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Queen Samantha

(Seducing the Dean)

BOOK 1 of 4

The GOTH GIRL’S SORORITY SERIES

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter 1

_______________

_____

My name is Samantha Prince and I’m a twenty-one-year-old college junior, and at the time of this story I was living on Long Island, with my parents and my twin brother, Jared. I am an absolute animal in the bed, cage, cemetery, or wherever and whenever I choose to exercise my sexuality, iow - to fuck, men and/or women; I’m bisexual. My girlfriends, strictly the goth type, look to me as their leader on campus. I’m their “Queen,” as most call me. I have a charismatic personality, influencing people with my charms, and exacting humiliating revenge on my enemies. It’s gotten me into trouble sometimes and saved my ass in others.

I’m into the whole punk/goth scene; with a “grunge side;” my waist-long, black hair has a bright sheen to it, that matches my black (or purple, depends on my mood) eye shadow. I have it parted on the left side which the guys (or girls) find alluring, and I like lots of worn-looking leather clothing from my studded choker down to my leather, mid-calf high buckled combat boots.

I like to wear my black-leather-buckled underbust that shows off my ringed titties; that is, when I’m not wearing my black-mesh bra. My studded choker has three rings, all interconnected, with attached chains going down the side of my tits, and one in the middle. I’ve got a thing for buckles, chains, locks . . . and handcuffs!

I wear black lipstick, long, black, false eyelashes, black-painted nails, have a pierced tongue with a cute little silver ball in front which gives the BEST blowjobs and cunt-licking. (Grunge costs money!) I’ve also got a cute silver ring through my clit, and my breasts, like I said, are also pierced with rings. Oh yeah, I also have a genius IQ, and it comes in very handy for manipulating anyone however I want.

My earrings are hooped with tiny silver pentagrams on them, and I wear a silver Celtic Cross around my neck. I know, it’s kind of a contradiction; but that’s what I am in many ways - a contradiction. I’ve got all my bases covered. Thank God for American Express! I look sort of like “Lily Munster,” or the finished product of a late Nineteenth -Century Romanian undertaker. “Live and Let Live,” I say.

To boot, I also have a killer figure with a tight ass, clothed in shiny leather skirts of course, and I work out to maintain it. Oh yeah; I also smoke cigarettes. I know – decadent and disgusting, right? Well, keep it to yourself if you disapprove, because it’s a BIG PART of my sex life, and I enjoy it. You might say I have a “smoking fetish,” and encourage my friends (especially the ones I have sex with ~ which is almost ALL of them) to take up the habit. I am REALLY TURNED ON by women who smoke elegant, long white Virginia Slims 120s! If I see a guy who makes it kind of obvious that my smoking turns him on, it makes it that much easier for me to seduce him as well.

I’ve also observed that men who have smoking fetishes and enjoy watching women smoke are really crossdressers straining to come out. Sometimes, they need “help” with that, and I’m more than willing! I adore holding a nice long, white cigarette between my fingers with my long nails and black nail polish. Now, when guys watch me smoke – and they often do; it really turns me on – makes my pussy moist, and my ringed nipples hard!

***

My fantasy is to take some straight, athletic type jock, or muscular construction guy, cop, fireman or soldier, and have him eat me out while I stand over him and smoke! As I said earlier, I like women and men, so, I’m kind of a bisexual lesbian? I HATE labelling! Usually, I like to hold his (or her) head in place firmly with my hand – it’s all about the control. (I guess you’re right about that part.) I’m five foot-eight, so my height is perfect “to play!”

I enjoy the sense of power that my fetish gives me over like-minded men and/or women! Lately though, I’ve been feeling restless. This means that I’m on the hunt! Yeah! I’m the “smoking cunt-on-a hunt,” LoL

A few weeks ago, the elderly couple next door moved away, and a couple my parent’s age moved in with a son who is either in his late twenties or early thirties. He’s ex-military, and a fireman, according to my mom, and I’m curious to meet him. I don’t know if he has a girlfriend or not, and I really don’t care, just so he’s hot. Supposing he is hot, and he DOES have a girlfriend . . . it would make things more interesting. I could seduce him first, and then the three of us could have fun! The world is full of endless possibilities, so I’ve decided that I will check him out, and if he looks good, I may “add him” to my collection. But that doesn’t stop me from fantasizing about this guy and fingering myself in the shower. I know, I’m such a slut, right?

The question remains how? What do I do, walk up to the house, ring the doorbell, and say “Hi, I’m Samantha from next door. I couldn’t help but notice your exquisite and HOT body, and I would love you to fuck the living shit out of me??” Or “How about a playdate?” That’s a bit too straightforward, even for me, so I’ll have to come up with something else - but what??

Should I ask to use his cell phone, or borrow a cup of sugar? How fifties and “Ozzie and Harriet” of me! I’ll just have to wait and see.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_______________

____

It’s Saturday morning, and I’m lying in bed next to Karen, my best girlfriend from school in her dorm room. We both work in the college bookstore. What better place on campus is there to pick up new friends as possible fuckbuddies . . . and slaves, AND . . . to make some coin to pay for our clothing, makeup, and cigarettes? Yeah, Karen is into the whole submissive- domination – Goth thing too; I turned her that way.

I had just opened my eyes, and the sheets start moving around my lower legs. Karen’s head (and the rest of her too) are not on the pillow next to me. Suddenly, a “bowling ball” covered in a purple sheet starts moving up to my waist, I feel silky hair tickling me between my thighs, and my cunt starts getting moist.

“Who is that creeping up on my snatch,” I rhetorically ask. Instead of a verbal reply, I feel the exquisite touch of Karen’s pierced tongue licking the inside of my upper thighs, and then the outside labia of my shaved pussy, up and down, up and down. OMG!

I start to grip my sheet and moan – she’s a Leonardo Fucking DaVinci with that tongue, which incidentally, I made her get pierced just like mine.

You must know that I’ve had men eat my pussy too, but there’s nothing like another woman for this – especially one like Karen who really knows how to please, as she should – I trained her!

Her tongue is nice and wet, which adds to the pleasure comingling with my copious amounts of cum juice. She laps every bit of it up. Now I start to squirm a bit as the silver ball of her pierced tongue licks the inner labia around my ringed-clit, nice and slippery. They start to swell, and I get even wetter. She finds my clitoral ring, and she’s teasing me by pulling on it with her tongue piercing; ring in the ball, causing me to shudder and moan with unbridled pleasure from each gentle tug. This, combined with her rubbing and painting of my engorged, pulsating clit with her tongue, sends me into orbit.

I grip the sheets over her shoulders and push her down a bit – she knows how I like it. “Faster, harder!” I demand. With her face stuck between my legs, she starts sending her tongue into my pussy, inserting it gently and moving it around in a circle, which only gets me wetter and wetter. She’s sucking on me, taking all my woman into her mouth; greedy for more which I eagerly supply. No one has tongue-fucked me better, or with a more fevered pitch than my Karen.

I shudder and jolt – squirting into her face, my fingers dig into her shoulders, while Karen’s fingers are working their delicate magic on me; tickling my tits and gently tugging on my nipple rings with both hands, which gets me off even more. Now, I wanna’ watch; it’s part of the show and excites me, so I pull off the sheet and there she is, hard at work, bless her heart.

She’s been busy; rubbing her pussy on the top of my right thigh with a fevered pitch, and she moans, contracting and relaxing; her mouth jammed into my honey pot, and I can feel her dripping down my inner thigh. Her red/orange-dyed hair glistens in the early morning sunlight streaming through the window. She went to sleep in what she wore last night: a leather underbust corset with no bra laced up the front, and her ample tits are showing, nipples and all, 1ubing against mine and it feels wonderful.

She knows how that really turns me on. “Tit on tit,” not tête-à-tête! By now I’m seriously moaning and I’m working on my third orgasm of the morning. My clit I think, is more sensitive than most; it was, even before I got it pierced. Karen is really getting off too, though she’s a bit quieter than me. I pick my legs up to mild protests of body language from Karen, and I place them over her shoulders. She’s licking that Never Never Land of exquisite pleasure – the space of skin between my vage and my asshole which gives me the shivers. She does that by pure instinct, I didn’t teach her that. See? I pick ‘em smart! If she thinks this is it, she’s got another thing coming; I have some surprises in store.

Her tongue moves again on its erotic journey until it’s licking the inside of my pussy in a perfect circular motion. She pushes it deeper inside me just like a cock. The silver ball of her pierced tongue totally electrifies me, and my moaning gets louder as I near climax.

That’s Karen’s signal to lick faster and harder. She stops to swallow my nectar for a brief second, (she’s such a tease, that little minx!) and her tongue again quickly licks back and forth over my clit, hitting my sweet spot again, entering my clit ring and gently tugging on it, pushing me further into Paradise. I’m grabbing a handful of her hair from the back of her head with a strong, clenched fist; and then I squirt into Karen’s mouth and not a drop is wasted; she takes all of me, and I shudder, stiffen, and moan loudly. My back arches and she has me. Meaningless sounds of pleasure dribble from my lips.

She moves up on me and I find her throbbing, engorged pussy with my right hand and stick two fingers into her warm and slippery cunt. I’m teasing her, finger-fucking her, rubbing her clit and tugging on her ring, making her moan with bliss. She kisses me deeply on the mouth; her tongue, which tastes like my pussy, ropes around mine.

We stop, both breathing hard, completely spent, and Karen’s head gently rests between my breasts. I reach over to my bag on the floor next to the bed and take out two Virginia Slims 120s – one for Karen and one for myself, taking out my silver butane lighter and light us both up with the same flick as Karen moves her cigarette to the flame together with me. For us, having a cigarette during and after good sex is an absolute must!

She purses her lips and takes a big drag. With the 120s, the cigarette burns out if you don’t drag hard on it enough when it’s first lit. I’ve been with Karen for just four months, but it seems like forever. When I met Karen she was a straight blonde girl – a “Polly Purebred,” dated only guys, never smoked, didn’t even drink. Look at her now! She’s my proudest accomplishment. She loves licking pussy – that you know and sucks a mean cock too. For some reason, guys really dig redheads. I only allow her to speak when I give her permission. See, that’s the control part, and she’s great at taking orders and pleasing me. It was so easy to break her in.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_______________

____

So now it’s my turn to fuck Karen. I’m a BITCH, but this morning I’m in a giving mood, a benevolent despot. I kiss her gently on the forehead and go into the bathroom. When I come out, I’m wearing a HUGE 10-inch strap-on silicone, self-lubricating, black-coloured cock. At its base, on the other side of the belt is a neat little “reverse cock.” Both dildos are self-lubricating - only the best for my girl(s). I feel generous this morning. I like to reward those who pleasure me. I make her crouch up on her knees, her beautiful bum goes up in the air, and I have a special surprise for her. While in the bathroom, I took out a special butt plug, a beginner’s size, just for her. I lubed it well, and inserted my finger slowly in her asshole, lubing that too.

“Now honey,” I say gently, “This will make you feel totally electric. It’s just a little toy from Sam’s bag of tricks. Let me know if it hurts you sweetie.” She just nods in what I think (I hope) is eager anticipation. Nothing is too good for my Karen. I slowly insert it, curious as to her reaction. She gasps, and it just slides in, her asshole widening a bit out of arousal. Now it clenches it, just the safety end visible. The thing I love most about my Karen is her innocence, her complete trust in me, and her willingness to try new things.

“Don’t worry sweetie,” I say. “The fullness will subside in a bit.”

Now, as I fuck her pussy, my pelvic thrusts let the reverse cock do me too. That’s a six-incher, and I was already quite wet from my darling’s mouth, so it just slid into my cunt with a soft sucking sound. I also have a nice butt-plug up my ass too – for more pleasure. I simply love toys!

I’m all strapped in; Karen is quiet and bracing for what comes next. God she’s gorgeous with her emerald-green eyes. I tell her to keep her cigarette in her mouth, and mine too dangles from my lips. We’re both still very wet and slick from our recent play, so as I enter Karen, I meet little resistance, her cunt is swollen and gripping the dildo. She takes a big drag and exhales a plume of smoke towards the headboard.

She holds her cigarette in her right hand, and she gasps as I begin thrusting. Like I said, when I first did her four months ago, she was just a sweet little virgin; a confirmed and adamant non-smoker, and I couldn’t even get a pencil into her twat. Now . . . well, you can see things have changed. I could NEVER walk away from a challenge.

She’s taking all that monster and raising her hips off the bed to ram it more. I’m getting off from both ends. My pussy is dripping, and my ass is on fire! I take a drag off my cigarette and kiss and blow smoke on the back of Karen’s neck, licking it. Mother Fucker! This is INTENSE!

I’m going faster and harder, and Karen is digging her nails into the bed, and she lets out a scream. Pretty soon I’m cumming again, gasps of ecstasy leaving my mouth, my inner woman is leaking onto the bed sheets, and she’s moaning with total abandon, louder and more desperate than I’ve ever heard her before. Supported by my right arm, I reach around and stroke Karen’s clit with my slippery finger, going over and tugging on her clit ring, which elicits gasps from her. Now I go faster and harder, really ramming her, and we both climax like we stepped on a live wire. I just lie there on top of her back like a sopping rag, her arms supporting us.

I can tell she doesn’t want my toys out of her yet, and I don’t want the other end out of me yet either. Soon, I pull out slowly, gyrating my hips, making a circle inside her pussy as I do so, and she turns around to face me. We kiss deeply, our tongues roping around each other.

We fell asleep a bit, my head resting on her bosom, and when we wake, I tell her softly, but firmly: “You may speak now Karen!” She answers me dreamily, as I gently stroke her wet pussy, Karen moving her hips from side to side as I do so. “Mistress Samantha, that was sooo good. Thank you for fucking me so hard.”

“Thank you honey for waking me up so pleasantly. I have you trained well. You’ve really come a long way in four months.”

“Thank you Mistress,” she says so sweetly, which kills me.

“Ok, let’s get dressed and go out for breakfast. Then we’ll go and buy you a gift.” I’m thinking of a hand-fan; she loves decorated fans. “You’ve been wonderful this week.”

She’s a great submissive, eagerly taking every morsel of kindness I can give her. Now I even allow her to smoke when she wants to. I used to smoke in front of her and not give her permission to, even though she was obviously in nicotine withdrawal – what a CUNT I am, considering that I got her hooked in the first place! She leans into me, and we kiss again deeply. “Thank you again Mistress,” she sweetly says. She’s happy, and so am I – almost happy. Here’s why:

***

Last Saturday morning, when I looked out of my bedroom window, I finally saw the fireman from next door for the first time; he was walking to his car. OH MY GOD!! Black wavy hair on top of a perfectly rock-chiselled body, and in uniform no less. He had a purposeful stride, (I’m a very perceptive reader of body language) which to me indicates strength and confidence, and, you know, the upper body of a guy who works out regularly.

Hopefully that would translate into a lower body that could fuck the hell out of me. However, I may have fucked up any impending fucking, me being the fuckee!

I’m on weakened knees as I’m checking him out, and so far liking what I’m seeing, when suddenly he jerks his head over his shoulder and catches me red-handed, looking at him!! I felt like a deer caught in the headlights of a British Centurion tank! He sees me, smiles broadly and waves “hello,” then turns around and continues to his car. I’m sooo embarrassed! I should just check myself into a nunnery and take my vows. )-: SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, I’m such an A-hole!

I melted into a puddle, literally, like I had sprung a leak, my pussy twitching.

But that smile – WOW – those pearly keys to orgasmic bliss. I could imagine them gently biting my ringed nipples! Yummy. I hope he’s a smoker. That would be great. I’ll get off on that too! A few nights ago, I dreamt about him, and I don’t even know his name. I need his hose to put out my fire! LoL!!

So now that I saw for myself, I do what any respectable red-blooded (black-blooded?) Goth girl would do. I lock my bedroom door and reach into the bottom drawer of my dresser where I keep an exotic array of sex toys. I reach for my favourite one - the portable version of the strap on I used with Karen - 10 inches of thick, black, self-lubricating silicone cock with a remotely operated vibration control (blue-tooth, of course)! So, I also have a neat app on my iPhone where I can conveniently cause it to vibrate. This way, I can shove it up my twat when I’m sitting in class, and no one will be the wiser - if I sit in the back of the lecture hall of course!

Quickly, like a thief in the night, I throw myself on top of my bed, pull up my bottomless skirt panties and slowly insert the sucker into my twitching cunt. I’m already wet from looking out the window at that Adonis, so it goes in easily. My legs are spread wide, and I close my eyes, fingering my twat and my clit ring.

As I put it in me, I move it around the inside of my vage. LoL, I’ve been using it so long there’s still room left, but I’m so aroused, my muscles just clamp around it tighter. Now I turn on the vibrator remote. Instant fucking bliss! My other hand continues playing with my clit ring, gently tugging it, and rubbing my slimy finger over it. Mmmm. I push down on my butt-plug for added pleasure.

My breathing becomes heavier and rapid, and I’m getting my whole body to tense and relax. In my mind, he’s eating me out, and then I’m on top of him and he’s riding me. I’m going faster and faster with the dildo. I can feel my electrified pussy leaking onto my thigh, and I’m rubbing my wet fingers harder onto my clit. My teeth are clenched, and my free hand is rolled up into a fist.

Then, I explode. It’s like every Christmas, and every New Year’s Eve rolled up into seconds of erotic bliss. I squirt onto my thigh and my bedsheets. I arch my back like a strychnine poisoning victim. I think of the muscular fireman with no name holding a hose and spraying water against a raging five-alarmer - that would be me.

Then my twisted sense of humour comes into play, but just for a second, and I laugh to myself. “Hello, 911? I need a hunky fireman with black wavy hair to put out a raging fire in my cunt!! Oh, the address?” Ha, ha, ha. Funny, Sam! Now, I just melt into the bedsheets, totally satisfied as much as one can be with just using a sex toy. In a way it’s sad. I want a real person - the real nameless form of male excellence from next door to eat me out and fuck me! But I always have my beautiful creation - Karen, to do the job; well, partially.

I continue to move the dildo around slowly a few minutes; I need to come down from orbit. I turn off the vibrator and just lie there. Finally, I put my silicone cock away and light a cigarette while I plot different ways to seduce my neighbor. Come to think of it, getting caught spying may not have been such a bad thing. Think of it as an icebreaker; sort of a segway to a nice conversation. “Yes, after I saw you look up at me and wave, I pulled out my massive dildo and fucked myself - but of course, I was thinking of you the whole time!”

Speaking of strong men and cocks, I think my gorgeous little slut, my horny goth sisters and I are due for some REAL cock, in generous quantities, – and soon! My wheels are turning. That usually spells an “Oh God, not this!” response from my friends; but they look to me as their de-facto leader, their Goth Queen, so I decided that we needed a base of operations. My dad is military, and I suppose I got good organizational skills from him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_______________

____

It was precisely for that reason that my Goth friends on campus, which numbered around twenty-two, give or take a few, decided that we needed to form a sorority; house, and all.

This would give an air of respectability to us goth girls by getting our sorority involved (mostly for show) in some charitable causes, and public service - like a car wash for kids with cancer in the local hospitals; stuff like that.

We needed a national sorority to sponsor us, so we picked “Alpha Gamma Delta,” because it had a “gothy” sort of connection. At the University of Georgia in Athens, the AGD Sorority house is rumoured to be haunted by the ghost of some dude who hung himself over Christmas break in the Seventies, I’m guessing before it became a sorority.

They didn’t find the body for two weeks and could not get the funky smell out of the room, so they boarded up the entire hallway. They left the original staircase that led to a bricked-up wall where the hallway was - creepy. Perfect! Of course, we didn’t tell the national association that we limited ourselves to goth girls, potential goth girls, and goth groupie guys . . . but word got around campus quickly. I don’t think it was breaking any sorority charter.

The national association accepted our application and the $150.00 fee, and all I needed to do was to get permission from the Dean for Student Affairs at our school. Now Dean Cowens was known to be a hard-ass, and for no reason that any of us could see, he turned us down! Maybe he didn’t want the added paperwork, or the responsibility since there were MANY frats and sororities on campus already. Who the fuck knows? So, my friends decided that I should go see him.

I gotta tell you - I got my “war face” on when I went into that office. I knocked on the door after the secretary let me in, and he’s on the phone, pretending like I wasn’t even there. Finally, after like five minutes of standing there, I was ready to walk out, but this was just too important to blow off. Just then, his conversation starts to get interesting. He’s speaking in a harsh whisper, but I can hear him. He did not sound happy at all.

“I can’t do this now Rayna!  . . . yeah, so?.. If Mark and Judy hate me, it’s all your fault! You always complain to them and put me down - yeah . . . that’s another thing . . . Bullshit! . . . The reason I don’ sleep with you is that (whisper gets louder) you don’t LET. . . ME . . . TOUCH . . . YOU! I can’t discuss this now. It’ll have to wait until I come home, IF I COME HOME!”

With that, he slams his iPhone on the desk. I’m looking on in sort of shock, like now maybe he’s gonna take what are obviously his domestic troubles out on me. He’s muttering under his breath, clears his throat and straightens his tie, obviously embarrassed.

So, he looks up at me and smiles after looking at his appointment book and says, “Oh, Miss Prince, have a seat. Sorry I made you wait.” Yeah I bet you are, I thought to myself.

“Now I understand that a group of you ladies wish to start a chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta here on campus, am I correct?” What a clown! Why the fuck else would I be here?

“Yes Sir, that’s correct.”

“Well unfortunately, Miss Prince (NOBODY calls me “Miss Prince!”), our school just cannot accommodate another sorority at this time. Budget and administrative limitations make that impossible unless you find a house off campus.” He’s yanking my chain(s). The housing market in this part of Long Island, and the high prices of real estate make that idea all but impossible, and he knows that! Prick!

I just looked at him, incredulous. “Some of the male frats behave almost as badly as ‘Animal House,’ and have been cited numerous times for campus violations, including the underage drinking prohibition.”

“Be that as it may,” he says, I just don’t see this happening.”

“Surely Dean, with the tuition this institution charges, and the student population as big as it is, there must be some way we could do this. Besides, there are at least twenty of us who will surely give back to the campus and local community. It just doesn’t make sense to me.” (Laying it on a bit thick I say) “We have fundraisers planned for the Goldmark Children’s Cancer Centre, and a Christmas drive with the Marines’ ‘Toys for Tots’ program. We’re all about service and responsibility.” (Of course, we have no such altruistic thoughts. We just want to fuck, drink, and party!)

“I’m sorry Miss Prince, but maybe next year.”

At this point I’m raging inside. “Dean Cowens, by next year a bunch of us will have graduated and have moved on. It just isn’t fair to those of us who are seniors now.” He puts both hands on the desk and just looks at me. “My decision is final, Miss Prince, now is there anything else on your mind?” There is, but I can’t say it - even here. It starts with castration.

I think quickly and I stand up and gingerly walk towards the door, wiggling my tight little ass. I can feel his beedy little Boston Ivy League eyes following me as I gently shut and lock the door.

“What are you doing?” he says. I don’t answer and I stand on the side of the door, reach into my big, black leather, studded bag, and take out my pack of Virginia Slims 120s, right underneath the sign that says: “No Smoking - we need to breathe!”

I just wore my daily campus get-up, which usually turned male heads in my direction – especially my short black, shiny leather miniskirt with the side slit, black fish net pantyhose, and mid-calf level combat boots.

***

“Miss Prince,” he says rather irritated, “there is NO SMOKING allowed in this building, especially in my office”. I turn to look at him, my cigarette in a sexy dangle from my black lips and click my lighter into action without taking my eyes off him. He’s shifting around in his chair, shocked and at a loss for words. He looked pissed, but I stood there across the room, taking nice, slow drags, holding my cigarette very effeminately, and blowing the smoke up to the ceiling.

He's watching me closely. Now, I can spot a cigarette fetishist, especially a male one from a mile away. What gave it away was watching him shift in his seat, like trying to ignore a rising boner. Thinking back on it, it really WAS hysterical!

“Now I want you to put that out IMMEDIATELY!” he says, outwardly showing irritation. He even holds out a metal tray for paperclips. I place my cigarette tightly between my first two fingers of my right hand, and slowly walk towards him, like I’m going to comply with his ridiculous request, which I know is total bullshit!

I’m seductively sashaying my hips and making a nice sound clicking my boots. My leather jacket is open, showing a black leather, buckled corset, with my ample cleavage showing through a black-laced bra.

He's not saying anything, just looking. Once again, “My Samantha from ‘Bewitched’” is in full gear. The only thing I DON’T have to do is wiggle my nose. How the fuck did she do that?? Anyway . . .

As I approach the desk, I take a hollow cheek drag and seductively blow the smoke in his face, leaning over to show my tits in full bloom. He’s staring at them and making no move to swat away the smoke. He starts to say something. I lean over the desk and place my left index finger over his lips and loudly whisper “Shusssh!”

I take another seductive drag, and I know that I’m blowing him away. Exhaling, I walk around the right side of the desk, strutting with the slit in my leather skirt visible, and quickly steal a glance to his crotch. I see a goldmine - tent city open for business! Innocently, I lean over about six inches from his face, my smoky breath turning him to jizz.

Whispering, I get closer and say, “I heard little snippets of your conversation “Deanie,” and it doesn’t sound like your marriage is very happy, am I right?” My face is in a sympathetic pout. “In fact, if I remember correctly, it doesn’t sound like wifey lets you touch her.” He starts to say something but looking right at me he just swallows, and nods “yes.”

I pick up the framed picture of him and his family off the desk, and say, looking at it: “Pity, your wife isn’t half bad looking, am I right.” He just looks at me and shrugs his shoulder. I make a “Tsk, tsk” sound, and look at the boner threatening to put a hole in his trousers. “Ooooh,” I say with mock horror. “Better not leak anything onto those trousers; it would be embarrassing to walk around campus looking like that.”

By now, my cigarette is like three quarters finished and I take a quick drag and stub it out into his metal tray. Staring at him, he’s speechless as I slowly take out another cigarette from my bag. “Would you like some of this to calm your nerves? You seem a bit uptight.” He shakes his head “no,” but he’s so turned on by my smoking; that I make a show of lighting the fresh cigarette and dangle it after making a French inhale.

