

I suppose that Fred’s balls were bigger than I thought because he walked over to the other end of the bar where Suanne and Carole were now sitting. Suanne, who stood at five feet eight inches tall, had magnificent long, black hair and green eyes. Tonight she was wearing a tight high leather miniskirt with thigh high black sheer nylons with a mid-thigh laced top. What really got Fred’s attention was her very low cut, short sleeve top, showing her nipples, even through her black laced bra.

Suanne had her back to Carole, and she turned to Fred and said, “Hi, excuse me, but do you have a light, I really need a cigarette,” pulling out a pack of Virginia Slims from her small black purse.

“I sure do honey, here you go,” and Fred pulled out a Bic lighter from his pants pocket, maybe taking a few seconds to squeeze his cock, which had to be leaping out of his pants now. He lit her cigarette, and she moved her head towards the flame.

“My, aren’t you quite the gentleman,” Suanne said, puffing a stream of smoke over Fred’s head, holding her cigarette seductively between her first two fingers, and purposely rubbing a leg up against Fred’s thigh. That caught his attention, right away.

“I’m Suanne, by the way, and this gorgeous redhead is my friend Carole.”

“Nice to meet you girls, I’m Fred.” Carole just turned and smiled at Fred, leaving him to Suanne.

Suanne and Fred made small talk while she finished her cigarette, and Carole was left out of it, which was okay for her.

“Let’s go out there and dance,” Fred said, trying to avoid looking at Suanne’s erect nipples, and totally flipped by Suanne’s rubbing of his crotch with her thigh. Of course, Suanne knew where Fred’s eyes were going, and she made sure to let him know that she knew. The first dance they did was slow, and Suanne put her arms around Fred’s shoulders and pulled him in close so her tits were touching Fred’s chest.

Fred was hard as a steel girder and thinking of taking Suanne out to the parking lot, daydreaming of a nice blow job in his car. Suanne was a masterful seductress, and while she was dancing with Fred, she stuck her tongue in his ear, and rolled it around and grabbed his cock with her hand, slipping it under his jeans.

Vicki was having fun with Vinny too, grinding herself into his crotch, very happy that he was nice and hard. She leaned into Vinny and shocked the shit out of him when she said, “I wonder where this little fellow here is taking us tonight?”

“Wow! Well that depends on where you want him to take us.”

“I think I know just the place,” Vicki said, smiling. Then she added, “A place where I can fuck your brains out!”

“Well shit! What the fuck are we waiting for,” a stunned and very happy Vinny replied.

❤️❤️❤️


Show Me What Ya’ Got

Linda texted her friends that things were working out fine with Suanne and Fred, and Vicki and Vinny. I was going to blow Fred and Vinny’s minds when I said goodbye and left with Linda. The only thing that mattered was that I get to the house and get dressed before the others got there.

Sure enough, when I went up to the four of them at the bar and said I was leaving with Linda, they were astonished. I‘m sure that all along they must’ve thought I was gay, and leaving with a woman was the last thing they’d expect. Only now, because of my new management position at the company, they were too afraid to voice their opinions.

Yes, I was happy on what I believe was the start of my journey as a transgender female, but something stilled gnawed at me. Was a relationship with a transgender woman really being “gay?” For my part, I had several fetishes that made me happy when I acted out on them, so my reasoning was that if something made me happy and hurt no one, then why not? Go for it. This was the attitude that I had with Linda driving back to her house that Saturday night. I’ve seen with all the wisdom of a twenty eight year old, that people who overthought things were usually unhappy. As for me, I chose happiness.

******

Vicki invited Vinny to “come over to my house,” which made Vinny almost come in his shorts, Vicki told me after. Of course, she said it was her house.

Fred and Suanne also came over, Suanne telling Fred it was also Vicki’s house, and that Linda would be there. Of course, poor Doug wouldn’t be there - what a loser he is! Hee hee hee.

A caravan of four cars pulled up in front of Linda’s house. To her credit, she made it like a party atmosphere, with the two jerks expecting incredible sex. Well, they were partly right.

There were about eight girls in the living room; all transgender, and they were engaged in all the same lascivious activities that I saw the first night I came over to Linda’s that first Friday which seemed so long ago.

Fred’s eyes almost popped out when he walked in first with Suanne. “What the hell Suanne, are all these girls . . . lesbians??” Suanne gave him a smirk, and a kiss on the mouth which made him forget the question.

Suanne answered him. “Oh, not really Fred; these girls go both ways. I’m sure they’d be happy to meet you. Of course I was seated on the sofa, busy with Linda, who had her hand down the front of my midi-length black satin skirt, stroking and grabbing at my cock, which of course Fred thought was a real pussy. My disguise was perfect.

Then Vicki and Vinny came in. Vinny’s reaction was more of the same, a stunned expression on his face. “Take it easy Vinny,” she was laughing. “These girls are harmless. They are all Bi.”

Vinny and Fred exchanged started glances and talked to each other. Fred spoke first. “I knew Doug wouldn’t be here, I had a feeling. But check it out. That girl he was with at the bar - I think her name is Linda, she’s making out with a girl on the sofa. Man, is she HOT dude!”

“Yeah, she really is,” Vinny answered. “Hey, wait till we tell Doug what he missed,” he said laughing.

“Yeah, I can’t wait, Vin.”

Fred and Vinny went into the kitchen where some snacks were set out by Linda.

I broke off from Linda. “Hey Vicki, Suanne, aren’t you gonna introduce your dates from the COIN TOSS to the girls???” I said it in my most feminine voice, thanks to Linda’s coaching, and they didn’t seem surprised at all.

Vicki introduced them and the girls all said “Hi” to Fred and Vinny.

Fred was first. I lit a cigarette and walked up to Suanne, and said, “Sue, aren’t you going to give me a more formal introduction to your hot, muscled friend?” I looked Fred right square in the face and said, “Oh, my name is Debbie, and you know something? Muscular guys with tattoos make my pussy just burn with desire!”

Fred swallowed hard and smiled back at me.

“Uh . . . uh, well I hope I can put that fire out babe!”

Suanne looked at me and said, “Yes Fred, I’m sure she can do just that! Why don’t you take her into the bedroom.”

Well, what about you?” Fred said to Suanne.

“Honey, you can have me later. Why don’t you just go and enjoy yourself with Debbie.”

Then Vicki turned to Vinny. “You know, there’s another bedroom right next door down the hall. We can go there now!”

“Babe,” Vinny said, practically drooling at Vicki, “Just lead the way, what are we waiting for?”

Before leaving, Fred and Vinny high-fived each other. I looked at Vicki and just laughed. Linda, on the couch, was very proud of the cum-slut that I had willingly become. She was, I guess you could say, my mentor.

❤️❤️❤️


Revenge Served Hot

Iwas tingling all over, not to mention hungry for cock. Cock was my new obsession. In fact, I even got myself a large silicone, vibrating dildo for the times I was alone. I took Fred by the arm and led him into the bedroom. I pushed him on the bed and got on top of him. He enjoyed all my delicious scents. My long, luscious black wig smelled like strawberries, and I had just the right makeup on too. Linda did a great job of warming me up. She made me come and I was wearing a cock ring, so I could keep going.

“I’m gonna fuck your brains out tonight, young man,” I said.

“Sounds good, my cock is hard and ready. How about a blow job first?”

“Sure honey, that’s just what I had in mind. Lay back and relax.”

I was like a vicious animal, salivating over Fred’s cock. From the bulges I’ve seen it was probably massive. But as to the blow job, I had something “exceptional” planned.

I was straddling Fred and biting my lower lip with an innocent expression on my face. I slowly worked his zipper down and unbuckled his jeans, undid the button, and slid them down his legs. His cock was at twelve o’clock and tenting upwards through his boxers. Ummmm. I quickly slid them down, and gripped his cock with my right hand. Holy shit it was huge! I could barely wrap my fingers around that behemoth. I was wearing a gaff that Linda got for me, and behind it my cock was at full attention.

I looked up at Fred’s face, and laughed to myself; not a glimmer of recognition - unbelievable. But there would be soon. I gently kissed the tip of his cock, my deep red lipstick coating the first half of its head.

Fred hissed through his teeth and ran his fingers through my luscious black hair. I made a tight seal with my lips and now went past the head of his cock onto his shaft. There was even a bit of pre cum leaking into the pocket of my gaff.

Fred used his hands to get under my blouse and touch my nipples. “Ohhhhh,” he moaned. “Debbie you’re not too big in breast department, but you suck a mean cock,” he said in staggered breaths.

“Shush,” I said. “Relax and fantasize, honey.”

Now my mouth was wet enough to slide easily down his thick, meaty shaft. My tongue worked its magic rubbing against the sensitive skin on the bottom of that cock, that until now I had only heard tall tales about. But guess what? They were all true.

As I sucked really hard, I could feel Fred getting ready to blow his load. I became excellent at predicting these things. Then, suddenly, I stopped licking. “What the fuck, Debbie? Why are you stopping?” Fred said with alarm, like a baby who just had his candy taken away.

“I want you to fuck me really hard Freddie!” I said.

“Hot DAMN!!! YEAH!” the little boy inside Fred shouted.

He reached for the front pouch of my G-String. My white blouse was now open, with my black brassiere on, and wearing just my pantyhose and G-String.

“Uh uh Freddie,” I said. “I want you to fuck me, but not there.”

“Oh wow, you are so fucking kinky Deb!” Fred exclaimed.

“Yeah, I’m the real deal Fred. An honest to God cum slut!”

I quickly flipped over so my ass was practically in Fred’s face, and I was on my hands and knees on top of the bed. Fred was good. He was a real gentleman. He pushed aside my soft G-String and moved it over to the side of a butt cheek.

“I want you to lick my cherry asshole Freddie.”

Without saying a word, Fred went to work. The tip of his soft tongue was licking my cherry asshole and I was spinning. He was that good. Damn, it was amazing.

“That’s right, I said, get me nice and wet.”

I reached into the night table next to the bed where Linda usually kept the K-Y, and I took out the tube. I put some on my hand, spreading it on my ass, and stuck a jellied finger inside myself. Next, I reached behind me and grabbed Fred’s hard cock, rubbing a generous amount on his cock.

“Don’t you dare come yet sweetie. I wanna see what ya’ got - how hard you can fuck me please.”

“Oh yeah baby,” Fred said through a moan.

I felt his cock tip against my “bussy,” and I got a chill through my body. I didn’t wait for Fred; I forcefully backed up onto his cock, slowly taking all of him inside me. Shit, it was painful; this boy was a big one. My hole started to relax after a few thrusts, and the pain mixed with the familiar pleasure. I started going faster and faster and I could feel Fred’s giant balls slapping against my ass. We both got into a rhythm, faster and faster. I grabbed around the front, taking hold of my girl-cock, and started stroking it. Fred hit my “p-spot,” and It felt wonderful.

“Oh shit Fred, don’t you dare stop!”

“Yeah baby, I’m coming, yeah, come to papa,” he said, through gritted teeth.

Next, I felt a stream of hot, white cum inside my ass and I let go; a ropy, hot stream of my own jizz soaking through the gaff on the front of my G-String. I screamed, and Fred did too.

“My cock feels sooo good, Deb!” He yelled.

“Ummm,” I said. “Me too.”

After some more thrusting, slower this time, Fred pulled out. The cock ring I wore kept me hard.

I pulled off Fred’s cum stick of joy and on my knees, I turned around to face him. He immediately looked down and saw the wet circle on my pouch, with some whitish fluid leaking down the inside of my thighs.

“I want you to lick me off Fred, come on.”

From Fred’s bloviating talk, he had eaten a lot of pussy before, so this was no big deal.

“Sure Deb, why not?”

He got on his knees and his tongue went to work on my thighs. When he was done, I said; “Now I want you to eat my pussy.”

“Damn girl,” he said. I was waiting for you to say that!”

“He eagerly reached under my pouch and felt . . . my girl cock.” He quickly pulled his hand off. I was ready for any kind of reaction.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?????” he screamed.

“What do you think it is, Fred. I’m a transgender woman.” That’s the first time I ever used that term to describe myself, and it felt so good, so liberating.

His eyes were as wide as saucers, and he was at a complete loss for words.

******

Fred, think of it as a large clitty, and nothing more, that’s all.”

“Wait a second! I’m not gay, dammit!”

“No one said you were Fred. We both came at the same time, and it was beautiful. Do you know how many straight men go to Thailand for sex tourism. Lady Boys, or Shemales, are highly respected there. I’m no different honey.”

Before he could respond I turned him over, so his ass was facing me.

“But . . . I don’t know about this, what are you going to do?”

“What do you think Fred,” I said in my Doug voice.

“HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT!! Christ in a Cadillac! You’re, you’re DOUG!!!”

“Yes Freddie, that would be correct. I’m your BOSS . . . Doug!”

“Now I would seriously try to enjoy this. I know you will,” I said. “You may feel a ‘little full’ at first, but you’ll be okay.”

“But I’m not a sissy!” he protested. All sorts of thoughts must have been running through his mind; seeing “Doug” at the bar earlier, all these women, Vinny’s “date,” Suanne, and now “Debbie.” It was all whirling around in his mind like a crazy kaleidoscope.

“Come on Doug, sissiness is in the eyes of the beholder.”

Without further ado, I smeared some K-Y Jelly on his ass, sticking my finger inside him to prep him a bit, and then a bit on me, cause I was a bit sticky, but still hard as a rock.

I kind of felt bad for the prick, but I was going to really enjoy this. I planned to give him a good pounding, and then later his friend Vinny.

He was whimpering a little bit, but all I felt was lust, greed. I pressed my very hard girl cock against his cherry asshole, and went slow at first, just playing and rubbing my tip on his ass.

Then I entered him, and it felt very tight. After all, he was a newbie; but that would change soon.

He grunted. “It hurts Doug!”

I smacked him on his ass. He yelped. “That’s DEBBIE to you, whenever I’m dressed, got it?”

“Okay, okay Debbie.”

“That’s better,” I said with a great feeling of triumph.

Now I went in farther and farther, his grunts of pain gradually subsiding. I think he discovered the secret that slobs like him rarely feel. I was doing him a favor.

It felt good; his ass swallowing my girl cock in big bites. I was all the way in now, and I was going faster and faster. My balls were now slapping Fred’s ass. He reached for his cock which was now fully erect.

“It’s just a guilty pleasure, Fred. Don’t worry, this stays between us.”

I went faster and faster and his grunts now turned into “Oh my God this feels so good.”

He stopped grabbing his cock, and shot out a long, ropy cannon ball shot of jizz all over Linda’s sheets, but I’m sure she was used to it, after seducing countless unsuspecting men here.

Freddy just had his first (of many) “sissygasms.”

Soon, I felt a nice warm feeling all around my girl cock. I shot really hard, all the way in, and I was surrounded by my own jizz. When I pulled out of Fred, my cum was leaking down his butt cheeks and his thighs. I returned the favor and licked my own jizz off his butt, nice and clean.

“Now, how was that Freddie? Come on, tell me the truth!”

In a voice barely above a whisper, he said, “It wasn’t bad, it was kind of nice actually. You really do dress up pretty Debbie.”

“Good, I’m so glad you liked it,” I said, sarcastically. Now I had my very own cum slut. Know how I knew?

“Listen Fred. You’re not going to say anything about this to any of the guys at work, got it? Because if you do, you’re FIRED! And I don’t really give a damn about who knows then. You got it!”

“Yes Dou . . . I mean yes Debbie.”

“Good. Now I want you to stay here. I have a friend who is just dying for you.” I lit a cigarette and smoked seductively in front of Fred, and straightened my G-String around and went into the next room where Vicki was with Vinny.

❤️❤️❤️


Totally Flipping their Eggs

Next door, Vicki and Vinny were getting along just fine. Vicki was on top of Vinny, on her knees and sucking his cock. I walked in, and Vicki glanced up at me and nodded. She said to me, grasping his wet cock with her fingers wrapped around it like a fist, “Debbie, he was easy to flip. He really likes the whole deal! He fucked me and I fucked him, and now he wants to be tossed again. How about that?” she said.

“Okay, well done honey, I think Fred in the next room needs to be fucked badly - again. See, I broke him in already for you!”

“Hah! That’s great. I think we have our two new fledgling sissy-slut-slaves for our little group. Linda will be really pleased,” Vicki said.

Vicki got off of Vinny, but not before giving his cock another suck, and petting him on the head like some obedient animal.

“You know what?” Vicki said, cocking her head to the side. “I think Vinny’s hair is long enough to be a pretty girl; he may not even need a wig, whereas Fred,” and we both started laughing.

Vicki went into the next room, and I heard the door close.

“Hi Vinny! So I see Vicki has showed you a whole new world.”

“Yeah, and you know what Debbie? I think I like it!”

