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Chapter One

______________

___

Acting was something that twenty year old Gordon Meade, or “Gordo” to his close friends, lived for. In high school he was a terpsichorean, and always had lead roles in plays and such. When he went to college he got a rude awakening, because although he was good, he wasn’t great. He figured that something was better than nothing, so he accepted whatever Ms. Ewell, the theatre director threw his way. Now in the beginning of his junior year, he stopped expecting great roles to come his way and began to think of another major unless something really great happened. Most of his friends were outside of the theatre community. This may have been part of his problem; there were several cliques that Gordo didn’t fit into, and usually those people who sucked up to Ms. Ewell got all the good parts in plays.

So a week before the auditions, he was quite surprised when Ms. Ewell asked him to stay after his acting methods class. She told him to come to her office in the north quad at four that afternoon, because she “had something” for him that he might like. Gordo went to the campus coffee shop with an hour to kill before his meeting thinking about what Ms. Ewell could possibly have in mind for him.

The walk to the north quad was twenty minutes and Gordon remembered that the stage crew was down two lighting people; great. That meant he was anxious over getting to be a support guy; from second-tier actor to a lighting technician. But you never knew, he thought, better to go in with an optimistic attitude.

Besides, Ms. Ewell was HOT, a thirty-something, drop dead gorgeous redhead. She was an enigma to the students, mostly the guys whose eyes were undressing her at every turn. Rumors floated that she was divorced and probably slept around a lot. Some said she had a rich older boyfriend, or that she used to be a dancer at a strip club – that one was crazy, no one knew how that rumor started. At any rate, mysterious and sexy was enough to get young college age males in her classes crazy.

She was tall at an even six feet, and the stiletto heels she wore to every class, even on stage, made her long, flawless legs a sight to behold. She loved wearing cotton blouses with the top three buttons opened, revealing a magnificent cleavage that sent subliminal messages to guys. Even with a bra, usually red laced, her tits stood out like two dart tips. With her height, coming face to face with her, you could be accused of staring and would probably be guilty as charged.

Gordon suddenly got nervous as hell as he entered Culp’s Hall and walked up the two flights to Ms. Ewell’s office. He was five minutes early and raised his hand to knock on the door, but suddenly the door opened just as his fist was raised, and there stood Ms. Ewell, her piercing green eyes burning a hole in his head, and making his cock stand on end. Gordon was on the short side, and stood at five-feet, eight-inches tall, which put his eyes at the same level as her tits, and it seemed as though they were right there for the taking.

After an awkward second or two which seemed like an eternity to him, Ms. Ewell brought him out of his trance. She spoke like she was used to being stared at, and said with a deep, sensuous voice, “Hi Gordon, I was just going to go to the office for a second and I was planning to leave this note on the door,” she said, smiling, holding up a pink POST-IT note in her hand that read Gordon – be back in five minutes! “but you beat me too it.”

“If you’d like, I can wait inside if you have to do something.”

“No, it can wait. Besides, I’m really excited about what I wanted to see you about.” Now Gordon’s curiosity was peaked; she wouldn’t be ‘excited’ if she just wanted him to replace someone on the lighting crew.

“Come in, have a seat.” Opposite her large, mahogany desk, there was a plush red velvet couch. He’d been in several faculty offices before, but never one like this. It gave off a “vibe,” that said out of place . . . Strange, but he took a seat and sunk in, his eyes roaming around the room.

“Well, as you know, the committee just finished the process for choosing a play to put on in December, and I’d like to offer you one of the leads.” Wait, Gordon thought. Did he just hear right? He was being offered a lead??? It was almost too good to be true. He wondered immediately what he did to deserve such an honor. She saw how shocked he looked and smiled, giving what she just said a chance to sink in a little bit. She tilted her head down, and looked at him over the top of her oval shaped, black frame glasses.

“Uhh, yeah, I mean, wow, that’s nice – I mean yes! It would be my pleasure! Can I ask Ms. Ewell, what I did to deserve the LEAD??”

“Sure. Oh! It’s ‘Professor Ewell,’ now. I finished my doctorate in theatre, and I like that term much better than ‘doctor,’ don’t you Gordon?”

“Well congratulations, Professor Ewell. That’s quite an achievement.”

“Yes it is. You know, I wonder if it had anything to do with the blowjob I gave President Chamberlain a couple of months ago just after the committee reviewed my thesis.”

WHAT DID SHE JUST SAY!?? – and say with a straight face! Gordon wondered if he heard her correctly. Did she just say what he thought he heard her say??? A blow job?? If that was so, now he knew where some of those rumors came from. Now he had one of his own to add to the list! He was stunned and just sat there smiling like an idiot, a blank expression of shock on his face. But Ms., Doctor, or “Professor” Ewell, said nothing, nor did her expression change, making him feel both crazy and uneasy. It also gave his cock a perfectly good reason to stand up and shout “me, me, meee!!! . . .”

“So Gordon, I thought your supporting role as Clyde in ‘Spangler’s Spring’ last April was really outstanding. In the two years I’ve known you, your skills seem to really have grown.” That wasn’t the only thing growing in that office.

“Thanks Professor.”

“Now, the play we’ve chosen is a new play by a young playwright whose latest production is actually an off-Broadway show this year. Maybe you’ve heard about it. It’s called ‘River’s Ride.’”

“Uh no professor, I haven’t.”

“That’s okay. I think we’re going to be hearing a lot about John Reynolds in the very near future. The critics are crazy over him. I’m very excited. Now I have to ask you something about the role I have in mind for you Gordon. First let me tell you about the play. It’s the story of a young man who’s confused about his sexual identity, and with the help of an understanding friend, he decides that he’s much more comfortable about transitioning to a transgender woman, or ‘shemale,’ as I prefer to call it. He’s kept his desires a secret for a long time, and decides that now is the right time for him. He just needed help from someone to guide him on his journey. As you may have guessed, his name is ‘River,’ which is like a metaphor for his journey, or ‘ride,’ you see.”

“Yeah, I get it.”