❤️❤️❤️
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Itell him firmly, “Stand up.” He hesitates and I roll my eyes. “C’mon Deanie, I don’t bite, unless you want me to,” and I laugh. This is the point of no return. He stands up, and before he can say anything, I reach out and pull down his zipper. He gives a quick glance to the office door. “Don’t worry, it’s locked,” I say, taking my cigarette from my lips to hold it in my right hand.

“I’m REALLY THIRSTY you know,” I say with an exaggerated sense of mock desperation. He shifts slightly, and I know I’ve got him. I take another drag and blow smoke right into his face. As I do so, my left hand reaches into his pants, pushing away his underwear and I hesitate a bit. “Humm, this really won’t do,” and I unbuckle his belt and slowly pull his pants down and let them fall around to his ankles. I look. Not bad for a fifty-five-year-old, I think to myself.

“Now the shorts,” I say. So, I just reach up and pull them down from the front. Before he can say anything, which I know he won’t, I start stroking the underside of his cock with my long, black-painted fingernails. He lets out an “Ooooh.” It’s so cute! I laugh. “You like that, don’t you? I bet you can’t even remember the last time you had a woman do this to you, right Deanie?” He just nods, too shy or afraid to even smile!

“My my,” I say, “aren’t you the shy one? That’s okay.” Now, I grab the shaft of his cock; nothing to write home about – barely six inches. I start slowly, going from bottom to top, my whole hand gripping it.

His eyes are closed and he’s moaning, trying hard to keep it quiet, so it stays in the office. The secretary must be surprised at the smell of smoke coming from the office – oh well, first time for everything.

I’m feeling a little dampness on his tip, so I take a good drag, and put my mouth over the head of his cock and exhale through my nose. His moaning increases. I break contact for a second to moisturize my lips. Now, nice, and wet, I get down to business.

My tongue is playing with his shaft, making circles around the head, and sliding up and down. I think my tongue piercing was a pleasant and very kinky thing for this “missionary” guy, who probably never experienced anything like this before in his entire sad life.

He's starting to breathe heavy, and I quicken my sucking action. He’s moaning like “oh, oh, oh.” I think it’s cute. It also means that I’m nearing the end of this necessary sacrifice for my sorority mates – wait till I tell Karen! LoL. “What greater sacrifice is there than she who gives a blowjob to the dean for her sorority sisters!”

So, I’m like the “Little Engine That Could,” and I’m quickening my pace, and sucking hard. Then, after some meaningless sounds and grunts coming from Deanie, I feel the warm salty taste of bottled up and repressed cum hitting the back of my throat. It feels like it’s been inside of him since he was fourteen years old. I take all of it and lick it all off his cock, leaving just my saliva on it.

He’s making all kinds of babbling noises. It’s funny. It feels like a “revenge blow job.” I’m giving him pleasure but showing control over him at the same time; “teaching him a lesson” for not giving us what we wanted all along.

I really don’t care how he sees it; his eyes are closed anyway. With my mouth still on his erect Johnson, I slyly take my iPhone out of my bag, and looking sideways into the lens, take a “selfie” of me with my lips around the dean’s cock in a hookerish smile. The background of the office is unmistakeable. Think of it as insurance in case Deanie decides to back out or still refuse me. Now he opens his eyes, and I stand up and give him a tissue to wipe himself off.

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it Deanie?”

“Uh, no, it . . .  was quite nice Miss Prince,” he shyly murmurs.

“Listen, no one calls me ‘Miss Prince.’ If we’re going to be involved in any sort of business, you can call me Samantha, ok?”

“Okay Samantha,” he says, a bit humbled.

“So, I take it we get our sorority, and you’ll get us the best building on campus?

“Yes, I will make it happen.”

“Good, because guess what?”

He says “What?” totally mystified. Now I take out my iPhone and his beady eyes bulge as I show him the beautiful selfie I took of his cock in my mouth, with a little handwave thrown in – it was in video mode. The miracles of modern technology.

“Think of this as a little insurance policy Deanie just in case you try to double cross us. The school paper and your wife will have this before you can say ‘boo – trust me!’” He just stood there, defeated, and beaten; but also, I like to think, “relieved.”

However, during that entire escapade my mind was on that delicious firehose who lived next door to me.

I didn’t tell the rest of the girls, but Deanie was just practice; sort of a “warm-up” for my fireman; my own selfish reason for setting up the sorority and performing self-sacrificing fellatio.

I would have a place where I could bring anyone I wanted to and fuck and suck my way through the school year.

As I said earlier, I am a benevolent despot, so my friends will have the same privileges of the soon-to-be-occupied house of debauchery; but the nameless hunk of sweat, muscles, and hopefully a thick, large cock who lived fifty feet away from my bedroom, was all mine. It was only a matter of time, but I would get him.

❤️❤️❤️
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So, Karen and I get dressed and into my car to go to breakfast. I chose the IHOP close by the campus. We’re driving down the main throughfare, Northern Blvd, and traffic is light. “Karen darling, you may speak now if you wish.” You see, I trained her as a total submissive; but now, I thin, we’re past that. Rolling down her window I tell, her: “You may also smoke. I will. I don’t know about you, but this morning just makes me want to enjoy a nice cigarette even more.”

“Yes, thanks Mistress Samantha, I had an amazing time too! I could use a cigarette,” she says so sweetly. She’s dressed like a goth princess - My goth princess. Queen Samantha and her beautiful princess. Her bright orange hair is down to her tits, and like me, she’s wearing a black leather corset, black eye shadow, black lipstick, and she enjoys white foundation.

Her boots are like mine too, and of course, the sexy leather miniskirt. Last month she got her clitoral ring. She has on a black leather biker gang jacket with skull and crossbones on the back - a nice touch!

So, we light up, talking excitedly about our new sorority house on campus that Deanie had found the week before, discussing the decorations.

The main room would have black curtains - mortuary style, with a tasselled bow holding the middle, and a sofa, and large coffee/drink/ fucking? table in the middle. The bar was in the basement. The house was painted in an old, cracking, vomit green - BORING!!!

Upstairs were 14 bedrooms; seven rooms on each side of the hallway, and a common bath shower room. Now the basement we decided, would have to have a bit more than just a bar!

In two or maybe three weeks, most likely on Saturday, depending upon the school calendar, would be our “painting party!” We still had to work the details, but I’m sure we will get all the help we need. I’m thinking to myself how easy it would be to get Deanie to come over and help us - maybe even PAY for all the paint! Hee, hee, hee, sometimes I just knock myself out, being the manipulative cunt that I am. I bet I could even get him to dress like a French maid by just clearing my throat and holding up my iPhone!

In the back of my mind, I’m wondering how am I going to get that hunk of a fireman from next door to come help us out??? Because of the sorority, I’m trying to decide if I should move out of my parent’s house now or wait till next year when I’m a senior; lots of unknowns.

❤️❤️❤️
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Sam! Why is smoke coming out of the hood of your car!?” Karen was right. Thick blue smoke was coming out and the car started jerking, so I thought fast and pulled over. We had just come from a totally mind-blowing night of sex in Karen’s dorm room. The IHOP where we were headed to was about ten minutes down the road.

I dialed 911 and reported a possible car fire. Within minutes, two Nassau County Police Cars, a police ambulance and a Brookville FD truck pulled up. The police and the firemen spoke for a few seconds and the officer from one of the patrol cars asked if any of us were hurt. I told him “no,” and he was relieved, and he let the firemen take over.

Two firemen hopped out of the truck, and one was a female with her hair tied in a blonde ponytail under her helmet. The second fireman was a lieutenant I guessed because of the one silver bar on his uniform. He was wearing a helmet and looked familiar.

OMG! It was my sexy hunk of a fireman from next door! I was embarrassed as hell because just a few days ago, he caught me checking him out from my bedroom window. Well, he certainly knew me! “Are you ladies okay here?” He asked, observing us keenly. I said we were just fine, a bit shaken up, is all.

The female fireman popped the hood latch, and a huge cloud of choking blue smoke came out from the engine block. Instead of water, a third member of the crew used foam and sprayed it thoroughly in the engine.

Karen and I were standing on the sidewalk, and the Lt came over to me, smiling, making me sopping wet, adding to my moisture from my time with Karen about an hour ago. If it wasn’t for the smell of the acrid blue smoke billowing out of the engine, I would have smelled like raw pussy. “Say,” he finally said, smiling at me. “Aren’t you the girl from next door, the one who was checking me out through your upstairs window a few days ago?” I was so embarrassed I wanted to die right there.

I said, “Yup, that was me.” Not missing a beat he said, “Well, did you like what you saw?” This guy was direct as shit, but I liked it. “Yeah, I thought you were kind of cute, from the window.”

“And how about in person,” he said. “Well, considering the circumstances, I think this is a crazy way to meet.” I was being deliberately evasive.

“Oh, where are my manners? I’m Nick. Nick Bellante.”

“Nice to meet you, Nick. I’m Samantha, Samantha Prince. I live with my parents and my twin brother Jared. We both go to Post, and this is my friend, Karen.”

“Hello Karen, nice to meet you.” I could tell Karen was checking him out too - I mean, who wouldn’t, gorgeous blue eyes, nice curly black hair, and enough muscle for an entire fire department. “Hi,” she said. Karen is a bit on the shy side.

“Did you know I was a volunteer for the Brookville FD?” he said.

“You mean like, did I plan on having a car fire on your watch? No,” and we both laughed.

“This is my side, weekend job,” he said. “I work full-time for the FDNY in East New York; a real busy house .” Just then, Karen broke in - “Sam, I called my mom, and she can pick us up, ok?”

“Sure honey, that’s great,” I replied. Nick was concerned, and after he and his crew decided there was no danger of anything blowing us up, or further fires, he turned to me and said, “You know, if I was able to, I would take you two anywhere you needed to go.”

“Wow, that’s like, so nice of you, really.” What I meant to say was why don’t we just go somewhere where I can explore that gorgeous body of yours, Nick. Now it was do or die. I’m pretty gutsy as you know, but even I have my limits; so it just came out: “Say Nick, how would you like to grab a movie or something when you’re not working?” He smiled at me, and fuck yeah! He was checking me out.

He nodded his head, and looked down at me; he was almost a foot taller. “Hey that sounds great. I gotta’ go fill out the report and all that. Can I have your cell number.” I almost dripped a lake right there. I doubted even my vibrator could satisfy me now. I gave him my cell number, and this gave me the information that he didn’t have a girlfriend. I also wanted to know like, why was he living at home? US Marine Corps Vet, FDNY Fireman? I’d find out everything.

Just in case you’re wondering: Do I fuck on the first date? The answer most certainly is YES!!! Karen witnessed the whole exchange, and she was a little pouty. “Karen, Karen, my dear sweet Karen. You have nothing to worry about. I just wanna’ have some fun with the fireman, that’s all.” Oh God, she’s so sweet. I had to kiss her there (after Nick left) - I wasn’t ready to share every little detail of my life with him just yet.

“Feeling better honey?” I said. “Yeah, I guess so. It’s just that, you know . . . I love you Sammy, and I don’t want to lose you.” I gave her a close hug and cupped her face in my hands. “I love you too, Red, and I’m not going anywhere. Besides, maybe the two of us can have some fun with Nick!” “Red” was my affectionate pet name for her.

“Ooh, I’d like that!” she said.

“You’ll always be my little goth-girl princess. Would you like me to stay over with you again tonight?” Her eyes lit up like a Christmas Tree. “Hell yeah!” and a big smile planted on her face. I had to kiss her again.

So Karen’s mother pulled up and we waited for my dad’s car to get towed. When that was done, we finally made it to the IHOP - I was starving.

❤️❤️❤️
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Karen, her mom and me did some shopping afterwards at the mall, and like I said, I bought Karen a present: A multi-colored, autumnish looking, folding hand fan, the spines painted a black enamel. She looked cool holding it because it matched her hair.

When I got home my parents were out, but Jared was in the kitchen doing some work on his laptop. “Hey Sammy, what’s the word?”

“Dad didn’t tell you? - his fucking car caught fire while Karen and I were driving to the IHOP for breakfast.” So, I told him the story, and he responded like he usually did - flat, unemotional, and practical; the complete opposite of me, who could be a drama queen at times. After I finished my saga, a sly grin appeared on his face. “You didn’t tell me that the fire dept that responded to your little incident happened to be The Brookville Fire Department; and their commander happens to be the guy who moved in with his parents next door!” I looked at him and blinked.

“Why, what happened?”

“Well, he’s actually a pretty nice guy; his name’s Nick, but he probably told you that,” Jared said with a bit of sarcasm in his voice. “He rang the bell about two hours ago. He said you gave him your cell phone number, but he didn’t give you his, just in case, he said, if you wanted to talk about the fire, like it was some dramatic, life altering event. So, if you check your text messages from me, you’ll see I sent it to you.” He did, along with a smiley, devil-face emoji.

“Ha, ha, very funny Jared.”

“You know Sam, he’s a pretty cool guy. Did you know he was a US Marine who did two tours in Afghanistan. He even won a Silver Star for heroism! How’s THAT for cool!”

“Impressive,” I said. What I didn’t tell my brother was that it also made me extremely wet and aroused. I couldn’t wait to go upstairs and use my little black, silicone friend.

“Did he tell you why he was living here with his parents, and did you ask him his age?” I asked.

“Yeah, he told me he was twenty-six, was in the Marines for four years, and then started working for the FDNY. So, we got to talking about shit and he played hoops with me in the driveway. He plays HARD Sam; I didn’t score more than three baskets on him!”

“I figured; he’s so tall,” I said. He can score points on me anytime . . . I’ll even lick around his rim.

“But why’s he living here now?”

“Oh, he said it’s just temporary. He wants to get his college degree part-time and work.” So that told me I needed to work fast. “Okay Jared, thanks for the info and the number, I’ll see you for dinner when mom and dad come home.” With that, I went upstairs to my room, opened the window, lit a cigarette, and took out my black, silicone, vibrating dildo from my bottom dresser drawer, thinking about how I was going to make my move, and when.

❤️❤️❤️
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Later that night, Nick called me. I wasn’t expecting him to call so soon, but I loved it! I must’ve made a really good impression on him for him to do that. The conversation was short, friendly; small talk about the car, school, etc., and he asked me out for Friday night! He wanted to take me to the movies! I really hope the theatre is kind of empty because I plan on making the first moves. The rest of the week was a blur; I was sooo excited about seeing him, not through a window or on official business, but up close and very personal!

Aside for my classwork, which took me no time to complete, we had some sorority business. Next Wednesday it was “Pledge Night.” We had four girls lined up to join the sorority, and they had to pass our initiation, which would be unlike any the campus had ever seen before, nor would they. It was all very discreet and would be full of “lots of action.”

***

To say that I didn’t feel guilty about going out with the fireman would be a lie, although, I really shouldn’t be feeling that way. It was because of Karen. Somehow, I felt like I might have betrayed her in some fashion; but if she wasn’t jealous when the girls got together for a wild night, then why should this be any different. Kill that noise, Sam! That’s what I told myself. I think I may have come up with an “interesting” solution.

The movie date with Nick was going well. There was definitely an attraction going on there. We kissed deeply in the movie, it was all very spontaneous, and he held my hand. I took it a little bit further when I unzipped his pants and brought his already hard cock out. I had eaten enough popcorn so that my hand was nice and buttery. It made jacking him off so much easier. We sat in the back and had the whole section to ourselves in the multiplex cinema.

My shaved pussy made it easier for him too. It was an easy trip to my clit for his hungry fingers. He too had the “butter-fingers” thing going, and when he put his two fingers in my pussy, it just added to my wetness. I was fucking crazy, and must’ve cum two or three times with him! It was insane, and a first for me. I had never been so adventurous, and with such a great partner as Nick - in a movie theatre.

My smoking was not an issue, in fact quite the opposite. I could tell it turned him on. After my episode with “Deanie,” it was apparent that many men had smoking fetishes. I made sure I smoked very seductively in front of him. I had a cigarette before we went inside to watch the movie, and I noticed a bit of a stirring in his trousers! I think it made jacking him off go much quicker, too.

In the parking lot, I took my cell phone out and I called Karen. I asked her to come to our newly - opened sorority house, and meet Nick and me downstairs. Nick was receptive to coming to see it, since I talked a lot about it to him. I didn’t tell him the story about how it came to be; he didn’t need to know.

***

Karen opened the door when Nick and I arrived. She even had some hero sandwiches on the table for us, and drinks. So Nick and Karen got reacquainted. “You two are roommates?” Nick asked politely, munching on a sandwich. “No, not really. Karen and I are sorority sisters now, but we’ve been friends for the last two years or so. We’re both juniors now.” Nick didn’t question the “not really” part of my answer which didn’t matter because I was sure that soon he would get the idea. His eyes were darting between Karen and me, possibly running through some options in his mind.

We finished our sandwiches, making polite table conversations with Nick; flirty type things, which you might expect when three single people get together; especially if the two women in the picture are very horny bisexuals. I wanted Nick to feel that he was “bait” for some devious, sexual master plan, but in a good way. I mean, we hadn’t tied him up or anything drastic like that (yet!)

Karen and I Iit up two of my Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and immediately saw that Nick was staring at us smoking - very sensually smoking, French inhales. I nodded over to the large sofa (which was new - it was a nice present from the dean), and Nick and Karen got up and walked over. I turned on the sixty-two-inch wall-mounted television (another present from the dean), and just put some garbage on. I strategically placed Nick in-between Karen and me, and a quick glance at his lap showed us that he was glad he was sitting where he was.

I put on a music channel at random; it was rock, so I asked Karen to dance. Of course she was delighted. My devious mind thought it would be nice to further turn-on the male member of our little party. Karen and I started out to a fast song, giggling and moving very nicely, clearly interesting Nick who was watching with rapt attention. When the music slowed, Karen wrapped her arms around my waist and we started kissing, eyes going sideways to watch and see if Nick was going to run out in disgust - he didn’t. Instead, he was captivated by our display; a smile appearing on his face.

I started putting my free hand underneath Karen’s leather skirt, and she was gyrating her hips to the music and my touch. Karen and I put on a show for Nick. I took a big drag and exhaled into Karen’s mouth, and she blew the smoke out between our faces; both of us giggling. We danced slowly, smoked sensuously, and used our free hands to fondle each other’s breasts. Both of us were made up to the hilt. Of course, I had to redo some of my makeup after Nick and I had our little session in the movie. Karen, however, was dressed and made up to kill; she was totally stunning.

Now we got a bit eighties-style grungy, bumping the front of our twats through our skirts onto each other. I was getting wet, and very aroused. I knew that soon I would have to take my little darling onto the couch, and somehow include Nick into our activities. We continued tongue kissing, and I could sense that Karen was getting weak in the knees just a bit. I called out to Nick: “You know, if you want to Nick, you can take your cock out and stroke it; Karen and I will come over and join you in just a bit.” Sure enough, Nick did just that, watching us all the while.

The “show” now moved over to the couch. Karen and I slipped out of our skirts and panties; both of us never suffering from shyness and Nick’s eyes bulged. Both of us were laughing and kissing across Nick at this point. I gave Karen a little signal that it was okay, and she grabbed Nick and started to deeply kiss him, and it looked like she was wrapping her tongue around his. He put his hand under Karen’s corset, and found her ringed nipples, which caused her to moan through his kisses. He broke contact for a moment and told Karen, “I love the taste of your smoky mouth.”

“That’s so nice Nicky,” she said. I love your big chest, and look at these muscles! Sam have you ever seen such strong arms on a guy?” I just smiled. Now, I was so wet, just dying to get in on this prefornicatory action.

❤️❤️❤️
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You know, I had a feeling that you two were an item since the first time I met you,” Nick said, a smile on his face.

I replied, a bit sarcastically, “Oh, does it bother you?”

“No, no, not at all! In fact, it turns me on a lot. I’ve always fantasized about being with two women who like to be with each other too.”

“The word for that is (I dramatically rolled my eyes) LESBIAN”- putting a little emphasis on the “L word.”

“Hey, you won’t hear ME complain,” he said. “That’s good honey, cause you’re a part of ‘the show’ now,” I said.

Karen grabbed Nick by the face, and she said aggressively, which was a side of her I’ve never seen before, “I didn’t give you permission to stop kissing me!” as she resumed passionately, grabbing his cock as she shoved her tongue deep inside his throat. I started touching Karen’s pussy, but it was awkward, and since half-measures availed us nothing, (some quote I heard somewhere) the three of us switched sides, giving me access to Karen’s very wet twat. I put my face into Karen’s lap, my tongue taking over from my fingers.

My teasing of Karen’s clit ring with my tongue boosted her into orbit and made her grab Nick’s cock even tighter, as she squirted into my mouth. I eagerly lapped up all of my princess’s juices, as she climaxed hard. Out of all the evening’s activities, I loved eating pussy the most, and for a special treat I would actually get some real hard cock - from a man - the same one I masturbated to several times in my room, and sucked off in the movies. I was also gyrating on the couch and rubbing my pussy on the cool plush fabric.

A fresh squirt told me that Karen had come again, and I got a mouthful since my tongue was inside her twat, almost as far as it would go. Still, my inner woman was throbbing, leaking, and I would NOT be denied any longer, so I pulled my face out of Karen’s lap and tapped her on the shoulder. Immediately I moved over, and straddled Nick’s humongous cock, placing my hands on his chest, the shirt long since gone. Karen, I allowed to continue tongue kissing him, and I had my palms placed against his chest of steel. The three of us were a tangled ball of feverish climax. Nick’s moaning as I sat on his cock, cut through his attachment to Karen’s mouth.

At first, I teased him by lowering my hips just a bit, going around in circles on his cock tip, and then I went full down on him, and he raised his hips to match my movements. I heard him hiss with pleasure, and I talked dirty to him.

“Cum for me you pussy! Prove to me you’re a real man, a tough, HARD MAN!” I yelled. “Is that all you got, Lieutenant?” He moved on me like a piston would, and when I thought he would drill a new hole inside of me, I felt a delicious warm release of Nick-jizz inside of me. It gave me chills and it made me climax. His cock hit all the right spots.

***

“That’s it Nick, put out my fire,” I said. I dismounted from Nick, giving him time to recharge, which I knew wouldn’t be long, and placed my face in Karen’s lap, licking her pussy, and Nick was licking me. He stuck his fingers in my twat, and used the juices of my inner woman to lubricate my asshole. I tensed for what I was sure was coming next, and tongued Karen even harder, which made her moan and press my head into her lap.

Nick was hard again, and he placed his cock at the opening of my puckered asshole, which was dilating from the stimulation. Since the insides were slick from his fingers, his cock went in easily. I had lots of training from my big, black, vibrating dildo at home. He started out slow, which made me moan, and then increased his in/out action and speed. I just knew it wasn’t his first time doing this. Karen nonchalantly lit a cigarette and blew the smoke into Nick’s face which excited him even more.

He grunted and said “I’m gonna’ tear you a new asshole, BITCH! I know you love this, you cum-sucking slut!” Tell me something I didn’t know. He was even thicker than my dildo which greatly increased my pleasure. “I’m gonna’ fill your ass with my jizz,” he said, sounding like a punishment - I loved it, all of it. True to his word, and being the fireman that he is, his “hose” sprayed the inside of my ass with hot spunk. I quivered and came right there, all over the sofa. Thank God for Scotch-Guard!

I knew my Karen was crazy with desire to be fucked, but our live cock on the couch next to us was a bit played out. He next did something which surprised us totally. He reached for one of my Virginia Slims on the table next to the couch and nonchalantly lit one up, getting hard again as he did so. “Since when do you smoke,” I asked him, since he didn’t smoke before or after the movie, or during the evening’s entertainment.

“I used to smoke in the Marines. When you’re in Afghanistan, it’s just something you do.” I nodded, and said “cool.” “Does it turn you on to smoke a ladies long, white cigarette.”

“Yeah, it does - a lot. But I only do it socially, and it’s been a long time.”

“Interesting,” I said. But now, as I stored that information, I turned my attention to my Karen, and I played with her reddened clit, which was as hard as a nob. I used her wetness to rub it as I gently tongue-kissed her, tugging on her clit ring as I did so. She was moving in a circle around my finger - telling it where to go. I finger fucked her slowly, inserting first one, then two fingers inside her pussy.

We continued kissing and she was moaning and stiffening; I knew it would only be a matter of seconds before she climaxed. Sure enough, after some more clit rubbing, finger fucking and kissing, she squirted out a lake. I immediately put my face in her lap and sucked it all up.

Now the three of us were sitting on the couch, smoking, kissing, just cuddling really after a night that I was sure we would repeat soon. This week, we had a new pledge night for our sorority planned, and the weekend after was our “painting party.” So I asked Nick. “Next week, the girls and I are planning to paint the downstairs here; would you like to join us?”

“What day are we talking?”

“Saturday. Think you can get off and come.”

Nick answered eagerly. “Sure, I’d be delighted to help you guys out!”

“That’s great!” I said. We have some frat boys coming and different . . . ummm . . .guests, let’s just say. So, (turning my head sideways) are you down for that?”

“Absolutely,” Nick said. “Anything to help you out, and if the other girls are anything like you two, I think it will be loads of fun!”

“See Karen - what did I tell you? Nick’s down to paint and party with us! We’ll have a wonderful time next Saturday.”

Karen leaned over to kiss Nick on the mouth. “That’s so nice, Nicky.” Turning to me she said, “Next time, I want him all to myself. Is that okay Sammy? I still haven’t had his large cock inside of me yet.”

I can’t refuse her, not when she asks so sweetly. “Of course you can, honey I don’t think Nick will mind.”

Nick laughed. “You won’t hear any complaints from me.”

All well and good, but first we had to get through pledge night.

***
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We’re all gathered in the large living room of our goth sorority house, the newest (that we know of) chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta, (courtesy of my new friend, the dean of students), and tonight we are introducing four new girls into our sorority. All of us are dressed for the occasion. We generated a lot of interest even though we set up after the main “Greek Week” event on campus. People are genuinely fascinated by our lifestyle and our dress, which makes us “cool” to be seen around and with.