“Well that’s just fine Vin, now get on your hands and knees with your butt up in the air for me.”

“What??? Why Debbie?”

I made a sound and shook my head like, oh not this shit again. But I would enjoy enforcing the rules to Vinny, because he seems much more receptive than Fred, however, I think that Fred will come around.

“This is why Vinny,” I said, and proceeded to pop my cock out of my G-String pouch.

“You too!??” Vinny said, his eyes popped open wide. “Are all the girls around this house transgender women?”

“Yes we are Vin, although we prefer the Thai custom of being called ‘Lady Boys’ or ‘Shemales.’ I think it adds some class to the whole trans thing, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, I guess it does.” Then, I think I blew Vinny’s mind with what happened next.

Using my Doug voice, I asked Vinny: “Do I sound a bit familiar Vinny? You know, the ‘gay guy,’ the ‘faggot’ you now work FOR!!

Vinny turned as white as the sheets that had no jizz on them, of which very little remained.

“How did you? When did you? Why . . .” I cut him off in mid-sentence.

“Simple. This is who I was meant to be all along. You and Fred, and your vicious teasing of me made me realize something.”

“And what’s that?” he said, feeling just a tad remorseful for the way he and Fred victimized me all these years.

“I learned that if you’re not true to you yourself, then you’re nothing.” I let that sink in a bit and I smiled. “Now, turn around and show me your beautiful butt!”

“Gladly, Doug.”

“Ah ah,” I corrected him. Here or any other placed I’m dressed as beautiful as I am now, you call me ‘Debbie,’ got it? ‘Doug’ is for WORK, and WORK only. Because Vinny, like I already told Freddie; I will FIRE both of you idiots if word of my new ‘status’ is revealed by any one of you!”

Vinny, who was already obediently on all fours, said, “Of course Debbie.”

“Good, because from now on, you and Fred will be regular cum slut, sissy slaves here. You come here when we want you to, and do whatever we want with you, and for as long as we want to.”

“You won’t have any problems with me, I swear!”

“I got that vibe from you, and Freddie will come around too.”

I positioned myself behind Vinny, and didn’t need any K-Y Jelly. I just spit on his ass and rubbed it in good, and lined my huge girl cock next to his already broken in cherry.

“Please Debbie - fuck me hard! I love it. Really ram it into me, I mean it.”

“I bet you do,” and just like that I began my thrusts inside Vinny. This asshole (pun intended) was quite an eager participant. The way he moved his ass around when my cock was inside of him made me have some suspicions about Vinny, but I didn’t care. I just know he felt amazing riding me.

“Oh my God Debbie, you’re so gooood,” he gasped, and hissed through his teeth. “Please don’t stop!”

“Ok listen. Stop rubbing your cock. You’re going to cum without touching it,” I said. “It’s called a ‘sissygasm,’ got it?”

“Yeah, yeah . . . okay . . .,” he practically squealed like a bitch.

I went harder and faster. He wasn’t as tight as Freddie, but it was still amazing. I didn’t think I ever wanted to touch pussy again. At least, not while I’m dressed as Debbie that is.

My balls were slapping into his butt cheeks like I was playing paddle ball; the incessant thumping, met by Vinny’s eager backwards thrusts.

I saw Vinny shoot out a large wad of cum, in multiple spurts into his hand, which he brought up to his mouth and licked with his tongue while moaning.

“Congratulations Vinny, you’ve just had your first ‘sissygasm.’”

The sight of that alone made me shoot my load all the way into his ass, as far as my cock went into him. I kept on thrusting until my engine was empty. The “little train that could,” did.

I pulled off Vinny, his ass dribbling my cum, and he turned around and placed my cock, also dripping with jizz into his mouth and he began sucking. He noticed my cock ring, and he stopped for a second and said, “I need to get me one of those.”

“Oooh,” I said, “I love your enthusiasm, I’ll get you one. I think we can even transition together. I prefer to keep my girl cock.”

“So would I,” Vinny said, in between licks. He did a great job on me, keeping his lips so tight, until I couldn’t take it anymore, and I came again - fully deep into his throat. Not one drop of my sacred liquid dribbled out of his lips. I was impressed.

He kept going until I was done, and he came off me, and kissed me for the first time. It was okay, but I preferred my Linda.

Then Vicki came back into the room. “You know,” she said. “I think Freddie likes it too, just like Vinny,” she said nodding to him, still on his knees.

“Now Vinny, you stay just where you are. There’s still more of you to go around.”

“Oh great, Debbie! Could I please have Suanne??” He asked , with his eyes wide open like a kid in a candy store.

“Sure, why not. I think she’d love a taste of your “jizzsicle.” I loved my new word! “Don’t you dare move. It’s going to be a long night. Wait a second.” I just got an idea. “Before I get Suanne, I want you to go into the next room, and give Freddie a blow job.” I whipped out my phone. “Just in case any of you two cum slut-slaves gets any ideas, I’ll have a great picture of you two locking body parts and exchanging fluids - am I clear?”

“Yes, perfectly, Debbie.”

Vinny got up and walked into the next room, just wearing his shirt, and found Fred lying in the bed. “This is your next guest Freddie,” I announced cheerfully. He gets it, totally. I suggest you do the same,” and I waved my cell phone into his face.

Fred obediently got on his knees on the bed, sitting off on the side of it, and I told Vinny, “Ok little cum slut, on your knees on the rug, and start sucking.”

Vinny needed little prompting, and he got to work on his coworker and friend, the two of them moaning and Vinny slurping his way on Fred’s wet, hard cock. I lit a cigarette, which I think turned on Fred more as he watched me.

“Here,” I said, putting my freshly lit cigarette dangling in Fred’s mouth as he got head from Vinny. It was such a great sight that I took a video instead of just a still. I considered it “sissy insurance,” and all the girls would get a copy of it.

I heard Fred gasp as he shot his wad all the way down Vinny’s throat it looked like. I was so proud of my two new girls.

After I lit and finished my own cigarette, I went into the living room and smiled at Suanne, and I told her, “Suanne honey, Vinny and Fred are waiting for you.”

Suanne squealed with delight and broke off kissing her girlfriend Carole. She practically ran into the bedroom, Fred, and Vinny inside. Quite a feat with four-inch high heels. I still had to master the heels, but Linda would help me with that.

So, I got my revenge, and in the process, I had no more lingering agonies about my sexual identity. I also picked up two new girls, er, cum-sluts - a bit muscular, but I knew that when we all started the HRT, they would be fine.

I had become the object of all my fantasies: A gorgeous, dirty, raunchy female, dominant, cock-sucking, ass licking, sissy cum slut (but I preferred “shemale”). I also gave up my apartment and moved in with Linda. She loved it because now, with my new raise and position, I could help with the mortgage payments and her household expenses. The best part: I was finally home at last!

❤️❤️❤️


WET

A First Time Forced Feminization, Transgender,

Age-Gap, Erotic Romance

[image: A person with wet hair and red lips  Description automatically generated]


Floppy Grades

Ever since I was a kid, my parents drummed it into my head that I had to be a lawyer. Both of my parents were trial attorneys, my older brother Mike, and my uncle Gene were all lawyers. Since Mike was five years older than me, I really didn’t have a choice but to be the target of their incessant “coaching;” I like to call it threats or arm-twisting.

I had low self-esteem, never had much confidence in my own decision making process, and I made it sound to my friends that law school was definitely something I wanted to do of my own accord. But that was far from the truth. I never really wanted that. I wanted to do something like go to the U of Miami and study Marine Biology; field trips with scuba gear, meet hot girls, party, and not spend my whole college career in a stodgy classroom or lecture hall.

Naturally, in college I was a political science major. In my junior year, there was a course on torts and contracts. In law school, that is regarded as a very difficult and painful subject. A good grade in this course, no, an outstanding grade in this course would practically assure me of a good recommendation letter from the head of the department, Dr. Emma Slade.

Her recommendation letters were coveted by every poly sci major on campus who had their sights set on the law. Now this is gonna sound crazy: My father even called her to check on my progress and see how I was doing, and if I needed any extra help would she give it to me?

You see, my dad and Dr. Slade were classmates at Stanford Law, and they were both on the Law Review together. My dad went into private practice and Dr. Slade went into academia. They had been in close touch over the twenty years or so since graduation, and I often wondered just how close their connection was if you get my drift.

Aside from being a brilliant professor Dr. Slade had guys salivating all over her. I had a front row seat in her class, and got a very telling view of her awesome forty something body. She had luscious, long, black hair, parted in the middle that she wore loose and reached down below her ample cleavage.

Her waist was thin and taut, and she loved to wear short skirts with a slit up the side. The real killers were her spiked four-inch heels that wrapped with straps around her ankles.

As for the class itself, I was barely hauling a C+, and it was mid-October already. The mid-terms weren’t that far off, and there was a lot I didn’t understand. Part of me wanted to spite my father and flunk the course, but I knew that if I didn’t reach out to Dr. Slade, I’d be on dad’s shit list. That would have many unwanted financial repercussions for me.

I met my friend Steve in the cafeteria.

“So what are you going to do Kenny?” Steve said.

“I have no choice but to ask Dr. Slade for help, I guess.”

“Why do you sound like it’s signing up for North Korean torture man?? What the fuck is wrong with you? Your biggest problem as I see it, will be how to keep your cock in your pants when you’re sitting across the table from her!”

I thought about it for a minute. He had a point, what could be so bad. It would get me in good with my dad because she would certainly mention it to my father that I went to see her. But it would also mean, that for me to ace this course at this point would require a freaking miracle - a divine intervention. So, it might not get me the grades I would need to pass or even get an interview at Stanford Law.

He was right about the other thing too. Suppose I got so distracted that I couldn’t concentrate on the work, and only thought about boning that excellent, slick, humming body. Even sitting here with Steve thinking about her was giving me a raging hard on. Shit, I was sitting here rubbing my legs together!

“Hey Kenny, I thought about something else. Are you sure that this course is that hard? I’m a history major, so I don’t know anything about poly sci, but your grades are a solid B+ in everything else, and you have the LSATs to take in the spring. Maybe it’s Dr. Slade that’s the problem. I mean every guy on campus knows how hot she is, so you’re probably distracted.”

Steve paused and continued. “Kenny, this is gonna sound really crazy, I mean out and out insane dude, but suppose you actually did let her seduce you? Wouldn’t that relieve some of the sexual tension and help you study better? Yeah that’s it! Why don’t you just tell her that she’s distracting you and you find her very attractive? You said yourself that she isn’t married, right?”

“Yes, I did tell you that. What I didn’t tell you Steve, was that I think my father may have gotten a piece of her too.”

“Wow, this is getting interesting. But so what? You’re father has nothing to do with you. Besides, it might even help you. I say, ‘Go for it!’ What’s the worst thing that can happen? She says ‘no,’ and you move on. The ground rules would be set.”

That’s why I liked Steve so much. He’s like my evil side personified. If I think of something shady or corrupt, or on the borders of decency, my friend Steve is there to help me along to do the nasty.

❤️❤️❤️


Mrs. Robinson

The next day in class I was one of the first people in the classroom. This course wasn’t big enough to require the services of a large lecture hall like “Into to Poly Sci.” That course was taught by Dr. Slade as well. She showed herself much better in a small classroom setting.

As soon as she walked into that room, I was under no illusion about how much I wanted her. She looked especially HOT, even for her. Her hair was more raven colored than I thought at first.

Today she wore a long sleeved pink blouse with a high collar, and a black-laced bra underneath, with a good amount of that incredible cleavage showing. The skirt was a black polyester with a wide black vinyl belt that showed off her firm, perfect waist line, and her legs were crossed which if I didn’t know any better, I’d swear she was trying to seduce the whole class. She was doing a great job on me.

I didn’t take any notes or really hear what she was saying because I was thinking about how I would approach her after class, and fantasizing about that perfect body with no clothes on, wet and slick, with me ready to go.

Before I knew it she stopped talking and as people were loading up and getting ready to leave the room, I was still sitting at my desk with my chin resting in my palm.

After everybody left I saw her gathering up her papers and putting her laptop in her bag, and I approached her.

She smiled as I got closer. “Well hello Kenny, what can I do for you?” I took a deep breath and inhaled scents of lavender and some kind of perfume which made me perfectly erect. Thank God my jeans were tight or else I’d have a really big problem to explain. I think she knew anyway - about my boner that is. My face is not really very good at hiding things.

“I’m here, because as you probably know, my grades in your class are not very good. I’m taking the LSATs in April, and I need a really good score in your class so I can get an interview at Stanford, where you and my dad went.”

“Ah, I see. And how is your dad?”

“Uh, he’s fine. You know, real busy, in court all the time.”

“Of course. Stan hasn’t changed much after all these years. He is ferocious in the courtroom. I wouldn’t want to go up against him, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah, so, I was wondering what I could do to get my grades up. I need at least an A- in this course for Stanford. Can you help me, maybe with some kind of extra credit or something?”

Her smile changed to a smirk. “You really should have come to me before the first exam Kenny. I’m not really sure what I can do. I can recommend a couple of seniors who did really well here to tutor you for the midterm in two weeks.” I felt deflated. But what else could I hope for; her to baby me and sit by me while I studied?

She saw how down I looked, and she said, “There is a paper you know. I could perhaps make that count for some extra points, but I really do want you to see,” she stopped and scrolled through her iPhone for a second. “Ah, here it is - Roger Bowles. He aced this course last year and he’s really good. I want you to call him and tell him that I recommended him to tutor you.”

What else could I do? I saw her eyeing me, and it came out of left field when she said, “You know Kenny, you’re just as handsome as your dad was at this age. What are you, twenty?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Thought so. You know what? See how it goes with Roger, and maybe we can work out something extra, you know, between us. What would you say to that?”

I couldn’t believe it. She was practically inviting me to nail her. That image popped up into my mind again - her in the shower, completely wet . . . with me standing behind her and doing the nasty, with her mouth opened in a wordless scream.

“Sure, I’m down.”

There was no one else in the classroom, and if I said that she violated accepted norms of personal space, I would be correct. She leaned into me, just inches away from my face and said, “this Saturday night, I happen to be free. Why don’t you come over to my place about eight o’clock, and I can review some stuff with you for a few hours, unless you have other plans - I mean a handsome, strong guy like you probably has a busy social calendar.”

If she only knew. My free time was mostly spent on PlayStation 5 with Steve and a couple of other guys; the closest thing to my mouth a microphone and headset. I wasn’t that skilled in the mature woman department.

I was thinking with my “smaller brain,” my cock. Of course this violated professor-student norms, but we were both over eighteen. She was probably more than twice my age, a fact that turned me on to no end. I was putty in her hands. I would do anything she would ask of me - the proverbial older woman. My very own “Mrs. Robinson,” from that sixties classic, “The Graduate.”

❤️❤️❤️


The Tutor

Another thing. I know, I’m almost one hundred per cent sure that my dad had tapped Dr. Slade on numerous occasions, so shouldn’t that make me feel a bit weird about getting together with her? Normally it would, but I was having such a dry spell, it didn’t bother me one bit.

I called Roger. He seemed pretty eager to help me, so on Tuesday night we had a session in the library. I felt comfortable with him after a few minutes, and I told him about Dr. Slade’s invitation. He laughed.

“Oh, so Emma’s got her sights on you, eh?”

“What do you mean?” I said, completely oblivious to the obvious.

“Every year she’s got her little favorites among the cocks in the class, and I guess that this year you’re one of them.” He acted like this was no big revelation and continued nonchalantly flipping pages in the book he had open in front of him,

“One of them???” I asked, incredulous.

Now he took a deep breath and looked me over. “Yeah dude, I mean look at her. She’s the hottest thing on this campus. Shit, I heard the football team has some drawings of her pussy on some of the lockers. In fact I heard one guy mention he had a photograph! I mean, can you imagine??”

“Wow,” I said. “I can see that.”

“As long as we’re up close and personal here, I can tell you that last year, I did her, a few times in fact.” He was smiling - no grinning, from ear to ear like a Cheshire Cat.

“I even had a date with her about two weeks ago. I don’t think I’ll have any sperm left for the rest of the semester man,” he said laughing.

Now I didn’t just have a mental picture of my dad with Dr. Emma Slade, but the college football team, and my poly sci tutor Roger as well. It just made me hotter. Even sitting in the library now, I had pre cum on my boxers, and was shifting uncomfortably in my chair.

“So, my advice to you Kenny, is to by all means, get a piece - a BIG piece of Dr. Emma Slade!”

******

I dressed casually on Saturday night; new jeans, a nice sweater, and a button-down shirt. I don’t ordinarily do this, but I passed a florist’s shop on the way and bought her an assorted bouquet of roses. All week long I had been jerking off to her in my bed, imagining her sopping wet and begging me to fuck her. Now, it was actually within the realm of possibilities.