“Good. Now, I’d like you to consider playing the lead role of ‘River Warren.’ What do you say Gordon? It will involve you dressing and acting as a man in transition, and there are some very suggestive sexual love scenes in it. Are you okay with that?” Wow, what a question that was! Gordon was certainly not prepared for anything like that.

Truth be told however; the idea did intrigue him. He wondered what it must be like to see and feel things from the “other side.” In fact, as a young teenager, Gordon was curious about the things in his older sister Valerie’s dresser drawers. He even “experimented” a little bit by sneaking “feels” of lingerie, and even trying on her panties, and getting a thrill run up his legs when he slipped them on and over his junk. He loved to pose in the mirror, even going so far as to put on a bra and lipstick. Of course these were intensely private moments for Gordon and took place when no one was home.

Another thing attracted Gordon very much. Valerie started to smoke at sixteen years of age; the all-white “girly cigarettes” like Virginia Slims 120mm size. One afternoon after school when no one was home, the then fourteen year old Gordon, dressed in his sister’s lingerie lit up one of her cigarettes and stood in front of the mirror in Valerie’s room, ogling himself. His cock was very hard, pointed upwards, and as he rubbed it through the cool satin, he leaked a bit of pre cum out. That was it. As soon as he was finished with his first cigarette, he had to lie down on her bed and “rub one out,” which gave him so much pleasure – better than any autoerotic session he ever had. The pull of this newly discovered fetish was so strong, he was unable to resist any time the opportunity presented itself to him, and it presented itself a lot until Valerie went away to college when Gordon hit eleventh grade.

So now, he became giddy with excitement at a chance to actually “dress for real,” even though it was just a play. He assumed he would be given a costume, but he wanted a bit more – he wanted the lingerie that went underneath the costume. He could barely hide his excitement from Professor Ewell, and he was sure she could tell.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________

___

“So Gordon, what’ll it be?” Gordon was lost in a reverie and longing for the “old days” at home and didn’t quite hear this question from Professor Ewell who was smiling.

“Gordon? Hello? So what do you think? Would you like the part?”

That snapped him out of his trance. “What? I mean YES!! Professor Ewell, that will be great. It will give me a chance to expand my skills tremendously!” Something about how that came out struck her as funny, and made Gordon blush. She laughed.

“Oh I see. So might I be so bold as to say that the idea interests you on kind of a personal level Gordon?”

This he did not expect, but he knew he was dealing with a very perceptive woman, and he did want the part. Other people in the cast or audience could think what they wanted, but as long as he acted the part well he thought he had nothing to worry about. He shifted on the couch uncomfortably.

“Yes, no?” she said, getting up from behind her desk and walking slowly around the corner of it and towards him, grinning. She was wearing a high, short, black leather skirt with a slit up the side, and her gait was like a strut down a runway. She looked like she belonged on one. His eyes went up to her open, long sleeved white blouse, and the red-laced bra underneath it; her tits looking like two penicil points as they poked through the cotton of the blouse.

He swallowed hard as she stood in front of him and picked him up by the sides of his shoulders. The bulge of his cock was obvious through his jeans, and she could clearly see it, and without looking down, her right hand made its way to the bulge, her long, red polished nails stroking it through his jeans. Gordon could feel the pre cum escaping into his boxers as he smelled her warm, tobacco-scented breath on his face, and saw pure lust in his professor’s deep green eyes.

“Consider this to be part of your tryout for the part Gordon,” she said in a warm, seductive tone as she leaned into him and kissed him hard, sticking her tongue through his lips, and wrapping it around his. She moved her lips around, getting cherry red lip gloss all over him. It smelled and tasted like apples, and Gordon was hooked. She pulled him towards the office door walking backwards and closed the lock on the doorknob. She gave out a little laugh from their locked lips as she did so.

“Now we’ll see if you have what it takes,” she said, backing him up to the couch and pushing him down by the shoulders. She resumed kissing him and reached for the buckle of his jeans, and undid the snap, pulling his jeans down below his knees. My God, thought Gordon, how many guys in that class, or the whole college for that matter wouldn’t trade anything to be in my position now? He also wondered how many guys had been in his position on that very same couch?

With a swipe of her hands, she pulled the top of his shorts down and his cock sprung to life. She pulled off to look, holding it up with the fingers of her hand. “My how big you are Gordon. You have such a beautiful cock!”

The kissing stopped and Professor Ewell got down on her knees on front of him and grabbed his cock, pulling it up to her lips. She licked his slit, tasting a bit of pre cum that had leaked out, and smacked her lips, purring like a cat enjoying a saucer of milk. “Umm Gordon, so delicious and sweet you are.”

He felt her glossy lips sliding over the head of his cock, and her tongue moving around it like a paint brush. He was moaning and his head was thrown back. She slid her hands underneath his t-shirt and began massaging his chest. Her mouth was nice and wet, and he heard slurping noises and felt the powerful suction go to work. Her cheeks were puckered as she went up and down on him faster and faster.

Gordon couldn’t take it any longer and he made a hissing noise between his clenched teeth, shooting a large wad of cum which hit the back of her throat. Professor Ewell slurped and swallowed all his cum, but he kept squirting and some cum began to run down the corners of her lips.

She came off him and pulled his head closer and kissed him, giving him a good taste of his own jizz. It was his first time; first blow job, first sexual encounter with anyone, and he loved the sweet, salty taste of himself. She licked his cock clean until it shined. 

She stood up and stared at him sitting on the couch. He felt satisfied, yet helpless and under the spell of this mysterious woman. “You know Gordon,” she said in that same catlike voice, “I think I’ve made the right selection for lead actor in our little production.”

She looked him in the eyes as she spoke. “You’re going to need some coaching for the role itself – you know, the transgender part. So here’s what I want you to do. I’d like you to come over to my home Saturday evening about eight o’clock and I’ll give you some ‘pointers.’ Now how does that sound?” It might as well have been a rhetorical question because Gordon didn’t respond to that.