The light from the fixtures is a bit too much, so before the girls came, Karen and I set up red candles on the table and in the several wall sconces. The light is surprisingly adequate, giving the room an Eighteenth-Century goth vibe, providing the right mood for the evening’s activities. All of us light up our Virginia Slims 120s, and some of the girls have opened up the Cabernet wine.

Watching them smoke so effeminately, I start getting aroused. That is why I made the one major requirement for membership in our sorority to be that the pledges smoke long, white, 120 cigarettes, or at least be willing to try.

The other requirements are that they love poetry and books, maintain a darkly decadent look, and not be into drugs or anti-social behavior. I even insisted on maintaining a 3.0 GPA; that’s the snob in me, I guess. Also, I would think that titillating wild sex is anything but antisocial! Yes, I even wrote all that into our Charter!

I give the signal to Lilith, an exchange student from the UK to announce the entry of the four new pledges. Lilith is a delicious, dark brunette, with black eyeliner, eye shadow, and irresistible long, black eyelashes. She’s a beautiful woman with an infectious giggle, or “gigglzzz” and has a nice “naughty streak” who enjoys practical jokes.

Tonight her long black hair is parted to the side like mine, with purple highlights. She’s got on fishnet garters, a long sleeve white silk blouse, long, black evening gloves, and a nice short and tight black silk slitted miniskirt up the side that gets my juices flowing. She’s pierced in all the right places too.

I’ve got a beautiful picture on my phone of Lilith, crouching next to me in that tight skirt, looking at the camera and smoking, getting ready to eat me out, my pussy spread open before her. YUMS! That night was an early semester highlight. Looking at that picture now, I’ve decided that the others can have the new pledges - I want Lilith to be with me and Karen for the next two weeks. Her long, lusty, creamy, smoky kisses are to die for!

Lilith goes to a hallway on the other side of the living room, steps out and announces: “Queen Samantha and members of the exec board, etc, etc,. I will now announce the four new pledges to Alpha Gamma Delta House.” Her perfect British accent lends an air of formality to her speech.

She reads out the names and the girls walk out and stand before us. “Jade, Debbie, Margo, and Slade; please step forward and be recognized.” Karen, her friend Rina, and me, all interviewed them, so we were very glad they decided to join us. We had to turn down some duds of course, which happens everywhere.

Tonight is just a preliminary “meet and greet (and EAT (-; ),” and the wine is making me horny already. Their “servitude” and pledge process to the established girls is to be for two weeks. They will be paired off and must obey the orders of their “masters.” They look so delicious to me, and eager and ready to bend over for me any time I want. Out of the four, Slade is somewhat of an enigma with a black, funereal slouch hat, cloth midi-skirt, chained vest, and see through, black sleeves.

Slade is twenty-five, quite mature, and likes to keep to herself, the quiet type. She is a Marine Corp veteran, did a tour or two in Afghanistan, and has plenty of tattoos on both arms, visible through her sleeves. So, we settle in, put on some mellow jazz, mingle with the girls, and Lilith pairs them off to their “masters.” The sexual tension in the room is so thick you could cut it with a knife. The room even smells like leaking pussy.

***

For the new pledges this was my idea, and it’s really quite funny when you think about it. I got each of the new pledges blue-tooth operated silicone butt-plugs that they are to wear in class. In each class with them is an established member of the sorority. When she presses the app on her iPhone, the butt plug will buzz, normally causing the pledge to squeal and jump out of her seat. She will only pass the test if she doesn’t respond to the stimulation, and I’ll know because my girls will tell me who sat quietly and was able to endure the stimulation without anyone knowing. I wish I could be in each class to video it. The girls who “fail” the test will have a video of their arousal posted and shown at the sorority house at the end of their two-week probationary period. God, I am so evil! I love it. That’s one reason I’m in charge. Who else thinks of this shit!?

Debbie and Jade, both with cigarettes dangling from their mouths start touching each other’s breasts lightly with their fingertips. They look to me for permission - the Queen’s permission. I squint my eyes, look at them, start rubbing my pussy over the top of my leather skirt, and blow smoke out the corner of my mouth saying, “You cunts go right ahead; you’re turning me on nicely -DON’T STOP!”

Debbie has wild, black hair that’s really long, purple highlights, blue eyes, black eyeliner, and a figure to die for. She wearing a laced, leather corset, our sorority “uniform,” and a tight, black leather midi-skirt. Her tits are gynormous, and just looking at her cleavage makes me moist - lucky Jade. She cups Jade’s face in her hands, and after a few minutes of deep kissing, they are fondling each other’s breasts through their clothing.

Jade’s hair is black, equally long, and wild, with a good measure of “jade-green” thrown in, and taking a drag of her cigarette, leaning into Debbie, exhales into her mouth. Debbie exhales through her nose, and with arms wrapped around each other’s shoulders they slide over to the large recliner next to the couch, and place their cigarettes into an ashtray.

Both of them sit on the recliner, giggling. Debbie sits on Jade’s lap, her legs going over an armrest. She unbuckles Jade’s corset and starts licking between her tits, coating her upper chest and neck with her wet tongue. She stops to take a drag from her cigarette and Jade unbuckles Debbie’s belt, pulling down her zipper and reaches under Debbie’s panties, the tips of her fingers delicately moving around the top of her shaved pussy.

I’m leaking already like a sieve, and my nipples are getting sore; they’ve been erect for minutes already. I can’t stand it; watching Jade and Debbie go at each other, so I motion for Lilith to join my princess Karen and me on the couch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 12

________________

___

Lilith happily catches my crooked finger wagging at her and comes over to Karen and me. Around the room, the girls are pairing off, doing similar activities. It seems the new girls are getting along quite well with my sisters. Lilith is smoking very seductively and staring right at me, as she sits down between me and Karen. In Lilith’s eyes I see that sense of lust and longing that bodes the pinnacle of female pleasure.

Her silk dress feels cool alongside my legs, and she takes a last drag off of her cigarette and puts it out in the ashtray next to the couch. Her arms are around Karen’s and my shoulders. With delicious smoky breath she deep kisses me causing my pussy to moisten and my clit to tingle with anticipation.

With lips still locked and tongues entwined, I unbutton her blouse and see that she isn’t wearing a bra - she came prepared. It was the first thing I noticed when I saw her this evening; her erect nipples on display for all to see. I slowly take my tongue out of her mouth and start licking and kissing her face, her neck, and gently run my tongue over the tops of her breasts; her body tensing and her breath quickening.

Karen gets busy and puts her hands under Lilith’s silky skirt and tugs at her panties, also black silk. I feel Lilith shift her position slightly to be receptive to Karen’s advances. She moans as Karen works her fingers over the top of Lilith’s shaved pussy, toying with it, teasing, and not yet advancing, and Lilith starts to moan.

The three of us shift positions. Lilith gently lays her head in my lap, her long, silky hair tickling my legs, as she lifts her right leg over the back of the couch, giving Karen easy access to her pussy. I help a bit and pull Lilith’s skirt up and across her tummy, her panties lying on the floor next to the couch, and her shoes off. I’m playing with her exposed breasts now and gently tug on her nipple rings.

Karen and I make eye contact, our eyes speaking the language of mutual unbridled lust, and she leans over and starts biting my bottom lip, causing me to tense and leak from my aroused inner woman. She eases her tongue into my mouth, both our lips are moist, our black lipsticks mingling, and tongues rubbing each other teasingly, the ecstasy hovering over us, waiting for its chance to consume us.

We are still kissing as Karen’s fingers move down Lilith’s pussy, becoming wet from Lilith’s arousal, and Lilith starts to squirm and moan. I gently reach under Lilith’s head and unbuckle my skirt, shimmying it down my lap, along with my panties, and I can feel their wetness as they travel down my leg. Lilith’s silky hair is making my pussy crazy hot as it rubs back and forth over it.

Karen gently works her fingers between Lilith’s folds, playing with and tugging on her clit ring, making her body stiffen, and I can feel Lilith’s tummy tightening; all the while Karen’s deep kisses drive me to an anticipated orgasm that must not be denied. Slowly, Karen and I break and speak to each other with our eyes; the language of heat, of lust, pure and unbridled.

I unbuckle Karen’s corset, and the front opens, revealing no bra as I bury my face in her cleavage. My tongue is licking up and down familiar territory between her tits, and my left hand gently tugs on her nipple rings, making her body stiffen as she gasps. Underneath, Lilith is writhing in pleasure as Karen now finger fucks her, sliding easily in and out; adding moisture to her clit which is very hard and receptive to her touch.

***

Patiently, I await my turn, because I know they will not deprive their Queen of her share of pleasure. Karen is sticking her other hand underneath her skirt, loosening her belt, and rubbing her clit which is already sopping, turned on by my extended kissing and breast play. Lilith’s eyes look up at me pleading, and I know exactly what she wants, as she shudders and squirms from Karen’s touch.

Lilith’s lips eagerly accept my kisses, teasing at first, and then hotter as I pass her lips and rope my tongue around hers. Karen backs up a bit and places her head face down in the “V” made by Lilith’s legs. Her pierced tongue aggressively takes over from her fingers and Lilith takes my kisses with staggered breaths. Karen skillfully runs her tongue over Lilith’s clit and gently tugs on the ring which makes her stiffen and gasp. As Lilith squirts into her mouth, her arousal reaches a crescendo, moaning loudly into my mouth. Her fingernails are digging into Karen’s shoulders, leaving imprints of pleasure on her supple skin.

Karen is driving herself to ecstasy and stroking herself harder and harder, as I assist and resume kissing her. Lilith is lying spent, sprawled on top of Karen and me. She wants more and begins rubbing her pussy with her fingers, maybe trying to come down gently from her incredible orgasm. She was so loud that the heads of the other girls, busying themselves with each other turn to look at the three of us.

We switch, and now I am positioned face down on the couch, balled up, on my knees, with my head in Karen’s lap, and my legs pressed against my tummy, giving Lilith easy access to my snatch. At this point I am beyond desire, as I bury my face into Karen’s wet pussy, drinking in her juice and playing with her clit with my tongue. I stiffen as Lilith’s tongue finds my cunt and starts licking between that and my asshole, which is tight and puckered. I’m flying like a bird into paradise, my two lovers feverishly working on satisfying their Queen.

I’m dripping onto Lilith’s face as the tip of her tongue caresses my engorged and sopping clit over her head, making me moan into Karen’s pussy, as I pass the pleasure onto her, completing the circuit. Our three nervous systems are connected, the lick from Lilith’s tongue reaching Karen’s cunt through me. I’m on my elbows as Karen’s hands are pressing my head down into her lap as she squirms, her head thrown backwards with pleasure.

Karen lets out a gasp as she squirts a full load right into my face and mouth, making my black mascara run. I pick my head up and now she’s kissing me hard, getting a taste of her own juice, and I bury my pussy into Lilith’s face who gently tugs on my clit ring sending me over the edge. My mouth is open into a wordless scream, and tears run down my face as Karen’s tongue continues its dance of pleasure in my mouth.

I squirt into Lilith’s mouth as she greedily sucks my pussy dry, which magnifies my orgasm ten times. The three of us lie tangled in a jumble on top of the couch, gently caressing, licking, and kissing each other.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 13

_______________

___

The three of us light cigarettes from my silver butane lighter, and watch the other girls going at it in the room. I’m sitting up in-between Karen and Lilith, and it’s now time for the new pledges to pay tribute to me, their “Queen Samantha.” I instruct Lilith, who’s a little wobbly on her feet to make “the announcement.” She stands up, naked from the waist down, and walks to the front of the room, and claps her hands. All heads turn to her.

“To all the new pledges: It is now time for you to pay tribute to our Queen Samantha, and the members of our executive council” - which is Karen and Lilith. Their “sponsors” tell them what they must do. All four line up eagerly in front of me, as I spread open my legs. Karen and Lilith, spread their legs too, and are in a similar state of undress. We are all nonchalantly enjoying our cigarettes, which taste so much better after sex, and eyeing the four pledges with an air of indifference.

Lilith sits back on the couch to my left and says, “Three in front kneel down, and one in the back.” I take the lead, and motion for Slade to come to me. She kneels. Jade kneels in front of Lilith, Margo kneels in front of Karen, and Debbie stands behind the couch. I gently place Slade’s head a few inches from my pussy, and without being told, she immediately goes to work. The others follow her lead.

I know immediately that Slade is no beginner at this. Her tongue gently caresses the top of my mound, making small, wet circles which give me tiny electric shocks that make my pussy clench in anticipation. Her lips kiss the top of my labia, and the tenderness tells me things more than just lust. She inserts her tongue between my folds, expertly spreading them open and I start to squirm. Karen and Lilith are experiencing similar pleasures, all the while in back, Debbie alternates touching our breasts and bending over licking our nipples, and necks.

The combination of Slade’s electrifying licks on my cunt, and Debbie’s kisses on my mouth and her tongue on my tits sends chills through me and makes me clench my teeth and close my eyes. I’m shaking, and writhing. When I feel Debbie pulling away, I reach behind me and grab her long black, wild, purple-highlighted hair and don’t let her leave me just yet. She happily obliges, and gently pulls on my nipple rings with her teeth, further pleasuring me.

Down under, Slade parts my sex with her two hands and her tongue licks and pulls my clit ring, making me moan and squirt right into Slade’s mouth. She greedily drinks me in as I have my third or fourth orgasm of the night, but who’s counting? Slade continues licking and inserts her tongue just beyond the opening of my pussy, moving it around and around the inside of my cave. I am beyond aroused. I let Debbie move on to Karen, and I begin running my fingers over my own breasts.

Slade stops and places a cigarette in her mouth and dangles it, her eyes slightly closed. The sight of her kneeling there, with her tattooed arms, vest, and cigarette turn me on even more. Then she grabs my lighter from the table, offers me a Virginia Slim 120, and lights us both up. She takes a drag, exhaling on my shaved pussy and running her smoky tongue over my clit. It is astounding - the power and the force with which this woman makes me cum over and over again.

***

Lilith signals that it’s time to switch, her voice sounding like Jade made her orgasm really good. I can’t wait as Jade now kneels in front of me, and Slade moves over to pleasure Lilith.

Debbie moves in front of my Karen and Margo takes Debbie’s place behind the couch. Jade seems a bit timider, and I say to her, “It’s okay sweetie,” and gently move her head so her lips are touching the top of my pussy. I’m totally surprised because I seem to have underestimated her; her nose nuzzles my clit in a circle and her tongue takes over where Slade’s was. Her nose presses deeper into me, the pressure on my hard, aroused, knobby clit making me squirm with ecstasy, as her tongue penetrates my sopping and hungry cunt.

“Oh God, oh God,” I plead. “Don’t . . . stop . . . please honey don’t stop.” The brute force and the passion of her lovemaking make me climax and squirt again, and I’m digging my nails into Jade’s shoulders. Jade will certainly be a welcome addition to our sorority.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 14

_______________

____

After all the dust settles, and my two lovers and I are satisfied, I open another bottle of wine, and Dorit, one of our sisters, puts on some mellow jazz. As I said earlier, Slade is somewhat of an enigma. She doesn’t say much, but her tattoos speak volumes which immediately arouse my curiosity. I got a good look at them while she was exquisitely pleasuring me. On her right arm was a prominent US Marine Corp tat, along with a handcuff design, a whip drawing, and a fire-breathing dragon. This girl may take a very important role with our “playthings” in the basement - and I’m not talking about the bumper pool table either.

Slade, along with her sponsor Cecily, were standing outside on our porch, talking, and having a cigarette, when Cecily burst through the door. “GUYS!!” they shouted. “Some dude in a hoody was crouching in the bushes outside the window and when we noticed him, he ran like blazes across the street and through the bushes up on the hill! It looked like the motherfucker was closing his pants or something!” I stood up looking at Cecily and the window and asked her, “Where is Slade?”

“She took off running after him,” she said, her eyes wide with disbelief.

The other girls stopped what they were doing, and a few came over to the doorway or the window to look out. The low candlelight made it easier to see outside. There was a full Moon, and everything outside was coloured a bright grey. I ran outside on the porch with Cecily calling out to Slade, but there was no sign of her. What should we do; call the campus police? We felt violated. All eyes turned to me - their leader.

I came back from the doorway, took charge, and addressed the room: “Girls, there’s no need to worry. I’m quite sure that Slade can take care of herself. Cecily and I will stay by the porch. All of you have your cell phones ready just in case.”

Karen joined me and Cecily in our vigil on the porch. All three of us lit up and looked in the direction that Cecily saw Slade take off. In about five minutes, maybe a bit more, we saw two figures coming back over the hill towards our street. One was definitely Slade. The other one looked like a scrawny kid with a black hoodie. Slade held him by his left arm and something else we noticed - he was handcuffed in front! Holy Shit! Slade always wore handcuffs attached to her belt, now we knew why.

The guy’s head was down, like he was doing a “perp-walk,” and Slade was forcefully leading him. Her skirt was a bit muddy and covered with grass, as were the guy’s jeans. Karen, Cecily, and I parted to let Slade and “her prisoner” come through. It helps to have a former combat US Marine in our sorority! All eyes were on them.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” I said.

Slade was somewhat out of breath, and she said, “I caught this little shit down by the student union. He gave me a good chase, but I was quicker.”

“Pull his hood off,” I said to Slade. All the girls were looking at us, wondering what to make of the scene. Slade yanked his hood off, and one of the girls, Margie cried out: “I know this kid, he’s a freshman! He’s in my fucking speech class!” He was thin, wiry, and very embarrassed and very scared. Then Cecily asked, “Well what’s his name.”

“Okay,” I said. “What’s your name, asshole, and what the hell were you doing hiding in the bushes and peeping in our window?” I grabbed him in the crotch, and he winced. That usually got them talking.

“I’m Mark Cowen, and I’m a freshman here.”

I did a doubletake; I’d seen his picture before and recognized the name instantly. “Wait, you wouldn’t happen to be the son of the dean of students here now, would you?” I asked.

He looked like a crime boss did when the cops said, “the jig is up.”

“Yeah, he’s my dad,” he answered, his eyes looking down on the ground. Slade made a move for his back pocket where she pulled his iPhone out. She held it up to us and waved it around so we could all see the damning evidence of a crime yet to be uncovered.

I gave him my most menacing stare, and those girls who knew me well enough all knew what that meant. The kid was shaking, and if it wasn’t so sad, it would almost be funny. I had to suppress a laugh - already my wheels were turning. Looking at Slade, I said: “You can uncuff this dirt bag now.”

His wrists were so thin, it was almost possible for him to wriggle out of them on his own, but Slade, who seemed to have some experience with this, made them nice and tight. As for the rest of the kid, he had thick, black-rimmed glasses, black, curly hair, and almost no muscle.

“Okay Mark, why don’t you open your phone and  . . . no, wait. Better yet here - look into it.” The Face ID feature took over and the phone opened. I immediately went to his photos and videos. Sure enough, there were some really “good” shots of us at all of our activities for the past couple of hours. I had to try really hard to suppress the urge to kick this kid in the balls, a bit harder than Slade had grabbed him.

I picked up his chin with two fingers and looked him hard in the face. My girls were transfixed by the scene. They had heard some stories of, but had never really seen me be angry before. “So, okay Mark, what the fuck were you planning to do, show these to your father? Did he ask you to spy on us??”

He turned his eyes to the ground and said, “Yeah, something like that.”

“Well you know, Mark,” I said. “We could easily file trespassing charges with the campus police, and I’m sure there are some girls here who are ready to tell how you sexually abused them.” My eyes bore into his, and his jaw just dropped open. I turned to my friends and asked, “I wonder what sort of penance this little shit should do, since he likes to watch us so much?”

“SISSIFY HIM!!” came a shout from the back. It was seconded, and then everyone was smiling and yelling, “Yes! Sissify him! Dress him up like a slut, and get some cock in here for him to suck off!!” A round of applause ensued. Like a Roman Emperor of old, “Maximus Cuntus,” I stood and gave a thumbs up - meaning “Sissify him!”

Mark looked like he lost several inches in height, and his muddy eyeglasses from Slade’s tackle started slipping down his nose. In a pathetic symbol of defiance he said, “Wh -What happens if I just walk out of here right now!?” Slade mimicked him begging in a high voice, repeating sarcastically those exact words. We all cracked up. I grabbed him by his T-shirt, put my face two inches from his and yelled, “Well, I guess we just call campus police. Slade here, just made a citizen’s arrest, after she caught you sexually molesting Cecily here, outside.”

Mark swallowed hard and was processing what I’d just told him. “I’m not finished either. I’m going to smash your phone to bits, and then I’m going to post a VERY INCRIMINATING video online of your father and me. Did he tell you about it? He would be forced to resign, and could very well face criminal charges of sexual assault! Imagine that - two sexual deviants in one family!”

“No, he didn’t tell me about that.”

“Well then,” I said, “let me show it to you.” Slade held him by the shoulders facing me as I whipped out my iPhone. It showed me with his dad’s cock in my mouth, and I’m looking at the camera and waving. His father had his eyes closed and seemed to be enjoying it very much. Mark looked on in horror. I was enjoying myself immensely.

“Wh - what happens if I go along with what you’re planning to do to me,” he asked, his voice trembling with fear.

“Well, let’s see Mark; you may want to join us as our ‘sissy-slut-in residence,’ or . . . no, no, I’m not letting you off the hook so easily. You’re STAYING, and will be at our beck and call whenever we need you, and we’ll make sure your dad knows about it.” A chant broke out from the girls: “SISSY SLUT! SISSY SLUT, SISSY SLUT!” “Besides, I said, you may even enjoy sucking cock! I could even be doing you a favor - releasing your ‘inner sissy!’”

❤️❤️❤️
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________________

____

It was early, just eight o’ clock, so I made some calls to a few of my goth guy friends, and told them we needed their help on a very sensitive matter. Within thirty minutes, they came over. There was Jed, Willie, and Trench. They all had black-themed clothing, short-cropped hair, thin, but muscular, and lots of piercings. Out of the three, I would say Trench was my best friend, and occasional fuckbuddy. He wore black-laced boots, and lots of chains from his leather jacket - sort of a “Steampunk,” Goth look. Of course, all three had black eyeliner. He walked over to me, concerned, and gave me a nice kiss on the lips.

I explained the situation to all three, and they looked at Mark, quite amused by the story, and seemed very receptive to our idea of making him our sorority sissy-slut. In fact, Mark looked at me and said so the guys could hear him, “I HATE my fucking father! You guys are just minding your own business, and I would never upload that video. He’s a real piece of shit to my mother too.” I just looked at him, not really surprised, because he was telling the truth.

“So what do you want to do?” I said.

He folded his arms and looked around the room, then at me, saying, “I’ll go along with your plan. I haven’t gotten laid in a long time.” Then, lowering his head, he said, “Besides, I’m a virgin, anyway.”

A huge (and sinister smile) appeared on my face. “WOW, did you hear that everyone!? Markie here is a V-I-R-G-I-N!” (spelling the letters out.) Laughter and giggles floated across the room. “Well don’t worry buckaroo; after tonight, you won’t be anymore!” I said.

“Well, okay then. Jade and Lilith, come with me and we’ll escort Mark here upstairs to our dressing room!” Applause and hoots came from the room. Jed, Willie and Trench were all laughing hysterically. “In the meantime, girls, let’s order pizza for ourselves and the guys!” Laughing, I said, “We might even let Markie have a slice, since he is now, officially, “The Sorority Skank!”

“And look at it this way Mark, like I said, you will certainly get laid tonight, and God only knows what else!”

❤️❤️❤️
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About an hour later, after the four of us came down the stairs, we were met with hoots and applause. I must say, even I was impressed with my work. From a groveling, snot-nosed little shit, we had created a “Trans-Goth Princess.” Mark had a “hang-dog” look about him like he was resigned to his fate, but there was also something else - a twinkle perhaps, like; maybe I’ll enjoy this. I really didn’t care.

My first responsibility was to my girls and their well-being; to protect my sisters’ integrity. God only knew what would happen if those photos got out. I guess his father thought it would be some sort of sweet revenge for being blackmailed. Well, fuck him!

Mark was decked out in whatever we could find - only the best in goth finery for our sissy slut. He had a long, black wig on with dark purple highlights, black eyeliner, and long black false eyelashes. Black lipstick and liner, black leather sleeveless corset with a bra underneath that gave a nice illusion of a bust.

We even gave him clip-on hoop earrings, the shortest leather miniskirt we could find, and mid-calf black leather boots which were just a tad too small, but sufficient. His scrawny arms were bare. I think we’ll eventually tattoo him! He was a natural with just the right figure for a trannie.

WOW! Something I hadn’t even noticed before: The little shit had a hard-on! This played very nicely into our next phase.

“Okay ladies, or men,” I said turning to Trench, Jed, and Willie, “who would like to be the first to pop our new slut’s cherry?” Margie came forward from the group, and was gorgeous. She was a sophomore and said earlier that she recognized Mark. “He’s in my speech class, and I’ve seen him staring at me there.” She looked at him and asked, “Well how about it slut; would you like to give it a go? I think you look sexy, and I promise I’ll go easy on you.” Mark just nodded his assent.

Margie took him by the hand and pulled him over to a smaller couch in the corner of the room. “Just do what I tell you and we’ll be fine. I love to be eaten out - thoroughly.” It was pathetic, he looked so confused.

“The rest of you,” I said, “Give them some privacy. Let’s put some music on and play catch-up with the guys.” I walked over to Trench, pulled him off the chair and we hugged and tongue- kissed.

As soon as Margie had Mark sitting on the couch, she noticed the bulge coming through the skirt and so she started there, by stroking it. She then leaned into him and started kissing him. Mark started getting into it and put his tongue in Margie’s mouth and moved it around inside.

Margie, who was bisexual like me was really getting turned on. She told me later on that she was wet from the get-go; just being with a newbie - especially a trannie. She reached underneath Mark’s shiny leather skirt and pulled his silk panties down and threw them on the floor. There was a smooth polyester lining inside the skirt, and Margie grabbed his cock over that and started rubbing. It became as hard as a rock and Margie was surprised; this kid was well endowed . She broke contact, and smiled, pulling away.