I pulled up to her apartment in a nicer part of the city. Her building had a doorman, and I had to sign-in. I wasn’t too crazy about that. I was looking at the long list of names, expecting to see my father’s name somewhere on there. Now wouldn’t that be something.

“Ken McNally here for Dr. Emma Slade,” I said as I approached the doorman’s desk on inside the lobby on the right of the doorway.

“Sure, I’ll ring her now,” he said, looking me over from top to bottom which I thought was odd. Was there some mysterious dress code I wasn’t aware of?

“Dr. Slade? A Mr. McNally her to see you.”

“Okay, send him up,” she said, her soft, velvety voice coming through the speaker.

“That’s 9-B Sir,” he said to me.

“Thanks,” looking at his nameplate, I added “Otto.”

My cock was hard on the ride up in the elevator, but when she opened the door, I almost passed out, and would have impaled myself on my cock if I did so. It was that hard.

❤️❤️❤️


Just Call Me Emma

Dr. Slade was wearing a skirt that would certainly be inappropriate for class, and the lingerie she had underneath I would expect to see on a pole dancer at a strip club or something. In addition to the stiletto heels that wrapped around her feet, she wore black sheer nylon pantyhose underneath the shortest skirt I’ve ever seen. She wore a white cotton top, with a very low bustline, so I was treated to an almost full-frontal view of her. The black-laced bra formed the top of a girdle, that hooked onto her pantyhose. I could see the straps underneath her skirt. This was not casual wear for a professor to wear when a student came for tutoring!

“Well, hi Kenny, come on in,” she said in a very sultry, seductive voice that actually made my cock ache. Even though my body was on the thin side, I was endowed with a cock that was rather large. Other women; college girls, had complimented me on it before, but I haven’t had much action at all the last year.

“Would you like a drink? I’m having a scotch and soda. You?”

“Uh, ok, I’ll take the same Dr. Slade, thanks.”

“No, no Kenny - please call me ‘Emma,’ tonight, ok? In fact, from this point on, even in class.” To bring that point home, she gently pressed her right index finger on my nose. I was practically trembling.

“Relax Kenny. Here, sit on the couch while I pour us our drinks, ok?”

“Sure, anything you say Emma.”

She shook her head, and her long, luscious raven hair shook over her shoulders. Her perfect, almond shaped lips barely moved when she spoke. They were painted cherry red. Hey eye makeup was perfect: deep blue eyeshadow to compliment her blue eyes, and deep, black mascara and eyeliner to really bring out an expression of . . . ‘do me now!’ I could never have asked for anything more perfect from a woman’s body.

My hands were shaking as she brought me my drink.

“Oooh, someone’s nervous a bit, I can tell,” she said.

“Sorry Emma, I’m not used to, to, be treated so . . .”

“Hospitably??” She said and laughed.

“Yes,” exactly,” I said. My inner voice saying what a dork!

“Well, let’s see what I can do to put you at ease Kenny. You are quite handsome, you know?”

“You really think so?” I said, in a mousy, wimpy tone.

“Yes, I do,” she said as she took a seat next to me on the couch.

She reached for her leather shoulder bag on the floor next to the couch. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes, and slowly took one out of the fresh pack, and lit herself up with a thin silver butane lighter. She took a very seductive ladylike drag, and held the cigarette high up between her index, and middle finger.

For a long time, I’ve had a smoking fetish, getting very turned on by watching beautiful women smokers who liked the long, all white, 120mm cigarettes. Watching Emma smoke and blow rings in my face was making me crazy, and she knew it.

She placed her free hand on my thigh and noticed my cock tenting up through my jeans. “It looks like I excite you, am I right?”

“Yes, you do. I guess studying is out for tonight, then.”

She laughed and said, “the teacher is very horny tonight.” And with that, she leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips, making a tight seal and sticking her tongue through them. I gently slid my tongue around hers, my mouth very wet, and pre cum forming on my boxers. I placed my arm around her shoulders and ran my hands through her hair, stroking the back of her neck.

“It seems like the student may have some lessons for the teacher tonight,” she said, rather coy.

She made cooing noises and reached down and grabbed my cock with her nails digging into it through my pants.

Then she pulled off me and quickly undid my fly and my belt, pulling my pants and boxers down below my knees. My cock popped out from the side of my boxers, and she began stroking it with the soft underside of her fingers. All of her delicious scents combined with what she was doing was too much for me to take.

I think she read my mind, because the next thing I felt were her lips around the head of my cock. I didn’t think I could last through this foreplay. She moved them around in a circle, sticking her tongue into the slit on my cock, and just toying with me, gradually moving her tight lips down to my shaft.

“Oh my God Kenny!” she exclaimed. “You’re soooo fucking huge - this is a monster!” I felt proud and fiendishly horny at the same time. I didn’t wait for her to say anymore, and I used both hands to push her head back onto my cock, her lush hair feeling cool and silky between my fingers.

She took all of me to the back of her throat, no protest whatsoever; she wanted more. I think that if I was twelve inches long she would gladly have all of me.

I began to feel my cock pulsing and my eyes were closed and fantasizing - all about the shower, and what I would do to her in there.

I was lying on the couch, and she was right on top of me, her body sliding up and down on me, and her crotch rubbing up against my thigh with a slowly heating fury, while her nails were digging into my shoulders.

I felt my cock being pulled off from its base by the sucking of her mouth. She went faster and faster, my hands still on the back of her head, and my pelvic thrusts going up to meet her up and down motion.

Her mouth on me was nothing like I remembered ever getting from any of the college girls I had over the last two years. It felt like silk - wet shiny silk. Every so often she would turn me on further by taking a cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette and exhaling smoke over my cock while she licked and sucked.

I couldn’t take it anymore and I made a load groan and shot a huge wad of my jizz into the back of Emma’s throat. She actually prolonged my “blowgasm” by keeping the tight seal around my cock and her feverish sucking and sliding motion. I saw a few drops of my white jizz, running down the sides of her mouth - I was so “backed-up” from two dry years of nothing. I needed tonight - badly. I could tell that Emma sensed it too.

Suddenly, she pulled off of me and moved up and kissed me full on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own cum. It wasn’t revolting at all. It was a mix of salty and sweet, and it was all me, so why not. It really turned her on too, giving me a taste.

She slid her top off on the left side, completely exposing her breast, and wiggled out of her bra, which was open from the start. Its nipple found its way into my mouth, and I sucked on it, played with it, running my tongue around the base of it, all the while my hands on her shoulder and neck. She loved everything I could give her.

I really was dying to fuck her, that’s what I truly wanted, and she knew it.

She pulled away, and gently whispered to me: “Let’s go into my bedroom Kenny, we’re just getting started.”

“Sounds nice, and I kissed her on the mouth. Lead the way.”

Before we left, I finished the glass of scotch which was on the table. She did the same, looked at me and smiled.

❤️❤️❤️


The Water Slide

Let’s take a shower,” she said, looking at me, a devilish smirk on her face. “It’s time to get Dr. Slade off,” she said referring to herself in the third person.

“Sure Emma, why not? Sounds like fun.”

I remained still while she slowly took my clothes off and threw them on the bed.

Emma removed everything but her panties. I watched, getting hard again as she took off her pantyhose and girdle, just leaving on her black panties. She made a show of it, gingerly unstrapping her shoes , and placing them neatly next to the bed.

Without saying a word she led me into the shower, and facing me she turned on the water. She cupped my face in her hands and kissed me for a few minutes, as I ran my fingers over her breasts.

I was rubbing my hands across her tight tummy, just sticking my fingertips underneath the front of her panties and she stopped me. I was a bit confused as she slowly turned me around, facing the wall where the shower was.

She took a bottle of body oil out and massaged my shoulders and neck with it. It felt so good, and I was hard again. She put some on herself, and she slipped off her panties, kicking them against the shower head wall that I faced.

“EMMA! WHAT THE FUCCCKKK!!!” I wasn’t dreaming, as much as I wanted to be, but I reached behind me and felt an equally large . . . cock!” It was pushing up against the small of my back.

“Now listen Kenny,” she said in a pedantic tone, as if she was giving a lecture in class. “Yes, you are touching a cock. It’s my cock, my gurl cock, do you understand? I’m a transgender female. I’m a woman in every sense of the word, except that I have a cock. Think of it as a clit that squirts, just like a pussy would.”

I was thinking of what that meant exactly, when I felt it pressing against my asshole, while she spread my ass cheeks with her hands. “Trust me Kenny,” she said, “you’re going to enjoy this very much - I promise you. I haven’t lied to you yet, have I?”

“No Emma, you haven’t - “

“Well, to be fair, I haven’t told you the whole story. I was afraid that if I did, you wouldn’t have come here tonight.”

Truth be told, I was still so horny, and Emma turned me on so much I found myself answering her. “I still would have come. You are by far the most beautiful woman I have ever been with.”

“Ohh, you’re so sweet Kenny. Now, how bad do you want that A? You’re going to make your dad very proud,” she said as she gently kissed my neck.

“You mean my dad,” - 

“Oh yes Kenny. Your dad knows all about me. We have lots of fun together, and now you’ll get to experience it too! Now what do you say? How badly do you want that A? You can leave right now, and I won’t judge. This isn’t for everybody. I thought you were different, very handsome in fact, and I thought that if you were anything like your dad, we would it off really well. I’m going to turn you on to a whole new world of pleasure.”

She leaned in close to me, her cock sticking me at the entrance of my asshole. “You may feel a bit full at first, but we’re both slippery enough that this should go great. Now (she was laughing), bend over a bit. Pretend you dropped the soap in the shower.” I wanted to laugh but I couldn’t. I went along with it and did everything that Emma told me to do.

I felt penetrated, very painfully at first, like I thought my guts were on fire; but then it felt ok, even pleasurable to my surprise as Emma went in and out, as if I was a girl.

She was moaning, and she picked up her speed. I felt the curious mix of a stabbing pain and curious pleasure the deeper she went in. I thought she might have been as big as me. It wasn’t long before I felt a bit stimulated, and the feeling just grew and grew. I was really enjoying this.

“Emma, this feels wonderful.”

In between thrusts, she answered me. “Yes - I remember - my first time - it was great - though I had my doubts first.”

I bent over farther, my hands against the shower wall as the water continued to fall on both of us. I was hard as a rock. Emma moaned loudly. “Kenny, you’re so fucking tight, and this feels so good,” and she picked up her speed into high gear.

She let out a scream, I turned around and she was biting her finger, and I felt a warm load enter me. At the same time, I shot a huge wad of my own against the shower wall. I was amazed that I could get off like this without even touching myself.

“That’s right Kenny,” she said. “You’ve just had your first “sissygasm.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, but I had a pretty good idea. She pulled out of me, turned me around and we kissed deeply, the water still cascading down on us. What had me amazed was how I knew we would end up in the shower.

We both got out of the shower and Emma handed me a soft bath towel. She dried herself off, and then she dried me off, paying special attention to getting my cock completely dry.

“Now Kenny, our special help session is just getting started,” she said. “I cleared it with your dad, and you are going to be living here with me for the rest of the semester.”

“What do you mean?” I said, more curious, than angry. How could I be angry with Emma? I had the best time of my life, thinking of Thai Lady Boys and Shemales. Emma, as I found out later, had gone through HRT, but like so many transgendered women, had chosen to retain the services of her cock.

“Come into the guest room,” she said as she led me by the hand, in the nude. There on the bed, I saw women’s clothes, very sexy women’s clothes, and lingerie. She saw the look of total surprise on my face and laughed.

“Yes Kenny, you’re going to transition for me, so you’d better like it.” She looked at me closely. “I think you do like it, am I right?”

“Yes, I do,” I said, feeling like I was in some kind of a trance.

“You’ll still go to class dressed like Kenny, but here, at home with me, you’ll be ‘Carol.’ That will be your new sissy name, ok?”

“Sure, yeah, I can see that.”

“Also, you’re going to start smoking my brand - Virginia Slims 120s. I’m going to create the total sissy. You see, like you, I have an intense smoking fetish, and I don’t like to smoke alone - got it?”

“Yes Emma. This is something that deep down inside I always wanted. I guess I was just waiting for someone like you to come along.”

“Good Kenny, I’m glad you feel that way, because guess what?”

“What?” As if anything else could surprise me more than had already happened tonight.

“Roger is one of my little creations too! In fact, I have about six of you ‘wet girlie boys.’ We’re all going to have a party here in two weeks, and I’d like you all broken in before then. You’re going to become my own filthy little cum-slut. How do you like that? You want the A and my recommendation to Stanford Law, right?”

I had to be totally honest. I did, and I think I showed Emma how much I did want her help. “Yes Emma, I love it. I think I’m going to love living here with you.”

“Good Carol, very good. Now here, have a cigarette while I dress you up!” So I took one and my new life began.

❤️❤️❤️


WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?

A Straight Guy’s Intro to Crossdressing, Bisexual Encounters,

and Closeted Transgender Desires
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The New Neighbor

Ihad just broken up with my girlfriend after a six year relationship. We went to college down in Miami and met during our senior year. After graduation, she pursued a career in fashion design in New York, where I’m originally from, and I got accepted to medical school in New York. So, after dating for a year, we became serious, and we got used to the proverbial “long distance relationship.” For financial reasons, I still lived at home in NY with my parents. I would take the train into the city and stay with her for the occasional weekend.

After medical school, I got into a three year residency program in anesthesiology at a prestigious Boston hospital. My girlfriend moved back to Florida where her family lived, and she found a job there.

The plan was for me to finish my first year of a three-year residency, and then she would join me here in Boston, get a job of her own, and when I finished my residency, I would find a practice in Florida to join, and we would go down there and get married. At that time I was twenty-six years old.

Like all plans, the unexpected always steps in. Six years is a long time and people change. I remained true to Emily and as far as I could tell, she was true to me. Her family loved me, and the same with my parents and my sister.

During one of her last visits to me she was cold, had lost interest in sex, seemed aloof, and I knew it was over. We had just grown apart, fell in love too young. I suppose life happened without us doing it together.

I was sad, but also relieved, because I had seen it coming for a long time before. Who was I kidding? She cried a lot on the phone the last time I spoke to her, the day after her last visit. I however, did not.

Now, I was free! Free to “explore,” get my feet wet and back in the game again. The weekend after the breakup, it rained and rained. Perfect weather for depression to set in. No car, no girlfriend.

By the middle of the next Friday afternoon, the weather was getting better, and with it, my mood. I had just gotten home after a grueling night of call, and I was watching baseball in my living room on my new monster flat screen TV. Across the street I saw a moving van pull up. My block was all apartments, the buildings similar to mine. My apartment was on the ground floor, one bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen - sparse, but adequate for a young guy like me on a budget.

I didn’t expect to see a van with a family of four move in, but what I did see intrigued me. There was a young woman standing outside near the curb, watching, and directing the movers with her stuff. She looked incredible with long auburn hair with streaks of red that shimmered in the sunlight. She had a light jacket on with tight jeans and sneakers, and a totally amazing figure.

For all I knew, she could have been a model. My building has southern exposure, so I always keep my blinds up when I’m home to get sunlight in. This was also a trick I used to get my mind off the breakup, to lift my spirits.

I wasn’t standing by my window, I was just seated on my sofa, with my head turned to the left and watching her. Suddenly, she turned her head around and could see me looking at her. She waved at me and smiled. Shit! I felt so embarrassed - caught in the act. She was probably thinking oh great, a creep lives across the street from me, welcome to the neighborhood.

I turned a bright red, made a feeble attempt at a wave, and turned my head back to my TV screen. What else was I supposed to do, run outside in the street, and say “hey, I’m not a creep, I just saw you moving in, and I was curious?”

So I went back to the game on TV. It looked like she didn’t have a lot of stuff, nor did I see a man (or woman) move in with her. It didn’t look like there were any kids either. I would judge her age to be like me; mid-late twenties.

The moving van had just left, and as it pulled away, I was formulating a plan of just how I would go about meeting this very intriguing woman. Or . . . if I should just let things happen on their own.

❤️❤️❤️


The Voyeur

Her apartment was laid out exactly like mine, with the bedroom on the other side of the living room wall where I had my couch. That night, after I finished reviewing my cases for the next day, I was looking out my bedroom window, (I had the blinds down, but they were parted) and I was able to see right into this new woman’s bedroom! The apartment had been vacant since I moved in about a year ago, and so the rooms were all dark, and the blinds were usually pulled down.

She was standing in front of her bedroom mirror, side profile towards me, her top was off, and she was staring at her reflection, turning side to side. All she had on was her bra. She had to know her blinds were open and that passersby on the street (or across the street like me) could see her, and get a full show, right?