Professor Ewell sauntered over to her desk and took out some tissues and patted her lips, and applied more gloss. Then she took out a long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette and lit it, staring at him. Naturally he got hard again dressed only in his boxers, so hiding an erection was out of the question. She smiled knowingly to him. “Oh by the way Gordon. The main character, River, has a little fetish about smoking ladies style cigarettes like this,” she said, pointing to her Virginia Slims. “So you’re going to have to learn to smoke unless you already do. It’s up to you of course, but it just wouldn’t be realistic if you didn’t.”

She stood in front of him taking a cheek hollowing drag, blowing the smoke out through her nose and holding the pack up to him. Without thinking he grabbed for it. Did Professor Ewell know she was feeding his secret fetish? He wondered. She laughed lightly as she lit him up with her slim, sterling silver lighter. The way she looked to him was like every fetish fantasy he’s ever had. Now, he was truly excited to play this role. To Gordon’s way of thinking, he was getting away with acting out on his fetish without getting caught. It was like a dream come true.

“I’m curious Gordon, have you ever dressed like a woman before?” What kind of question was that?? How could she know? He was shocked. “And if I may be so bold Gordon, I also think that you’re a virgin – correct? Nothing to worry about. I told you that I’d take care of you.”

Here, he decided honesty was the best policy. “Actually, when I was a teenager I lived with my parents and my older sister, and occasionally I ‘experimented’ with items of her clothing.” He tried to make it sound as though every teenage boy did that. “And yes, I’ve never done it before.”

“Oh, I see. Well if you don’t mind me asking, how far did you go with the dressing thing?”

“Uh, not too far – just lingerie.”

“Ah. Well, Saturday night we’ll revisit those days Gordon. How does that sound?”

“Great!” he said. He didn’t really need to say anything because his cock was doing the talking for him.

“Professor Ewell?”

“Yes Gordon?” she said, seductively dragging away in front of him.

“Thanks for choosing me. I was almost going to drop out of theatre because I never got any good roles, so I thought . . .”

She interrupted him quickly and held the hand with the cigarette up. “Oh no Gordon! I always thought you were talented. The right role never came up for you, so I thought this would be a great one for you! Don’t ever think of dropping out again. We have two years to go before you graduate. You really do have talent Gordon.”

“Thank you Professor Ewell.”

“Please Gordon, call me Beverly.”

“Okay, thanks Beverly.”

She leaned in close, and tongue kissed him again, his cock throbbing harder this time, beyond all his expectations.

“See you Saturday night. Now take your phone out, and we’ll exchange contact information, okay?” she said softly.

“Sure.” After that, Gordon left the office, dazed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________

___

The next day in theatre class, Professor Ewell, or ‘Beverly’ as he was privileged to call her announced the play to the class and handed out copies of the manuscript. They discussed it, and she handed out the roles to the class. There were just enough students for the roles and the stage help. Other theatre majors from other years filled in for lighting, stage design, publicity, etc. There were a lot of disappointed faces, and everyone was looking at Gordon like how the hell did he get the lead role?

In the plot of the play, the part of “John Buford,” River’s male love interest was to be played by a guy in the class he was very familiar with – Harry Heth. In fact, Harry and Gordon were roommates and best friends. Gordon was friendly with Harry’s girlfriend Gail, and she had tried to set up Gordon numerous times with her girlfriends, but nothing clicked. The three of them even went out to the college bars sometimes, and Gail was always on the lookout for a potential love interest to pass Gordon’s way. Harry came up to Gordon after class.

“Hey Gordo,” he said, nervously laughing. “Are you okay with this role? I mean I’m not gay, and, I certainly know you aren’t, right?” Now Harry was a serious theatre guy and wanted to be a professional actor after college. He even planned on applying to USC grad school after he graduated from here.

“No Harry of course I’m not! But I look at it this way, okay? If we’re going to be actors, these kinds of roles will come up. We are going to have to learn to separate how we are in real life from the stage.”

Harry looked at him and laughed.

“I guess you’re right Gordo. I’m just wondering how my girlfriend is going to accept this role – I mean, watch me making out on stage with another male, especially a guy she’s tried to set up numerous times and who also happens to be her boyfriend’s roommate!”

“She should understand Harry. You’ve been a theatre major as long as you’ve known Gail. I would think she’d know romance scenes would come up.” Gordon couldn’t believe he said that. I mean shit – he was talking to his same-sex roommate and best friend here. Could he possibly be hitting on him?? Come on Gordo, get those thoughts out of your mind for Chrissakes. Fortunately, the way that sounded just went right over Harry’s head. He wasn’t ready to have that kind of a discussion with him – just yet.

“Sure.”

Of course, Gordon didn’t let on how much this shit turned him on. Rather, how much Harry turned him on!

“You can tell your girlfriend that it’s okay, and you just thought I was another girl!” he said laughing.

“Oh sure Gordo, that will go over really well!”

After class the other students wondered how Gordon would be able to practice for the role. In fact some of the female members of the ensemble, cast members and crew came up to him and offered their help with anything he needed; clothes and makeup and such. Some of them thought it was funny and were very curious to see how this would play out. That was comforting, but unbeknownst to the others in the class, Gordon had the “expert,” Professor Ewell, who was more than willing to show him anything he needed.

***

On Saturday evening after a quick fast food dinner, Gordon hopped into his car and drove the six miles to Professor Ewell’s condominium in the Shoreham Lakes area, a well-to-do suburb with gated communities and malls nearby.

His car stopped at the security booth at the main entrance. After giving his name to the guard, he picked up the phone and a moment later, the gates flew open letting him in. Gordon found her condo, and parked in one of two parking slots in front. It was just before eight o’clock.

His heart was beating fast as he rang her buzzer. “Hi Gordon, come in, come in, welcome!” she said, barely opening the door and grabbing him, pulling him inside, and kissing him deeply on the lips. She was more like an excited co-ed as opposed to a thirty-something professor of theatre arts. “Here, let’s go into my living room. Would you care for a drink Gordon? I have this really good Merlot. Want a glass?”

“Sure Beverly, thank you.”