“Before we go any further,” she said; “there is a small initiation we do here with our sluts.” With that, she opened her large leather, metal studded bag and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. “Wait, I don’t smoke,” he said. Margie shrugged. “That’s ok. I suppose then that you want to be arrested and charged with trespass and rape? I know Cecily will have no problem testifying to that.” The fear in Mark’s face was evident and he grabbed a cigarette from Margie’s pack.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now you’re going to become hooked, and this will be your only brand, got it?” We’re also going to give you some nicotine lozenges to suck on. They will increase your tolerance and give you a nice, physical addiction.” He was so frightened he just nodded. “Here,” she said. “Watch me. I know from Samantha that your dad has a bit of a smoking fetish, so maybe it will turn daddy on when he sees his new goth princess lighting up while all dressed up to come over here. Mark was wearing long fake, black-painted fingernails, and he struggled a bit holding the cigarette.

“Here, do it like this,” Margie said. “Copy me. Now, while you take your very first drags, I’m going to be rubbing your cock so you’ll associate smoking with very pleasurable sexual feelings. It will even make giving blowjobs easier.” Mark looked shocked and Margie started laughing. “What? Samantha didn’t tell you about that? What do you think a smoky, tranny slut does???? Oh boy . . . for your homework, we’re going to give you some videos to watch so you do it right! Maybe some practice dildos to suck on too!”

Margie took her cigarette and dangled it out the corner of her mouth, her black lipstick covering the first part of the long, white filter, while stroking Mark’s cock. Mark put his first cigarette in his mouth just like Margie showed him to. She lit hers up, inhaled and blew the smoke into Mark’s face. Next, she put the lighter next to Mark’s cigarette and lit him up. He was a natural - copying her exactly, and didn’t even cough.

“Say, I thought you never smoked before.”

“Well, I do smoke, but not cigarettes; I smoke weed occasionally. It’s much harsher compared to this.”

“Cool, so you’ll become hooked in no time,” Margie said and smiled, her cigarette very sensually dangling from the corner of her mouth. “Remember,” she said, “The more hooked you become, the hungrier for cock you’ll become, especially when you’re dressed. That will make us very happy. Hell, we might even let you pledge our sorority! We could use a good cocksucker with a real cock, not some silicone facsimile!” She was laughing, as Mark took more drags, just like a pro.

Margie was right. There was a mirror on the wall behind the couch and Mark was amazed at the smoky slut staring back at him in the mirror. He kinda liked it too, the skanky little perv. All the time Margie was stroking his cock directly, under his skirt, getting him into the groove more and more.

“Hey,” Margie said. “Don’t look so sad. You might enjoy fucking me, and if you do, we can keep doing it - outside the sorority, for real I mean.” That put a smile on Mark’s face in what was undoubtedly the worst day in his life.

I just had to step in - something else was needed. I clapped my hands, and everyone went quiet. “Girls, girls,” I said. We have to give our new creation here a new name. “Mark,” simply won’t do. I say we name her “Melissa!” Everyone agree?” I asked, looking around the room. Everyone gave their approval, and the matter was settled. We now officially had our own tranny mascot! So the evening turned out even better than expected. I added; “From now on we will refer to our new Melissa as a SHE, and HER, ok? Those are her new pronouns.” I had to laugh at my whole “wokeness” stuff.

Now Margie got down on the floor in front of “Melissa”  and unbuckled “her” skirt and pulled it off, tossing it on the floor next to her panties. She held her cigarette in one hand, took a drag and exhaled it over Melissa’s exposed cock, getting her more excited. “Now pay attention!” Margie said as she put her lips over Melissa’s cock, sliding her wet tongue slowly along the shaft. She was making noises like “ummm . . . ummm, tastes so good . . .”

Melissa’s eyes were closed, and she was moaning, as Margie tasted some pre-cum. She pulled off Melissa, and she was pretty wet herself from rubbing her cunt while sucking on Melissa. “Okay baby, here it comes - give it to Aunt Margie; remember how much I turned you on in speech class.” Melissa didn’t need any reminders; she was already there.

Margie spread her legs in front of Melissa and hopped on the couch in front of the new “her,” landing on her knees, her cunt taking all of Melissa’s she-cock inside of her. She started going up and down, really riding her hard. “C’mon Melissa, thrust your hips up, take me,” she said, sighing. She could feel her shoot her warm she-spunk inside of her, and she was grinding her hips in a circle, shoving her tongue inside her mouth as he did so.

(Except for his state of dress, which he still wasn’t sure about, the experience was quite nice, and after all, he DID fantasize about her; so what the hell. It was still better than the consequences of the stupid thing he did for his father, which now he regretted. His shame was turned to anger at his father for making him do such a despicable thing to these girls. He deserved whatever punishment they decided to dish out to him).

She took her mouth off of her lips, saying to Melissa, “Now it’s my turn,” and she gently shifted positions on the couch with Melissa. Margie brought Melissa’s face close to her pussy which was leaking her juice and his own spunk. “Now lick me clean, and rub your tongue over my clit, SLUT!” At first, he did so, slowly at first, experiencing her bouquet, and slowly bringing out her tongue.

It wasn’t so bad, and she slowly started licking around her clit, sticking her tongue through her folds which were red with arousal. Immediately, she began to moan. “That’s it, don’t stop,” Margie said abruptly. Surprisingly, he was very adept at it, circling and exploring, tasting a salty mixture of himself and her. He found her clit ring, surprised, and continued. When he rubbed his tongue there, he found a hard nub - her clit, and her moans became more intense, and Melissa pushed her head deeper into Margie, spreading her legs wider, gyrating.

She let out wordless sounds of pleasure and her body stiffened, curling her toes, and stiffening her back, gasping: “That’s it, that’s it, keep going . . . keep going.”

Again, she stiffened, squirting into Melissa’s face, causing her mascara to run. After she relaxed, she told him, “Come on the couch next to me.” When he did so, she reached next to her for her bag and took out two cigarettes. “Light up,” she said.

“It’s so good to smoke after sex. You did very well for your first time,” and she kissed him on the mouth. He felt himself getting hard again. So she lit them both up , the second cigarette of his life, he being resigned to it. Anything was better than the prospect of refusing, which would have dire consequences for him.

❤️❤️❤️
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____

Iwas thinking about the painting party for our sorority house. It was really our first open campus event, and word spread quickly that we were the hottest sorority on campus. There were more rumors than facts going around, which was great! My girls and our very own sissy slut “Melissa” were really excited. We got the dean of students (Melissa’s dad) to pay for all the paint and the food. You may remember from earlier in this story how I blackmailed the dean into doing all this for us - Like I said before: I am not one to fuck with!

I’ve been taking turns with my sweet princess Karen in fucking Nick the fireman, who lives next door to me. So far, he’s not complaining. Nicky came, but soon disappeared. He and Karen went upstairs to her new room on the second floor. Last week, after pledge night, she moved into our sorority house, and begged me to move in with her . I may just do that since I’ve spent the last three nights here with her anyway. Nick realizes now that any relationship he has with Karen or with me will be a three-way thing. He accepts that, which is great. He has such a delicious and hard cock, and can fuck me three ways to Sunday!

I had some “prepping” to do before our big day. On Wednesday morning I called the dean. He was furious about the condition his son (the former Mark, now “Melissa”) came home in. He really had no right to complain, because we could have had him arrested for trespass and for the “optional” crime of sexually attacking Cecily and Karen on the porch.

So, once he calmed the fuck down, I informed him of two things: number one - that his son seemed to enjoy his new position as the goth sorority house slut, and number two - that we were expecting HIS attendance at our little get together on Saturday. After all, he did pay for the paint and the sofa and some other furnishings. I also told him, “who knows, you might ‘get lucky’ at the house!” There was silence on his end of the line when I told him that.

It felt really good to have that kind of power over someone of such importance on campus. Keeping “Deanie” and son . . . in my back pocket will certainly pay off for our sorority and doing what we like and lust after!

The big day had finally arrived. Two of the neighboring frat houses came over as well as unaffiliated men, women, trans people, and even some girls who wanted to join us but missed out on last week’s pledge night. Last to arrive was the dean. His son was already there, and “she” was in full-on trans dress mode. Yes, Melissa was definitely accepted as a sister.

What started out as a punishment for stalking us, and trying to take damning and embarrassing photos of us for his father, became a moment of revelation, and Mark became “Melissa” and finally found contentment. Next week Melissa will move into the house with us. Freshman are not allowed to live in sororities or fraternities, but since “I own” the dean of students, it was very easy to accomplish!

By two o’clock, most of the downstairs was done. We had about six or seven people working on it, thanks to the paint supplied by the dean. He tried to avoid making eye contact with me as much as possible.

Most of the girls had by this time, paired off with other guys/girls, or both, and disappeared into the bowels of our sorority house. Now the vengeful and deliciously evil side of me thought that “Deanie” needed to be further punished and humiliated by us girls. Now was as good a time as any. Since Melissa harbored no real allegiance to her father, I knew that she would be very willing to be part of my diabolical plan.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 18

_______________

____

Iapproached Deanie who was putting his paint can away and gathering his brushes and roller to clean them off. I must admit it was a pretty decent job.

“Nice job Deanie,” I said with a touch of sincerity. He didn’t seem so happy, and just said a brief “You’re welcome.”

“You’re welcome, WHAT?” I said.

“Umm . . . you’re welcome for liking my work. I appreciate the compliment.”

“That’s better, much better. So, how do you like your new daughter?” I said with a touch of a smirk on my face.

“Uh, ‘different,’” he said.

“Yes, well, I think she loves her new look, and has taken to it rather nicely, I’d say. You do know that was a very reprehensible thing you made “her” do to us. I’m glad we caught her before she could besmirch our reputation on this campus. We could have pressed very embarrassing criminal charges against her you know.”

“Yes, I’m profoundly grateful you didn’t,” he said.

“Okay, so you think that us feminizing him was a pretty good tradeoff, considering “she” loves her new self, and has even moved into our sorority house. You know, she’s a natural at sucking cock. All the guys love it, and she totally loves taking it up the ass.”

I saw Deanie was quietly fuming inside, and I was loving every minute of it. “Now the girls and I have decided that you aren’t quite finished with your penance for your criminal activity, and you aren’t leaving this house until you perform your acts of contrition. Consider them to be acts of penitence and even community service I might say.”

All of the color left his face. “And what exactly would you have me do?” he said with great apprehension.

“Oh, nothing much - just some buggery, sodomy, fellatio, and a few other tiny things. After that, you’ll be at our beck and call for anything.”

He was pissed. “Now wait just a minute here. It’s enough punishment how you took my son away from me. I absolutely WILL NOT degrade myself any further!”

“Really,” I said as I pointed to the walls he painted. ”Do you consider your painting to be an “act of degradation?” I shook my head at him and made “tsk, tsk, tsk,” sounds at him. “Very well then, have it your way. LILITH DEAR, COULD YOU PLEASE COME IN HERE!” Lilith was in the kitchen, and she came into the living room, smoking a newly lit Virginia Slims 120. I detected a bit of a stirring in Deanie’s pants.

“Oooh, I see that Lilith’s smoking turns you on a bit. I wonder, does Melissa’s new smoking activity turn you on like that as well? I know she dresses as her new self all the time now. She’s a natural, and we’ve had lots of fun with all the guys she’s turned on as well.” I was laughing now. “Can you imagine the guy’s reactions when they see her ‘she cock’? Some of the guys are really turned on by it.” At that, Deanie visibly winced.

“Hi Sam, what’s up,” Lilith said.

“Deanie here doesn’t want to cooperate with us in doing penance for his horrible activities against us. Do you think painting a couple of walls is enough for him?”

Lilith smiled at me and Deanie and shook her saying, “No I really don’t.”

“Well ok then. Please take your phone out and bring up that video of him sexually abusing me in his office. I trust you have the email of the campus newspaper and also News 12??”

“I sure do Sammy,” Lilith said with an evil grin on her face. Isn’t it great how my girls all learn from me??

Visibly frightened, Deanie said, or more like “squeaked:” “Okay, Okay, I’ll do anything. Please don’t show that video ANYWHERE! PLEASE!”

“Now that’s more like it, Deanie. I think this will go just fine!” Some of the guys from the goth fraternity, our brothers in all things lewd and depraved, stood by the door just in case Deanie tried to bolt.

Melissa happened to hear the conversation and she came into the room, with her arm around one of the goth boys, and in front of her father deeply tongue kissed the boy. “Hi daddy,” she said. “How do you like the new me? You’re used to how I dress by now, but you’ve never seen me in action yet, have you?”

“Mark, I mean Melissa, please!” She continued to put on a show for her dad. “Deanie, please take a seat,” I said, pointing to a club chair nearby. Visibly humiliated and frightened, his eyes wide open, Deanie sat down, his head in his hands.

“No, no, this will not do. I want you to watch!” I insisted.

Melissa broke off from Kurt, the goth boy she was tonguing, and staring at her dad, she took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and dangled it seductively, from her black painted lips. Next, she lit it, a nice smoky French inhale, and I could swear Deanie was getting a bit of a bulge in his pants! What a perv, I swear! LoL.

Then she turned to Kurt, and they continued deep tongue kissing. Kurt easily slid his hand over Melissa’s white satin blouse and under the thick PVC belt that held up her short leather miniskirt. He grabbed at Melissa’s she cock which already was bulging from underneath her skirt. I went downstairs to the basement and asked the group of girls gathered there, in various stages of hook-up with partners to please come upstairs and watch the unfolding show.

***

Couples began trickling upstairs to watch. They were really getting into it. Kurt had a firm grip on Melissa’s she cock and was rubbing it up and down. They were oblivious to everyone watching, and that’s the way I want my sorority sisters to be - not self-conscious at all, and they were anything but!

Kurt gently guided Melissa to THE couch. She wasted no time, cigarette dangling from her mouth, in undoing Kurt’s zipper, and hungrily pulling out Kurt’s massive nine-inch cock. She spread his legs apart and wasted no time getting on her knees in front of him and placing her black painted lips on the tip of his monster, slowly circling the tip with her tongue; cigarette held effeminately in her left hand.

She teased him, and let her long black wig with purple highlights tickle his cock and exposed, rock-hard belly. Lilith put some heavy metal rock on to add to the mood. Deanie held his head in his hands, and I pulled the back of his hair and forced him to watch. After all, it’s not every day that you get to see your feminized son suck cock for the first time.

Melissa was enjoying herself very much, and surprised me with her energy. She licked the entire shaft of Kurt’s cock and put the wet, slippery monster all the way to the back of her throat. Kurt put his hands on the back of Melissa’s head and growled between closed teeth: “That’s it bitch, keep going, keep going. Don’t you fucking stop!” Some of the couples were watching, and after an exhausting morning and afternoon of painting, decided to start some action of their own. Even I was getting aroused, the wetness already leaking onto my panties.

To further encourage me, Karen was giving me “the look.” My dear, sweet Karen would have to be soothed very soon. She was as always irresistible, and I had to walk over to her and give her a sweet kiss on the lips. “Soon honey,” I whispered. After the show is over. “I love you Sammy,” she said so sweetly; I wanted to melt, leak, and die right there. I gently ran my finger from the top of her tits to her lips, and quietly whispered again, “Soon my sweet one.”

Back to the couch, Kurt was moaning, and Melissa was sucking and chugging like a locomotive. By now there was no doubt she had totally embraced her new identity as a cocksucking slut! Kurt blurted out: “Uhhhhh . . . .I’m gonna cum; where do you want it bitch?” Melissa said, sounding almost out of breath: “On my face, and my chin, just not my eyes.” So Kurt did just that. He pulled the dragon from the moist cave of Melissa’s mouth and shot a load of thick, creamy, hot spunk all over her face. It seemed as though he hadn’t orgasmed in years, as he just kept going and going.

When he was done, he put his face next to Melissa’s and had his hand on her she cock under her skirt. He licked her face dry. Then, he tongue kissed her for a full five minutes. He told Melissa gruffly; “Now I want you to fuck me!” Melissa needed little convincing. In a couple of seconds, her skirt was off - and she was wearing no panties! I was very proud of her and started clapping. The other girls were giving hoots and whistles of approval.

Kurt now pulled his pants and underwear down and slipped them off, throwing them on the floor next to the couch. He placed himself across the couch, face down, his legs spread, and his bare ass exposed to Melissa. She licked her fingers, along with some of Kurt’s spunk that he missed from her face, and spread it throughout the beginning of Kurt’s asshole. Kurt was no stranger to this kind of play, and his asshole dilated as soon as Melissa’s wet fingertips penetrated him.

Melissa stuck her hard she cock in just about an inch and Kurt started to moan, as she wiggled it around his opening. His moan was a green light for Melissa to go in all the way, and she did so with full force, making Kurt grunt loudly with pleasure, hiss, and grab the couch hard. Now Melissa moved with the same piston-like action that Kurt did on her she cock. She started moaning at how tightly Kurt’s asshole gripped her. She moved at a feverish pace, and she soon let out a gasp and shot her whole wad of spunk inside Kurt’s ass.

To my amusement, “Deanie” was watching his new daughter pleasure herself in her new identity, which she embraced thoroughly. When they were done, Melissa and Kurt embraced and kissed on the couch. I was told that it isn’t the first time they were together, and knowing Kurt as I do, he was “going easy” on her.

Now, I lit a cigarette, and seductively walked over to Deanie, who to my amusement was still hard with a “stiffy.” Whether it was from me or from watching his son, I do not know, and it really made no difference to me.

“So Deanie,” did you enjoy watching your “new daughter” in action? She put on quite a show.” He didn’t look too pleased, but I really didn’t care. I saw he was eyeballing me, maybe secretly hoping I might take care of him like I did in his office. While I had zero interest in doing that, I did have plans for him, which I was SURE he would not like - but tough darts!

While he was busy ogling me, I walked over to Lilith and Jade who were busy with their own thing. “I’m really sorry to interrupt you two, but I have a favor to ask of you guys,” I said. “Sure Sam, anything you want, what is it?” Lilith asked.

An evil smirk crossed my face which of course excited them because they know that whatever I was hatching was going to be lots of fun. “I want you to take “Deanie” upstairs and put some sexy clothing on his sorry ass, and lots of makeup, and a wig too. If he resists or gives you an attitude, pleading, whatever, just call me and tell me to send the video out to the Internet!!”

“Sure Sam, will do,” Lilith said, a smile crossing her face. They each took an arm of Deanie, and walked him upstairs to our makeup suite, where magic was made, although in his case, I’m sure he would rather have been in a Japanese POW camp in WWII.

Deanie was like five-foot-eight, about one hundred-sixty to one hundred-eighty pounds, and it wasn’t very hard to fit him in some decent looking goth-girl clothes. The makeup was key, and Jade was an absolute artist. She later told me that it was hysterical; Deanie just sat there, expressionless, like a convict on death row, waiting out his final hours. Tough shit - he deserved everything that was coming to him.

About an hour later, the three of them came down. Immediately, there were whistles and hoots as the dean of students made his appearance en femme. Cell phone cameras came out of every corner and got shots, which, sorry for Deanie, would soon be posted on the Web on just about every social media app there was.

❤️❤️❤️
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___

His son, now “Melissa,” was the first to greet him as he came into our living room. He smirked at his father - “So how does it feel dad? Maybe you’ll enjoy ‘your new life’ just as much as I do. You know, these girls are not bad at all, and they sure know how to party.” Deanie just looked at his new daughter, and then looked down at his new clothing - black leather skirt, chain belt, lipstick, and wig. He had a look of shock on his face. “What are they going to do with me,” he asked, obviously in shock.

“Humm . . . I’m really not sure,” but (placing his arms around his father’s shoulders), he said,

“Whatever it is, I’m quite sure you won’t be telling mom!” This, he knew, was true.

Samantha called over Jade and Lilith. “Wow, you guys did a great job with Deanie! How was he about it?”

Jade answered. “Like a condemned man waiting for the priest to come to his cell!” The three of them laughed.

“You know,” Samantha said, “Pity he’s a bit old, otherwise he would be a great addition to our sorority!”

“Okay, this is what we’ll do,” Samantha said in her authoritative leader’s tone. “Robyn hasn’t gotten any in a little while, so we’ll have her make out with Deanie for a bit, and then to finish him off, we’ll have Carl do it! How’s that sound?” Pointing to a twenty-year-old gay goth guy on the other side of the room.

“Perfect!” Lilith said.

“Oh look,” Jade said. “Carl looks like he’s busy with Melissa!” Sure enough, Melissa was on her knees giving Carl a blow job over on the couch.

“That’s okay, Carl is oversexed anyway, so I’m sure he won’t object to a little more action,” Samantha said. The three of them lit cigarettes and laughed again.

***

“WAIT!” Lilith cried out. I have a great idea! Let’s put a blindfold on Deanie and have a “potluck” with him!” “Yes,” I said. “That’s an excellent idea.” I was laughing now, and so were some of the other girls. “He’ll get off and he won’t even know who did it to him! Jade, please go to the kitchen honey, and bring back a white dish towel. After all, isn’t white the color of virginity!?” I said. Even Melissa was shaking her head enthusiastically, her and Kurt sitting with their arms wrapped around each other; both of them eager to go upstairs to Melissa’s room and fuck and suck some more.

Karen was over by the recliner going hot and heavy with Nick, the two of them oblivious to everyone else and everything going on around them. I thought, it’s okay, let her have him. We can still share. In fact, why not tonight? We do make a nice threesome, after all.

Slade, who was standing nearby walked over to me and asked, “Sam, is it okay if I give our new slut her initiation?”

“Sure honey, I said, “Be my guest!”

“I’ll break her in nice and good. Just imagine; the dean of students as one of us - and his son, it’s just fucking amazing, Sam! I don’t know how you do it, Slade said.

I guided the now blindfolded Deanie over to the recliner, and people were hooting, clapping, and laughing, as he took his seat. Slade lit up a Virginia Slims 120 and stood over Deanie, seductively smoking, and blowing smoke in his face. She saw that he already had a boner that was standing up nicely through his satin panties and leather skirt.

Leaning closer to Deanie, Slade said, “We’re going to turn you into a hooked smoker of nice, long, 120 cigarettes. Being dressed like a goth slut will make your obvious smoking fetish so much more enjoyable - I promise you, and I won’t take no for an answer.” Slade laughed. “Just like your son, I mean Melissa. She’s already a hardcore smoking slut and she fucks and sucks so much better while she’s smoking. She’s becoming a hardcore bitch, and you can become just like her!” Deanie had no expression under the blindfold. He was resigned to his situation; nothing to do. Slade continued. “It will take about a week to get you nice and hooked, but you will come here every night from now on. I’m also giving you nicotine lozenges to suck on. That will make your smoking transition so much easier by putting nicotine into your system, and you will greedily inhale each puff - got it Deanie?”

I spoke now and said to Deanie, “Now we will know if you aren’t taking the lozenges, because of the way you smoke - and then there will be consequences. Got it?”

“Yes, Samantha.”

“No Deanie, it’s Yes, QUEEN Samantha!”

Just like a trained puppy, Deanie replied, “Yes, Queen Samantha.”

“Good, good. Okay Slade, honey, ‘she’s’ all yours!”

Slade straddled Deanie’s legs and took a long drag and exhaled into his face. His head moved around a little, but Slade ignored it. Melissa cried out to everyone’s approval: “C’mon dad, don’t be a woos; just take a drag!” Slade took her cigarette and placed it through Deanie’s lips, meaning for him to dangle it from his mouth. He kept it there and said nothing, but with her left hand she rubbed the bulge through Deanie’s leather skirt. With the cigarette in his mouth, he started going “Ooooooh, ahhhhh . . .”

“I bet that feels nice now, does it not? Just shake your head if you agree,” Slade said. Reluctantly, slowly, Deanie shook “her” head imperceptibly up and down. “Okay now, I want you to keep it in your mouth, take a small pull and inhale it. You can use your two fingers to hold it  . . . effeminately,” Slade said.

Deanie did so, and surprisingly, didn’t choke or vomit. Melissa told me that her dad used to smoke but quit when Melissa (Mark) was very young. Armed with this new information, I walked up to Deanie’s recliner, and said to Slade and her. “Guess what Melissa just told me Slade?” Slade looked up at me quizzically. “Melissa told me that Deanie used to smoke but quit when Melissa here was very young. I think we don’t need the lozenges after all. You know what they say: ‘Once a nicotine junkie, ALLWAYS a nicotine junkie!’”

“Oooh very nice Deanie! Now take a big drag like a good SLUT! It should really feel good after all this time,” Slade said. Helping things along a bit, Slade was rubbing Deanie’s skirt, as Deanie took another drag and just nonchalantly blew the smoke up in the air. Melissa, encouraging her dad said, “That’s it dad, get into it!” The girls and goth guys were clapping and cheering.

Now Slade took Deanie’s small-moderate sized cock out of her skirt and panties and started pumping it with her hands, and just stopped for a second to light Deanie a new 120 cigarette. “Wow, look at that nice she cock,” Slade said with a bit of a chuckle. “I wonder how it tastes?” At this, Deanie reacted by sitting straight up, and effeminately dragging on her new 120. “Humm,” Slade said, I think it needs some moisture.”
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Slade now put her mouth on Deanie’s cock and “she” started to moan a bit and move around slightly. She teased Deanie a bit by using her tongue to playfully run it around the tip of her she cock. Deanie got into it and pressed Slade’s head a bit into his lap, all the while really getting into smoking. Karen and Nick came downstairs, both looking exhausted but happy, and were enjoying the unbelievable show unfolding before them.

Slade was going faster and faster and Deanie began to stiffen and raise his head, all the while moaning with pleasure. Suddenly Slade pulled away, and Deanie jizzed all over Slade’s face. She moved her slick, cum-face close to Deanie and said, “Now, I want you to lick it off, then I have a surprise for you.” First, Slade gave Deanie a big tongue kiss, wrapping her tongue around his. I could tell that Deanie was enjoying what we had done to him, but he probably would never admit it.

I said to Melissa, “It looks like your dad is enjoying himself, er. . . herself.” What do you think?

“I think my dad is getting just what he deserves. Did you know that my mom was thinking of divorcing him?” It really came as no surprise to me ever since I heard that “private” conversation in his office.

“Really. Well, if she sees him looking like this, would you blame her?” Melissa and I looked at each other and just laughed. “You know Melissa, you’re really not a bad kid. I know that your father put you up to that incident a few weeks ago, and really there are no hard feelings. This is your new home, and I think you really enjoy it here; am I right?”