The next act was totally unexpected. Still profiled to the side, she stood there admiring herself in her G-String. Oh my God! Now she turned around with her butt facing out the window, head turned left looking sideways into the mirror, and she was bending over, like to get something, and I could see the flimsy cloth material between her perfectly sculpted butt cheeks! My cock was hard enough to crack walnuts.

She gave her head a good shake, and that beautiful auburn-reddish hair fell down around her shoulders. Then, all of a sudden, the lights in her bedroom went off.

Now I had no idea when she went to work or what her schedule was because I had to leave for the hospital at five-thirty each morning. Sure enough, when I left the next morning, walking the ten-minute walk to work like I always did, I saw her blinds down and the slats closed.

My mind went to all sorts of places. Was she lying nude in bed? Maybe she was doing naughty things to herself, like fingering her pussy, or sticking a dildo in it? I was only wearing my scrubs and a light jacket, so a boner, a large, engorged boner, would be very visible on the streets.

******

I had an exhausting day, and came home at five, and just slept for two hours, prepared dinner, ate, and settled in to watch TV and do laptop stuff for tomorrow’s cases a couple of hours before I went to back to sleep for the night.

I became aware of a light going on across the street. Her living room light was on with the blinds down, but now, the bedroom lights were on, and the blinds were pulled up! I had a completely unobstructed view of her bedroom again. For some reason the city, which planted trees on every sidewalk, neglected to plant them in front of my building or hers.

Tonight’s “entertainment” was even better than last night. I saw her stand in front of her mirror, but this time, her bra was off! I got a perfect view of her G-String, a bright pink, going down the length of her butt. She was turned with her ass facing me, and now she was sticking her hand down the front of it, and rubbing up and down.

I flew off my couch, ran into my bedroom, almost tripping over the coffee table, and got a tube of K-Y Jelly, and a towel. I returned to my seat, facing the TV, but had my head turned to the side, as I lubed up my hand and my large, eight-inch dynamo cock.

I was stroking myself in rhythm to her movements. She threw her head back, and was rubbing faster and faster. My mind was in the room with her; thinking of a very wet middle finger, stroking her sopping wet pussy up and down, in and out. I imagined a very red and knobby clit, getting a good rubbing.

I watched her stiffen, and bring her hand up to her mouth, and it appeared as if she was licking her juices off her hand, moving her head up and down. Her other hand appeared to be squeezing her nipples. I’d be willing to bet the farm that if our windows were open, I could hear her cry out in total ecstasy.

Now I couldn’t control myself any longer and I shot a huge wad of creamy, hot, white jizz into the towel I brought with me. I swear this was better than anything I could have seen online.

The “show” repeated itself the next night, and I had the K-Y Jelly in the living room this time, sitting and waiting for me on my coffee table in front of my couch. I came even harder than last night. Not only that, but at work I simply could not get my mind off of this woman. Something had to be done. I simply had to meet this woman. I decided that I would pick a time and go across the street and ring her bell.

❤️❤️❤️


Mega Frustration

By now, the “show was happening every night. I was beginning to feel guilty, like a “Peeping Tom,” a pervert, but my urges could not be denied. On the occasional night when I didn’t see her, I stayed up later than I should have and just waited. It was wreaking havoc with my sleep schedule, and I couldn’t afford to let it impact my job performance - people’s lives depended on me.

The next night when she did appear again, I became fixated on her G-String, wondering what it must feel like to wear something like that. I bet it was a very soft, silky material that made me sizzling hot. I came with very little prompting.

The night after that, her outfit changed; she was wearing short, black, sheer tights, with a lace top running across her waist. She also wore a black bra, same material, and black, sheer hosiery that went up to her thigh, with peach colored bows tied onto the back.

How do I know this in such detail? Because I ordered a powerful, small, hand-held, military grade telescope from AMAZON where I could even see the fabric weaves of her outfit! Tonight, she again had her back to me, but her right arm was extended onto the door frame, with her left arm crossing in front, holding onto her wrist. She was leaning forward into the frame and her legs were spread apart, like someone was fucking her from the back. Holy shit, what a sight!

She was gyrating her hips like in time to some music. Next, she stuck her left hand under her tights from behind and it sure as shit looked like she was diddling her asshole. She threw her head back like she was moaning. It only took me two hard strokes to my cock to make me cum all over my sofa (luckily for the towel).

At night, my dreams were of her standing in front of me, her tights pulled down, and her pussy glistening, and sopping wet, with her begging me to fuck her, as she dripped on her bedroom carpet. Just as my dream was really getting better, my fucking alarm clock ran.

I was seriously considering getting psychiatric help, ringing her doorbell, flowers in hand, or doing something crazy. Needless to say, it was tough going into work, seeing no activity in her bedroom, or living room window. Speaking of work; it was a Friday morning, and I was on call, which meant I wouldn’t be home until Sunday morning. I would miss at least two “shows.” I was sincerely bummed.

❤️❤️❤️


To New Friendships

Saturday night, I was in the “on-call room,” dozing with Netflix on the TV after a busy day, just waiting to get paged again. The only cases would be childbirths or traumas. About eleven o’clock my pager went off. They needed me for an emergency appendectomy. I had put patients out for this procedure many times before, and I could do it in my sleep - I was practically asleep anyway.

I met the surgeon before he scrubbed. The patient was a twenty seven year old female, who had the usual hot appendix symptoms, and was a bit delirious from a high fever. She called 911 just in time, because the thing was about to burst, which was not a good thing to happen.

She was on the table already, wearing a scrub cap herself, and I was just looking over her chart, the nurses filled out. I introduced myself. Her name was Morgan Wright.

“Hi Morgan,” I said reassuringly, “I’m Doctor McNally, Evan McNally, the anesthesia resident. I’m going to put you to sleep for the surgery, and you won’t feel any pain, and I’ll give you something through the IV, so you won’t have any pain when you wake up, Okay? . . .” and my usual banter ensued. She gripped my wrist.

“I’m gonna be okay, right?”

“Yes you are, and you called 911 just in time. Think of me as your guardian angel. I’ll be right here next to you the whole time.”

“Thank you doctor,” and she smiled at me.

“Sure. Your surgeon Dr. Nelson is getting ready, and I’m going to put you to sleep now. Count back from one hundred after you feel a small stick, ok?”

“Ok doctor.”

“I’ll see you when you wake up in the recovery room.”

Something was familiar about this patient. Could it be? I lifted her scrub cap, and she had auburn hair - long auburn hair with red highlights. After she was asleep I bent over and looked at her profile. Oh . . .my . . . God! It was my neighbor from across the street; of this I was sure. I next took a good look at her chart and found what I believed to be an obvious mistake. I said to myself, Just who the hell are you, Morgan?

The chart had her sex listed as “male.” I questioned the scrub nurse about it; a thirty four year old guy that I was friendly with.

“Uh, yeah Evan,” he said. “She’s got a dick. All the hair is shaved, but the dick is definitely there.” He flipped the sheets up from the side so I could see through the gown. It was definitely a cock. I didn’t need to be a doctor to notice that.

“Is something wrong Evan?” he asked me.

“No, it’s just weird. She’s my neighbor from across the street, she moved in about three weeks ago. I haven’t introduced myself yet, but I could have sworn I saw a girl.”

“Well Evan, welcome to 2023. She’s a trans-female, but a biological male. She’s gone through HRT, but she still kept her cock like so many of them do.”

“Come on Brad, you’re not telling me anything I don’t know; I was just surprised is all.” Of course I didn’t tell him that I was jerking off to “her.”

Morgan came through the surgery just fine, and I went up to her room later on Sunday morning before I went home. She would be in the hospital for about four more days.

“Hi Morgan, how’re you feeling?”

“Oh Dr. McNally, thank you for stopping by. I’m feeling better, just a bit sore.”

“That’s normal. You shouldn’t need your pain meds for more than today. You came through the anesthesia just fine. By the way, I said. “I saw your address, and we’re neighbors. I live across the street, and I saw you move in. We, uh, we waved at each other.”

She looked at me with a sly smile. “Oh yeah, you’re the guy who was checking me out through your living room window.”

I turned a bright red. It happens when I’m ‘caught in the act,’ or embarrassed. “Oh come on,” she said reassuringly. “It’s okay. I’m used to guys staring at me,” and she laughed.

I don’t know what possessed me to say what I did next, but it came out. “How about we go out when you’re out of here?”

“Are you sure?” she said.

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be?”

“Let’s be real Dr. McNally.”

“No please, call me Evan.”

“Okay Evan. By now, I’m sure you know that I’m a trans female. That doesn’t bother you?”

“Well, I mean,” I was searching for words here, and I sounded as innocent as possible, or maybe naive. “I thought we could be friends.”

“Friends, huh?” she said.

She studied me closely. “What would you say if I found you kind of ‘hot’?”

“I’m flattered,” I said. What else could I say. I mean, those nights looking at her through the window turned me on so much. What did that say about me? Then I remembered the advice of an old girlfriend who said don’t analyze, utilize . . . I was gonna have to play this one by ear.

❤️❤️❤️


Game On

Truth be told. I had a fetish from my teenage years. I enjoyed toying with women’s clothing. I have an older sister who’s about five years older than me. When she went away to college, one day I found myself in her bedroom with my parents out of the house. It was a Thursday, and they were out doing their weekly food shopping. I opened her underwear drawer, expecting to find it kind of empty because she was away at college. However, I did find some interesting “items.”

There were a few pairs of panties, two of them G-Strings, like the ones I saw Morgan wearing. My heart was racing, and my cock was as hard as a flagpole. I slipped off my boxers, and slipped them on quick, without thinking about it too much.

Immediately, I loved the soft feel of them on my cock, and also the feel of the G-String between the crack of my butt. That was a new sensation for me that I was curious about. I let things play out, and I found one of her bras and tried it on as well. It pulled the skin of my chest together and gave me the look of breasts.

I had a slim body type, and I looked like I could pass for a girl, except my hair was too short and I wasn’t wearing makeup. I would have to wait for another day before I went “all-out.”

I also had “a thing” for attractive women who smoked long, all-white cigarettes. I never became a regular smoker, but I did it on the occasions my parents weren’t home, and I could dress the way I wanted. I went to college at home, and didn’t have to worry about any nosy roommates. So, I ordered some hot women’s clothes online and a makeup kit. I watched a ton of YOUTUBE videos about how to apply makeup, how to dress, and how to “feminize” my voice.

Dating a trans woman was a particular fantasy of mine, and here it was, finally being offered to me. But that was it. I didn’t plan anything more than just having fun with Morgan. I was lonely too, after my breakup with Emily. It bothered me that I could never be fully aroused by “straight sex” with a biological woman, yet I didn’t consider myself to be a homosexual.

About a week after Morgan got out of the hospital, I was planning on going across the street, and ringing her bell, just to see how she was.

But that Sunday, when I was off, I got a big surprise. I just went grocery shopping on my way home from the hospital and took an Uber home. I was at my usual spot in the living room watching TV when my doorbell rang. I looked through the monitor of the doorbell camera I had installed. It was Morgan! Shit! I immediately got as hard as a rock, and I was still wearing my scrubs. A boner was a fact that could not be hidden. Perhaps it wasn’t too bad I thought. It definitely indicated interest.

I opened the door. “Hi Morgan, how’re you feeling. You look good.” Actually, she looked more than good. She was stunning. She had on a midi-length black satin skirt, and a long sleeve white blouse, open at the top revealing a black laced bra with beautiful cleavage, and her makeup was flawless, bringing out the natural beauty of her face, and green eyes.

“Hi, I hope I didn’t come at a bad time. I happened to be looking out of my front window, and I noticed you coming home with groceries about an hour ago,” she said smiling. She looked down at my boner.

“Oh, by all means, please come in!” I was looking around for something to drink or eat.

“Wow,” she said. “It certainly looks like you’re very glad to see me!”

I ignored the obvious reference to my boner and said, “Please come in,” and I stepped aside and opened the door for her.

She laughed, and spoke animatedly. “Well, I thought I would take you up on your offer of us getting together.”

There was just a second of an awkward silence, and she quickly added, “I suppose that meeting in your apartment counts towards us getting together, Evan, wouldn’t you say so?”

“It absolutely does!” I said.

Then I added, “Morgan, you, uh, you want a cup of coffee, or something a bit stronger?” I said, looking around.

She sat down on my couch. “Uh, I guess I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“Okay, usually I wait till the evening before I have wine, but since this is a special occasion, I’ll have the wine.”

“Sounds great to me,” she said.

“Okay, coming up,” I said, and went to my liquor cabinet just above my microwave taking out a new bottle of Merlot and two glasses. I sat down next to her, and I poured each of us a glass. She smelled terrific, like strawberries and something else I couldn’t quite pick up on. The sun coming through the living room window made her hair shine radiantly, and really brought out the contours of her face - her perfect nose, lips, and brilliant green eyes.

My heart was beating fast, and maybe my nervousness showed, but this was the first “date” I guess you could say, in like six years. My other organ of arousal, my cock, was egging me on.

She raised her glass in a toast. “To new friendships!” she said.

“To new friendships,” I replied. We each took a sip; maybe I took more than just a sip because I really needed to loosen up. She picked up on my mood, and put her hand on my thigh.

❤️❤️❤️


Dreams Come True

It’s okay Evan, really. Just relax. I don’t bite. That is, unless you want me to!” We both laughed. I was starting to like her already.

My old fetish, dormant for years was starting to wake up. If I had known a few weeks ago what I know now, this meeting would have taken place before she had her appendectomy.

I recognized the other smell as the slight smell of tobacco smoke. I noticed her reaching for her bag. The site of that and the way the black satin skirt wrapped around her legs was a real turn-on.

“Uh, I have to confess. I know you’re a doctor and all, but would you mind very much if I smoked. I’m ‘one of those,’ you know - the hopelessly nicotine addicted.”

“Uh, no,” I said. It doesn’t bother me at all. In fact, I’m a light smoker myself.”

She sighed, like a lot of pressure was lifted. “Oh good. I didn’t want this to be a deal breaker before we even got started,” she said.

“In fact,” I asked. “Could I have one?” I noticed to my delight, that she took out a pack of Virginia Slims Menthol 120s.

“Sure,” she said, and lit us both up with a slim gold butane lighter.

“Evan,” she said. Before we go any further with this, I think you should know that I know you’ve been watching me from your window over here,” nodding to my living room window.

I had a look of shock and embarrassment on my face that could be read by a five year old.

“Don’t worry about it Evan. Actually, I’m flattered. You know, I even expected it from that first day when I moved in, and I saw you watching me as I moved in.”

“OK, but believe me, I meant nothing by it. I just broke off a six-year relationship with a girl who lived away from me. These long distance romances rarely work out,” I said.

Now, her appearance changed to one of, I’d like to say it was pure lust. Looking back on it, I know I was right.

She took a quick cheek-hollowing drag from her cigarette, and pulled me close and kissed me hard on the lips, some of her smoke going into my lungs, and the rest going out the sides of our mouths. At the same time, her hand reached for my engorged cock underneath my scrubs just busting to come out.

I played with her kiss, moving my lips around in a circle, and stuck the tip of my tongue through her lips into her mouth. She did the same and our tongues danced around in almost a predestined way, slipping, and sliding. What wasn’t predestined was her grabbing onto my cock through my scrub suit.

“Oh my!” she said. “How big you are. I love it,” she said, her voice taking on a dreamlike quality to it.

I broke off and said, “I’m glad you like it. I hope you like what I’m planning to do with it,” I said.

“I can’t wait!” She said, enthusiastically. I loosened the tie from my scrub bottoms, and then she reached down and pulled down my briefs from my cock, placing them just below my waist.

She took another drag from her cigarette and grabbed my cock, trying to wrap her fingers around it, almost failing.

Misty eyed, she looked at me, “I just love it when I have a cock in my possession that’s so big.” Then she placed her mouth on top of it. I could feel her lip gloss sliding over my tip, and a drop of pre cum forming, which she licked with a flick of her tongue.

After a second or two of exploration, she put all of me - slowly - into her mouth. She was a pro at this it seemed, and ran her tongue all around my shaft, closing her lips tight, and starting to bob her head up and down. She took another drag off her cigarette and gave me my favorite; a smoky blow job.

I was putty in her hands, and I started to move my hips up to meet her head motion. She didn’t skip a beat as she unbuttoned her blouse and slipped her bra off on one side, exposing a beautiful, pear shaped tit. She was playing with it as she sucked on me, making little groaning noises. This was more than just a blow job to her; it was an act of utter desperation. Faster and faster she went. I pressed her head down into my lap, the silky, lush texture of her hair feeling so good on my thighs and my lap.

I was dripping wet from her saliva, and extremely turned on. Even Emily never gave me a blow job this good before. In another second, I came. No - more than came. I shot a cannon jet of hot cum into the back of her throat, and she sucked hard on it; small drops appearing on the sides of her lips, and going down her chin.