“Wait till you see what I have for you! Your eyes will pop out of your head, and your cock will be so hard, you’ll be able to hang a bulky winter jacket on it.” She sure didn’t mince words, that was for sure. Tonight she wore a short denim skirt and sandals. Her radiant red hair fell low over the curves of her breasts, and in the middle of her cleavage. One thing was different – she wasn’t wearing a bra. Holy shit! He did a quick double-take. Not only could he see her tits poking through like two darts, but the flesh color of her breasts was visible through the thin cotton material of her white sleeveless tank top.

She took a Virginia Slims out of her bag and offered one to Gordon who eagerly took one. Without realizing it, he held it effeminately between his index and middle fingers. Beverly noticed that and smiled at Gordon as she lit them both up with the same flick. She did a quick French inhale and Gordon did the same. “Good boy, that’s perfect,” she said.

Gordon felt a sense of suppressed excitement and anticipation, as he watched Beverly set down two crystal stemware glasses, pouring them both full of Merlot. “Oh! I almost forgot,” she said as she ran into the kitchen bringing out a tray of cheeses and crackers. “Here,” she said. “Let’s relax a little bit and I’ll tell you what I’ve got.”

“I did something that I never do for students – I went shopping just for you Gordon.”

“Wow, I’m honored Beverly.”

“In the first place Gordon, I like you.” Laughing she said, “But I think you know that already. Next, I want this play to come off great and without any hitches.”

He absorbed what she said, but couldn’t help but feel that there was more than just the play at stake here. They finished up the wine and cheese. He lost count of how much he drank, but soon the bottle was empty, and all of his inhibitions were gone. He was as hard as a rock, and more than willing to get himself sucked off again, or perhaps something new . . . and a bit more.

“What do you say we go upstairs and get you ‘in costume,’” she said with a suggestive squint in her eyes.

“Okay, let’s go,” he said and followed her up the stairs to her bedroom.

Her bedroom was expansive and had a screened-in terrace which looked out onto the golf course of the development. It was a typical South Florida condo. Her bed was a nice queen size with four posts and a canopy over it. A large vanity table and dresser drawers with a mirror on top stood on the wall opposite the bed. She had a huge walk-in closet, that was pretty full it seemed for just one person.

He sat on the bed and watched as she moved cat like over to the closet and picked up a couple of boxes from the floor and one large hat box from the top shelf. She was smiling and humming to herself. Then she reached into her black leather bag and pulled out a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120s. “Oh here Gordon, these are for you. Or maybe I should call you ‘River’ to get you in character. Yes, that seems good. From now on, when we’re doing things related to the play, you’ll be ‘River,’ sound good?”

“Sure Beverly, fine with me.”

“That’s a good boy,” she said, pulling out a cigarette of her own and lighting them both up. “Now I want you to strip for me,” she said smiling. Just last week, a request like that would have seemed insane.

Seeing him for the first time fully naked she walked around him, looking at him carefully, hand under her chin and said, “humm . . . it seems I need to shave your body. Your chest and legs.”

“Do I have a choice?” he asked, thinking of how stupid he sounded.

She smiled at him in a way that answered his question, and crooked a finger at him to follow her into the bathroom, where she ran the water in the tub.

“This is necessary River, and will be a very pleasant experience for you, I promise,” she said.

She looked at his hard on as she spoke, and he had a feeling she was thinking about plans for his stiff “member.”

While he sat in the soapy water in the tub, she grabbed onto his cock with one hand and dragged on her cigarette with the other. It didn’t take long for him to cum into the bathwater. She laughed at him, her red hair, hanging low over her face. The shaving was over with quickly, except for the scrotal part. That, she took her time with. All the time he was in the tub his eyes drifted to the sight of her breasts pressing against the blouse.

After he was dried, she dressed him with the ensemble she laid out on the bed. He felt like he was under a microscope as he put on the items of clothing she handed him; studying him closely for his reactions and even getting off herself it seemed.

The best part for Gordon was the lingerie. It took him back to the days of his adolescence in his sister’s room, trying on her clothes and the thrill he got from it. Gordon couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but it seemed that Beverly knew exactly what he was thinking and feeling.

She watched as he stepped into the red satin G-String and slowly pulled it up his newly shaved legs, and saw the expression of happiness on his face, as the silky feel excited him into an even stiffer hard on. He settled the front pouch around his cock, and it was just the right fit. Beverly knew her sizes well.

The bra he put on next had an elastic band in the back that pulled his chest in together, giving him the illusion of cleavage. Then there was another item he had never put on before; the sheer, black nylon panty hose with the straps that hooked onto the laced girdle he wore over the G-String. These two items made him feel more like a girl then any of the other clothing items. A thought ran through Gordon’s mind. He didn’t just want to dress as a girl – he wanted to become an out and out slut! It became obvious that Beverly knew this about him, and was just letting things play out.

“Oh, one very important thing Gordon,” she said with the long cigarette dangling out the corner of her lips and her eyes squinting from the blue smoke curling up to her nose. “It’s very important that you think and ACT like a real cum-slut whore, okay?” This got him even more aroused.

The skirt was the kind Beverly often wore to class – black leather and short – with a high slit up the side. “Now River, there are just two items left. Here, have a seat at the vanity table. I’ll bring the makeup and accessories from the bathroom.”

Gordon’s hair was brown and on the short side, so when he saw Beverly reach the top of her closet for the hat box, he knew there was a wig inside. Gordon’s cock was now tenting up through the skirt. She laughed when she that. “We can fix that,” she said with a smile. “It’s something called a ‘gaff,’ and it goes inside the front pouch of your G-String. It does a nice job of hiding your cock bulge.”

The wig was another fetish item Gordon craved. It was the one thing he thought, more than anything else that would make him truly look like a woman. Beverly looked at him and smiled as she removed the wig from the box. It was jet black and shiny. It was long down the sides, going well past his breasts and was styled high on top with a semi-part on the right side. She placed it on his head underneath a cap and combed it out.

She was an artist with the makeup, skillfully applying the facial makeup. She told Gordon to keep his head turned as she made him up. His heart was pounding, and he was getting antsy to look.

“Now, don’t look until I’m done with the finishing touches,” she told him. “I can see how turned on you are dear. But it won’t be long,” Beverly said as she finished applying the lip liner on top of the cherry red lip gloss. She did his eyelashes with a thick layer of mascara, and eyeliner. At last she was done.