“Yeah, I do. You guys are really cool, and you know what?”

“No, what?”

“No one noticed me when I was Mark, and now it seems I’m actually more popular as Melissa. So . . . I guess I should really thank you. You taught me that I really enjoy sucking cock.”

“Well, that’s nice to hear, sweetie, and you’re good at it too. Do you think your dad will come around, or will he hate us for what we’re putting him through?”

“I don’t know Sam; I suppose that only time will tell.”

“Indeed,” I said.

Deanie did a good job of licking his creamy, thick jizz off of Slade’s face, and just when he thought he was done, Slade told him, “More! You’re not finished yet. We still have a ways to go before you become a true cum-slut. I bet the smoking, of which you have a true fetish for is helping a bit, am I right?”

Very meekly, Deanie answered, “Yeah, I guess so.” Now Slade announced to the room, “Hey, guess what everybody! Deanie says he likes licking cum off my face!” There were numerous hoots and whistles coming from around the room. Deanie finished the last of his licking, and now Slade’s face was squeaky clean. She stood up and looking down at Deanie said, like a true Dominatrix; “Now I need to get off. I must admit you did get me a bit aroused there, Deanie.”

Now Slade slipped her skirt and panties off, and she moved close to Deanie’s face, and he crinkled his nose at what could be only one smell - aroused pussy. “I want you to pleasure me with your tongue, your nose, your whole face. I want you to eat me out completely until I cum; then I want you to drink up my sopping cunt. Is that clear??”

“Yes mam,” replied Deanie like the good submissive he was becoming. So Slade pressed her pussy close to Deanie’s lips and he started out slowly, at the top, and he stopped, surprised at Slade’s pierced clit hood. “Better get used to that, most of the girls here have pierced clits. I want you to lick all around it, and put pressure on it with your tongue. Make sure to get it nice and wet. You’ll know when you’re turning me on.” Deanie’s tongue made small circles around Slade’s clit, causing her to moan, softly at first and then louder and louder.

“Good, good, don’t you dare stop you filthy slut! Keep going, that’s it, Ooooh, yeah, tug on the ring.” Deanie’s tongue tip inserted itself in the middle of Slade’s sterling silver ring, and with each little movement, Slade began to moan. After a while of this play Slade said, with staggered breathing; her orgasm evident, “Ahhhhh . . . .yes! Now use your tongue to lick the inside of my pussy! I’m VERY HORNY, and not yet satisfied.”

Deanie really got into it now, and licked around the opening of Slade’s cunt which was very wet, and she squirted right into his mouth. Now “she” did something that both surprised and pleased Slade. Deanie put his arms around Slade’s waist pulling her in closer to him. He started licking her inside as a response to her wetness with an increased passion and motion that drove Slade wild. She dug her black fingernails into Deanie’s shoulders, and she screamed, an animalistic scream of pure pleasure.

I turned to Melissa and said, “You know, Melissa, I didn’t think your dad had it in him to do that to Slade. She’s one of our hardest and toughest to please girls.”

“Yeah, she’s really getting off.”

***

Finally sated, Slade just collapsed on top of Deanie, and I took the opportunity to take a couple of cell phone pictures of the dean of students, dressed like a goth girl, giving oral sex to another goth girl; more insurance should Deanie decide to turn tail and run! But I didn’t think he would. This next part would be the true test of his allegiance.

I signaled for Nick to come over to Slade and Deanie, and I joined my Karen on the couch, and she squealed with delight. I tongue kissed her deeply; I really love that little red headed kitten. “Okay, Kar, just watch the show.” We both laughed. “So you’re sure about Nick, right?”

“Oh yeah Sam, he’s definitely bisexual.”

“Well, we’re about to see.”

Slade slid off Deanie’s lap and Nick took her place. Deanie must have felt the difference, but he didn’t say anything. Nick started to lightly kiss Deanie on the lips, and Deanie thought it was just one of the bigger girls! OMG, I thought, wait till I tell him to remove his blind fold.

Deanie and Nick just tongue kissed for a while, nothing out of the ordinary, until Nick reached for Deanie’s cock which just hung limply. Slade, looking over and watching, knew it was time “to up the ante,” and lit Deanie a fresh cigarette. “She” enjoyed having her she cock pulled and rubbed, but the sensation was different from what he thought a woman’s hand would be. Several of the people in the room started to laugh, and whipped out their cell phones to video this. I knew that by tomorrow it would be all over Instagram.

Deanie made a move to remove the towel that was tied over his eyes, but Slade stopped him. “Ah, ah, ah, sweetie. Not until I tell you it’s time. Now that Deanie’s cock was nice and hard, Nick bent over, the scent of cocoa butter coming from his asshole. Samantha guided Deanie by the shoulders and placed the tip of Deanie’s cock right up against Nick’s aroused ass. Without saying another word, Slade just guided Deanie’s she cock right inside Nick’s glory hole, which made him grunt with pleasure. It had no trouble penetrating whatsoever.

Now it was Deanie who reacted. “What the fuck is THIS????” Slade replied, “Never mind Deanie, just keep going, enjoy it. Here, take another drag of your cigarette, and hold it like a bitch, okay; like a real smoky, spunk, loving cunt! Just look at today as a day of firsts; a day of discoveries.” Now Deanie didn’t need Slades’s guidance. It felt wonderful; a bit tighter that any vagina he’d been inside before, but okay. I think that at this point, he knew he was placing his cock in another man’s ass.

Nick was now moaning and the “jig was up.” He grunted out: “Faster BITCH, HARDER.” Deanie’s shock was overcome by pleasure, and he was really getting into his first experience, not the last by any “stretch” of the imagination (excuse the pun! -☺).

Deanie increased his speed, and thrusting, helped by the extra lubrication that Nick used. I found out that Nick enjoyed real cock much better than toys, except for maybe his glass curved butt-plug. No one here was judging him.

Deanie obeyed Nick and went faster and belted out “I’m gonna cum!” Nick said, “C’mon Deanie, give me that jizz in my ass.” The next second, Deanie’s “Ahhhh . . .” meant that Nick was feeling a very warm and pleasurable feeling of hot spunk being injected into him. Nick then pulled off “her” and straddled Deanie, jizz leaking out of Nick’s ass onto Deanie’s new leather dress. They deeply tongue kissed. I turned to Melissa and said, “What do you know, your dad’s a natural.”

Melissa was amazed. “Not bad for a first-timer.” Both of us had a good laugh. Now I had a question for Melissa: “How do you think your dad will like having his ass penetrated?”

“I don’t know Sam. I think with the proper training, anything’s possible.” I was smiling like I never did before. Tonight would be delicious with Nick and my Karen in her bed. I decided that I would move into the sorority house in the next two weeks. One thing was for certain though; we had a “very diverse membership!”
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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.
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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-thirtiesh. 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!
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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.
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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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________

______

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________________

__________

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

________________________________________

________________

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

_______________________

____________

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. Th 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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Nine

__________________________________

_______________________

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!
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DRAG QUEEN

A FEMINIZATION, TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

Jaclyn Dicey


One

________________

____

If you have a secret desire that you believe strongly would ruin your reputation with your friends if somehow it got out, would you still act out on it, but take all necessary precautions to make sure that those closest to you would never find out?

This was my problem in my third year at the State University where I was a student living away from home. My name is Scott Hancock, and I’m twenty one years old. Since I was a teenager, I’ve been fascinated by girl’s clothing. This is gonna sound really stupid, (I’m very shy, so for me – writing this story takes courage!) but I’ve always wondered why girls had to wear things that seemed to feel so good on their bodies, while men just put on any old things that didn’t excite or open up any feelings. Like, why did girls seem to have all the fun?

So when I was about fifteen I found myself home alone when my parents and my older sister Jane were out of the house. Call it impulse, but I got a wicked thought that sent chills up my spine and a bulge in my jeans. My family was what you would call a right-wing Christian household in the southern part of Georgia. Church and Puritanical beliefs about sex were common. I was ambivalent about religion, and as I reached my middle teens, I lacked the enthusiasm for church that my parents and Jane had. This distressed them greatly, but they didn’t force their beliefs on me.

I was ambivalent about dating women, and the usual male sex drives in me were replaced by more of a “curiosity” in the opposite sex. So there I was, standing by the door to my sister’s room and staring at her dresser drawers, thinking of all the wonderful and new things that awaited me in there.

My heart was beating fast as I approached the dresser. I opened the middle drawer where I was sure the “forbidden stuff” was. I was wearing a track suit because I had just come home from cross country practice.

The first thing that grabbed my eyes was a pair of hot pink G-String panties. I loved the feel of them between my fingers, and what happened next was beyond my conscious control. I took off my track suit bottoms and my boxers, and placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into them. As I pulled them up my legs I felt the incredible satin-smooth feel of them going up my legs, and when they covered my junk, I thought I had died and gone to heaven – it was that good! Oh my God, I thought, what have I been missing? I walked around in them, and the way they rubbed me, was beyond description. I had just discovered the secret to unimaginable pleasure. I never went past the lingerie stage, stopping at pantyhose and trying on bras. Harmless “hobby,” right? I was about to find out much differently.

♦️♦️♦️


Two

_________________

____

Being away at college I didn’t have many opportunities to indulge my guilty pleasure. I had to wait until vacations from school when I could go home. My sister still lived with my folks taking a local job as a dental hygienist, so I had easy access to all her stuff. I wished that somehow I could buy my own clothes now – not just lingerie, and bring them to school with me, but since I lived in a dorm, that would be too risky. My roommate John would surely find such a stash.

I wasn’t much for the dating scene, because it didn’t really excite me to have “vanilla sex” with a girl. I went onto different websites that showed married couples where the wife indulged her husband’s desire to crossdress, and I thought, Aha! That’s for me! I was just confused, being honest. I wasn’t sure what I really liked, so I tried to keep an open mind.

I had a “girl friend” on campus, who was just that; a friend. There was nothing romantic about our relationship. Her name was Leslie, and she and I confided in each other. I didn’t however tell her about my secret crossdressing desires. But I felt that if I had to eventually “come clean” to someone it would be her. Leslie was an incredibly HOT girl. I mean, if there was one girl I would have asked out it would have been her. She had long, auburn hair, a tall, slender build with a cute ass and nice cleavage. She had what I like to call “truth eyes;” piercing green that sucked you in, “read your thoughts,” and that you couldn’t escape from.

One afternoon, Leslie and I were at the campus STARBUCKS sitting outside having coffee. It was warm weather for early March. She had the campus newspaper in front of her and something caught her eye. Immediately, she grabbed my forearm. “Scott! Look at this,” she said. “There’s going to be a drag show in town at a club on March 20th! It’s open to all males. There is a . . . get this – a FIVE THOUSAND DOLLAR PRIZE to the winner!”

My sense of pride, or maybe defense mechanism kicked in and I said, “Wait a second. What makes you think that I would be interested Les?”

She took her hand off my forearm, realizing that maybe she said something to offend me. “Oh, I didn’t mean you, I just thought it would be fun to go to. Whaddya say, can you go with me?”

“But wouldn’t it be more fun to go with your girlfriends?”

“No, not really. They really aren’t interested in that kind of thing. They’re, well, they’re mostly boring Scott. I mean, can you see Cathy or Sue Ellen – my roommate, going to something like that? I mean they’re all conservative Christians. This campus, with few exceptions is all ‘Jesus this, and Jesus that.’ FOX NEWS practically plays from loudspeakers all over campus. I mean they even have it playing on the TV in the student union for God’s sake. I think if I see one more ‘My Pillow’ ad I’m gonna heave!” We both laughed.

“Yeah I guess you’re right. Okay, okay, sure I’ll go with you.”

Leslie and I were very compatible, but I was afraid that if I tried to make it more than a friendship it would ruin things. Or was that it?? I wonder how she felt. Maybe she knew about my desires and didn’t want to embarrass me. Perhaps she really wanted me to enter the competition.

“Great” she said. Then out of the blue it happened. She said, “I wonder Scott, do you think you might want to be a contestant? I’ll dress you up, and you could sign up under a false name, what do you think? Come on, it’ll be fun.” The venue was a country music club in town called the Hayloft. It catered mostly to the LGTBQ community, but curious straight men and women went there too. It had a bit of a seedy reputation because of a room that was rumored to exist there, called “The Glory Room,” because it was a room filled with “Glory Holes;” the perfect place for anonymous sex.

I tried to subdue my excitement. It was the last thing I expected to hear come out of Leslie’s mouth. I feigned annoyance and shifted in my chair. I was also curious to hear her line of thinking.

“And why do you think I’d make a good contestant Leslie?” I may have come off sounding a little annoyed. I think she felt bad.

“Oh come on Scott, I didn’t mean to insult you.” A period of quiet ensued, and she had that I’m sorry look on her face. “Can we be frank here?” she said, folding her hands in front of her.

“Yeah,” I said, making it sound like a question. “I’d appreciate that.”

She took a deep breath and placed her hand on my forearm again. “Please Scott, don’t be insulted. For one thing, you’re not built like a jock. You’re on the tall, skinny side, and your hips, are well . . . rather wide,” she said, her voice trailing off. I think she expected me to go running off after she said that.

I nodded my head, and then I said it, I put it out there. “Is that why we’re not dating?”

She got quiet for a minute, and looked at me, waiting for me to supply the answer.

“I really like you Leslie, I really do, but I have these thoughts.”

“What kinds of thoughts Scott?”

I felt no reason to hide them any longer – not with Leslie. “Uh, dating has always been a problem for me. “I’ve done a lot of thinking, and . . .”

“And what Scott?”

“And I don’t think I could enjoy sex unless I’m dressed like a woman.” I was tempted to look around, thinking that someone else made that voice come out of me. With anyone else, I think I might go and look for a bridge to jump off, but not with Leslie.

“To be honest with you Scott, I got that feeling from you early on in the time that we’ve been friends. I don’t hold it against you. I really feel honored that you could open up like this with me, and I care about you. Have you told anyone else?”

“No, no I haven’t. You are the only person who knows.”

“Have you ever dressed up before? I mean, completely dressed up??”

Now that question gave me the biggest hard-on of my life. It took my closest friend to bring it out of me.

“No I never did.” I went on to tell Leslie about my experiences as a teenager of trying on my sister’s panties, pantyhose, and bra, and how aroused they made me feel. I also told her about how I really wanted to do the same thing here in my dorm room, but that I couldn’t because of my roommate, John.

“Oh I see,” she said after listening to me pour my heart out. The best part was the acceptance I felt from her. She didn’t look at me with any disgust.

Leslie stood up, looking at my cup. “You want a refill? I’m gonna get one.”

“Sure, thanks Leslie, that would be nice,” I said.

As soon as she came back, a hulking guy who looked familiar came over to our table. I knew right away that I wasn’t the reason this big side of beef came over to our table.

“Hi Leslie,” the hulk said. “Oh hi Roger.”

“Say Leslie, I was wondering if you might like to go out this weekend.”

What a set of balls on this guy! He didn’t care that I was sitting next to her, didn’t know a thing about me. Maybe I could have been her boyfriend. He didn’t care. He was blonde, with arms like jackhammers, very tall, and a chest as wide as the Great Wall of China. Then I remembered him from the sports section of the college newspaper. He was Roger Stratton, a star linebacker on the college football team, The PANTHERS.

“Oh hi Roger, this is Scott.”

He looked me over as if I wasn’t there, a look of disgust on his face. He just grunted in my direction; eyes glued on Leslie. Then she turned to me.

“Scott, Roger is my roommate Sue Ellen’s EX – BOYFRIEND.” She meant that as if to say, that he was dumped by her because he was an asshole, which turned out to be true.

Then she answered his question like it was the most unimportant thing in the world. “I don’t think so Roger. I have plans for this weekend.”

“Plans?” he said. “You mean with this beanpole???” he said, jerking his thumb at me. I stirred in my seat. “You got something to say asshole?” he said, in an attempt to dare me to stand up. I had no desire to visit the county hospital, (or the morgue) so I sat quietly, enduring his onslaught.

“Yes, yes I do have plans Roger – With Scott as a matter of fact.”

He snorted like a bull. “I should have known. Sue Ellen never did have much taste in roommates. But I can’t for the life of me figure out what a hot girl like you sees in this guy.” Conversation effectively over, but his huge ego wouldn’t let him go without a parting jab.

“I better not see you around too much asshole. You could be sorry,” he said, knocking my drink over into my lap.

“Hey what the FUCK MAN!!!”

I stood up, my jeans covered with burning hot coffee. He came closer to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Oh see, there he is. Let’s go shit head.” Then he shoved me. Leslie had a look of disgust on her face. Some people from the surrounding tables looked over at the commotion, but I turned and walked away into the STARBUCKS, going to the men’s room to clean myself off.

“Thought so shit head!” he called after me.

“I think you should go now Roger, you’re not welcome here anymore!”

Roger nodded his head and smirked at Leslie. “Enjoy your date Leslie – that is, if you can find it,” he laughed pointing to his crotch.

“You always were an asshole Roger. I’ll never know what it was that Sue Ellen saw in you.”

“And guess what Leslie,” he said, pointing again to his crotch. “And you never will.” With that last barb thrown in, he left.

♦️♦️♦️


Three

________________

_____

The drag show. What harm could it do? With Leslie’s help, I could really make myself look HOT. Who knows I might really like it, and finally explore a new side of me that had been lying dormant for all these years. But then I had a thought. A thought I never would have had if Leslie hadn’t suggested the show to me. Some of my corridor mates went to The Hayloft. My roommate John even went, and even asked me to go one time, but I refused. It wasn’t for me. That’s not completely true. What if I were to go there after Leslie dressed me up? I mean, just for fun, you know? I wouldn’t do anything. I would just observe – dressed up as a female; a potential contestant. The thought excited me in a way I did not fully understand.

I called up Leslie and went over to her place on a Saturday night. I would let her dress me up and we’d go out together, like two girlfriends. She laughed at first, but then was into the idea. I suppose if I couldn’t be a boyfriend, then I would be her girlfriend.

Leslie’s roommate Sue Ellen was away at home that weekend, and Leslie was free to make me into “the new me.” It would also be a trial to see how I looked for the show. We were about the same size, and I was amazed when she laid out the clothes for me to wear when we went out. The only question mark were the shoes. Leslie had a pair of high heels that strapped around the ankles. How would I walk in them. We put them on first, and initially I had to hold onto her dresser and a chair to practice walking, until, stumbling a lot at first I finally got the hang of it. Leslie was impressed because I was a “fast learner.”

She was a genius with the makeup. I told her that if I was doing this, the sluttier she could make me, the better. Then she had a surprise for me. “Scott, I got this from AMAZON; it came yesterday.”

It was a long, brunette wig, that went down past my shoulders, had a part in it, and the front was done up in a wave to the right over my forehead. My cock became as hard as a rock just looking at it, and I think that Leslie knew because she gave me a little smirk.

“Humm,” she said, squinting her eyes, “I had a feeling you’d like this.”

My eyes were glued to her bed where everything was laid out, especially the G-String panties, the black, sheer pantyhose, and the elastic stretch bra with molded cups to give me the illusion of cleavage. I was hard as a rock looking at everything, and now that I was stripped down to my boxers, my hard cock became apparent. I looked down at it, and then at Leslie with an embarrassed grin.

“Come on Scott don’t be shy. It’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s privates before.” I was still conflicted. On one hand, this was my greatest fantasy coming true, and on the other hand, I still felt embarrassed in front of Leslie.

“Uh,” she said looking me over closely. “I think I’m going to have to shave your chest and your legs,” she laughed and said, “We’ll save your balls for another time.”

She took me into the bathroom and with a cream and a pink disposable razor she shaved all the hair off my legs and then my chest. I wore my boxers with my visible hard on as she shaved me. Then I stepped into the shower to wash everything off. Now I really felt undressed.

I dried off and came back into her bedroom still wearing my boxers.

I was going to take them off and I looked at Leslie like are you going to watch me put these on?

“What’s wrong Scott? Are you shy?”

“Uh, yeah Les, still just a little bit.”

Leslie let out a sigh and smiled at me. “There’s really no need to be . . . ok, well, how about I go into the bathroom while you put on the G-String and the pantyhose?”

“Thanks Leslie. I’m sure I’ll overcome my shyness,” I said, half-believing myself.

I just needed a little “alone time” while I delighted myself with the clothing. I kicked off my boxers and I placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my newly shaved legs. The feeling was incredible, and it brought me back to my teenage years when I put my sister’s stuff on. The pleasure this time was more than I had then. I fucking loved the way the front felt when it slid over my cock and my balls. I began rubbing myself and then abruptly stopped, feeling guilty because I remembered where I was!

Next were the pantyhose with the ruffled tops that went up to mid-thigh. Again, the sensation was amazing. There was a girdle, also black that I place on and attached the straps. My heart was beating fast as I placed the wig cap on – it was the first time I wore a wig, and I really felt feminine then! The wig attached to the cap, and I adjusted it, moving the black hair out of my eyes. I loved the way it felt on my bare back and shoulders. I think that if Leslie was into it, I would have fucked her like this. Now I knew that I could never have sex with a woman or another man unless I was dressed like this. I called Leslie into the room.

“Leslie, come on in – I’m ready.”

She came in and just stared at me. “Oh my God Scott! Is that really you??”

“Yeah, I guess you could call this the new me.”

“I swear to God Scott, you absolutely DO look like a woman. I must say you transition well!”

I blushed with the compliment.

“I can’t wait to put the makeup on you – come on in the bathroom and have a seat by the mirror, but I don’t want you looking until I’m done, ok?”

“Sure, let’s go,” I said. This part excited me the most.

She was a genius with it all: The foundation, the blush, the lipstick pencil, and the eyebrow pencil. I was reluctant at first, but she had to trim my eyebrows a little bit. She chose a deep blue eyeshadow to match my bright blue eyes. My eyelashes were on the short side, and instead of applying a lot of mascara, she had a set of false eyelashes.

“Okay Scott, now you can look.”

I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I couldn’t believe how beautiful I looked! I wanted to fuck myself! Something else that was unexpected. I wanted to suck a cock! Holy hell, where did that come from? It took the step of dressing up to bring that slutty though to my mind. I even mentioned it to Leslie, and she laughed, but not in a bad way.

“Oh wow, I think I created a monster!” She placed the black bra over my head, and it pulled my chest in tight, so it gave me the illusion of having real cleavage. Last to go on were the clothes. She bought a white cotton blouse for me with long sleeves and a collar that was turned up. She stepped behind me and placed my hair over the back collar, and brushed the wig out a little. Next was a satin midi-length skirt. I had long legs, so it looked perfect.

“Look at you Scott! I don’t even recognize you. I don’t think anyone will. There is one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“We need a female name for you. I was thinking of ‘Shantay.’ What do you think?”

“Shantay” – it has a nice ring to it. I suppose that’s the name I’ll register under for the drag show.”

“Okay then, I guess you’re ready. Now for the real test. Are you ready to go out, Shantay?”

“Absolutely. I thought we’d go to the place where the contest is – ‘The Hayloft.’”

“That sounds perfect. It’ll give us the chance to check the place out.”

“Okay then, let’s go!” I said, anxious to make my debut.

♦️♦️♦️


Four

_________________

_____

The parking lot was crowded, it being a Saturday night and all. We made our way to the front door. I was careful walking in my heels. I was a bit slow, afraid my ankles would wobble, and I would fall. That would not look good at all.

“Well here we are Shantay,” Leslie said smiling. “What do you want to do?”

“Uhhhh, I’m not sure,” I said; wondering if I could go through with something if some guy, or transgender woman came up to us, or me.

“Look,” Leslie said. “Let’s ease on up to the bar and we could get a couple of drinks.” She looked straight ahead as we made our entrance. “Oh look! There’s the stage and the spotlights. I think this contest will be fun, and you don’t have to win, although judging by the guys checking you out already, I think you just might. To be honest, you look like a woman!”

Leslie was right. A group of guys at a corner table were checking us out, and two of them came up to us. As they got a bit closer, making their way across the dance floor, I recognized none other but the asshole from the STARBUCKS incident! It was Roger.

“Look Shantay, it’s Roger and a buddy of his. I know him, but I can’t remember his name.”

“Well, if it isn’t Leslie,” Roger said. “Look, I’m really sorry about the other day. I acted like a jackass.”

Leslie was unmoved. “Well you were an asshole, especially when you knocked the coffee over and shoved my friend!”

He ran his hand down over the back of head. “Yeah, that’s what I meant. I wanted to apologize. Oh this here is my friend from the football team, our quarterback in fact; Dalton.”

“Hey, who’s your sexy friend? I’ve never seen her on campus before,” Roger said.

Something came over me. Roger looked attractive. His muscular arms and that big chest made me excited to see what might be down his pants. I remember a saying, “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

“Oh, this is my friend Shantay.”

Roger was eyeballing me up and down. He was making me hard.

“How are you tonight, Shantay?”

In my best female voice, I said, “I’m doing just fine.”

“That’s good, you wanna dance?” he said.

I did. I was just wondering what a guy like that was doing in a place that catered to the LGBTQ scene.

“Sure,” I heard my alternate self say. “I’d love to, let’s go.”

I was really a horny bitch. I grabbed his arm, and we went out to the dance floor. Leslie and Dalton followed us.

Roger placed his arm around my waist, and I hung my arms around his beefy shoulders. He tried to grind his waist into me, and I felt an extremely large boner, exciting me greatly, but I was careful, lest my secret get out.

It was a slow song and I found myself putting my head on his chest, and his arms drew me in tighter. I wondered what it would be like to suck his cock – this guy out of everyone. I looked over at Leslie, and she didn’t seem too interested in Dalton, but we made eye contact, and she rolled her eyes at me, as if to say, that asshole?

I couldn’t resist, and I said, “You know Roger, this place has a room we could go to, that’s sort of anonymous, and . . .” he cut me off.

“I know what room you’re talking about. Tell you what,” he said grinning. “I’ll go on the outside, and I’ll knock on the plywood, and you’ll know it’s me.”

I smiled up at him, and made my way to the “Glory Room” without saying a word.