She didn’t stop until I was sucked clean. She looked me in the eyes, dazed, and happy. She had glistening drops of cum still on her face. I moved in and licked them up with my tongue, tasting myself for the first time, the sweet and salty mix.

“Let’s continue this in the bedroom Evan,” she said as she drank the rest of her wine. I did the same. I kind of knew what to expect, and I didn’t care. I wanted what I thought was going to happen.

In my room, she slipped out of her satin skirt, and kicked off her four-inch stiletto high heels. This woman was fulfilling all of my most secret fantasies. How lucky was I? I was about to become a cheap cum-slut. I was getting there.

Very slowly, she turned to me as I sat on the bed. Like in an act, she undid the rest of the buttons of her satin blouse, and undid the snaps of her black-laced bra. She was wearing those short black tights she wore that evening I watched her wear before she went into the hospital. She slipped them off too, revealing a large cock. Maybe not quite as big as mine, but still big.

Looking right at me, she said, “So what do you think? I know you love it because here we are - no surprises.” She continued.

“You know Evan, when I first saw you looking at me, and then seeing me through your window every night, I wondered what you would think of me if we went out and you found out I had a cock. You know what?” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her index finger. “I think you have a ‘thing’ for trannies. In fact, I think you may want to be one yourself.”

I had to be honest here. “Yeah, I think you may be right.”

A huge smile crossed her face. “Oh honey,” she said. “We are going to have sooooo much fun!”

She kissed me on all fours, jumping on the bed. She lied down on the bed and pulled me on top of her. I grabbed her cock, and it made her moan. “God,” she said. “It feels like I haven’t come in so long! I want you to fuck me, suck me, and do everything to me, Evan.”

She slid up, and I slid down, grabbing her cock, putting it to my lips. “This is not a dick,” she said, slyly. “This is a GURL (spelling it out) cock.”

❤️❤️❤️


No Turning Back

THE FIRST COCK OF MY LIFE was now pressed against my lips. I wasn’t sure of any thoughts except one - lust, pure lust. This was really naughty, and went against everything I grew up believing. But I didn’t care. She was all I wanted. Gently, I caressed her tip with my tongue, licking around the sides of her tip, getting a boner myself again. Now I knew what it was truly like to be turned on, in a way that was more than satisfying. I looked up at her and she was smiling that beautiful radiant smile at me.

“Evan.” She just said my name, more a statement than a question.

I opened my lips and moved down, taking the head of her cock between my lips. I used my tongue in a skillful motion. I wasn’t moving from experience here; how could I be? I was running on pure instinct. I loved the feel of her in my mouth. Playfully, I used my teeth softly, making her moan for more. I took more of her in slowly, until the tip of that gurl cock was hitting my tonsils (I don’t have tonsils), it was pretty deep!

My mouth was exceptionally wet, and so her cock slid effortlessly up and down, and she was moving her hips to meet my head thrusts. She pushed my head down into her lap. The sight of her thighs in those sheer pantyhose with the peach colored rose bows on the top was arousing me so much that it wouldn’t take much to make me come again. I pictured myself wearing them. The whole thing was surreal. Morgan was turning my world upside down.

I went faster and faster on her, dying to taste her. Then she shot a huge wad of her own into my mouth, and it filled my entire mouth with a taste of, of all things, pineapples. I drank it all in, not letting a drop go down my lips or my chin. I kept going, licking, and sucking, and she was saying my name over and over again sweetly.

We lie next to each other, both spent. She reached for her bag on the night table and pulled out a cigarette for herself and for me. She lit us both up with her gold lighter. ]

“You give good head Evan,” she said. “I’m guessing that I was your first gurl cock, am I right?”

“Was it that obvious?” I asked.

She laughed and huffed out a cloud of smoke. “No, no, not at all. I loved it. Tell me, are you getting horny again?”

Sure enough, my cock was sticking up straight.

“It looks like we’ll have to do something about that, now won’t we, Evan?” With that said, Morgan stood up and turned around on the bed on all fours, with her butt facing me. “Now I want you to fuck my brains out Evan, can you handle that?” she said, laughing.

I had no choice, I really wanted to. She reached behind her and grabbed my cock, which was like a compass needle, pointing in only one direction - Morgan.

I had the tube of K-Y Jelly. It was inside the drawer on my night table. I took out a generous helping and rubbed it in over Morgan’s cherry asshole, and onto my cock which was a bit sticky from her blow job earlier. When I put my finger inside of Morgan’s ass, she squealed with delight.

Then forcefully, I positioned her in front of me and stood up on two knees facing her butt which she had spread open for me. I placed my cock against the opening, and she let go, her butt cheeks squeezing my cock tight. I entered her and it was unlike anything I had ever done before, certainly with Emily, who I was completely over by now.

The further I went, the more I felt she was sucking me in. The K-Y made it so intense and silky. I moaned, and Morgan giggled with pleasure as I went in and out, over and over again. She slammed her butt cheeks up against my tummy as I met her thrust for thrust. We got into a really crazy rhythm, until I shot a full load again, deep inside her. A warm, wet feel of my own jizz engulfed my cock. This was the best “pussy” I ever had in my life, and I knew right then and there that I was hooked- for good.

I heard her let out a loud scream of pleasure - I was sure the two neighbors upstairs heard it, but I could care less. It was Morgan shooting her load. Her hand was yanking her cock and she came shortly after me. I guess I triggered her.

We both lied next to each other, totally spent.

She looked at me. “So what do you want Evan?”

“You mean, aside from you?” I said.

She kissed me on the lips hard. “This,” I said: “Tonight is only the beginning. I want to dress up, go out to clubs with you, fuck you every night before I go to work, and have you with me.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m only across the street you know.”

“I know, but you’re everything I’ve ever wanted. By the way Morgan. I never asked you. What do you do; for a living.”

“Well, I’m a trust fund baby and I like to play music. I rent space at a studio downtown, and I’m trying to cut my first album. Someone from a record company liked my guitar and singing, and thinks I may have a real shot. I’ve got a band together. We don’t have a name yet. I’m thinking of calling it ‘The Evans,’” and a big smile lit up her face.

“No, seriously?!”

“I am serious honey. You’ve totally flipped me out, and yes, I would love for you to dress and go places with me.”

❤️❤️❤️


One Year Later

I’m in my last year of residency. I’m with Morgan practically every day. She sleeps over with me and she’s here when I get home. I’ve gotten really good at dressing, makeup, and going out to clubs with her. We pick up guys and bring them over to my apartment, or Morgan’s. Some of them know we’re trans, and some of them don’t. The ones that don’t get surprised, but it all works out.

I’m thinking of going on HRT because Morgan and I are a couple in every sense of the word. We do all sorts of stuff. We use sex toys like dildos, butt plugs, and she calls me “Evie.” I like being Evie much more than I ever liked being Evan. Until she came along, my life was so dull, and I was very angry and confused. She’s changed all that. Oh, her band got a recording deal. Can you believe that? We’re even thinking of getting a house together in the suburbs.

She wrote a song for me. I guess you could say, “I’m a changed man.” It’s all good.

❤️❤️❤️


FUBAR!

A Wild Tale of Feminization, a Cuckolded Husband, Married Lesbians, Sissification, and a Shocking Ending
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Weekly Report

Igot married young, and for what I thought was love - two mistakes right there. Actually three, if you consider the institution of marriage to be a mistake, which I do. Because I thought I was in love, I married Buster Conforti. Now I earn considerably more than Buster, and it’s because of my income that we have the lifestyle, and magnificent house that we do. Buster is a salesman in a big appliance chain store, and I am the CFO of a large banking institution in the city.

Buster doesn’t attract me sexually; maybe, just maybe long ago he did, but he doesn’t do it for me now, and I have a CRAZY sexual appetite. Yup, I’m a slut, got the looks to go along with it, I dress like one, and rub it in Buster’s face. Why? Because I get my kicks from it, and - I can!

Usually to work I wear a short business suit, open white blouse, with four-inch stiletto heels, straps around my ankles, and a G-String under my skirt. I have a black laced bra whose top shows underneath the open buttons of my blouse. I have an ass that wiggles while I walk, and I know that all the guys in the office are staring at me whenever I walk past them.

When I do my boss on the large desk in his office, which happens spontaneously throughout the work week, I pull out all the stops and really let go. The other people in the office know what’s going on, but no one says anything; they wouldn’t dare.

Last week, James Kenefick, the thirty-year old Black CEO, called me into his office to go over the quarterly reports. The guy has a stone-sculpted six-pack, powerful arms, skinny waist, and intense, deep brown eyes that bore a hole into me and turn my legs into jelly. He’s an ex-combat Marine Gunnery Sergeant, is driven to succeed and happens to love fucking me.

“Lynn, these numbers are terrific. You keep going with work like this, your bonus will be huge come Christmastime!”

Today I wore my favorite canary yellow business suit. I looked at him with wide, “innocent eyes” (part of the game), and bent over the desk to him while he was seated in his swivel chair; my cleavage visible with moist little beads of sweat dripping down between my boobs. My dark, long, luscious black hair fell down the front of my face as I leaned over him, and I said: “Will my huge bonus be as big as your fat, delicious, black cock??” Then I batted my eyelashes which always drove him wild.

He reached out to touch my hair falling down my chest, and moved it aside, while I moved in closer to kiss him. I started with a little tease, backing off, and then going all in, my tongue wrapping around his, and a tight seal formed with our lips. I broke off to walk around him slowly, cat-like, thrumming my long, painted nails on the desk, and sat on his lap facing him.

I could see that eight-inch thick black cock tenting through his suit, and I grabbed it with my long, cherry-painted fingernails. He moaned and I knew there was some pre-cum forming like a little drop of dew on the tip of it. I opened my blouse a few more buttons, and moved my laced bra to the side, and let him suck on and bite my tits, which drove me crazy. I also undid his fly, and let my fingers gently stroke the tip of his cock.

He was breathing heavy, the door was locked, he left instructions not to be disturbed, so the conditions for our little tryst were perfect. The fact that James was a succulent hunk of a man was great, I loved it, but even if he was less than, I couldn’t help myself. I was just a ravenous cum slut.

I pushed his boxers aside and grabbed my fingers (tried to) around the magnificent girth of that pounding, black, fleshy monster, got off his lap, on my knees, and placed the whole tip of his cock in my mouth. It practically filled the whole space between my wide open lips. My tongue played with the tip of his cock, going around it like a paint brush. He moaned,and I tasted the pre-cum coming out.

I was craving it, hungry for it. Now I took the whole of it in my mouth, my tonsils getting tickled by his tip. His balls were soon slapping up against my lips. Speaking of which, I grabbed them between my fingers causing his body to stiffen.

My G-String panties were soaked through and through, my juices dripping down the sides of my legs. My pussy was tingling, contracting. I was trapped between my desire to fuck him or finish the blowjob.

My head almost flew back, pushed by a tsunami of cum that shot out of his cock. It was warm, comforting, and tasted sweet, salty. I couldn’t help the cum dribbling down my chin, his cock was too massive for anything else, and kept pulsating, shooting jizz each time.

“You love being treated like a filthy cum-slut, don’t you Lynn?” he said gruffly. He grabbed the back of my hair and pulled me off his cock, the last few convulsions of his orgasm squirting jets of cum onto my face, eyeshadow, and cheeks. He grinned at me; my eyes misted over from desire and the jizz in them. My mascara ran, I was a hot mess, and I loved every minute of it.

Now came my favorite part. James swung me over his lap, pulling my skirt down, my ass bare except for the thin, pink neon string running between the crack in my ass. He smacked me a couple of times - his punishment for being a dirty little office slut.

“I should turn you over to the guys in the mailroom,” he said with a malevolent glee.

“I wish that you would!” I wasn’t kidding.

After several more smacks (which I’m sure were heard outside his office) I could feel his cock getting hard again against my tummy. My hunger returned. I knew what he liked, and I was used to it.

I pushed his swivel chair away and lie face down on his desk, my ass high in the air. I pushed my G-String away and cried out, “Fuck my ass James! Do it now, punish me. I’ve been a very naughty girl and I deserve it!”

“With pleasure madame,” James said. He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my asshole, causing my tummy to clench up in anticipation of what was coming next.

He simply pushed my G-String over and I felt the tip of that monster cock gently nudging my puckered cherry. He slathered his cock with some of my juices that were dripping down my leg, and jerked himself, becoming super hard. He drilled me, and let out a groan of pleasure. He’s fucked me like that many times, but in the beginning it always made me clench my teeth, in a mix of both pain and sheer delight.

He went in and out, gasping, “Lynn, you’re so fucking tight, it’s sooo good.” I was sopping wet, and I was sticking two fingers in and out of my pussy, running them down my whole length from top to bottom. Now I played with my stiff, knobby clit, squeezing it between my two fingers like a rubber band, each time a bolt of electricity coursing through my body.

His speed picked up in time to what I was doing, and my body arched and stiffened. I squirted over his desk and the carpet on the floor in front of his chair. Now he came again, blowing a hot load all the way up my ass. My pleasure was indescribable, getting it from both ends at once. What a lucky girl I am I thought.

We were so used to the routine, that I simply got dressed, and didn’t even bother to do my makeup. My nicely pressed yellow business suit was rumpled, and my long, black hair was a disheveled mess, and a seedy mix of mascara, eyeshadow and jizz smeared the collars of my blouse. I loved leaving James’s office like that, parading through the office and passing the work cubicles looking like the slut I was, getting stares from both the men and the women.

There was a little wet stain in the front of my short skirt, and it didn’t take a genius to see what I’ve been up to. By the way, I’ve got the boss wrapped around my little finger, or clit, depending on your point of view. Now was my favorite part of the day. I got to go home and rub my activities, literally, in the face of my poor excuse of a husband.

❤️❤️❤️


Flaunting It

Speaking of whom, when I went home, Buster was sitting in the kitchen doing shit on his iPhone. “Hi honey, how was your day?” he asked me.

“Oh you know, the usual. Made a ton of money for the firm last quarter, due for a nice Christmas bonus.”

“Really? That’s great.”

“Yeah, I’m thinking of going to Aruba with Ginny, my best friend and lover from the office. She’s divorced and constantly asking me why I don’t get one. The answer, my dear, is that I love torturing you!”

Buster knows about Ginny - sometimes I’ll spend nights over at her apartment, or she’ll stay over here with me, and he also knows about my flings with James. The latter, I enjoy throwing up in his face - literally, as you’ll soon see.

“Oh, well, that’s nice. When are we going to go on a trip?”

“Hah! And do what Buster? Am I supposed to pretend to be satisfied with that pitiful excuse for a cock of yours? “

“Lynn, is sex the only thing you think a marriage is?”

I laughed. “It’s a major thing Buster, but there are just two problems: First, you can’t satisfy me, and two, I wasn’t built for monogamy. There. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

Deflated and dejected, he said, “I just thought we could have a good time sight-seeing and stuff, is all. I was thinking about Portugal and Spain.”

“Oh really? And with whose money? I know you can’t afford it on your salary. You’d have to sell air conditioners to the entire Borough of Queens for that to happen; and even if you did, you’d still come up short!”

“I was just asking, no need to get upset.”

“Upset? Wanna know why I’m upset? It’s because I have to come home to such a dull, sexless wimp every day, that’s why I’m upset. Look at me,” I said, turning my slutty self around in front of him.

“What do you see? I’ll tell you. You see a woman who just got off really good from a huge, wonderful stud, that you couldn’t even come close to matching!”

I stuck my cummed-on face right up to his nose, so he could smell James’ jizz on me. I took a couple of steps back so he could get a good luck at my face, with all the makeup smeared and running. He couldn’t help but noticed my rumpled business suit and ruined blouse as well. He just sat there with a dejected expression. I almost felt sorry for the chump.

“Now don’t look so down Buster, I have a nice weekend planned for us,” I said.

“You see, my best friend from work - Ginny, wants to come over to the house and “play” on Saturday.” Ginny and I like to have Buster to ourselves, to humiliate and abuse every so often. He’s become a part of our routine, but lately, we’ve been getting a bit bored with it.

Buster does have somewhat of a sex drive, and occasionally I’ll throw him a bone, in the form of a blowjob, rarely, (which I consider charity). I mostly do it out of boredom. I love to play games with Buster. Sometimes I’ll have him suck on my toes, or open his mouth and become a human ashtray for me, or even get on all fours and walk around tied to a leash around his scrawny little neck. Saturday night however, I had something much more devious in mind. Something that he will never suspect and never see coming. I get chills just thinking about it!

In case you’re wondering why a grown man like Buster would put up with our fun is simple: financial. You see, since I’m the big breadwinner of the household, he has little say in the matter. Anything he spends on; he has to ask for my permission first. His salary all goes into our joint account which I have complete control over. So, he’s mine, to do with as I please when I please.