“Okay River, you can look now!”

When Gordon spun around in the chair facing the mirror he couldn’t believe what he saw. He was absolutely stunned and couldn’t believe it was him who looked back at him in the mirror.

“Wow Beverly! I never in my wildest dreams ever believed I could look like this. You are incredible!”

“Thanks honey – You do look gorgeous if I may say so myself. Here, have a cigarette and see if that doesn’t turn you on more!” She lit him up and then lit one for herself. Gordon stood up and walked to the long mirror on the back of the bedroom door and held the cigarette effeminately and turned around admiring Beverly’s work.

“Now this will be the finished version of River after he completes the journey into trans womanhood.”

“I take it this will be the look I’ll have when I do the sex scene with Harry, right?”

“Exactly,” Beverly said, excitedly. “Oh one more thing. How silly of me. Here,” she said opening a shoebox and handing Gordon a pair of red stiletto heels. “Now these may take a few days for you to get used to, but I expect you to practice every day with them for a few hours at least, okay?”

“Okay Beverly. I always wondered how women mastered wearing these.”

“Look here River,” Beverly said laughing and pointing to her breasts. “It’s all about balance. But don’t worry, we can fix that,” she said. “Until you grow your own breasts, you’ll feel a little unsteady in your shoes.” Did he hear her correctly? What the hell did she mean by until you grow your own breasts? He kept quiet because he was being led down a path he would eventually have chosen for himself. Of that, he now was certain.

Gordon barely had any time to process further what she said when she grabbed him, pulling him close and kissing him. Then she gently sat him on the bed and stepped back. Something about being dressed as a woman made it feel so much more real, he thought. Something told him that tonight was more than just dressing up for a part.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

Now River, it’s time for you to please me,” she said in her seductive cat like voice. This was music to Gordon’s ears. He would finally get laid! The fact that he would be doing it dressed as a woman was beyond his wildest expectations. She stepped back, away from the bed, looking at him with her piercing green eyes filled with lust.

She took off her tank top and then unbuttoned her denim jean skirt, letting it fall gently to the floor. She struck a pose in her lingerie, cigarette held up at shoulder length between her two fingers. Without realizing what he was doing, he stuck his fingers down the front of his leather skirt and grabbed his cock. Pre cum was leaking out the tip.

She laughed. “Slow down there guy, plenty of time for that,” she said and began to sway from side to side turning him on even more. She bit her bottom .lip and faced him, sticking her thumb down the front of her thong, slowly pulling it down. Nothing that Beverly could have said could have prepared Gordon for what he saw next – Beverly had the biggest, thickest cock he ever saw. Bigger than any of the cocks on YOUTUBE videos or FLICKR he liked to look at. His eyes almost rolled back into his head, his mouth opened wide, and Beverly laughed.

“What’s the matter River  . . . Never saw a girl with a cock before?” He wasn’t ready yet to tell her exactly how much that turned him on.

“Uh, no, not exactly?” The words escaped him.

“Well, here it is, this is me. I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to transgender, River. After all, this is kind of what the play is about, right?”

That statement made him suddenly realize why his theatre professor wanted this particular play to be their class’s production. But why exactly did she choose him? Unless she sensed what his secret fetishes were. He suddenly remembered a saying on one of the transgender, smoke fetish chat forums he saw: “Behind every crossdressing male there is an underlying smoking fetish.” 

“Yeah, it is Beverly.”

“Well, how do you like me? Are you still horny as fuck? DO YOU want to suck my cock – now??” she asked, batting her eyes. She walked over to him sitting on the bed, took a drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke right in his face, as her cock touched his lips.

Gordon definitely, without question did want to do anything to Beverly that she wanted. In fact, he wanted to ravage her. He needed that cock in his mouth. Everything about her turned him on – the age difference, the smoking fetish, and dressing as a woman.

Her cock pressed itself softly against his lips. She playfully bumped against his lips, and he could taste the sweet and salty mix of her pre cum. Instinctively, he stuck his tongue out through his lips and bumped the slit of her cock, and moving it in a circle around her head. She moaned and threw her head back, saying, “Good River . . . yesssss . . . come on honey . . . don’t stoppppp . . .” and her words became unintelligible. She placed a hand on top of Gordon’s head, and moved herself closer into him, forcing more of her cock to go inside his mouth.

Gordon wasn’t even thinking of what he was doing now, it all seemed so natural to him, as if he was living for this exact moment, as if this is how it was always meant to be. He felt a shiver run down his back as her cock went deeper and deeper into his mouth. He felt his lipstick smearing itself over her cock, tinging it red. The taste of her pre cum and the lipstick together was a very tangy, potent mix of delight he never thought possible. Strangely, he also felt a “tickle” on his ass, just where the back of the G-String nestled itself between his butt cheeks. Her thrusting became faster and faster, and he went in-sync up and down over her entire shaft – as far as it could go without making him gag. Her cock was so wide, his mouth was open all the way.

Gordon’s tongue was rubbing the sensitive tuft of skin on the underside of Beverly’s cock and she stiffened and let out a loud moan as a deluge of sticky, warm cum entered his mouth. He swallowed and slurped every bit of it, and was himself, hard as a rock. In his mind, the words you’re a reeky fucking cum-slut kept coming over and over again. As much as he could swallow it wasn’t enough because with a couple of extra spurts, her cum dribbled down the corners of his mouth onto his chin, just as his had the other day.

She pulled out of him when her cock had been licked clean and she wasted no time in pulling him up and kissed him in a passionate embrace. Her tongue wiped his face and licked his eyes, causing his mascara to run. She cooed softly and threw her arms around his shoulders.

“Umm, that was fantastic River,” she said as she reached for two cigarettes, lighting both up at the same time in her mouth with a flick of her lighter. She exhaled quickly and sat next to him on the bed, rubbing his back.

“God, you are such a slut River.” She laughed. “I don’t think Harry has any idea of what’s coming!”

He hadn’t even thought of acting the part for the play. This was so real; the play became a part of who he actually was. It was his story.