When I walked in I was shocked. There were ten spots, with all transgender women down on their knees and sucking cocks. Two holes were open, and I saw a new cock come through. I was pretty sure it was Roger’s. It was huge, so I thought pretty sure of myself that t was attached to Roger.

I walked over to the cock in the wall and gave it a tug. Immediately, I heard a frantic knocking on the other side of the wall. So I got down on my knees and did what strangely felt natural to me.

I placed my fingers around it, grasping it tightly, some pre cum dripping out of the tip and I went to work. I stuck my tongue out and played around at the slit. I heard a moan come from the other side, clearly distinguishable from the other moans. It was Roger’s deep voice.

Now I placed my lips, painted with cherry lip gloss around the tip, and made a tight seal. I went up and down on it, licking my tongue around it, teasing him, making it come farther through the hole. It was big enough for his balls to come through there. I took all of him in my mouth, getting it nice and wet. I was full of saliva, and it made his cock nice and slippery.

Now I went full thrusting on him, and he went back and forth from his side, shaking the plywood walls. His was a big cock, at least seven inches, though I didn’t have a ruler to measure it. I heard a load moan come from him, and next thing I knew he shot a big, thick creamy load of cum right into my mouth.

I was a total slut. This was my initiation. He squirted out three times, each load a s big as the last, but I was careful not to let any drip out of me. But then I couldn’t help it and his cum was dripping out the sides of my mouth and onto my chin. I licked and sucked him clean.

It was a nice mix of sweet and salty. I took to it like a fish in water. I said through the hole after he pulled out. “Think you can take care of me?” I said.

“Like, how.” God this guy was dumb as he was big.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass.”

“Oooh, now you’re talking babe!” he said , very excited.

So I did what most of the other transgender girls were doing. I pulled my skirt down, and placed the G-String strap over my butt cheek, leaned against the hole, and spread my ass wide. I spit on my hand and rubbed it over my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

As soon as I did, I felt a nice, fleshy Roger cock against my virgin boy pussy. He was still hard as a pole, and I girded myself up for what was to come next. He wasted no time and stuck himself deep into me. Fuck! I clenched my fists and stifled a scream. It really fucking hurt. This was my first time – my initiation. He went faster and faster, and gradually the pain mixed with an incredible pleasure I never thought was possible.

He kept going, thrusting faster and faster, and I moved my hips up against the wall taking all of him in me. He hit my p-spot just right, and I moved against it to try and make him hit it with each thrust. Then, without even touching myself, I had my first “sissygasm,” and it was huge. I think it was even more than Rogers because I was so fucking horny.

Then I heard him scream and I felt a wet warmth go all the way up inside of me. It made me cum even more, and my insides were so slippery I didn’t want to stop and neither did he. When I pulled off him, I felt his cum dripping down my butt cheeks. I was breathing hard from all the excitement, and his touch. I wanted more; glad my secret was still safe.

I pulled myself together and went back to the bar where I saw Leslie and Dalton. Then Roger came along with a big goofy grin on his face, which I was beginning to love. When he got to the bar he placed his hand on my ass and rubbed it over my satin skirt, giving me goosebumps.

“Hey Leslie, your friend is one wild girl, you know that?”

“Oh yeah, she’s absolutely insatiable.” It didn’t look like she really hit it off with Dalton. Too bad. She didn’t know what she was missing in that room.

Roger grabbed me, stepping away from the bar and kissed me, our tongues grinding against each other.

“Hey, so when can I see you again, in a more intimate setting?” he asked.

“I’ll give you my number, and you can call me.”

“Oh now you’re talking,” he said, still grinning. I would have to change my voice mail, that’s for sure.

So Leslie and I left, and I was had my official christening as Shantay.

♦️♦️♦️
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_________________

_____

“So how does it feel slut?” Leslie asked me after we got into the car.

“It feels better than I could have imagined.”

“Just think Scott, er . . . I mean Shantay, you got fucked and sucked off by the same asshole who shoved your male alter ego, and now you’re crushing on him. I can tell kiddo; even in the light of this car.”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “It’s funny how that shit goes, right?”

Then Leslie had a mischievous look across that beautiful face of hers. “Hey, so now, why don’t we prank Roger and teach him a good lesson.”

“Yeah, I was thinking of that,” I said, “before he fucked me, but now . . .”

“Oh come on Scott! (she did it again. But I forgive the little minx, old habits die hard), we’re not gonna kill him for Christ’s sake, just have a little fun, that’s all.”

The first thought that popped into my head was the drag show. I mean, some part of me wanted him to see me dressed up and on stage.

“Why don’t we ask him to come to the drag show?” I said.

“I don’t know Shantay. How would we pull that off?”

“Leave a flyer under the door of his dorm room? Put up a copy of the ad in the ‘State Times’ at the entrance to the football locker room? Fuck, Leslie, I don’t know.”

*****

Nothing was resolved that day about how to get Roger to come to the show, but one thing was sure: I was hooked on the bastard. Yup, the same bully asshole who shoved me at the STARBUCKS. Funny how shit like that goes. Hell, I was dreaming about getting that big cock inside me, drilling me again and again. After that Saturday night, I didn’t hear anything for a week or ten days, I don’t remember – coulda’ been longer. Then my iPhone goes off, and lo and behold, its Roger!

“Hey Shantay, how’s it going babe. You wanna meet up this weekend??”

This weekend was the weekend of the drag show. How could I possibly be in two places at the same time? My mind was working overtime on this one. Then suddenly inspiration struck me like a bolt of lightning.

“Sure Roger, I’d love that. How about Saturday night, but I wanna talk to you about it first. Can you meet me at the STARBUCKS on campus??” I asked as innocently as I could.

“Uh, sure. Why don’t we meet there at say, ten o’clock tonight?” he said.

For once in the short time I’ve known him, and after what Leslie told me about him, he sounded civilized for a change.

“Alright, see you there.”

I got there at nine-thirty, took a cinnamon latte outside, and I think I came up with a great scheme. Roger was early too, coming about ten minutes before the hour. He had a regular coffee in his hand; and I found myself staring at that beefy, muscular arm, with the skull-crushing linebacker’s fist attached pulling away the chair.

“Hey babe,” he said, putting his cup down and staring at my gorgeous Shantay face. “So what did you want to talk about? It sounded urgent. “ My dick was so hard because he put his hand on my forearm and a sexy look of concern came over his face.

“You’re okay right? Is someone bothering you,” he said using every ounce of his caveman mentality.

“Oh no honey, nothing like that,” I said, using my sexiest voice possible. “How’d you like the chance to make some money this weekend?”

With that, his ears perked up. “Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“Well this is kind of sneaky. Do you know about the drag queen show at the place we met the other night?” The thought that I might even be transgender never entered into his thoughts.

“Uh, yeah, I saw the signs when I went in. Why? Do you wanna go with me?” he asked.

“Yes! Okay, check this out,” I said. “There is a five thousand dollar prize for the winner of the drag show. I could wear, like a bulge, in my panties and pretend that I’m a male drag queen. I bet I could WIN! The best part of it is Roger, that if I win I’ll split the money with you. How does that sound? Then we could fuck somewhere afterwards, and you’ll be two thousand five hundred dollars richer!”

“Oooh, I love how you think babe! That’s so fucking devious – it’s genius!”

“I just knew you’d think so honey. So why don’t you meet me there at eight thirty?”

With a big smirk across his face, Roger said, “Sure! Sounds fucking great!”

♦️♦️♦️
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_________________

_____

Iwas at Leslie’s room about four thirty Saturday afternoon. “Now, I picked up some really slutty clothes on AMAZON just for you Shantay,” she said, giving an exaggerated accent to my female moniker.

She opened the boxes and put everything out on her bed. She pulled out a very slutty emerald green one piece nylon – sleeveless stretch dress, with a high mini-skirt. I saw it would make my butt so tight and harden every cock in the audience. She also had some costume jewelry: a gold bracelet, a gold teardrop necklace, hoop earrings, and stiletto black high heels. I was looking like a total assassin when I put it on.

“Shit, Shantay,” she said after putting on my makeup, making it extra slutty. This time, my wig was auburn – she spared no expense. It was real human hair, and went down past my bust line, and was wavy, bangs down my forehead and at the bottom. It had lighter highlights on the right side, “you’re a fucking bombshell!”

I looked at myself in the mirror, turning from side to side. I was used to walking in high heels, so three inches was no big deal for me. Being skinny worked better for me as Shantay than it did for Scott.

“Come on sexy, let’s go!” Leslie said excitedly. “I can’t believe you got caveman boy to go with you. It gives a testament to the almighty dollar, doesn’t it?”

“I think it’s the hope of fucking me after the show whether or not I win.”

Leslie laughed and said, “God, you are such a slut,” she said. “Remember, all you have to do is walk sexy across the stage and do some ‘sexy shit’ in front of the judges, ok? Think you can handle it Shantay???”

“Oh I got this Leslie, thanks to you!” and I leaned in and kissed her. But it wasn’t just a peck on the cheek, it was a full-blown lips on lips, deep tongue kiss. This made me harder than I ever was as Scott with Leslie. Pretty soon things got out of hand, and before I knew it, her arms were around my shoulders, and I had her sit on top of her desk, throwing everything off the desk with one swipe of my arm.

Before I knew it, I had Leslie’s legs spread wide apart, and to my surprise she wasn’t wearing any panties and was sopping wet. I hiked up my dress and pulled my G-String all the way down, stepping out of it. I pulled her towards me, and I put the tip of my cock against her clit, using my hand to rub the knob and the surrounding folds. She was moaning, and I pulled my cock away for a second and used my index finger and my thumb to play with her clit, snapping it like a rubber band. I felt a shower of her pungent pussy juices running down my hand and she whipped her head back, her long auburn hair hanging down between her shoulder blades. She hooked her legs around my waist.

Leslie was ripe for the picking and my cock was throbbing. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening to me – Leslie, the one girl I wanted; out of reach for three years – now mine. I didn’t wait and I entered her slippery pussy, rubbing my cock around in a circle, pressing against her flesh. She dug her nails into my back, above the neckline of my sleeveless dress. We got into a fast rhythm, my balls slapping her pussy like a steady drumbeat. She screamed out, cumming a second or third time – I lost count.

I felt it welling up inside me, a huge wad of thick, creamy Shantay cum entering her insides. I shot at least four big loads, high and deep; so much so that it ran down the insides of her thighs. I still kept thrusting, ready to cum a second time, and to my surprise I did . . . but it was nothing like the first time; all feeling, little jizz.

I pulled out, and we just kissed, her butt still planted firmly on her desk, papers, a lamp, and even her laptop on the carpeted floor. It looked like a tornado had hit her room.

We were both panting, and she said, “Oh my God Shantay, that was sooo good. Now we gotta go. You have a drag show to get to and five thousand dollars to win. Remember what I taught you okay?” she said, my chin cupped in her fingers. Then she kissed me again, and we were off.

******

The show started at nine o’clock and we got there a bit early, arriving in Leslie’s car at eight. We had to park in the back, farthest away from the main entrance. The place had bunting up and there was a poster board on an easel at the entrance, announcing the show. The stage was lit up, colored spotlights on the stage, and an announcer’s podium on the left of the stage. Techno music was playing from the speakers, and the audience was a mix of trannies and guys, (probably gay) with a few bio girls. The place was packed, coming close to the fire department limits I’m sure. Leslie walked me up to the announcer’s booth to register.

“Evening ladies,” the announcer, a bald, muscular guy with tatts on his arms said as he greeted us. “both of you entering tonight?” Leslie looked at me, and looked pissed.

“No, just my friend here, she’s the drag queen!” Leslie answered, her anger apparent.

The big idiot smiled, quickly realizing the insult, and said, “Oh, of course, of course,” he was laughing. “It must be the lighting.”

“Yeah, it must be,” Leslie answered.

“Okay,” he said. “Name please?”

“Shantay.”

He looked down at a clipboard and wrote my name in. “Okay, you’re number five. Wait on the side with the others and we’ll call your name.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving him a look.

Altogether, there were only ten who entered. Sometimes these contests had late entries. Out of the corner of my eye as we stepped away from the podium I spotted Roger. I gave him a wave and a wink. He smiled and got a seat at a table. Not surprising, he was seated alone. He was probably embarrassed to let his jock friends know hee was coming.

Some stagehands moved a stripper’s pole into the middle of the stage, and I looked at Leslie. “Don’t worry honey, just glide up and down the pole. They’ll be looking at your butt – trust me.”

“Okay, let’s go,” I said, pointing off stage to where the other contestants were seated. There were actually twelve “girls,” some of them looked like they were just doing this as a gag, with five o’clock shadow on their chins and “Arsenio Hall” lips painted in the gaudiest colors. Then there were me and about four other contestants who were serious. Leslie leaned into me and told me that I was a sure thing. Who knows? Maybe I’d win and try for something like “Ru Paul’s Drag Race.” Imagine – me on national TV. Well, a girl can dream right?

The first two got some laughs – they were two of the unserious ones. One of them actually slipped off the poll, breaking an ankle! I took that as a lesson because although I could walk in heels, I was still a “rookie” at the whole thing. Leslie surprised me by pulling out a flask from her bag. “Here, have some of this,” she said. “It will calm your nerves.”

“But really Les, I’m not nervous.”

“Oh yeah? Wait till they call your name!”

So I took a slug, and I felt a five-alarm fire go down my throat.

“Leslie!” I said in a loud whisper. “What the fuck is in here?” I said, trying hard not to choke.

“Never mind,” she said, her eyes on the contestant gyrating around the poll.

My name was finally called, and the anxiety, which I had done a good job of suppressing, came out. The booze did just the right job in helping suppress it, but not enough to make me wobble on the stage.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Leslie grabbed my arm and said, “You got this Shantay!” and I walked out into the glare of the spotlights. I didn’t really prepare a routine beforehand, so I just did my thing, total ad-lib. I strutted across the stage, like I was on a fashion runway, looking at the audience and blowing them a kiss, my costume jewelry shimmering in the light. I made sure to wiggle my tight butt, which generated applause.

They were playing some techno music and I moved accordingly towards the pole. I hung on with one hand and spun around without losing my grip. I made sure to stick my ass out far enough. Then I did some stuff where I stretched and stuck my long leg out, and whipped my head back and forth, the auburn hair flowing through the air, the highlights reflecting back in the light. I was on for five minutes which seemed like forever; interrupted by applause. Finally I finished, walking off the stage like I had come on, blowing a final kiss to the audience.

We sat through the remaining seven, two of the other girls getting applause. I considered those two my only serious competition. Finally the judge made his announcement.

“And there we have it! All the contestants in this year’s ‘Haystack’s Drag Queen Show.’ Let’s have a big hand for all our contestants.” Again, applause.

“Now ladies and gents, we come to the judges’ decision.” There were three judges, two men and one woman. “First we will announce the three runner’s up, and then the winner. Will the following four ladies come up on the stage?”

The serious two I had chosen confidently walked up on stage, then one more was called that I was on the fence about. The announcer walked over to the judges’ table and conferred briefly with the three, taking an envelope in his hand.

“The last of the four runner’s up is . . . SHANTAY!” I got the loudest applause, the audience on their feet. I could see Roger standing in the back, a big smile on his face. Even on stage I was hard. I hoped it wouldn’t show to maintain the illusion which was the whole idea of the show anyway.

The announcer called two names who sullenly walked off the stage, obviously disappointed. One of them was actually crying for God’s sake.

“And now we’re down to our final two. The first runner up is . . .” I was holding my breath. “The first runner up is ‘EBONY!’” That meant I fucking WON! I FUCKING WON!” Ebony, a slim black girl looked disappointed but still brought me in for a hug. “Call me,” she whispered.

I was alone on the stage soaking up the applause and the announcer handed me the envelope, and inside, as promised, was a check for five thousand dollars. The audience stood up, cheering and hooting!

When I went off to the side, Leslie grabbed me and gave me a big hug and a lingering kiss on the lips. “Congratulations girl, you did it!” She stepped back and applauded me. “Hey,” she said. “Do you think you could enter more prize shows and I’ll be your agent? Ten percent, whaddya say baby?”

I laughed. “Sure Les, no problem. Listen, I have a fan in the back who wants to see me.”

She looked at me and said. “Go ahead, do what you have to do.”

I made my way to the back towards Roger which took about ten minutes to get through my adoring fans. I had my check in my hands, waving it in front of Roger’s nose. He gave me a big hug and a large kiss on my mouth, immediately sending his tongue to work on me.

I broke off briefly and said, “So, do you think I fooled them?”

“Absolutely, Shantay! My God, you were terrific. I’m surprised they didn’t check you for a cock when they gave you that check!”

“Well they didn’t.” I was as horny as fuck. I was sizzling inside for a taste of Roger’s cock, so much so that my arms were trembling.

“Hey. I have an idea, Shantay,” he said.

“Oh yeah, and what might that be Roger?”

He looked towards the Glory Room. “Oh, I get it, you dirty man you! Okay, so what are we waiting for?”

He placed his beefy arm around my waist and led me to the plywood room in the back. I was sure it would get very crowded soon, with all the trans drag queens wanting some “consolation.”

Both of us walked in. Roger looked me with an unnatural gleam in his eyes and flipped up my dress before I could stop him.

“Hey Roger! What do you think you’re doing?”

“Oh, I’m just checking to see if you’re a drag queen.”

The next thing I knew, he had pulled my G-String down and was gripping my hard cock in his hands and grinning at me.

“How did you . . . did you know . . . all along?” I said shocked.

He just let out a large laugh. “I’ll let you in on a secret,” he said.

“What???” I said, still in shock.

“I knew from the first moment I met you,” he said. “And it made me want you even more. You see, girls like you are my favorite,” and he leaned in and kissed me. “But you have to promise me that you’ll keep my secret, and I’ll keep yours, Scott!”

“Holy shit Roger! How did you know it was me?”

“Oh, I’m just good at facial recognition, so I just played along with you. I have to admit, he said with his hand on my cheek, you’re a much better looking trans woman than a male.”

My hand went up to my mouth. My head was spinning, but Roger looked at me with genuine feeling, and affection. What do you know, the asshole wasn’t such a brute after all. He held me close, and we rocked back and forth, holding each other tight, my G-String down around my knees and my skirt up. Roger kissed me and undid his belt and jeans, dropping them down to his ankles. He got down on all fours in the middle of the carpeted Glory Room. Another couple came in and copied us.

I reached into my black purse and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly I had kept there for “special occasions.” I squeezed out a nice amount and placed it all over Roger’s ass, up to his balls. Slowly I stuck my index finger up his asshole, and he moaned, clenching his butt cheeks together. I was on my knees behind him and put a nice amount on my cock as well, spreading his butt cheeks apart with my hands.

Now my cock which was still hard after the surprise fuck of Leslie, touched Roger’s cherry very gently, just playing, making him moan and push back on me. It was obvious that he was no beginner at this game. He was already fully dilated, but still tight around my cock. I started thrusting and met him push for push until we were in a solid rhythm. He was breathing hard and moaning through clenched teeth.

I could contain myself no longer and let out a scream of pleasure filling his bussy full of my hot, thick, creamy cum. Right after that he let out a howl I thought would bring the wood panels of the room down, shooting a huge wad of cum, at least four pumps onto the carpet of the room. I hit his p-spot perfectly which set off a chain reaction, because now two couples following our example, let loose as well.

I kept thrusting until there was no more, and Roger begged me not to stop, so I kept going, until he let out another scream, but it was a relatively dry cum, just a bit leaking out this time.

I pulled out of him slowly and he turned around to face me.

“You know,” he said. “You’ve got me hooked. I don’t want to let you go. I want you again and again. What do you say?”

“Yes, I’m in – totally!”

I was speechless, but also the happiest I’ve ever been. Now, because of a silly contest – a drag “race,” I had two lovers.

♦️♦️♦️
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Chapter One

________________

____

Ijust got home after my second year of college and I was catching up with mom about things when she surprised me with some interesting news: The “ideal” married couple next door, the Hoods, John and Ella, had gotten a divorce while I was away. I had trouble believing it because whenever I saw them together they were always laughing, entertaining people in their backyard, and going on trips. They were in their late thirties, both professional people, and had no children. It seemed they were content to be with each other (and their Dalmatian, Sparky) and just do their thing. John was an accountant, and Ella was a dentist with a practice in a wing on the side of their house. John was the one who moved out.

It was sad in a way because whenever I talked with them, always coming and going, they were just nice people. They took an interest in my school and my social life – I had no girlfriends which they seemed to find strange since as Ella like to tell me, “You’re a good looking guy Paul, and smart. Any girl who lands you is going to be pretty lucky!”

I had a secret obsession over Ella. She was a very sexy woman; long, auburn hair that flowed over her very generous breasts, and a figure that looked like it just poured into whatever she was wearing. I had a bird’s eye view of her backyard, and whenever I got the chance, I would look out my bedroom window, hoping she would be outside “showing herself.”

I loved summers because she would be outside on a chaise lounge next to their in-ground pool, and she’d be wearing a skimpy black G-String, and just a black bra. I didn’t know much about women’s clothing, but I wouldn’t exactly call it a bathing suit. The way those perky butt cheeks raised themselves in the air, and those breasts – on my God, those breasts! They looked as if they were about to just pop out of the bra. I’ll be honest here. I would pull out my cock and have a good time just watching her, imagining all sorts of things of a rather lewd nature that she could do to me; all from my bedroom window.

Another thing about Ella: She also happened to be my dentist. Yeah, she would just say “open up,” and when she bent over to look inside my mouth I couldn’t help staring at her breasts through the “V” of the front of her scrub top. She knew. I mean how could she not? Her tits were so big, that one time I had a molar with a cavity that she filled, and her jugs were touching my chest through her scrubs.

I could feel the little dart tips of those tits pressing into my chest giving me a hard on which easily showed through my jeans, or tennis shorts if it was summer. It was a bit too cool now for shorts, but I had the whole summer, and I knew that soon I had a dental checkup scheduled.

Now, with the news that she was divorced, my mind went in all sorts of lewd directions; really fantasies. Now when she would lie outside in her backyard, there would be no husband around to “cock block” my fantasies. This was good, but they were only fantasies. For one thing she was at least twice my age, which meant why would she want to have anything to do with me? I imagined myself being her pool boy and becoming a sex toy for her to have around at her beck and call. In reality she had some company come over during the summer that serviced the pool. She also had a professional landscaper and gardener – the same one we had, so forget about that. I could think of no way that I could be of service to her.

She was friendly with my parents, so I would feel funny about getting close to her or actually asking her out – crazy, right? I knew something had to be done, and soon because I had a bad case of “Ella brain.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

________________

____

My dad knew the owner of a local hardware store, and it just so happened that he was looking for some summer help. The guy’s name was Tony Mugno, and he lived just a few blocks away and played tennis with my dad, Frank. Anyway, last Sunday, they got to talking “over the net,” and dad mentioned to Tony that maybe I could be of use to him over the summer. One thing led to another, and Monday morning I showed up at the store.

“Okay Paul, the big thing we do here is selling locks. I fix ‘em, install em, replace ‘em, you name it. How’d you like to learn?”

“Sure Tony, that would be great. Never hurts to learn new stuff.”

“Attaboy, then I’ll start teaching you today.” I was thinking about going back to school, and picking the dorm room locks of some of the girls I knew and maybe rustling around their drawers for “stuff.” Oh yeah, I should mention too that I had a thing, or more like a curiosity for the lingerie that ladies wore. I loved watching YOUTUBE videos and imagining how they would look and feel on me. I know it sounds sick, but I can’t help it. I suppose it’s a fetish of sorts, but it draws me in. I get hard even thinking about it.

So over the next few weeks, in addition to running the cash register and stocking shelves, Tony taught me all about different types of locks. I would accompany him on calls to different houses, cars; anyplace where someone was locked out. I was a fast learner, and when we got a call where someone was locked out of their house, I came along, and he let me do it myself; with him supervising me of course. But he was very impressed with how fast I picked up on it. I really enjoyed it too. In addition to locks, Tony rented out different types of power equipment – generators, chain saws, wood chippers, welding supplies. But none of that interested me as much as the locks.

In fact, I purchased my own set of tools on AMAZON and watched tons of YOUTUBE videos on everything to do with different types of locks and doors. I told Tony about it, and he was very impressed. He even asked me if I could work for him next summer. It's funny how when you learn a new skill, you get a chance to use it sooner than you think.

I was looking out of my bedroom window on a Saturday afternoon, after Ella finished seeing her morning patients. I hadn’t seen any cars in front of her house for at least a half hour, so I thought I might as well sit tight and see what happened. I was off for the day, and had nothing planned anyway; the mall was starting to bore me to death.

Then my afternoon suddenly changed for the better. Ella walked down the path from her front door to her car, a 2024 Ford Mustang GT Convertible – in fire engine red no less. Sweet ride. I pictured her shooting down the highway, mirrored sunglasses on, long auburn hair, wind-blown and flowing behind her, just screaming beauty and success. I would give anything to be sitting next to her. The car was a new addition, according to my parents, after the divorce. This told me that she had come out of it okay.

Later in the afternoon I was in the living room, and I heard the unmistakable sound of her car pulling into her driveway. So I ran upstairs to my viewing spot, and watched her get out of the car. She was wearing a very short black skirt with a slit up the sides, and what had to be at least four inch stiletto heels. I thought my cock would pop out of the sheetrock wall of my bedroom. Hell, I was already moist with pre cum.

She was standing outside of her front door unable to get into her house. Had she forgotten her keys? No, it looked like something was wrong, like the key wasn’t working! She stomped her heel into the ground, and her mouth was moving. If I was a lip reader I’d probably be listening to some choice curse words coming out.

I moved away from my window, and I lost sight of her. Then the doorbell rang, and my mom answered. It was Ella! I heard muffled sounds, and I came out of my bedroom and went downstairs.

My mom was telling Ella that my dad was out, but that I was home, and I worked for a hardware store. Both women turned to me smiling; Ella more than my mom.

“Paul, I was just telling Ella that you worked in Tony Mugno’s hardware store, and that you were being trained as a locksmith.”

“Oh is that right, Paul??” Ella asked, a hopeful smile crossing her face.

“Yeah, he’s been teaching me for three weeks now. It’s a big part of his business.”