❤️❤️❤️


Girly Games

After work one day, I decided on my plan to spice things up a bit at home, and I went shopping for Buster. I picked out a nice, skimpy schoolgirl, sissy outfit for him: A really short, plaid, miniskirt, a long, starched, white blouse, with a padded laced bra, “Buster Brown” shoes (a perfect play on his name - a bit ironic, right?), and sheer black, nylon pantyhose with straps to a girdle that was open in the front. Of course I also bought a black G-String, and a tiny chastity cage for his little cock.

That might be a bit painful for him in case he gets hard, but I really don’t care. I also got a long black wig with a part in the center for him that I braided on the sides in two pigtails. Naturally, I planned to do a fabulous, slutty makeup job on him, with eyeshadow, eyeliner, heavy mascara and last but not least, the painted fingernails.

So Saturday rolled around, and I laid out all of the things I bought for Buster in my bedroom (we sleep in separate bedrooms).

I neglected to mention that I like to bring random guys home to fuck around with, and have Buster fetch drinks and sometimes cook dinner for us. I ran some errands earlier in the day, and when I came home at four o’clock, I found him in the living room watching the Mets game.

“Hi Buster. Tonight I have Ginny coming over. We’re going to have loads of fun, and then, we have a ‘mystery guest’ coming over! Now doesn’t that all sound exciting for you? I know I’m excited, and so is Ginny!”

Buster looked at me with a blank expression. God, he is so . . . pathetic? Dumb? Yeah, both. I told Buster that tonight he was truly going to become a real sissy, and had no say in the matter. The lack of protest from him had me wondering. Did he really like the idea of what was about to happen? He had no idea of the actual plan.

I led Buster into my bedroom, and showed him all his clothes on the bed. “Isn’t this exciting?” I said. “You’re about to embark on a new adventure. I think you might like it, well, except for this maybe.” I held up the chastity cage for him to see. His hands went to his balls right away. The poor thing looked terrified.

So without any protest from my little soon-to-be sissy husband, I had Buster all made up and ready to go about seven o’clock that night.

“So my sweet sissy,” I said demeaningly, “are you ready to entertain Ginny and me this evening?”

“Yes Lynn, I am,” Buster said. I wondered if any part of him truly enjoyed these games we played with him.

Ginny was the more aggressive of the two of us, and when she came over at eight o’clock, she noticed Buster right away. “Lynn, you did such a lovely job on Buster tonight, he’s really a turn on. I want him first!”

“Well thank you dear, I try you know.” Both of us burst out laughing, and came upstairs to the master bedroom suite; Buster in tow.

“Buster, sit down on the love seat like a good little sissy, and no touching your cock!” I said. “Got it?”

“Yes Lynn.”

“No Buster, you say ‘Yes, MISTRESS Lynn!’

“I’m sorry, ‘yes Mistress Lynn.’”

“That’s much better,” I said.

“Lynn, I can’t get over how feminine Buster looks. You really do know how to do this the right way!”

I gave Ginny a big, wet kiss. “Thank you honey; I try.”

Ginny and I loved to play little games with some sex toys. The two of us had large dildos that attached to our fronts with a belt. The dildos were a very realistic grade of silicone, vibrated, and were full of a lubricant. The back end of each dildo had a little “cock” attached, so that when we thrusted, the back end of the dildo would penetrate us, so we could get off too, the selfish sluts that the two of us were.

Ginny and I started kissing in full view of Buster; the two of us standing on the side of the bed. Ginny looked really amazing. She was a natural redhead with green eyes, wearing a pale blue blouse and blue jeans, and a sexy white laced bra underneath, showing her gorgeous cleavage. Before we started kissing, she loosened the belt of her jeans, and I loosened the belt of my black, satin skirt.

Ginny loved to lick my face all over and run the tips of her nails along the sides of my neck. It felt delicious. I stuck my fingers down the front of Ginny’s skirt, and found that she was already nice and wet. She began to moan as my two fingers went inside of her, causing her knees to buckle. I got my dildo out, and attached it to my belt.

We were kissing hard, and Ginny was now running her fingers down the front of my satin skirt, getting me all wet as well. I threw Ginny on the bed, face-up, and I straddled her, squeezing my silicone cock, getting it nice and slick. I would say that it was a pretty good imitation of James’s cock in length and girth as well.

“Fuck me hard Lynn, HARD!” Ginny said impatiently. How could I resist such a beautiful girl? I teased her at first, going in and out slowly, with just the tip at first, playing around at the entrance to her pussy. Then I pulled out completely, and ran the toy up and down the entire length of her outside, ramming her clit with it, the friction making her gasp.

Ginny grabbed me around the hips, forcing the dildo inside her, all the way, and then pulling me out. I wanted her to cum very badly this way, so I took over completely, biting and licking her tits as well. I increased my speed and Ginny let out a yell and squirted as she came. I moved that silicone cock like a mixing stick, all through her insides. At the same time, the end of it attached to my belt was entering me, getting me off as well.

I gushed like a waterfall; it didn’t take much from Ginny to do that to me. Both of us were steaming, and wet, now wondering what to do with Buster who was trying to rub himself through his chastity cage, a desperate look on his painted face.

It was me who took the initiative. “All right, Buster, you piece of suffering sissy meat; get on the bed now!” Ginny looked at me.

“You sure about this Lynn?” she said.

“Yes, of course I’m sure - he deserves it.” Ginny and Buster weren’t sure if I meant that in a benevolent or in a punishing way. They would both have to find out.

Buster obediently got on the bed, on his knees, his ass facing towards the foot of the bed where Ginny and I were standing.

“Now the name of the game we’re about to play is ‘Sissygasm.’ The first one of us to make the sissy cum, wins!”

“Oooh Lynn, this sounds like fun,” Ginny said, the both of us laughing now.

“You go first, Gin; you’re the guest,” I said. Then, as an afterthought I said, “and no touching yourself Buster. You have to get off without it!”

“Thanks Lynn, very hospitable of you,” Ginny said. “I guess that’s why I love you so much!”

Ginny was grinning like a Cheshire cat, really enjoying the work I did on Buster. She put the dildo on vibrate mode and gave it a little squeeze to get some lube out and rub it over the length of it. She squeezed out a bit more and rubbed it on Buster’s soon to be non-virgin asshole, or boy-pussy, even giving Buster a little bit of pleasure by sticking her lubed index finger into Buster’s asshole, which I’m sure he would appreciate soon.

Ginny played around, touching the end of Buster’s cherry with the tip, and then went inside about a thumbnail’s distance. He squealed in protest, but Ginny kept going in and out, maybe a quarter of the way. Soon, she was rocking back and forth, the end of the dildo strapped to her waist entering her pussy. Buster was making all sorts of noises, but Ginny kept going, adding to her pleasure. I guess it was like breaking in a horse. By the time the night was over I wanted Buster good and stretched.

I sat off to the side, on the love seat, sopping wet from watching Ginny and Buster, and I was driving my fingers up and down my wet snatch, on my way to bliss.

Ginny kept going until the back-action from the fake cock made her squirt all the way down her legs, and she stiffened from the intense orgasm. I was even a bit jealous of the sex toy!

As for Buster, he was quiet by that time. I wasn’t sure if he was even hard enough. Oh well, now it was my turn. I turned to Ginny who pulled out of schoolgirl sissy Buster. “So how was it?” I asked Ginny.

“Oh, it was great, but nothing compares to you Lynn.”

“Awwww that’s so sweet,” and I kissed Ginny. I knew she would be spending the night in my bedroom with me.

“Okay Buster, it’s time for round number two,” I said happily. I noticed that the front of his panties wasn’t even wet yet.

“Too bad you didn’t cum yet Buster,” I said feigning sympathy.

“Let’s see how I do!”

I took Ginny’s place on the bed behind Buster, lubing up my dildo and his ass again. I turned the dildo onto the high speed vibration. I wasn’t as gentle with Buster as Ginny was, because after all, she had “broken his cherry.”

This time Buster didn’t make a sound as I penetrated him, going all the way in at first. I pounded him really hard because I knew that I would come much faster. As I continued, Buster started to moan; first quietly, then much louder. Maybe the sissy was enjoying this after all.

I was dripping a lake, and I glanced over at Ginny who was now seated on the love seat next to the bed and fucking herself with the business end of the dildo which she was working very hard. Buster and I were turning her on something fierce.

I stiffened at the sight of Ginny, and I felt myself squirt, some of it landing on Buster’s ass. He was moaning, but just as with Ginny, he didn’t have his sissygasm. The front of his G-String was still dry.

“Buster,” I said. “We don’t have a winner yet. The idea is that you’re supposed to come without touching yourself through the cock cage. You look so pretty it’s a shame!”

In a very obsequious tone, Buster said, “Of course Mistress Lynn, I’ll try hard to do better next time.”

“Good, because you’ll have another chance . . . soon.”

❤️❤️❤️


We have a Winner

About eleven o’clock the doorbell rang, and my “mystery guest” appeared. James, my boss with the Big, Black, Cock which I adored, graced the doorway with his presence. As soon as he stepped into the hallway, I was taken by those strong arm muscles and pulled into that wonderful six-pack of a chest of his. We kissed deeply, as if we hadn’t seen each other for a long time, but it was only yesterday that he pounded me mercilessly on his big desk in the office. After that, I did my best “slut walk of shame.” He was grinning and holding a bottle of wine.

“James,” I said looking at the bottle of Portuguese wine, “you didn’t have to get this. You’re so sweet. You do know that you can fuck me without getting me anything, right?”

He laughed. “I’m still a gentleman, and this is what gentlemen do. Now, is my surprise waiting and broken in upstairs?”

“Of course,” I said. “You wanted a sissy to fuck, and that’s what you’ve got. Ginny and I broke him in a bit for you, but I think you’ll find him deliciously tight. I think you’ll come quickly with him.”

“I’m curious Lynn, how did you get your husband to agree to this?”

“Agree? He doesn’t get to agree to anything! He’s my personal sex slave, and I can give him out to anyone I want, or as many as I want!”

James listened to my commanding tone with a bit of admiration. “Yes Ma’am!” He said with his proper military bearing. I was a bit surprised that fucking a sissy was a thing that such masculine men liked to do. I was very naïve about these things. I led James upstairs after placing the wine in the kitchen.

Ginny and Buster were both surprised as hell when James walked into my bedroom. Ginny knew about James’s and my relationship. She herself had fucked James numerous times, but as he told me, I was his favorite. Of course, I was the CFO of the company, which as far as James’s company went, stood for “Chief Fucking Officer.”

I looked at Buster for his reaction with delight. The last thing he expected to see was my boss standing there, looking him over like a toddler eager for a piece of candy. Well, I guess you could call Buster “ass candy” anyway.

“My my, Lynn - you really did a nice job on your husband if I say so.”

“Thank you James. I even think that he enjoys his new role.”

“Well,” James laughed. “He - or should I say she, is certainly going to have a lot to enjoy.”

I addressed Buster. “Buster, meet James, my boss. I think he may enjoy fucking you as much, if not more than me.”

“Why Lynn,” James said. “Do I detect a note of jealousy here?”

“No, not at all James. You had a wish, and I simply decided to give you a gift. You may do with him as you will. He already has his chastity cage on him. Ginny and I want to see if you can make him have a “sissygasm” without him touching himself. Do you think you can do that?”

“I’ll certainly give it my best shot.”

“Buster, brace yourself,” I said. “He’s all yours James.”

“Okay Buster, turn around and face me, on all fours.”

“Yes James,” Buster said obediently.

James had already taken his pants and boxers off, and was just wearing his button-down, white cotton shirt.

“I have to get in the mood first,” James said, like a pitcher warming up in the bull pen. Ginny and I watched, fascinated, sitting on the love seat, both of us bare from the waist down, and starting to kiss each other.

“Gimme a blowjob little girl!” James bellowed at Buster with his beautiful baritone voice.

James was on his knees and Buster lie down and got on his elbows. Even from a distance, the size of James’s big black cock, never ceased to amaze me. This would be a first for Buster, but he was like a pro. I was truly amazed. Now I had a live-in sissy for my repertoire to use with other guys or girls who liked that sort of thing.

James was leaning back on the bed on both his arms, and he stuck the tip of his massive cock against Buster’s painted face. He had barely touched Buster’s lips and he began licking James’s tip with his tongue.

“Ooooh, nice Lynn, you got him trained really good.”

“Enjoy,” I said. The sight was turning on Ginny and me, and we were touching each other’s pussies as we watched the events unfolding on the bed.

James put his cock deeper and deeper into Buster’s mouth, until Buster gagged which he quickly suppressed. He got James’s cock nice and slippery, the whole length in his mouth, and the girth stretching Buster’s lips wide. James now went in and out, his balls slapping Buster’s chin.

Buster grabbed James’s balls and held them with the tips of his fake fingernails. I was shocked. Buster was a real pro at this. Now James was growling that familiar growl of pleasure, which until now, I had experienced first-hand. He really seemed to be enjoying himself, getting head from a sissy.

Buster’s head was bobbing up and down and James was meeting him thrust for thrust. Soon James let out a huge sigh of pleasure, and Buster gagged slightly, some of James’s thick, hot jizz, rolling down Buster’s lips onto his chin. James pulled out quickly and shot the last of his load all over Buster’s painted face. He grabbed his cock with his steely grip as his cock was completely drained.

I gleefully watched my sissy husband take a cock in his mouth for the first time.

I handed James a cock ring from my dresser drawer and did the honors by placing it on him.

“Why thank you Lynn, you read my mind.”

“You’re very welcome my dear.”

Ginny was close to coming herself, her wet fingers taking over from mine. Now I gave Ginny a little “assist” by licking her pussy all over, playing with the tip of her clit with the tip of my tongue.

Without being told, Buster faced the head of the bed on his hands and knees, eager for what was to come next.

James was fueled up and ready to go again. He was still slick from Buster’s blow job, and he spit on his hand and rubbed it over Buster’s ass, which still had the lube from Ginny and me on it.

He wasn’t easy on Buster at all. This was the main event. “Now James,” I called out. “Your job is to make Buster have his very first sissygasm. I believe he’s ready. Isn’t that right Buster?”

“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he said.

“Good. Well. Let the games begin,” I said.

James’s eyes were wide open, and he was looking forward to this for sure! He placed the tip of his cock gently against Buster’s ass, lining it up perfectly. Since he was already stretched by the large dildos of Ginny and me, it was very easy for James to penetrate him.

Buster began to moan, not from pain this time, but from pleasure. The little shit was actually enjoying himself. James certainly was. He went in and out until his balls were slapping Buster’s ass in a regular rhythm. “God Lynn, she’s so tight, it feels so good!”

James was rubbing the sides of his cock around the tight opening of Buster’s bussy giving himself extraordinary pleasure. He went as deep as Buster could take him, which was very deep indeed.

James went faster and faster and then Buster let out a moan, and his thick, gooey cum shot out from the cock cage, onto the bedsheet below him, the front of his G-String pulled away. This turned James on even more, and he came too, filling up Buster’s ass just as he had filled his mouth, with a second round of his hot, warm jizz. I could see James’s jizz dripping down Buster’s buttocks, and James kept going, still hard from the cock ring.

He pulled out of Buster, exhausted.

“Ladies and gentleman and sissy, I think we have a winner! James!” I said, whistling.

“Why don’t we have some of that wine Lynn, and then I can turn my talents onto you and Ginny. In fact, I may give your sissy husband another go around too.”

“That would be great James! I’ll bring the glasses up from the kitchen.”

“You know Lynn,” James said. “I think we might be able to use another secretary in the office.” James was looking over Buster carefully. “He looks really good dressed up. I mean, really good! What do you say Buster? You wanna come work at my company? You can think of my cock, which you seem to enjoy so much as a company benefit. What do you say?”

Buster was smiling. “I thought you’d never ask James. It sounds wonderful!”

❤️❤️❤️


SISSY ON A POLE

My Sister Turned Me Into a Crossdressing Sissy Club Slut
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Prologue

Please Spencer, help me out here! I wouldn’t be asking you if there was any other way.” That’s how it began. I agreed to do a favor, a very unusual favor for my twin sister Ilene. We’re both twenty two years old, are both college grads and live together in an apartment in the Rego Park section of Queens, NY. I’m getting my start as an electrical engineer, and Ilene, well, when people ask me what Ilene does for a living, I tell them “she’s a dancer.” That happens to be true, but I leave out a little detail - she has a pole for a dance partner. I don’t judge. Ilene is a good kid. She always insists on paying her part of the rent, although on her salary, I know that’s impossible. She makes extra money from “tips;” a lot of extra money.