“You’re a natural Gordon., er., I mean River. I think this is going to go way beyond the play, what do you have to say?”

Gordon shook his head. “Yeah Beverly, I think you’re right.”

“River dear, I have a secret to tell you.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” Gordon asked, fully attentive.

“Before you, I approached Jason about acting out the part of River.” Gordon was stunned. He thought he was the first choice for the role - the perfect pick.

She saw the look of hurt on his face. “Oh no, no, River. Please don’t be upset. He wanted nothing to do with it. In fact when he came to my office I realized immediately I made a mistake asking him. I knew right then you would be perfect. And in case you’re wondering,” her eyes opened wide, and she was smiling, “No, I didn’t suck his cock either.”

“Well, that certainly makes me feel better.”

“Come now River. I know I’m a slut, and I know you are too. That’s why we’re so ‘sympatico,’ and I know we’ll be together for quite some time – even after this play is done!” Gordon didn’t answer right away, and thought about it.

He huffed out a “humm,” and said, “Okay Beverly, that’s fine, I get it.”

“Now there’s something else I never did with Jason or anyone else on campus.”

“What would that be?”

Beverly smiled and said, “I want you to slip out of that sexy leather skirt and unfasten the pantyhose for me.”

Gordon stood up and did as he was told, excited at what he was sure was coming next. He wasn’t disappointed.

“Okay good River. Now please get on the bed and face the head board.” He got on all fours. “Good. Now stick that beautiful ass high in the air.” As he did so, Beverly reached into the drawer under the night table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. After she moved the G-String strap away from his butt crack, she applied a generous helping of the jelly to his asshole all the way down to his newly shorn ball sack. “This River is called your ‘bussy,’ or boy pussy, got it?” she said as she placed her index finger just inside him, sending an electric bolt through his body. The rest of the jelly she smeared over her hard again cock.

“Sure, okay.”

“River Honey,” Beverly said gently. “Please loosen up, okay? You’re much too stiff. It’s okay. I remember my first time too.”

He did as she asked and with her hands, she spread his butt cheeks apart. “That’s much better – good girl. I’m going to make you into the cum slut of your dreams baby.”

That was the first time he was referred to in the feminine gender, and he liked it. The whole evening seemed surreal.

It seemed he had been craving all his life for what came next. He felt the fleshy tip of Beverly’s cock touch the puckered cherry opening of his “bussy.” He didn’t wait for her to thrust. The greedy little cunt that Gordon thought himself to be, forcibly backed up on Beverly’s stiff cock, and through searing pain, he took it all. “Ohmygod” Beverly shouted in one word.

Now Beverly began thrusting herself, going up and down, her cock being swallowed by Gordon’s nether region, and to Beverly it was incredibly delightful. She was no novice of course, but Gordon, her little creation was without a doubt, the best piece of ass she ever had. ]

The first pain that Gordon had was quickly replaced with an intense feeling of pleasure that seemed to center in Gordon’s midsection, unbridled pleasure the likes of which he had never known. Masturbation was for losers – the thought briefly crossed his mind and made him laugh.

Beverly went faster and faster and began to humm with delight. She stiffened and moaned something unintelligible and shot a huge wad of warm cum all the way up Gordon’s bussy. That triggered him and without even touching his cock, Gordon shot out a huge wad of his own warm jizz onto the bedsheet – his first “sissygasm.”

Beverly kept thrusting, long after she came, and then Gordon felt the same feeling and shot another load onto the bedsheets. Beverly too, came again, though not as much as the first time, but still Gordon could feel the wet warmth enter him. His ass belonged entirely to Beverly. He was her slave and would do anything she asked of him.

Now Beverly stopped thrusting but remained inside of Gordon, and relaxed her body across his back. Slowly, she withdrew from Gordon’s now busted cherry and sighed.

“River you are fantastic. I mean it honey. You’re the best I’ve ever had. In fact I wish I could play Harry’s part John in the play, but I can’t,” she said laughing. “Here,” she said. “Let’s have the proverbial post-coital cigarette dear.”

Gordon really wanted one now. He was instantly addicted. He never thought he would be a smoker, and only resolved to do it while dressed as River. Of course, when Beverly sat next to him and lit up, he became hard again immediately.

“You know River, I think you’re going to be fabulous in the play. We have our first table read on Monday at four, so you’ll need to learn your lines.”

“Of course, Beverly.”

“Now Harry is doing the same. But as you know his preparation is much different than yours. By the way, have you discussed your part together with him?”

“Yes, we did.”

“What did he say?”

Gordon laughed. “He said he was fine with it, but he wasn’t so sure how his girlfriend would take it.”

Beverly smiled and nodded. “I see. Well, it should be interesting. This is the first time our department has ever done anything like this before. Before you leave here Gordon (he was out of costume now), I’m curious – do you have any romantic thoughts about Harry? I mean, he is your roommate, right?”

“You know Beverly, that thought had crossed my mind. I think that since we’ve been ‘practicing,’ I think my feelings for Harry, and my excitement about this role have increased.” Gordon thought about what he just said – having his roommate of two years suddenly become a love interest. He’d been ruminating over that since the first meeting with Beverly in her office.

“Really? Oh, then this should really be interesting.”

Gordon could tell Beverly was very excited about the fact that she may have even enabled a real romance to take place.

After a little while longer downstairs in Beverly’s house, Gordon cleaned his face of all traces, taking the clothing and makeup with him, and left. He didn’t sleep that night at all; staying awake replaying the events of the night; and thinking more about Harry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

___

At the reading on Monday, Professor Ewell sat at the head of the long table, and as the students came in they gradually took their seats, and from what Gordon could tell, they were pleased with the play. It was kind of a tear jerker – a transgender coming of age story with of course, some very steamy scenes. The question was: exactly how steamy. Professor Ewell said she would leave it to the actors as far as how realistic they wanted to make it.