“Oh of course!” Ella said. “I’ve seen his van around the neighborhood. Great! Do you think you could help me? My key just won’t turn inside.” Her eyes opened wide.

“Sure, I can try. I do have some tools here and some locks that he gave me to practice my skills with,” I said proudly.

“So can you come over now? I can’t get in through the front door, and I don’t have my office keys with me either!”

Mom looked at me proudly. She was very supportive of me learning new skills, especially something I was very interested in.

And here I thought I would have to wait for a dental appointment to see her alone. If it was anything like the last time she saw me in the chair, leaning over me in her scrubs with those tits banging my chest, I would fall asleep with Mountain Dew in my mouth to get a few cavities for her to fill. It would be worth it.

I ran upstairs to get my tool kit out from my room, and I came downstairs and followed Ella out of the house. She opened her storm door and I saw the lock. It was a new Schlage; very common, and using my took kit I had the door open in about two minutes. As soon as the door was opened, she went inside quickly to disable the alarm system. “Now just remember to use some ‘Lock Ease’ in that lock. These new locks are kind of stiff. Matter of fact I have some in my kit. I’ll put some in now.” That wasn’t the only thing that was stiff, that’s for sure.

“Wow Paul, you sure do know your stuff, thank you!” she said to me, her bright blue eyes gleaming at me. I felt myself melt right there. My cock was tenting up in my jeans. She had on this long sleeve white blouse with the three top buttons opened, giving me an unbelievable view of her cleavage, pressing tight against a black laced bra. Her long auburn hair was done up in a tight bun, and her eyes glanced down to my crotch, and she looked at me and grinned. I was “busted,” and I knew it.

“Have anyplace special you have to be Paul?” she asked.

“No, not really.”

“Great, then how would you like to stay for a cup of coffee?”

“Oh, I’d like that very much,” I said, very interested to see where this could be going.

“You know, since John and I got divorced three months ago, I’ve been keeping to myself, busy with my practice and not really getting out much.”

She sounded down, and what else could I say but, “Oh, that’s too bad . . . I mean, it’s kind of to be expected. It must be a traumatic thing to go through a divorce.”

“It is,” she said. “It’s traumatic and it’s liberating in a way too. Did you know that the fucker was cheating on me??? Can you imagine? With a client of his . . . A fifty three year old client, and another man no less. Well, a ‘shemale’ I think the right word is. That sick bastard. I hate his guts! My lawyer got him dead to rights. I took him for everything.” She laughed. “I even got to keep Sparky. He was a rescue, and I was the one who rescued him from the shelter, so that part was non-negotiable.” Just then, Sparky came into the kitchen and jumped on top of me. Ella tossed me a treat and I gave it to the dog, satisfying him.

“Look at me Paul. Who would want to cheat on a woman like me? What do you say?”

She had me tongue-tied. She was right. Apart from all else, who in their right mind would throw away a woman like Ella?

I stumbled a bit, and I cleared my throat. “I suppose you’re right Ella. I mean, yeah, John would have to be out of his mind.”

Ella smiled at me in a funny sort of way which made my cock throb in my jeans. “I’ll go make some coffee. Have a seat.”

So we sat in her kitchen, and she asked me about school and my new found interest in locksmithing. I was always handy with tools, so it was natural for me. Then we talked about her dental practice and how I was due for a check-up.

“Tell you what Paul. I have time now. How would you like your check-up?”

This totally surprised me and also made me question if I was letting my imagination run away with me. Maybe she was just being nice, and I was letting my horniness show through. As she stood up to put the coffee away, she bent over to the bottom cupboard, and I got a great look at the black strap of her G-String hugging her ass crack nicely.

“Sure, I have time.”

“Great! Let me go upstairs and change really quick into my scrubs and then we’ll go into my office.”

“Okay,” I said, remembering last year’s visit when she bent into me to work on my molar. Speaking of which, she said:

“How’s that molar of yours I worked on last time? It was a really . . . deep . . .  cavity if I remember correctly.”

I swallowed hard at the way that came out. She got up and left and her heels clacked on her tiled floor as she made her way upstairs to change.

In no time at all she came down in her purple scrubs, but she was still wearing those heels! I mean, what dentist does that?

“Okay, follow me Paul,” she said, crooking her finger at me, and we walked downstairs to her operatory.

Ella was thirty nine years old by my calculations. How did I know? Because I read her website, and according to when she graduated Northwestern undergrad, and then U Penn Dental School, it would make her thirty nine or forty at most.

I took my place in the chair. She began her exam, picking and using her mirror. “Okay, good. I don’t see any cavities, and the molar looks fine, but I do need to do a good cleaning. Would you like Nitrous?”

“Yeah, sure, that would be great,” I said. I hated the scraping and the water.

In no time the gas was on, and I was floating and enjoying the gas buzz. Like last time, she leaned in close to me. I felt her nipples pressing up against me and looking down through the V of her scrubs I could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra. My cock was pressing against her thigh through the scrubs pants. I think that the Nitrous distorts the sense of time, because in no time at all, Ella was done with her work, and I was good for another year. She turned the gas off, took off her mask, gloves, and goggles and leaned in really close to me – much more than she would with any other patient, and she said, “Now how did that feel? You really are a good patient Paul.”

I could feel her warm, moist breath on my face. “Thank you? I mean, sure, no problem. You have a light touch.”

“A light touch?” she said, smiling. “Well how about this?” she said, biting her bottom lip as her hand went down to my crotch, rubbing my boner underneath my jeans.

“Umm, that’s a bit harder. I mean, uh, yeah, it’s good.” God! I must sound like such a jerk! I was a virgin too, I might add, and I was embarrassed because I think she knew that too about me.

She unbuttoned the top of my jeans, pulled my zipper down, and took my cock out and started stroking it. She felt the wetness of my pre cum, and rubbed it between her thumb and index finger.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

____

She straddled me on the chair just below my knees and pulled my t-shirt up, bending her head down, and placing the tip of my cock between her moist, red, glossy lips. She undid the tie in the back of her hair, letting her lush, auburn waves fall over my tummy. I was overcome by these sensations that were all so new and delightful to me. Having the object of my fantasies right before me now, in my grasp, made it seem all the more unreal, and yet – here it was.

She stuck her tongue out and the tip swept over my slit and went around the head of my cock. What a fucking tease! I wanted her to take ALL OF ME . . . but she took her sweet time. She stopped, pulled off and looked at me.

“You’re delicious Paul, and to think you’ve been next door all this time.” It was nice to hear, even if I was away at school most of the time, but now I could make the most of the summer. I looked down my chest and I saw that the tip of my cock was coated with her lip gloss.

She grinned at me and got back on, her lips making a tight seal around my “helmet,” and she swept her tongue around it, and grabbed my shaft with her fingers, playing me like a flute. Her nails dug into my skin, and it was a sharp pain mixed in with pleasure. I bucked my hips off the chair and tried to match her sucking movements with my body. I pressed the back of her head down on top of me, and she went deeper, taking all of me inside her mouth, using her tongue to rub my sensitive underside.

I was getting past the point of no return. “Ella,” I gasped. “I thinkI’mgoingtocum!” I said all in one fast word. That made her go faster and faster, and I shot my entire load into her mouth; spurt after spurt of white, warm cum, which she greedily took in. Not a drop leaked out; she swallowed all of me.

“Ummm,” she said, coming off me after licking me clean from top to bottom. “To think I’ve been missing this! It blows my mind.”

After hearing that compliment from such a beautiful woman, my “big head” was just as big as my “little head.”

Now she moved up on me and grabbing the back of my head, she kissed me hard on the lips, giving me a taste of my own cum. At first I was reluctant, but then my tongue started moving around hers inside my mouth. I experienced the sweet/salty mix, and I liked it! What does that say about me? I thought. Considering my fetish for certain women’s undergarments, did this mean I was gay? Or maybe, just a bit on the “eccentric” side? I tried not to dwell on it too much. I remembered an old saying: “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

She shifted herself and pulled the left side of her scrub top down, exposing her perky nipple, curving slightly upward, and placing it against my lips. I stuck my tongue out and swept around it in a circle, making her moan and twist her body. I sucked on it, and played with it.

Just then, Sparky began barking, running to the front door, and the doorbell rang!

“Now who could that be?” Ella asked, equally surprised. “I know it can’t be a patient,” she said, looking down at her scrubs. “But I suppose it’s good I’m dressed like this, just in case. C’mon Paul honey, pull yourself together and let’s go upstairs,” she said, grinning at our secret. I let her take the lead on this, and said, “Okay Ella, sure. I’ll follow you upstairs.”

So Ella left her operatory and went upstairs to answer the door. I hopped off the chair and pulled my jeans together, and ran up the stairs.

It was of all people, my mother. She was in Ella’s kitchen, seated at her table.

“Hi mom,” I said, totally embarrassed, but trying hard to remain calm.

“Ella was just telling me how quickly you were able to open her door! That’s so wonderful Paul that you were able to help her like that with your new skills.”

I almost choked as I heard those words come out of mom. “New skills” indeed!

“Yeah, and then Dr. Hood (referring to her by her title) realized that I needed my appointment anyway, so she worked on me.”

“Oh that’s great dear,” mom said. “Any cavities?”

“No Nancy, Paul was “all clean” this time,” she said, secretly winking at me. I wanted to crawl underneath her kitchen table.

So the three of us made small talk, and I was left wondering what would have happened if my mother – of all people hadn’t come over? Shit! I would have to think of some way to get over here again some time.

Back home, after dinner, my parents watched TV, and I went upstairs to my room and sat looking out my window at Ella’s house, replaying the events of the amazing afternoon over and over again. It wasn’t exactly pool weather, and I remembered from last summer how Ella with her then husband John, used to swim at night with the lights on and I would get a good look at her magnificent body, getting out of the pool, drying herself off, and then lying on her stomach on the chaise lounge with her butt sticking up in the air. I wondered if maybe some night this summer I could take the place of her ex-husband.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

On Tuesday night, around ten o’clock, my iPhone rang, and it said, “Dr. Hood.” Normally, I let my phone go to voice mail, but now I jumped at it. I was lying in my bed, rubbing one out and thinking of Ella.

“Hi Paul, I hope I’m not disturbing you, am I?”

“No, no, of course not. I’m glad you called.”

“You are? Really? That’s sweet because I was thinking of you.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, wondering what she could want. I was hoping she would want me to come over and fuck the hell out of her, or at least suck me off again.

“Paul, I have a three day dental convention in Chicago I’m going to on Thursday, and I’ll be back on Monday. I was wondering if you could walk and feed Sparky for me? I mean, I know you work and all. Can you do it?”

“Yeah, sure Ella, no problem. If I can’t, then I’m sure mom could.”

“Oh that’s great! I didn’t want to seem like I was imposing. You know Paul, I wish I could take you with me. I’m sure we’d have a great time!”

“Yeah, wouldn’t that be something,” I said. “Well, then I’ll see you when you get home, unless you have some time this week before you go away?” Now I was getting a bit pushy, but I mean, who wouldn’t?

“Unfortunately honey, this is a busy week for me, and I’m covering a colleague’s office across town on Wednesday before I go away. I wish I could. But don’t worry – I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

“Okay Ella, that’s fine.”

“Now,” (and she laughed) I know you don’t need a key to get in, but I’ll leave the keys to the house underneath the flower pot on the porch, okay?”

“Sounds good to me Ella. I’ll take care of Sparky. He likes me.”

“Not as much as I like you!” Well, I thought, at least I rate higher than the dog. That was comforting.

***

Thursday morning I walked Sparky, and went to work, and then on my lunch break I came over, fed, and walked him too. At night, I came back as well. Only this time, I stayed a bit. I wondered what sorts of “treasures” I could find in Ella’s bedroom. I got hard just at the thought. My “compulsion” was just too hard to resist.

I walked upstairs and her bedroom door was unlocked. Hah! As if it would stop me if it was locked!. Right in front of me stood her dresser draws. My heart started beating fast as I walked over and opened the bottom drawer. I figured that would be the most likely place women would keep the most interesting items, and I was right. Staring me in the face was an emerald green G-String. I picked it up and put it to my nose and it had her body scent on it.

I didn’t waste any time and pulled my jeans down, then my boxers, and I kicked them both to the side. I rubbed the satiny material between the thumb and forefinger of my right hand, and my cock was pointing up to the ceiling. I slowly pulled them up my legs, the soft material tickling my skin, until the elastic laced band settled around my waist. I adjusted them until the pouch was firmly over my junk, and the back G-String nestled itself in the crack between my butt cheeks. How come women got to wear such arousing, and soft underwear? Any guilt I had about wearing them was gone, but I did wonder what Ella would do if God forbid she ever found out what I was up to. No, no, that must never happen.

I stuck my hand down the front, underneath the waistband, and I gently rubbed my cock against the delicious material, sending chills through my body. The central air conditioning was on, and it made the experience so much more pleasurable. In the drawer, underneath the panties I found an assortment of bras with molded cups. I picked one up, and it seemed like Ella and me were almost the same size. It was a matching shade of green and I took my t-shirt off, slipping the bra over my head, until the straps settled on my shoulders. The bra stretched and pulled the fat of my chest in, so I had the illusion of cleavage.

Next were the pantyhose with straps and the girdle that went over the G-String. Now, I bent my right leg, keeping the left one straight. I looked at myself in the mirror over the dresser and ran my hands from my waist, over my tummy to my chest. Damn, I thought, I look just like a woman! Hell, if I could, I would fuck myself!

But why stop here? There were so many delicious items in her closet, and also makeup in the bathroom. What good is dressing if you can’t go all the way? I thought. I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to get the idea.

So, I went into her bathroom inside of the bedroom and found a makeup case sitting on the vanity counter. I put everything on, starting with the face makeup, all the way to the eyeliner and the mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough, so I didn’t need false ones. I chose a bright blue that went with my blue eyes. I had brown hair down to just below a shirt collar. Now what I saw in the mirror was magnified like ten times! I thought I would cum right there; rubbing my cock, looking at myself and licking my lips.

Coming back into the center of the bedroom, I saw a box on the top shelf of her closet. It looked like a hat box of some kind, but when I opened it, I discovered a long, jet black wig on a Styrofoam head! My cock was now thumping in the satin pouch as I slowly took the wig off it. It was made in the same style as Ella’s auburn hair. I slowly placed it on me, and as I did, I felt the soft waves gently rubbing my neck and shoulders. All the sensations; the clothing and the wig put me in a state that made me feel what I had been missing all my life.

On the bottom of her closet I found a pair of black stiletto heels, probably the same ones that she wore when she worked on my mouth Sunday. I slipped them on, and they were my size! I tried walking in them, but it was no good. I had to hold onto the night table to stop from wobbling and falling. If I was going to do this properly I would have to practice.

So I just lied down on the bed and played with my cock, rubbing it furiously on the inside of the satin pouch. I picked it up when I shot a full load onto my tummy, careful not to get any on the bra. I shot not once, nor twice, but three times. I pulled the G-String underneath my balls so as not to get any of my jizz on it. I used a few tissues from the nightstand to clean it up.

Looking at myself in the mirror again, I knew that I could remove the makeup and put everything away where I found it, but I wasn’t ready to; just not yet. I still had lots of admiring of myself to do.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

________________

_____

Suddenly I heard noise from downstairs! Sparky was barking, and I heard the front door unlock, and the alarm going off! WHAT THE FUCK???? Ella wasn’t supposed to be home until Sunday night! Who the hell was here? I remained absolutely quiet and went into the bathroom, careful to pick my clothes up off the floor and locking the door.

Then I heard someone running up the stairs with heavy footfalls. It was definitely not Ella. Who could it be??

“Hello? Hello? Is anyone in here?” came a familiar voice. Oh my God! It was my ex-neighbor, and Ella’s ex-husband John! What could he possibly be doing here??? Now my heart was beating out of my chest. If he were to catch me in here, I’d be dead! No, more than dead, if that was even possible, and I believed that it could be in my panicked state. The I remembered I left the fucking bedroom ceiling light on! What an asshole I was!

“Is someone in there?” John said, knocking on the bathroom door. Maybe, I thought, he wouldn’t recognize me, and I could say I was one of Ella’s friends who came over to use the pool? Walk Sparky? My mind was racing in a thousand directions.

“Come on, whoever’s in there, open up! I’m ARMED!!” he said which chilled me to the bone.

“I’m coming out,” I said using my best female voice, trying not to sound too nervous. When I opened the door, John was standing there with brown cargo shorts and a US Marine Corps T-Shirt and sandals. He had piercing blue eyes, sandy colored hair and a chiseled abdomen, and rock hard biceps and triceps. He could crush me in an instant if he wanted to.

“Who the fuck are you, and where’s Ella?” he said in almost a growl. Sparky ran up the stairs and came running into the bedroom standing by his ex-master’s side.

“Um, Ella’s away at a dental conference and I’m her friend Jillian from down the block. I walked Sparky and I was just going to use the pool.”

He looked me up and down like a hungry beast, probably with the most lewd and lascivious thoughts in mind. I looked back at him with my eyes wide open – a mix of fright and also . . . desire? Yes, desire. I’d never felt that way before, but I just could not help myself. I wanted this man, who I’d known for two years to take me from the ass and fuck me hard! I saw the bulge in his cargo shorts of what could only be a monstrously huge cock! I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted this uncomfortable encounter to end in a sexual way.

“Ella and I got divorced four months ago and I moved out last month. I don’t remember her mentioning a ‘Jillian.’”

“Oh, I live down the block, and my husband Roger and I are new patients.”

“Really? Cause you look a little young to be married and living in this neighborhood.”

I laughed nervously. “Ha! Yes, I get that a lot. I use a new cream that I’ve told Ella about, and . . .”

He cut me off in mid-sentence. “Well, if you’re going to use the pool, then where’s your bathing suit??” he said, grinning at me.

“Well, no one was home, so I thought I’d just go swimming on the spur of the moment. I came over to walk Sparky, and I didn’t think I’d want to go swimming.”

He came up and stood next to me. He was at least a full head taller. “I wonder what else you didn’t think about doing today – Jillian?” His eyes were melting through me.

Then I felt a bit gutsy and a little inquisitive, maybe a bit too inquisitive. I said, “So what brings you back here if you moved out?”

Wrong thing to say. “I really don’t think that’s any of your business Jillian. Something’s fishy here, and I’m going to find out just what it is! I have all the time in the world,” he said, his arms folded, and in a menacing tone which scared the shit out of me. We knew from Ella that John was a retired USMC Captain with four deployments overseas.

His fists were both balled up and the grin became something else, and his eyes narrowed into slits. I had to come clean and face the consequences.

Keeping my voice the same, and my head looking down I said, “I’m not Jillian, John. I’m, I’m . . . Paul from next door.”

I didn’t expect what came next. John started laughing hysterically, and pointing at me. He bent over and had to catch his breath.

“So, so, (laughing in between), Ella asked you to walk Sparky, and when you were all alone, you came, up, (more side-splitting laughter) you came up here to play dress-up because you’re a little SISSY!??”

He had tears in his eyes. “Does Ella know? Do your parents or anyone else know? How long have you been doing this? Did you . . . did you . . . no, that’s impossible, but did you fuck my wife??”

“Uh, no Sir, I didn’t fuck your wife or touch her, I just admire her clothes, that’s all.”

He looked me over differently now from head to toe.

“You know something,” he said. “You look just like a girl! Not just that, but like a really hot girl . . . I bet your ass is really tight too! You see, Ella found out that I like that sort of thing – young adult sissy boys, and she couldn’t take it, especially when she caught me here in the bedroom pounding one I picked up at a bar downtown. Well, that one was a bit older. Now you,” he said, putting his hand up to his chin, “You seem very convenient. Too bad I moved away. How would you like me to fuck you now? Right here? That boner in my wife’s (laughing again) G-String kinda tells me you would like it – very much!” Now I was scared and turned on at the same time.

“Tell you what we’re gonna do. I’m sure you don’t want your parents to know I caught you up here, do they Paul, er., ‘Jillian?’”

“Uh, no, I really don’t Sir.”

“Ok then,” he said with a malevolent grin, and he opened the zipper of his cargo pants and pulled out the largest cock I had ever seen out of them. “I want to see what you’ve got. Suck on me!”

I couldn’t hide my excitement any longer and I eagerly got down on all fours and took his cock with my hand, my fingers barely able to grab the whole width of that thick, veiny monster, and I placed it up to my red, glossy lips.

“Yeah that’s it!” he said. “Keep going until I tell you to stop!”

I stuck out the tip of my tongue and placed it against his slit. I could feel the sweet/salty mix of pre cum on my tongue, and I was as hard as a rock. Now I opened my lips and tasted the first cock of my life – the new me – ‘Jillian.’ I used my tongue like a whisk broom, going around and around his “helmet.” He was moaning and he placed his hand on top of my jet black wig, causing me to go deeper and deeper on his cock until I had at least three quarters of it in my mouth.

“Come on you sissy slut – deeper! Let’s go!” he barked at me.

So I tried as best I could. I started choking, taking a deep breath and steeling myself up to take it all in. It had to be an eight-incher at least. He was leaking more pre cum and I went faster and faster on him. Suddenly he pulled out, breathing heavily.

“I don’t wanna cum this way,” he said with an evil grin. “Now get on the bed on your hands and knees and face the headboard – NOW!!”

I quickly scrambled off my knees and jumped up on the bed and did as I was told. John got on right behind me and spit on his hand, parting my butt cheeks apart and wetting my “boy pussy” or “bussy” as I was to learn later it was called. He then rubbed saliva on his already hard cock, and lined it up against my cherry asshole. As soon as I felt it, I got an electric shock of pleasure running through my body. I wanted him deeply inside me.

Before I could get another thought in, he was pressing up against my hole and drilled me with the head of his cock. I hissed between clenched teeth, and I was grabbing the bed sheets with both fists. He knew it was my first time, so I think he purposely went a bit easier on me. He even said to me, “Let me know, my little sissy slut if I’m in too deep!”

“No” I said, with semi-bravado, “Keep going, I want ALL OF THAT COCK!”

“Oooh, now you’re talking,” and with that he pounded me so much that I thought I would rip apart. The pain was strange in that at the same time I felt pleasure. A good, hard, slippery cock filled me with everything I’ve ever fantasized about. My own wetness added to his and John’s speed inside me increased and I bucked my hips up against him; his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

“Now . . . how’s . . . thissss?” he hissed out at me, at the same time slapping my butt cheeks, left and right several times. That only added to my pleasure. I loved being spanked, and my thoughts turned to what a paddle would feel like. I had to ask him later about that because I knew this would not be my only time.

Then he hit that magical “p-spot,” that makes transgender women squeal, because that was what I was sure I was on my way to becoming. Back and forth he went, and he let out a scream: “Oh God Jillian . . . you’re the tightest I’ve ever had, fuck! I’m . . . cumming!!” And with that I felt flooded by his warm, wet jizz, all the way through and up my insides. Like a chain reaction I came too, right into Ella’s satin panties. He kept going, and I squirted three more times in the longest and best orgasm I ever had.

We were both panting, and he spread himself over me, his muscles felt like boulders over my back and butt.

“I’ve never broken in a new sissy before. Tell you what. How’d you like to come over to my house any time you want. I’ll even buy you some clothes. How’s that?”

“That would be great John. But I’m going away to school in the fall.”

“Oh yeah. Well, it doesn’t matter because I can come up to school any time I want, and put us up for a weekend in a nice five star hotel. Now how does that sound?”

“Really, you would do all that?” I said, thinking about the clothes and his cock pounding me on weekends.

“Of course I would. In fact, I’m thinking of being monogamous with you. What do you say?”

I turned around and kissed him hard on the mouth, roping my tongue around his, happier than I’ve ever been in a long time.

Of course Ella would know nothing, and I would have a relationship with her too. John wouldn’t be any the wiser. The thought of that bisexual relationship made me smile. I’d get the best of both worlds. But there was the matter of my transition. No matter, I had time. I had plenty of time.

♦️♦️♦️
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Synopsis

ALAN IS A TWENTY YEAR-OLD COLLEGE JUNIOR who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. You see, he fell into a trap set by a scheming couple and a bunch of girls with very unorthodox sexual desires. After a wild night of partying which he has no memory of, he wakes up in a girl’s bedroom, dressed in women’s lingerie: bra, G-String panties and sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps!

The girl who woke him up shows him an iPhone video of him dressed and made up, and dancing on a table in the college’s rathskeller, making a pass at one of his guy friends! She tells him that she will post this embarrassing video on Tik-Tok, where it will be sure to go viral very quickly, unless . . . he agrees to

certain demands.

The first demand is that he dress up for a Saturday night bash at their dorm. The second demand is that he become a “sissy sex toy” for Linda and her boyfriend Jeff.

The stakes are high for Alan. If he refuses to go along, he risks exposure on social media which could have bad ramifications for future work, and if he does go along, what does it say about who he really is??


Chapter One

________________

____

Iliked to party like every kid on this campus, and Saturday nights were often drunken blurs of beer kegs and bongs. I made up for my lack of social skills, great physique, muscular arms, and six pack abs by following along with the other guys in my dorm and getting drunk and stoned. Usually, at the end of the night, I was back in my dorm room, trash can by my bed, puking, and not getting up the next day until noon. My roommate Mitch could consume huge amounts of beer and smoke his head off, and be like, “yeah, whatever.” He knew I had a low tolerance for stuff, and he was there for me on most Saturday nights, making sure I got back safely. I usually had no recollection of events.

One particular Saturday night was a first for me. I don’t know what happened to me except that the next day I didn’t wake up in my dorm room. There was no sign of Mitch, and I woke up in a strange girl’s room, hungover, and dressed . . . in a satin G-String, black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps, a stretch bra with cups, and wearing a long, brunette wig! What the fuck??

“Good morning beautiful,” a gorgeous red head with long hair, pretty face, a killer figure, and jeans said to me as she opened the blinds, making me squint as the sunlight hit my eyes. She was laughing, and pointing at me, and between belly laughs she managed to get out “Look at yourself!”