The club she dances in is “mobbed up.” It’s a wise guy hangout. Think “Sopranos,” think “The Bada-Bing” - except in this club, in Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, it’s Russian Mafia. You get the picture. The only ones who know that are the locals. The out-of-towners come there looking for some “big city entertainment,” which “Club Mockba” provides. Except for the gender differences, Ilene and I are gob-smacking identical. Put me in a skirt, I look just like her; not that I would ever be caught wearing one of course .

I know my parents don’t approve of Ilene’s job - the dancer part of it they’re okay with. If they knew about the pole and the tips and the favors, they would both die on the spot. They never ask her how she comes up with her half of the rent.

Both of us are five feet, seven inches tall, have hazel eyes, and raven black hair. I like my hair long - shoulder length. Ilene’s is much longer. It flows down between her tits, which are very nice indeed. I’m just making observations here, nothing sick minded, like oh gee, I’m into my sister! I don’t roll that way. My point is, appearance wise, it wouldn’t take much to have me play to be her, or for her to play me. Both of us would have to do something about the breasts in order for some kind of switch to work.

My sister, when she’s dressed and wearing makeup is a knockout, which would make me, since I’m her twin; equally ravishing, if that’s what I would be going for.

When Ilene was a kid, she liked to imitate singers and divas like Madonna and Lady Gaga, and especially Miley Cyrus. She was always attracted to “the naughty side” of the entertainment industry. I don’t think she sees herself doing this ten years from now. But being twenty two, I guess it’s thrilling for her, you know, it’s a start.

So it all started with a favor between a brother and a sister, and ended up being really crazy. Okay, so, I don’t have a steady girlfriend, but I date; and Ilene - I guess you could call what she does, “dating,” but that would be a stretch.

❤️❤️❤️


It’s Just a Job

Most nights I’m usually sleeping by the time that Ilene comes home around three o’clock in the morning. One evening I happened to be up late. I was working on a prototype for a psychopath client who liked to send me annoying (really bullshit) emails in the wee hours of the morning, that required me to get up, and do shit on my laptop right away.

So, when Ilene walked in, I was still worked up, sitting at the kitchen table in my T-shirt and gym shorts with a wedge of gouda cheese, crackers, and a cup of chamomile tea to help me get back to sleep. I’d only seen Ilene a couple of times when she came home from work. She always changed before she came home, but tonight, or should I say this morning, was different.

“Hey Ilene, rough night?” I said.

She seemed exhausted, and not really chatty. One thing I don’t like about her job, among other things, is that she has to ride the subway to and from work. “How deep was the tip jar tonight?” That was my term for her G-string, which was where the five-dollar bills went. No more one dollar bills, this was a high class establishment.

“Uh, hi Spence. How come you’re up?” she asked, seemingly skirting my question.

“Fucking client, him, and my boss - thinks it’s okay for him to bother me at all hours of the day and night. Boss thinks he’s some kind of Steve Jobs, and cuts him ‘genius slack.’ It’s bullshit though. The guy’s loaded.” A moment of quiet, as Ilene went to the refrigerator.

“So, I asked you, how was the tip jar? You’re not usually home this late.”

Her demeanor changed right away. She took a deep breath. “Vasily has a client that he does a lot of business with. I didn’t ask what kind of business, but I can only imagine. He thinks I’m a girl in his personal “stable” that he can pawn off on a disgusting pig like this guy.”

“So what did you do for him?”

“I gave him a lap dance . . . a few lap dances. He’s leaving town tonight for Moscow,  and coming back in about a month. He tells Vasily: ‘I hope Irina veel be here ven I come back!’” she said, mocking his Russian accent. “I think the pig may have given Vasily ‘a little extra’ just to get me to do, God only knows what! I’m not a hooker Spence!”

“I know sis, you don’t have to tell me. Why don’t you just quit and get yourself a respectable job?” I didn’t mean to hurt her feelings, but I was serious. I knew that sooner or later something like this would come up.

“Really Spence? What can I do with a degree in art history from Queens College?”

“You got me there,” I said.

“Look, I don’t expect to stay there forever. I mean, it’s just a job not a career.” But I knew the longer she stayed there the harder it would be for her to leave. Some of the girls were dope addicts too, and I worried about Ilene as well; giving in to that high tension and worry.

I had to admit, sister or not, Ilene really looked hot when she went to work. She had to. Her long, flowing hair, parted in the middle, hoop earrings, nice, deep blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, and a decent amount of mascara, gave her a very sexy, exotic appeal.

She wore black fishnet stockings that had straps to a crimson red corset, four-inch high heels, and a laced girdle covering her panties. I felt terrible that my cock got really hard from just looking at my sister. I pictured her on the pole, the song “Black Velvet” playing from the DJ, as similarly clad waitresses walked around with bottles of Stolichnaya Vodka served to the degenerate mobster clients.

When Ilene wasn’t dancing the pole, she also had to be a cocktail waitress and do “favors” like the lap dance for the customers, and God only knew what else. Her boss also had a suite of rooms upstairs for the club where really well-paying customers could have “private service.” It was too painful for me to ask Ilene if she ever went upstairs.

I was at the club only once when no one else was there. I had a beard and moustache at the time, and she didn’t introduce me as her twin brother. I don’t think anyone made that connection. The place was done in a red velvet theme: the couches, the trim around the bar, gaudy Russian chandeliers, and the plush carpet. The wallpaper was also an atrocious red velvet.

One of the doors upstairs was locked with two muscled, tattooed guys with guns on each side. I assumed that was where Vasily, the bald-headed Russian mobster/club owner conducted his business. Aside from my safety concerns about Ilene, I worried that if the cops ever raided the place, Ilene would be rounded up and arrested with the rest of them.

❤️❤️❤️


Sis Needs Help

That night when Ilene came home at three am, she was really shook up. Later that morning we had breakfast as we usually do before I headed out to take the train into Manhattan to work. She didn’t have to be at the club in Coney Island until eight pm. Midway through breakfast, just before the eggs were ready, she started crying - hard.

“Hey sis, what’s wrong?” She was trembling and took out a Virginia Slims Menthol 120 from her bag, and lit up, hand shaking. This was bad.

She huffed out an exhale. “Spence, I think Vasily wants me to be one of his “special girls,” you know, the kind that entertains his top-paying clients. I knew he was thinking about it, ever since an opening appeared.”

“Wait, what kind of an ‘opening’?”

She took a long sip of coffee and a heavy, cheek-hollowing drag. “He had a girl from Russia work there, Olga, and she used to do all the sex work with his important people. She looked like me in a way; same eyes, hair color, you know - body type.”

She had trouble getting her sentences out through the tears.

“Okay sis, calm down, just calm down. Nobody can make you do what you don’t want to do, okay? How long you been working there?”

“Almost a year, why do you ask?” I handed her a tissue.

“And how many years have the ‘sex working girls’ been there?”

She laughed while dabbing at her eyes. “It’s not a matter of how long they’ve been working there. Some of the girls come in fresh, with no experience, like I did, and some come in hard, after working in other clubs. But Vasily’s place is getting to be more and more like a house of prostitution, and extortion.”

“What do you mean by extortion?”

“Last week, Vasily handed me this,” and she reached into her bag and had a folded print out of a photo in black and white. I was stunned when I saw it. There were really three photos. One was a photo of Ilene leaving the apartment to go to work, and the other was a picture of her coming back home at two am. The last one, that really sent chills through me was a photo of Ilene waiting alone on a subway platform, looking like she was coming home. Obviously it was, because after midnight, the tracks are almost deserted, with no cops around.

“He was sending me a message Spence. He called me into his office to tell me about how Olga ‘quit’ on him. The way he worded it though, was like he was insinuating that foul play may have been involved. I think Olga may have pissed off one of his clients - the guy that I gave the lap dance to last night!” She began crying again. I was just getting really pissed off, and thinking of paying the club a visit like Denzel Washington in “The Enforcer.” However, I am not the violent type, and I don’t know anything about weapons.

“Spence, I think Vasily wants to replace Olga with me, and I’m terrified! This guy “Dimitri” is coming back to the club in one month, and I’m number one on his sick ‘hit parade.’” The photos were Vasily’s subtle way of reminding me that I don’t have a choice in the matter!”

“No, I said. You always have a choice,” I said with some hasty bravado. A choice like what? Both of us packing up and flying to Montana?

“Yeah, I spoke to my friend Connie about it last night. That’s why I was so late in coming home. We found an all-night diner to go for coffee after work that’s popular with some of the girls.”

“And what did Connie say?”

“Connie was friends with Olga, and when she approached Vasily about Olga’s disappearance, he looked at her like don’t ask any questions that you might not like the answers to.”

“Besides,” Ilene continued. “Olga was here in the States by herself, and wouldn’t have any family nosing about to see what happened to her. She just up and disappeared - but that’s not all.” She stopped to cry again and sniffle.

“What else is there?” I asked Ilene, almost afraid of the answer.

“Connie told me that she was upstairs, just coming out of one of the bedroom suites the other night, and she found a scarf with blood on it, under one of the beds. The scarf; she remembered it as being one that belonged to Olga!”

I was speechless. What the hell was my sister getting herself into? If I was a cop, or had any connections to the NYPD, I’d certainly think this girl’s disappearance bore looking into.

“Shit Ilene, what are you planning to do?” I asked her.

She took a final drag on her cigarette, and sat at the table staring into space. “I’ve seen what happens to Vasily’s sex working girls. Once they get broken in, and they’re of no use to him anymore, or he gets tired of them, they either disappear, or he sells them off to someone else; maybe even someone more of a scumbag than he is. A lot of times, he gets them addicted to drugs, so they don’t even think of running away, because they’re either too numb, or they get hooked and don’t want to look for another supplier.”

It sounded like my own sister was on the outer fringes, or probably deeper into a mixed prostitution/sex trafficking operation.

“Don’t worry Ilene, I’ll come up with something,” I said, not really sure what I could do.

❤️❤️❤️


A Proposition

The next couple of nights Ilene went to work as usual, and came home at her usual time around two am. I had time to think about all that she told me, and I was really thinking of going to the cops; but I knew if I did that, the life expectancy of me and my sister would be considerably shortened. Our parents couldn’t do anything either. If they found out that Ilene was working as a cocktail waitress/pole dancer at a Russian Mob nightclub, they’d both freak. They assume she’s working with a dance company in the city, with aspirations of being in a Broadway show some day. It was a façade that I helped to enable whenever they talked to me about it. Of course, the truth never escaped my lips.

One morning over breakfast, Ilene was crying again. I knew that the time when the goon from Moscow would be coming back to Club Mockba was getting closer. She hardly had an appetite, was smoking like a chimney, and I had to practically force her to eat. Then after she calmed herself down a little, she came up with a solution to the “Dimitri problem.”

Again I handed her a tissue. It should really have been a whole box - I thought I would need a box for myself after I listened to what she told me.

“Spence, I’ve been thinking of a way I believe you could help me out. First, I know I can’t blow this guy off, because he’ll complain to Vasily, and I’ll come home with a black eye and a few broken bones, if I come home at all.”

“Okay,” I said, “Go ahead I’m listening.”

She lit a cigarette and took a deep inhale to calm herself down and think about how to phrase what she was about to say to me. “You know that you and me are the same height, and I think you must weigh a little more than me, right?”

“Right,” I said cautiously, trying to figure out where this was going.

“Well, here it is, and please listen before you run out of the apartment, okay?”

“I’m all ears.”

“I was thinking that with the right makeup and clothing - my clothing, you could pass for me and meet with Dimitri at the club. You know, pretend to be me.” I raised my hand and my eyes started to bulge, but she continued -

“I don’t expect you to do anything sexual with the guy, but just act like you’re not interested. Remember, these guys have huge egos, and if they see that they’re being rejected by a woman, they won’t let it go any further. All you have to do is to be a cold fish.” Or, I thought, they could turn psychopath and break a few bones, or snap a girl’s (or my) neck like a twig. Girls fall down the stairs all the time.

“Well, what happens if the guy tries to force himself on me, what am I supposed to do - bend over and take it like a man., er - girl?? Then I won’t just be a cold fish, I’ll be sleeping with the cold fish! No Ilene, listen to yourself. You’re upset, the idea is crazy.”

I guess I may have raised my voice because she started crying hysterically again.

“Well, Spence, I don’t know what else to do. The guy convinced Vasily that I was the only girl that he could be with. It’s not just about sex, Vasily has a lot of money riding with this guy and his business in Moscow. I’m talking like, a lot of money here. All I’m asking you to do is to pretend to be me for one night, and . . . and, get a headache, or tell him you’re having your period or something.”

I just sat there, listening. In shock, but listening with all sorts of thoughts running through my head - none of them very pleasant thoughts.

“Once he sees that you’re not compatible, his eyes will turn to another girl.”

That was the first time I heard myself being spoken of as a “girl.”

I couldn’t stand to see Ilene crying like that. I thought about it. What could possibly happen to me in one night? He makes a move on me, and I resist. Who would want to be with a woman who resists and doesn’t enjoy his company? Russian or not? Then another thing - it just might work. Ilene would tell me things that only she knew about the club, so I’d be prepared. From what she told me, she had very little interaction with Vasily. She could even tell maybe a couple of her friends, who could step in if things turned south.

I mentioned these variables to Ilene, and I couldn’t believe the words that came out of my mouth next. “Okay Ilene, I’ll do it, provided you give me with an ‘escape route,’ like your friends, and telling me stuff that only you would know. If the guy puts a hand on my leg, I’ll back off.”

“Really Spence???? You’ll do this for me??? Oh my God! I love you big brother,” and she gave me a hug. (We were twins, but I was two minutes older than her). “This means we have a lot of work to do to get you ready. Where do we start? Luckily, I’m off this weekend, so we’ll have some extra time. Oh, one thing you have to do to throw any suspicion off is you have to smoke. Do you think you can do that for me?”

I hadn’t considered that, but she was right, I would have to smoke. Also, I’m not sure what her favorite drink is.

“Yeah, I can do that. I mean it’s not a habit I want to take up, but I can do that for a night to pretend to be you. What’s your favorite drink? Vodka and tonic?”

“Yes, very good, you remembered.”

“So here,” she said, “take a cigarette.”

“God Ilene, the last time I did that was in high school, remember?”

She laughed. “Yeah I remember. You turned green, and I became instantly addicted.” Truth be told, I did have kind of a smoking fetish - I was really turned on by hot girls who smoked long, all-white, “girly” cigarettes.

So I took a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol from her opened pack, and she lit me up with her silver butane lighter. Surprisingly, I didn’t choke, and had no trouble taking a deep inhale. But I did get a huge boner. My cock could crack walnuts.

“Wow, you smoke like a pro!” she said admiringly. “Now we have to practice on how I hold it, and drag on it, and we’re good to go.”

“I guess the joints I smoked in college made things easier here,” and I laughed.

“Okay, now I have to plan this to get you ready. We have three weeks until Dimitri, the pig from Moscow comes to New York. I took a deep breath. “Anything for you, sis,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


The New Ilene

There were just small size differences between Ilene and me, but you really couldn’t tell the difference between me and her when I was dressed and wearing makeup. We started with shoes, because I had to be on stage with them, and walk and strut like a pro. I got open toed, four-inch heels that strapped around my ankles.

I started with baby steps, and I had a good sense of balance. The only obstacle was a lot of pain in my calves, because they had to be constantly contracting for me to balance properly in the shoes. I didn’t want to fall off the damn pole and break an ankle. From what Ilene told me about this club, a dancer was like a horse. If she broke a leg, they’d probably do what the Russians did with lame horses - a bullet in the head.

Another very important thing that Ilene told me was that no one in the club knew that she had a twin brother. I would be fucked before I started on this road.

Ilene decided I would look good as a brunette. This was, after all, her favorite. She raided her closet until she found the right combination for me; all white would be great, she thought.

On Saturday she went shopping for shoes for me. I was a size eight. For a guy I had small feet. Hers were smaller, but I knew nothing about women’s sizes. She brought home several pairs, and I would try them on there. I wasn’t comfortable trying on women’s shoes in a store! We even stopped off at a store to find an all-white ensemble that I (she) would, look really hot in.

Everything was laid out on her bed. She stood next to the bed grinning at me. “Who knows Spence, if you’re good at it, I could introduce you as my twin sister. Think of all the money we could be making!” That was the last thing on my mind.

We started with “the intimate apparel.” Before I tried them on, I lit a cigarette. I suppose I really enjoyed smoking and Ilene had got me good and hooked. That was step number one crossed off the list.

“Here Spence, let’s start with these. She smiled and held out a skimpy white G-String panty, that was supposed to hold my balls and my dick in place, and give me the illusion of a pussy. I stood there in my boxer shorts, holding them in front of me, curiously studying them. “In case you’re wondering,” she said, “the string goes between your butt cheeks and hugs your little cherry in back,” referring to my asshole.