Something unexpected happened to Gordon as they were seated around the table. As he was reading lines out loud with Harry, the play took on a surreal quality, and Gordon found himself with an erection. Beverly was looking at him with interest as he was reading; at the inflections in his voice, the subtle shifts in his position around the table. She knew! Gordon knew she did. But to Harry it was all academic – straight theatre. Gordon wondered how Harry would take it when he appeared in costume on next Monday, after a week of table reads and line memorizations.

After class, Harry caught up with Gordon. “So Gordo, have you been able to, uh, what’s the word I’m looking for here – practice? In girl’s clothes I mean?” Now the last thing Gordon would do would be to tell his roommate and best friend that their professor had actually dressed him and seduced him – and he liked it; loved it in fact.

“Yeah, it’s no big deal. Professor Ewell had a girl from one of her other classes in costuming and makeup have a go at me. She set me up just fine, no worries.”

“Oh cool. I’m glad. Now as far as the romance scene in Act Three at River’s house, are we going to be suggestive as hell?” Harry said with a nervous laugh. “I mean, you’re not going to actually seduce me are you Gordo?”

“Well what do you think Harry?”

“Ha, ha, very funny Gordo! I don’t think Gail would appreciate that very much.”

“No one has to tell her. She doesn’t have to know.” Harry looked at him; deadpan expression on his face.

“I’m kidding Harry! Jesus. You didn’t actually think I was serious did you??”

Harry laughed. “Of course not! Hey, I’m starving. Let’s go the SUBWAY and grab a sandwich.”

“Good idea, let’s go.”

Later that afternoon Gordon called Beverly at home.

“Hi River honey. What’s up?”

“Uh, this is what I think I’m gonna do with Harry. Some night this week, probably Thursday night, Harry has an evening economics seminar, and I think I’ll dress and wait for him in our room, and see what happens.”

“Really! Ooh, tell me more.”

“I think Harry was a bit nervous earlier about how far I wanted to take this thing, you know, the sex scenes. So I thought that I would dress for him before next week and see how he reacts to the way I look. If he’s not interested . . .”

She cut him off, knowing what he was going to say. “ – If he’s NOT interested, then no big deal. He’ll know what to expect on Monday and you’ll have a ‘strongly suggestive’ scene with no harm done. And if he is interested, then you’ll have a good time. But just remember something Gordon – I have first take on you from now on. Remember that. You belong to me.”

Gordon’s face turned white, and there was an awkward moment of silence. “Come on Gordon,” she said. “I’m not jealous and I know that what we have is special and nothing will ruin that or come between us, okay?”

“Whew, Beverly. You had me going there for a minute.”

“It’s okay sweetheart. Have a good time, and let me know what happens, all right?”

“You know it. I’ll see you at the read.”

“Okay honey, good night.”

“Nite.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

___

That Thursday Harry and Gordon had dinner at the school cafeteria and Harry went off to his economics seminar. “So what are you doing tonight Gordo?”

“I thought I’d read through the script some more and then do some studying in the room.”

“Okay cool. Call me if you want me to bring over a sub or something.”

“Sure Harry.”

At last Gordon was by himself in the room and he opened his trunk and took out the outfit that Beverly had gotten him. He had to stop in the middle of dressing – just after he put the pantyhose on, to light a cigarette and jerk off into a tissue. Harry didn’t know he smoked, but he would know tonight.

Gordon, or “River” was now completely dressed, and his makeup was extra slutty. He went heavy on the mascara and deep blue eye shadow, and combed out the wig. He put on the fake, red nails and even combed out his wig. The heels were comfortable, and he walked, or rather strutted back and forth in them. He smoked in front of the long mirror on their door and admired himself, and his desire for Harry’s cock grew. He would be in their room in an hour or so, and he waited, listening to some music, fantasizing about what Harry would say.

At eleven-fifteen the key jingled in the door and Harry walked in. Gordon was standing in the middle of the room. “Who . . . who are you . . . and how did you get in the room?”

“Hey, shit head, it’s ME! You know, your roommate, Gordon?”

“Holy shit! Gordo??? I didn’t expect – I didn’t . . .”

“Didn’t what?” I thought I would give you a little preview of the new me – for the play, anyway.”

Harry’s eyes were bulging, and he swallowed deeply. “I didn’t expect, I mean I didn’t think you would have your costume on before next Monday is all.”

“Well,” Gordon said, twirling around, “how do you like the way I turned out?”

Silence. Then Harry said, “Wow, you look HOT! I mean, hot for a girl. Yeah, hot if you were a girl that is.”

Harry sniffed the air. “Hey, was someone smoking in the room?”

“Yes Harry. ‘River’ was smoking in here. You can thank Professor Ewell for that. She’s the one who outfitted me and taught me everything I know about being a real shemale cum-slut.”

“You mean SHE did this to you, I mean for you??”

“Yup. I’ll let you in on a secret. Did you know Professor Ewell, or Beverly as I call her is a transgender woman?” Gordon was also speaking in his best feminine voice which Harry picked up on.

“What happened to your voice Gordo? Did she help you with that too?”

“She did. Do I sound seductive Harry?”

“Yes, I mean, NO! NO! You do not sound ‘seductive!’”

“Relax Harry, it’s okay,” Gordon said laughing. He pointed to the bulge in his roommate’s jeans. “I can see you are turned on by how I look Harry.”

Gordon moved closer to Harry, and his face was a picture of embarrassment and fright.

“Harry, I just want you to know that whatever happens here stays here,” he said in a low, serious voice.

“Whatever happens here???? What do you think is gonna happen here Gordo? Stop it. You’re scaring me!”

“Don’t be scared Harry. Beverly transitioned and look how hot she turned out. I’m going to do the same thing. Of course, I’ll keep my cock. I mean, I like having a cock.”

“Oh gee, that’s good.”

“Relax Harry. We can have our own little thing, and Gail doesn’t have to know a thing.” Harry’s eyes bulged as Gordon walked closer to him. Yet strangely and much to Gordon’s pleasure, he didn’t back away.

Gordon knelt down on his knees and said, “By the way, you can call me ‘River.’ That’s going to be my trans name. You like it?”

“Uh sure, I guess so. What are you doing?”

“Shushhh! Just stay still and relax. Close your eyes and fantasize – about the girl I look like, and am in the process of becoming.”