“Oh! We mustn’t forget this,” she said and held up a small silicone cage, with a silicone-covered steel ring. This is what’s known as a ‘chastity cage,’ it’s made for sissies to hold their cock and balls suppressed and in bondage,”- her voice feigned a serious attitude, “so that you don’t get a visible boner on stage. That kind of thing can get you killed easily! - and we don’t want that, now do we?”

“No, definitely not,” I said as I studied the device. My dick wasn’t anything like you would see in a porn magazine, so I could maybe see it fitting on me. “Ilene, is this really necessary?”

“Trust me Spence. Sometimes we have drag queens perform at the club, and they all wear these things. So, ‘sissy up’ and put it on!”

I placed my flaccid cock inside it, and my balls too, and it didn’t feel that bad. I hadn’t considered how it would feel when I got a boner. The thing was made of white silicone covering a steel ring, and the front was made to look like the front of a genuine pussy, labia included, so if anything showed through the panties, it would have the outline of a snatch. I had to slip it over my cock, and stick my balls through the ring. It closed with a snap.

The G-String I just slipped up my legs, and felt the weird sensation of a cord going between my butt cheeks and on top of my asshole. I was surprised, but I enjoyed the feeling of it. I wouldn’t dare tell Ilene!

“We really have to shave your legs, and your pubic hair off Spence, so when we’re done trying everything on, we’ll need to do that. I can give you a hair-removal cream to put on your legs after I shave them. So we stopped off in the bathroom, I took a shower and Ilene carefully shaved me. I would need another shave before the big night.

My outfit was a stretchy one-piece, with long, billowing cotton sleeves, and western-style frills that went down in a “V-shape from under my “bust” just to the top of my “pussy.”

I didn’t need pantyhose, the outfit was easy, complete. My bare legs looked like a woman, and with practicing walking in the heels every day, I might even have the right sized calf muscles.

Underneath was a white, laced, padded bra, that showed through the “V-cut” of my one-piece outfit. My lipstick was a stunning red, with deep blue eye shadow. My sister was a genius with applying the makeup in such a way to make my nose narrow like hers. I mean, we were twins, after all, so the illusion was easy.

The brunette wig was luxurious, parted down the middle, and very expensive, according to Ilene who was willing to spend a whole month’s worth of tips to pull this off. Whatever else you might think, this experience gave me a whole bunch of new sensual feelings.

I was very turned on by the whole act of dressing, and my cock was straining to get out of the cage. The inside of the pussy shaped cage was full of little silicone spikes that made me uncomfortable and more turned on - a strange mix of pain and pleasure.

Ilene noticed my budding, restrained erection and started laughing. “Oh my God Spence! I’d say we found something you really enjoy!” There was no use denying it. After the makeup was done for the dress run, I got even harder to the point of the pain showing on my face.

After Ilene put the finishing touches on the lip-liner, the last phase of the makeup, she had me look in the mirror for the first time. Nothing in my twenty-two years could have prepared me for what I saw. I got even harder; straining and pushing against the cage. The G-string resting against my ass made the sensation even more pleasurable. I couldn’t take it anymore. The strangest thing was that I had a strong urge to pull aside the G-String and stick a finger up my ass, knowing by sheer instinct that it would feel amazing.

The way that Ilene was looking and smiling at me, made me accept that she was onto my secret delight. No doubt about it, I was fucking HOT!

❤️❤️❤️


Showtime

Ididn’t tell Ilene, but when she wasn’t home, I put the outfit and wig on with just lipstick. I strutted in front of the mirror, and practiced with a tall pole lamp we had in the apartment with a removable top. The more I moved around in the outfit, and looking at myself, the more I - it feels embarrassing to talk about it, the more I wanted to be fucked like a slut! God help me.

The big Saturday night was here. Dimitri was in town, and was expecting action from his little pet, my sister “Irena.” I could easily end up dead, but before that I was determined to enjoy myself. Before I left, Ilene gave me some final instructions, like where to put tips the customers would put in my G-String, and always pay attention to Vasily, who would decide on which customers I was supposed to give “extra attention” to.

I had butterflies in my stomach big-time and I had to leave the apartment dressed. I put on a beige trench coat before I left because I didn’t want to ride the train looking like a total slut. I kissed Ilene good night, and she promised she would leave her cell phone on and be waiting up for me when I got home.

I was to enter the club through the back employees entrance, where I would greeted by a tattooed Russian enforcer named Leonid. She described Leonid as well as all the other possible replacements he could have if he was sick (or dead)!

The club was three blocks from the subway. I had no problems on the train, except for the occasional glances from some of the male riders, but nothing serious. It was a quiet night, and I could hear my heels clacking on the pavement. I practiced my “Ilene voice” and it was so good, that even Ilene was impressed. But it wasn’t her I had to fool.

When I came close to the door, I took a deep breath, and saw it was Leonid who was standing guard. My heart was racing, and as I approached, I held my head down. I saw Leonid grinning as he opened the door. “Smart girl to show tonight. Dimitri is here, all he thinks about is YOU,” Leonid said and chuckled. “Vasily say you go straight to pole, no waitress tonight.”

That was a relief, because Ilene didn’t go over any names of  customers that she was familiar with. I hated to expose myself to play along. She did, however tell  me all about her lap dance with Dimitri and what the conversation was about, so I couldn’t be blindsided by a lack of knowledge.

Of all the girls, Connie was the only one who knew about “the switch” tonight. She was waiting for me just inside the door when I walked in.

“Wow,” she said in a small whisper, “Ilene was right about you! Listen, I have to take you into the dressing room and just touch up your makeup a bit. I want you looking just right when the light hits you. Oh, and don’t do anything crazy with the pole. I’m sure you’ve been watching some YOUTUBE videos of dancers. None of us were pros when we first started here.”

We went into the dressing room, and I took a seat in Ilene’s chair. She stood behind me and brushed my hair out a bit, and touched my face up with some more rouge, and redid my eyeshadow. Two girls came in, and Connie made it easier on me before my heart leaped out of my chest. Connie explained that some of the girls were spies for Vasily, and would quickly turn in girls who were stealing or trying to pull a fast one. I doubted very much if anyone had ever pulled off a stunt like this one tonight.

“Hey Ilene, how come you’re not so talkative tonight,” the redhead named “Tiffany” said a bit sarcastically.

“Knock it off Tiff,” Connie said, “You know that tonight is her special night with Dimitri.”

“Oh yeah, sorry kiddo,” she apologized. “This is your big chance.”

Whatever she meant by that, I had no idea.

I walked into the club area from the dressing room closely followed by Connie. By Ilene’s description, The big, bald, Vasily, with all the rings was impossible to miss. He was talking to an equally plump Russian, who I assumed was Dimitri.

They caught sight of us right away.

******

He was talking to Vasily, turned to me, and whistled. “Whooooeeee, Vasily, I remember Irina to be beauty, but tonight she shines like jewel!”

“Ilene,” Vasily said in a gruff, commanding voice. “Get your ass up on the pole and dance for a while.”

“No, no Vasily,” Dimitri said. “I vant Irina all to myself tonight, while she is still fresh. No pole.Remember, we had a deal!”

Vasily wasn’t used to taking orders in his own club, but for Dimitri, or rather Dimitri’s riches, he quickly changed his tone.

“Ok, ok Dimitri,” he said with a fake sycophantic laugh, “you take her upstairs now, she’s all yours.”

Any sane person would be scared out of their wits by the sight of this powerful Russian, with tattoos all over his beefy arms; especially a guy pretending to be a girl, but not me. I was very much turned on by the whole thing. I had a cigarette going, as per Ilene’s instructions, and my dick was pressing very hard against the silicone cage. The G-String sent an arousing sting through my gut, and my cock was struggling. I decided to “go with the flow,” and even felt some pre-cum forming on the cage.

We went upstairs to suite of bedrooms, all very plush, from the wallpaper to the carpeting. Dimitri led me to the second door on the right. “You have no idea how much I have been thinking about you, Irina. I was even thinking of asking Vasily if I could take you back to Russia with me. I give you apartment, ,money to spend, and jewels. How you like?”

I gave a girly laugh. “Oh Dimitri, that sounds wonderful, but maybe after tonight you will change your mind.”

He looked at me stunned, almost insulted I would say. “What are you worried about my dear? I offer you chance of a lifetime to escape this shit and see how the very rich live. You know, I have a yacht on the French Riviera, and I am always entertaining. A beauty like you would be perfect to be by my side. I would be envy of everyone in Moscow!”

“Oh Dimitri, that sounds wonderful!” I didn’t know where this was coming from, but I felt like a real woman. I was running on autopilot and taking directions from the “COCK pit.”

I threw my arms around Dimitri, kissing him on the lips and sticking my tongue in his mouth which tasted of caviar, wine, and cigars. He was kissing me back and making noises of delight. I wore a French perfume that Connie had squirted on me before we went out.

He ran his fingers through my luxurious wig and kissed me on the face and my neck multiple times, and was grinding his waist against me. I struggled through his fat to find the zipper to this suit trousers, and pushed him down on the bed. “You’re making me crazy Dimitri, I can’t wait.” I was consumed by a burning lust I never felt when I was just wimpy Spencer in boxer shorts. I couldn’t believe how Ilene was afraid of this power over men that an attractive and sexy woman could have.
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Irina

“Irinushka,” Dimitri said. “I enjoy smoky cock-sucking please.”

“Oh, sure Dimitri,” and I laughed, “so do I!” I took a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol from my bag, and Dimitry had a jewel encrusted gold ,lighter that came to life and lit me up. I was consumed by “girl” now, and with the freshly - lit cigarette dangling from between my lips, I straddled Dimitri who was lying face up on the bed, and yanked his zipper down.

I was consumed by a hunger I had never known before; I was ravenous. I grabbed his ball sack with my fake, painted nails which made him moan; thoroughly enjoying my new-found feminine power.

His cock was straining to get out from under his shorts, and I picked them aside with my nails, scraping his stomach, to which he just laughed.

I was so close when his cock popped out that it touched my lips instantly. I felt the warm, pulsating power of his large, Russian cock, as I could barely grip it in my fist trying to close around it. I opened my lips just enough to let his tip come inside my mouth, and closed them tight around it, teasing it. Strangely, I felt I had done this before, or perhaps that I was meant to do this all my life, and only now realizing it. I suppose that if you’re meant to do or be something, sooner or later it will come and find you.

I stuck my tongue around his tip, moving it in a circle, like a lusty paintbrush; not stopping for anything. If he couldn’t fuck a real pussy, I wanted to give him whatever I was capable of. My mouth was getting very wet, and I could feel the silicone spikes of the cage pressing against my cock, causing me intense pain.

I moved my hips around to get the feel of the G-String pressing my butt hole. I was dying to stick a finger in there just like I practiced at home in front of the mirror many times. You dirty little slut I told myself.

Now I stuck his whole cock inside my mouth, rubbing my tongue on the underside of his enormous shaft. My lips were open as far as they could go, his girth almost choking me.

Dimitri grabbed the back of my lush, black hair and pressed my head down deep on his cock, almost choking me, but I took it like a trooper, slurping and licking. I went faster and faster, helped along by his hips attempting to match my head thrusts.

He let out a low guttural sound and I felt a stream of hot, sticky cum hitting the back of my throat. It was salty, and sweet, and I kept sucking hard, as jet after jet hit me. I was officially a cock-sucking slut, and I loved it. Not a drop left my mouth or ran down my chin.

When I picked my head up I was grinning at him, and he looked at me like he had the best blowjob of his life.

“Irina, you are as good as Vasily said you would be.” I vould like to taste that exquisite pussy of your again, Irina!” Dimitri said with eyes wide open. Now I knew that Ilene experienced what I didn’t want to know. This was a situation that would change my life for good, or get me killed - for real. It was totally unknown, but I thought I was clever enough to pull this off.

Part of me was horrified and part of me had this “new transgender ego” that had to be satisfied; a craving. Also, my cock was dying inside that cage. I would give anything to be able to reach out and touch it.

“Dimitri,” I said, “I would love for you to try something else.” I was positive he never had this before with Irene.

“And what would that be Irushka,” he asked, grinning from ear to ear.

“This,” I said, pointing to my ass.

“Ohhhhh, that would be a delight!” He was ready to go again, so I got on all fours, facing the foot of the bed, pulled my short, white tights and G-String aside. My cock, and balls were nowhere to be seen.

I heard Dimitri spit and felt him rub his fingers on my asshole, my “boy pussy,” and got a shock through my body. I could feel him breathing heavy on my butt cheeks and then his tongue licking around my cherry puckered “bussy.” I knew I would never be a “straight boy” again.

I heard some rustling behind me, and then felt the tip of that enormous Russian cock touching my cherry. He moved it around in a circle and there was a drop of pre cum on it. Without warning, he drilled me, making me shake and gasp, since I was only used to my finger in there. I was in pain from two places: Dimitri’s giant cock inside me and thrusting, causing shooting pain through my abdomen, and my cock straining to get out of the cage.

I heard him grunting, and it was getting slippery, so I matched his thrusts with my own, and then it happened. I was seeing stars and all the sensations combined to give me this huge wave of pleasure.

I felt my cock - still in its cage, dripping.

I reached around to my front, grasping the cage in my hand, and I shot a load myself, into the front of my panties. Dimitri was groaning as well, and I felt a hot jet of Dimitri’s jizz enter me, only increasing the pleasure of my “sissygasm,” which later on I knew to call that.

“Irushka,” he moaned. You are so tight, so vunderful, just for me. I cannot be vit anyone else but you,” he said, in a relaxed, tranquil voice.

After he pulled out of me I got on my knees and faced him. I wanted him to see this and draw his own conclusions. I was either going to die, or fly.

“Vaaaat eeez dis????” he said, amazed, staring at the wet spot on the front of my tights. I stared at him, a look of uncertainty and fear on my face, but then he smiled. “Dees eez beautiful. I am so happy,” he said, beaming. I let him reach into the front of my tights, and pull them, and my panties down. I instinctively took my cock-cage off, and a huge erection popped out. I was very turned on.

“Irushka,” he grunted softly. I vant you to do me now.” I was shocked and relieved as well. Relieved that I wasn’t going to be shot and thrown in pieces in dumpsters all over Brooklyn.

It was like watching a quick toad turn a 360, and he thrust his ass up at me, spitting on his hands, and wiping them on his asshole.

Even after cumming in the cage, I was more than ready to go, dying to fuck him. I gripped the sides of his monster hips with my hands, and spread his ass cheeks apart and entered him, thrusting hard, meeting surprisingly little resistance. This boy was experienced. I wondered if Ilene knew?

We were in a steady rhythm, and I was going faster and faster, his butt coming up to meet all my thrusts. I could stand it no longer and I screamed out in pleasure and shot another, bigger load inside of him, my speed increasing from the new wetness. Dimitri was stroking his own cock, and soon he came again. I pulled out, and my thick, white cum dripped down the side of the Russian mobster’s ass.

He turned and faced me, and we kissed, Dimitri running his fingers through the luxurious and silky hair of my wig. I was dying for a cigarette, and I lit a Virginia Slims, and fell back on the pillow, smoking next to him on the bed.

“Now, Irushka, when do you want me to take you back to Moscow with me to be mine, and mine alone? You will have everything you could possibly need; clothing, jewels, my yacht, summers on the French Riviera. What do you say?”

How could I refuse. He accepted the new me, and I was determined never to be Spencer again. The secret safe between Ilene, Connie, and me. After I would leave with Dimitri, what would become of my sister? I think Ilene (the real one) would be happy that she is finally free of Vasily. I rescued her and found an appealing new life for myself.

Dimitri and I left the room and went downstairs arm in arm. Connie grabbed me and took me aside, asking Dimitri’s permission of course - he was my new master.

“So what happened?? How did it go?” she asked me.

“Connie, I don’t think Ilene is coming back to work here ever again. I’m leaving for Moscow with Dimitri in a few days.” Connie was shocked.

“You mean, he knows? He really knows???”

“About me - yes. He thinks I’m my sister, and even if he knew the truth, I doubt very much he would tell Vasily. He has a reputation after all.”

“Oh wow!” Connie said, her mouth dropped open.”

“Now if you’ll excuse me,” I said. I must go home, break the news to Ilene . . . (I was smiling from ear to ear) and pack!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey

Here are some other titles you may enjoy. You can always e-mail me and tell me what you’d like to read about and for your trouble I will send you a FREE book!

GIRLY BOY

LOOK AT WHAT THEY DID TO ME!!

TAKEN BY MY BEST FRIEND'S STEPMOM

DAD MARRIED A HOT MILF!

SISSY IN CHECK!

THE SEVEN BOOK SISSIES COLLECTION

SISSY BET

TRICKED OUT!


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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