“Okay, Gord – er., River, but this is so fucking out of left field man!”

Now “River” referred to herself as a “she” and “her.” Gordon opened Harry’s fly and fished around inside his jeans, reached into his boxers and pulled out Harry’s cock. River left Harry standing there and reached into her own new black leather hand bag that Beverly bought for her and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s, and flicked her own silver butane lighter and did a French inhale to an astonished Harry. Right away, River could see Harry’s cock get larger. “She” now laughed. “I see this turns you on. Now, what shall I use for an ashtray. Ah! I found one.” It was a clay ashtray on top of the refrigerator the guys used for joints. River sashayed over to it, Harry’s eyes glued to her, and flicked the ashes into it, and set it on the floor next to where Harry was standing.

River blew out a cloud of smoke over Harry’s cock and soon placed her lips on the tips of her roommate’s cock for the first time. Harry started to moan, and softly got out “No one can ever know about this . . . oh God, it feels so good.”

She didn’t answer and instead made a tight seal around Harry’s cock, and held the shaft with her fingers, the nails digging into the flesh very softly. River was playing with just the head, and running her tongue all around it in a circle. Harry was hissing between his teeth and placed his hand on top of River’s head. River now moved faster and faster all the way down the length of Harry’s cock and Harry bucked his hips into River’s mouth. Harry’s cock was big, but not quite as big as Beverly’s. The idea, however was the same.

River’s mouth was very wet, and her tongue slid easily along the entire shaft of Harry’s cock. River came off every so often to take a drag off her cigarette., and exhaled over Harry’s cock and out her nose. It wasn’t long before Harry stiffened and shot out a huge wad of warm, sticky cum which hit the back of River’s throat. He came not once, or twice, but three times and some of it dribbled down the corners of River’s mouth.

Harry moaned, “God you are such a cum slut Gordon.” River didn’t bother correcting Harry, but kept on sucking away. Now, after licking Harry’s cock clean, River stood up and pulled Harry in close and kissed him deeply, letting Harry lick his cum off the sides of River’s mouth. Harry did just fine, not stopping or hesitant at all. The best was yet to come. River wanted desperately to be fucked by Harry, and maybe do it all night in the privacy of their room.

After a nice long kiss, River said, “Now Harry, I want you to fuck me like the bad, bad, cum slut that I am. I don’t want to have to go looking for cock in the street, not when I have such a delicious cock right here in my own room.”

Those words cast a spell over Harry, and he was fully into it. Somehow it didn’t feel like he was cheating on Gail at all. It was different. Gordon was a . . . male. No! Gordon was a shemale. That was how he justified it. And it was their delicious secret. Now Harry was crazy with lust after getting the most intense blow job of his life.

River stood up. Harry watched spellbound as his roommate unzipped her black leather skirt and opened her cotton blouse, revealing the tight red-laced bra, showing “tits,” which made him crazy and out of his mind.

The skirt fell to the ground and River unsnapped her pantyhose, letting the straps, and the girdle over the G-String fall to the ground. River reached into her bag and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, placing a small amount over Harry’s cock, and handed him the tube.

Harry watched in amazement as his roommate of two years got on top of his bed on all fours with his but raised in the air.

“Okay Harry, you know what to do I assume?”

It was a rhetorical question and before River was able to turn her head around, Harry was behind her, jeans and boxers in a heap on the floor next to the bed. He was still as hard as a rock, and just for good measure River reached around and stroked Harry’s slick, hard cock.

Harry easily spread River’s butt cheeks apart and before she knew what was happening, Harry’s cock was at the entrance of River’s bussy. Penetration was easy because River had been stretched by Beverly (several more times that week) and that made Harry’s entrance slick.

“I’m gonna fuck you good and hard you little sissy cum slut!” Harry yelled, getting into the mood which River loved. He loved being a slutty “sub.”

Harry groaned in delight as River’s tight walls closed in around his cock. Harry started out slow, savoring every second, and then he got into a fast rhythm and went faster and faster. River moaned and gripped the bed sheets with her fingers.

“What a fucking cum slut you are River,” Harry said over and over again. That was music to River’s ears. Harry went faster and faster and let out a loud moan as he spilled a gallon of cum all the way up his roomie’s asshole, loving every second of it. Now River let loose without even touching herself, and spilled an equal amount out onto the sheets. She felt used, fucked like a rag doll; an ordinary street slut. Harry kept pumping, and River felt Harry’s jizz run down the insides of her ass.

Soon Harry was spent and spread himself over River’s lower back. He loved the soft, silky feel of her hair on his face. The smell of smoke and perfume in her hair was a big turn on for Harry and he began pumping again and again until both of them came a second time.

Then Harry stopped and gently pulled out of River’s ass. “Wow, that was something Gordon – I mean ‘River.’ I don’t think I can ever call you Gordon again, I mean, when we’re alone together.”

***




Epilogue

There was nothing to be said between them. It was their secret (and Beverly’s), and would stay between them. Beverly was very happy to learn of their little tryst and the play turned out to be a big success, The dreaded love scene in Act Three was suggestive. After all, the play was supposed to be “PG Rated.” Gordon was complimented on how great a role he played, and so was Harry.

Shortly after the play, Gordon began an HRT transition into becoming “River,” and she still remained roommates with Gordon, leading some to speculate into what was really going on. But Gail was the trusting type, and she didn’t notice how her boyfriend and the transgender woman River looked at each other. Or maybe she did know and didn’t care. It is also possible that she joined in with River, Harry and Beverly into some wild foursome. But it was all just speculation anyway. No one outside the four of them knew the actual truth.

One thing was very true however: River became the most beautiful transgender woman on campus, and the main love interest of Professor Ewell – and Harry.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,

I absolutely adore writing first time feminization and HOT transgender erotica short stories. Please tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate!

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.

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,

JD❤️


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

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 TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD

OEBPS/image_rsrcFG.jpg
i

Curtain Call ®
A 3

When Seduction Is Only the
Beginning

CROSSDRESSING, 1ST TIME TRANSGENDER






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