I stood up, wobbling with my head banging, and slightly nauseous, looking at the mirror over her dresser. I was shocked to see myself nude except for the items I mentioned above. In addition to the lingerie, my face was made up with lipstick, blue eye shadow, mascara, and eyebrow pencil over my thin, brown eyebrows. On the floor next to the bed was a green, one piece short dress in a pile. My eyes were opened wide, and I had no idea how this happened to me. I looked at this girl with more fright than curiosity.

“You really have no idea, do you Alan?” How did she know my name? I never met her before in the two years I’ve been on campus.”

“No, I don’t! Can you help me out here?” I asked; afraid of the answer. Now she stopped laughing, and her tone got a little more serious, but not totally.

“Well, your friends and you were at the rathskeller, and you were all pretty wasted, when Linda, that’s one of my friends, asked for a volunteer from your group to dress up like a hot-looking babe, your friends picked you!”

She did everything she could to stop from laughing again, and told me that “We took you back to my room, and my friends and I dressed you up and made up your face, and brought you back down to the rat. You danced on top of one of the tables, and everybody, I mean everybody was whooping and cheering until the management threw everybody out. Your friends just left, and so my friends and I took you back to our dorm.” More laughs. “We adopted you as our ‘pet sissy’ for the night!”

“Where are my shoes?” I asked meekly and horribly embarrassed.

She pointed to the other end of the bed. “You danced in your sneakers. We thought you should wear heels, but in your state, you would have fallen on your ass, probably breaking your neck.” She paused, looked at me and smiled. “Oh, you also tried to dance with one of your dorm buddies, Greg, I think it was, telling him how hot he was and would he please dance with you!”

“No fucking way!”

“Yeah, you did! You even made a fucking pass at him; a pitiful attempt if I may say so, but Greg was embarrassed and moved away from the table. So you danced alone until all of us got ejected from the place.”

“Where are my clothes?” was all I could say.

“I don’t really know Alan. Oh, by the way, my name is Chelsea.”

“So, what am I supposed to do Chelsea?” I asked, feeling more like a complete moron as each minute went by. Then there was a knock on the door, and Chelsea opened it. Three girls were peering into her room and staring at me and giggling.

“Look! It’s the dancing queen!” A thin blonde exclaimed. “Wow, you really put on some great moves last night Alan!”

The other two girls were laughing hysterically. All that was missing was a photographer from the campus newspaper. Speaking of which, one of the other girls came into the room, and Chelsea said, “This is Linda. She has the whole event, including getting you dressed up by us on her iPhone.”

“Hey Alan, you really outdid yourself last night!” Linda said, replaying the video. She showed part of the five minute video for me, and I felt a wave of nausea creep up on me. “Oh, I have your clothes in my room, unless you want to put my skimpy, slutty, green dress on – again!” she said laughing, and pointing to it on the floor, “and walk around dressed like a girl on campus! Also, I have to say that you look really HOT wearing all of my lingerie! But don’t worry; if you want to keep any of it, you can,” and all the girls were hysterically laughing, which just made me feel worse.

I was standing up now, facing the laughing girls, and my hands were down around my waist hiding, of all things, a very large boner!

“No need to hide it Alan,” Linda said. “We’ve all seen what you got under there.”

“Yeah, it looks pretty good to me,” Chelsea chimed in, causing more laughter.

I was grateful that Linda had my clothes, but I was worried about the iPhone video, and also who else might have one.

“Uh, I’d like to put my own clothes back on and go back to my dorm,” I said, picturing the reception I would get from my friends. It made me cringe.

Linda said, grinning at me, “Okay Alan, I’ll give you your clothes back but only under one condition.” Uh oh, I thought.

“And what would that be?” I said, summoning up all the last vestiges of dignity that I thought were in me.

“You let us dress you up again for our dorm party next Saturday night!”

“And what if I refuse?” I asked in a feeble attempt at some bravado.

“Well, none of your friends took a video, and I believe that we have the only one. I’ll just post it all over social media. We all think it’ll go viral in minutes on TIK-TOK! Just think: ‘College boy gets wasted and dressed up like a girl, and dances on college rathskeller table top!’ We think we can make some good bank off it!”

“No – you wouldn’t,” I said in complete horror.

Chelsea shook her head. “I’d believe Linda if I were you Alan.”

I had no choice in the matter. “Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” I said, coming out of the fox hole with my hands up in defeat.

The girls squealed, and Linda said proudly to her friends, “See, I told you he’d do it! Now follow me to my room and you can get dressed. Oh, the makeup remover is in the bathroom. Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that, and there’s also something else you need to know.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

My clothes were in a pile on the floor at the foot of Linda’s bed. I walked over to them and put them on top of her bed when she said to me, “Come into my suite bathroom Alan, and I’ll take your makeup off.”

“Now what was the other thing you were so anxious to talk to me about?” I asked with a looming sense of horror. I didn’t know any of these girls. I mean, shit, they could all be witches or some crazy group cult or something. I’ve heard of weirder things.

Linda came up to me and closed in the space between us. Then she placed her hand on top of my cock over her G-String. “If you’re wearing my G-String, then I own what’s under it,” she said rather matter-of-factly. She began rubbing me. “Feel good Alan?”

“Yeah it feels good.” This was all so crazy, but in the back of my mind it was sort of like a fantasy come true for me. When I was about sixteen, I imagined what it would be like for a girl to come onto me while I was wearing her panties. I suppressed those feelings – until now that is. I felt a drop of pre cum forming, and Linda felt the wetness through the material. She then gave my cock a good squeeze and took her hand away.

“No, I am not going to let you cum – just yet Alan. Now let’s talk,” and I followed her into the bathroom and took a seat by the mirror.

“You see Alan. I have a boyfriend, Jeff. You don’t know him, but it doesn’t really matter. Jeff and I have some ‘exotic sexual tastes’ you might say. This is where you come in. I mean, it could have been anybody really, but my friends and I picked you.”

“Picked me for WHAT??” The nerve of this teasing bitch. What the hell was she up to, and what did I give a shit about her and her boyfriend’s sexual tastes?

She stood over me as I sat in the chair. We were about the same height, and I fit almost too perfectly into her clothes. She picked my chin up with her fingers and looked me right in the eyes.

“A few weeks ago Jeff and I decided to spice up our sex life and we came up with a fun idea, which my girlfriends were only too happy to help me with. You see, Jeff told me he wants to have sex with me while a guy dressed up like a girl watches, and maybe even participates. Jeff happens to be bisexual, and I don’t want him straying from me, so I thought if I could get some unsuspecting guy – and this is where it gets fun – dressed up for us, then we could really have a great time.”

“But why me?” I kept asking.

“You may not like this part Alan, but since you asked, one of my girlfriends put a couple of “Mollies” in your beer, and before I knew it you were willing to come back here with me from the rathskeller, and I dressed you up and took you back there.” Linda was laughing now – a very evil, and frightening laugh.

“I suggested to you that you should dance on top of one of the tables, and Mollies make you horny as you know, so you made a pass at one of your friends – I think his name was Greg, yeah, Greg, and you even grabbed at his crotch! I mean all of your friends were drunk, and Greg pulled away, but I got it all on my iPhone! Of course you had no idea what was happening, and of course, no memory.”

“So YOU FUCKING DRUGGED ME??!!”

“Yes Alan, we did. I feel bad in a way, because it’s technically extortion – you either agree to ‘play’ with me and Jeff, or the video goes viral, and all your friends, and later on, any potential employers will see it too. Isn’t this a delicious scheme???” and there was that wicked laugh again.

I looked around for her iPhone and I spotted it on the vanity top, and I made a move for it, but Linda was faster. “You wanna take my iPhone and what – throw it away? Remove the evidence?” she said batting her eyes. “Come on Alan, I thought you were brighter than that. Several of my friends have the video. If you pull anything like that again, the video will go viral – I promise you!”

It looked like she had me there. I was forced to do what she and her boyfriend Jeff wanted. I thought about the legality of all this, but I couldn’t think of anything right off the top of my head. It was just a college prank – albeit a very devious college prank. I was now the official sex toy of a crazy college girl and possibly sadistic boyfriend.

“Oh come now Alan, don’t look so sad. I promise that neither Jeff nor me will hurt you. We just want to have some fun. Besides, there’s something very sexy to me about dominating a guy with sexual demands and ‘playing.’”

She took my makeup off, and I was sitting there wearing Linda’s nylon pantyhose, bra, and G-String. “Now come into the bedroom with me,” she said.

“Here, now sit on the bed, and spread your legs. You aren’t going to leave here disappointed. I promise.”

Well, I guess this could have been a lot worse – I could have left with blue balls, because I was horny as fuck, especially after Linda was playing with my cock.

Linda looked up at me and smiled, as she gripped my pulsing, moist cock with her fingers clenched in a fist around its shaft. I wasn’t a small size by any means, nor was I a giant. Inexperienced though I was, I thought I was normal. Now she placed my tip very slowly in between her glossy, moist red lips; the end of her tongue coming out to greet me. She liked to torture me, this much I could see already. She very skillfully used her tongue, circling the head of my cock, getting it slippery and wet – and she was only getting started.

“Hold on tight Alan . . . .” she said as she took all of me in her mouth, making a tight seal as her lips reached my balls. I thrusted my hips forwards into her face, and she kept in rhythm, going faster and faster. Her eyes were closed as if in deep concentration over what she was doing to me. She grabbed my ball sack with her right hand, long painted fingernails digging into my skin; the pain mixing with pleasure.

I tightened up and balled up my fists as I erupted into her mouth. Imagining Linda as a slut made it so much more pleasurable. I came three times – three large shots of white, sticky cum hitting the back of her throat. Just as I was being emptied of the last of my jizz, she pulled her mouth off of me, letting it run down the sides of her mouth, and chin. She looked up at me, her eyes glazed over and closed like slits, the cum on her face the most erotic sight I’d ever seen except in the videos I enjoyed watching on YOUTUBE.

She licked me clean until there was nothing left on my cock. Then she stood up and leaned into me on the bed, kissing me and giving me a taste of my own jizz. I loved it. I’m not sure how much being dressed in lingerie had to do with it – but I think it did.

“You are delicious Alan! I think Jeff and I are going to have loads of fun with you! Last night was nothing. I’m going to make you into the sluttiest sissy toy of your dreams.”

“I think I’d enjoy that Linda,” I said, not knowing where that came from. She laughed.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say that the thought of being with Jeff and me really turns you on. But, honestly, it’s more fun if you resist, so can you promise me that it looks like you’re being forced to do this stuff in front of Jeff? Please? For me?”

So here I was with the woman who drugged and blackmailed me, actually enjoying what I was being forced to do. Now I felt like part of the conspiracy instead of a victim. It was so strange.

“Now Alan, you’ll get dressed and be at our little dorm party on Saturday night. I want you to come straight to my room at five o’clock, and I’ll dress you up so good. Oh! We’re going to invite your friends over Saturday night too, but don’t worry – the way I’ll make you up, they won’t even know it’s you.”

“Okay Linda, sounds good.”

“Now I have to leave. Get dressed in here, and lock the door on your way out, okay?”

“Sure thing.” Now the only thing was what I would tell my friends, especially Greg. Obviously I couldn’t tell them that I was coming here on Saturday night. I’d have to make up some bullshit excuse why I couldn’t come.

Speaking of Greg, I wondered if the real reason I made a pass at him was not out of any real sexual desire, but that it was all drug-induced? Still, I liked the way I looked dressed up as a girl, and I did want to go through with Linda’s plan.

I stood in front of the mirror studying myself. Damn, I thought. I look really good as a girl. They say that alcohol relaxes your inhibitions, and mine were certainly absent last night. I thought of my “little secret.” Now that I was at least “semi-sober,” I could think clearly. The G-String felt really good against my cock, and snug against my balls. I loved the way it felt in between my butt cheeks; the way it cradled my asshole.

So I stuck the tip of my hands down the front and grabbed my cock which was now as hard as a rock, even so soon after Linda’s work. I bit my bottom lip as I felt a bit of pre cum leaking out from the tip of my cock. I decided that I would keep the G-String and stuff it in the front pocket of my jeans.

But first I paraded around the mirror, admiring myself. Humm, I thought. I loved the long, black wig. The makeup was smeared, but I bet the girls could help me out and do a much better job Saturday. I mean, the girls were drunk last night; imagine if they really concentrated on what they were doing! The thought excited me and brought back some early teenage fantasies which I had suppressed for many years. The truth was that I wasn’t angry at all. I kind of liked how I looked and felt. Maybe this could actually turn into something good.

So I hurried up and got dressed. I would pretend to be humiliated and embarrassed by last night, and I would let the other girls keep thinking I was. Last night was actually a bit of serendipitous luck for me.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

_____

Now what would I tell Greg? I’m sure he was embarrassed last night when, according to the girls I asked him to dance and made “a pass” at him. I wouldn’t say anything to him. I would wait for him to approach me on the subject. Greg was a good looking guy. He was a member of the college swim team, and had very broad shoulders, a rather thin waist and well-developed thigh muscles – just like a champion swimmer. I’ve only been to one of his swim meets, and I think he looked kind of hot – especially with that cock-bulge under his swim trunks.

Wait! What the hell am I saying? I mean, I’m not gay, or even bisexual. Yet it was undeniable; the attraction was there. I reasoned it out by thinking that he was only attractive when I dressed as a female. Yeah. That would be normal, right? A hot looking girl would find a guy like that attractive, so I was just “falling into the role.” I would have to be like that for Jeff and Linda anyway. Just take it slow Alan. There was a whole week until next Saturday. I was really looking forward to that.

On Sunday night I was back in my room doing some studying when my roommate Mitch walked in. “Where the hell were you last night? Oh my God Alan, you were drunk out of your mind, and you let these girls dress you up as a co-ed and you were dancing on top of the ratskeller table! Don’t you remember that?” Mitch was smirking, and laughing.

“No Mitch I don’t. I woke up in one of the girl’s rooms, and I was still dressed up. They had a really good laugh, but I was still too hungover from last night to really pay it much attention.”

“Yeah, and you also made a fucking pass at Greg!”

“Oh my God! I did?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“You really did, and you tried to put your hand on Greg’s crotch, and drunk as he was, he still had enough sense to back away from you. What the hell is wrong with you anyway Alan?” Mitch was grinning, like he was privy to some private joke.

“I, I, I’m not sure Mitch,” I said, confused as hell, and mad at myself for blacking out – I never black out.

“Well it seems that last night you really did. I mean none of us knew those girls and you just went away with them – you let them dress you up in a blackout, and lead you back to the rat where you did your table dance!” Now Mitch was laughing hard.

“Oh Jesus Alan – I so wished I had thought of getting my iPhone out and taking a video!”

“Mitch,” I said as innocently as possible, trying not to give anything away. “Do you think they could have slipped something in my beer that would have made me act like that?”

“You know, thinking about it, I suppose it’s possible. I should have followed you Alan, I’m sorry.”

“Never mind Mitch, it’s okay.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

Ihad a late class the next day, Monday, and Mitch had an early one, so I was alone in our room. I reached into the pocket of the jeans I wore on Saturday night, and I pulled out the panties I was wearing, which belonged to Linda. Just like yesterday morning, when I pulled them up and down my legs, I enjoyed the soft, satiny feel of the G-String going up my hairless legs, and then settled them over my cock, and in between my butt cheeks. Now I placed my hand down the front pouch and started rubbing my cock back and forth until I was hard as a rock. Oh how I wished that I could put makeup on and that wig, and dress fully! But I would have to wait until Saturday.

I was glad that the girls would invite my friends over to their little soiree. But was it really possible that with different makeup and a different wig, the guys wouldn’t know it was me? What was I thinking? But I had no choice unless I wanted to become an overnight Tik-Tok sensation. Come on Alan, I said to myself – Be honest here. You really DO want to seduce a guy dressed as a girl! I was in a real dilemma here, but everything pointed to that idea. I was still a virgin, (did a blowjob count?) and my dating life was anything but good, or even fair. Sure, I pretended to like girls when I was with my friends. I think they figured that since I was the studious type, maybe I didn’t have time for “distractions.”

Now I was rubbing myself to the point just before orgasm, so I grabbed a bunch of tissues and lied down on my bed. Before I could make another full pass with the panties, I shot a huge load of sticky, white cum all over my belly and chest, pulling the panties under my balls, so I wouldn’t soil them.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____

On Tuesday, I came back from the library about ten o’clock, and Mitch was in the room at his desk, studying. He was more social than me and did his best studying in the room. He liked interruptions.

“Hey, there he is – the campus drag queen!” he was laughing.

“Very funny Mitch,” I said.

“Come on, you know I’m kidding – happens to the best of us! Hey, I got some news for you. Those girls that we partied with last week at the rathskeller; they invited us over to their dorm for a party Saturday night! What do you think? I promise we won’t drug you and force you to dress up!”

“Oh that sounds great, but unfortunately I won’t be coming.”

“Why not? What are you – antisocial or something? Especially after last weekend!”

“No, I have a huge psych project I’m working on that’s due on Monday. It’s a group thing, and I’m meeting some others from my class, and we have to work on it.”

“On a Saturday night? Come on man, don’t be a dick about it.”

“Really Mitch – psych is my major, you know?”

“Okay, okay, don’t get so defensive. I just thought you might have a little fun. I mean, you never get out much anyway.”

“Well, maybe if we finish up early, I’ll come over, ok?”

“All right, fair enough. Do what you gotta do. But I’ll bet Greg will be disappointed,” Mitch said with a big grin.

“Cut it out man, besides, he isn’t my type!” and we were both laughing now; but I was for a different reason.

***

Saturday afternoon Mitch was out, and just to convince him that I meant what I said, I took my psych book and my laptop and left the dorm and headed over to Linda’s dorm on the other side of campus. The girls from the other night were all piled together in Linda’s room. I got a nice reception when I first walked in.

All my clothes were nicely laid out on the bed, when Linda said, “We have to shave you Alan. The other night your hair didn’t matter, but tonight is the real thing for you, so off it must come. Follow me into the bathroom.” So I got into the tub, and she shaved what little hair I had on my legs, my face of course, and then lastly, my balls. My cock was erect the whole time. All my pubic hair came off too.

There was a skimpy, hookerish, navy blue, one piece spandex dress on the bed, (another Linda special?) along with a Styrofoam head with a long, auburn wig on top. The strapped pantyhose were there, along with a pair of stylish, black pumps in my size – walking wouldn’t be so hard after all. This time there was a black G-String.

Linda said to me, “The girls all think it’ll be a blast, watching you seduce your friend, and don’t worry Alan. When we’re done with you none of your friends will know it’s you. What excuse did you give them for not showing up here tonight – I mean, as Alan?”

I shrugged and I said, “No big deal. I just said I was going to the library to work on a psych project.”

“Smart. Hey, by the way, the panties I lent you last Saturday are missing. You wouldn’t happen to know where they are now, would you?” The other four girls, Marcie, Donna, and Robin, the skinny blonde, and Chelsea were all laughing. I turned a bright red.

Then Linda said, “Relax Alan, we know you took them!”

I was quiet, and much embarrassed. “Hey, it’s okay,” Linda said.

“The girls all know your little secret, and we think it’s cute! We’ll help you along with this.”

Robin was looking at my crotch. “Look, he’s got a boner. Alan, mind if I touch it?”

“What a slut you are Robin!” Linda said. “Lay off him, he’s my creation.”

“Okay, maybe later I can get a taste,” Robin said, and winked at me. I was certainly the man, or the girl of the hour.

The bra was the one from the other night – the one that pulled the skin of my chest in tight and gave me the illusion of cleavage. By the time the girls were finished with me, I looked good enough to fuck! Linda’s auburn wig was wavy on top and had a slight part on the right side, with curls that fell below my breasts. Surprisingly, the shoes were comfortable, and I had no trouble walking in them. I had a small enough cock, but just to make sure, Linda placed a gaff inside the front of the G-String, to hide any bulge.

Linda did my eyes with just the right amount of mascara to really do a good job of hiding me. “Hey girls, we have to give Alan here a girl’s name. What do you think we call ‘her’ Amber?”

“Hey I like it! – Amber – Robin said. I think it suits her perfectly.”

“See Alan, er., Amber. We got all the bases covered. You don’t have to worry about anything!”

“Yeah, you really do,” I said. To their delight, I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror.

“Now bend over Amber!” Linda said. “Give us a good show of your ass.” I looked behind myself as I bent over in front of the mirror. I could see the G-String as it covered the crack between my butt cheeks really well, and I could see the straps of the pantyhose as they rose to the girdle. I didn’t see how any guy could resist me now! I wanted to be taken in the rear by some big hulking guy like Greg . . .

Then someone else came to Linda’s room – her boyfriend Jeff; the reason for my “capture” and makeover. “Wow Linda, is this our new ‘sissy toy?’”

“Oh, Amber, I’d like you to meet Jeff, my boyfriend.”

“Hi Jeff,” I said in my best high, female voice I could muster.

I got a good look at him. Aside from his big white teeth which were grinning at me now, he had a rugged complexion, a full head of black, wavy hair, and an athlete’s build. I knew that part of their sexual plan involved me being an unwilling partner with them, so I had to play shy in order to get Jeff off. This is what Linda had told me earlier. The more timid and hesitant “my act” was, the more of a turn-on I’d be for him.

I wondered how he would feel if he saw me with Greg, or any other guy first. I was about to find out.

The common room of the dorm was all set up with kegs of beer. Some of the girls had their boyfriends over to help them set up. They had a DJ doing some techno music, mixed with everything. Couples were dancing, and I walked in with Linda, Chelsea, and their friends. Linda gave me a bump in my side, and over the loud music she yelled in my ear – “Your friends are here, Amber. Time to do your thing!” Then she came closer to me, and said, “Jeff is watching, and I think it will really turn him on if he sees you hitting on some other guy, okay?”

“Sure Linda – I’ll try.” This was going to be some feat. I had to actually seduce one of my guy friends without them knowing it was me. Dressed like I was, I really wanted to, that’s the funny part.

They had strobe lights hung from the ceiling which made my cover complete because I would be harder to identify. I looked over at Greg, and I got a stirring in my insides. Holy shit, I feel like a real woman. This is more than just dressing up! I was fucking horny.

I got myself a cup of beer and I walked over to where Greg was standing with some other hot guys from the swim team, but I wanted him. He had blonde hair and blue eyes. In the most feminine voice I could muster, I said, “You want some company? My name’s Amber.”

Greg stood away from the bar after turning his head and looking at me. Holy shit – it’s working! I thought to myself.

“You live in this dorm?” he asked. “I haven’t seen you on campus before, but I gotta say, you look fucking hot.”

“Why thank you!” I said. I think the very short, skimpy blue dress with the tons of makeup did it.

“Oh, sorry, my name’s Greg.”

“You look like you work out a lot,” I said, eyeing him from top to bottom, my eyes lingering on his crotch, where I could see his boner pushing through his jeans. Over my shoulder I could see Linda and her boyfriend smiling at me. I could tell Jeff was getting off just watching me talk to Greg.

Then I did what only two weeks ago would have been unthinkable. I said to Greg, “You know Greg, we could stand here and talk all night, but that hard, fucking cock of yours is just too irresistible!”

Greg looked like he was stunned. Just then I felt like the cheapest slut in the world. “You know Greg, I think there’s a nice bathroom on this floor we could sort of use,” I said as I grabbed his crotch.

“Well then,” he shouted over the music, “What the hell are we waiting for? Let’s go!”

So I took Greg by the hand and purposely we walked right in front of Linda and Jeff. Linda looked like she was about to choke, and Jeff was grinning from ear to ear, and flashed me a ‘thumbs up’ sign.

The bathroom on the first floor was empty and I led Greg inside. My cock was throbbing underneath the gaff. Locked in a frenzied tongue kiss with Greg I pulled him into an empty stall, pulling his hair, with my hand now groping underneath his jeans. I loosened his belt, pulled his zipper down and then his jeans, letting them fall around his ankles. I got down on the cold tiled floor and grabbed his massive cock with my fingers making a fist. His eyes were closed, and his hands were pressing on the top of my head as I guided his cock in between my ruby red glossed lips. I played with the head of his cock by sticking the tip of my tongue into his slit.

I wasn’t sure if his massive cock would even fit into my mouth. Dressed as I was, I had a hunger that I never knew I had. I had to have him inside my mouth, and have him explode in my mouth. My lips now formed a tight seal over the head of his cock, and I slid my lips over his shaft, till about half way. I couldn’t fit any more of it inside me. I tasted a sweet/salty mix of pre cum leaking out of it.

He matched my sucking back and forth with hip thrusts that almost made me gag. I went faster and faster and he hissed between clenched teeth. Then suddenly I stopped.

“What the FUCK AMBER!??” he yelled out. “I was just gonna cum!”

“You will Greg. I just want you to fuck me in my ass.”

Astounded, Greg’s eyes lit up. “Really?” he said. “You’re into that sort of thing?”

I laughed. “If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t have asked you now would I?”

“Well okay then! Let’s do it. You’re fucking WILD girl!” My asshole was throbbing underneath the soft, satin G-String. I wanted him inside me in the worst way. I was a total slut, and it was great.

I bent over and ripped the G-String from in between my buttocks over one side. Greg spit on his hands and rubbed them over my cherry asshole, my ‘boy pussy;’ my bussy. I had watched many YOUTUBE videos in secret over the years and now it was like I was in my own fantasy show come true.

He lined his wet cock over my cherry and went in with his head. I gasped because I wasn’t stretched at all. Too late to prepare, but I wanted it badly. I felt full at first, and when he pulled out each time, it was like I had to shit, but that quickly was overcome by a mixed sensation of pain and pleasure. The deeper he went, the better it felt. Unlike my mouth, my ass could and did take all of his cock inside. I loved it and backed up against him, his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

I felt a strange sensation coming from deep inside me, sort of like a sneeze welling up. He hit my p-spot, and with each thrust the sensation grew. Greg let out a loud moan and shot a full, thick, warm load right into my bussy. I could feel it running down my butt cheeks, which only made his cock slicker, and he kept going. I couldn’t take it anymore and I shot my wad too – right into the gaff, soaking it through completely. I screamed. I never felt anything like it before; total erotic electricity. By far it was my longest and strongest orgasm.

He pulled out of me and thick, white rivulets of Greg’s cum ran down my pantyhose. I would be doing the walk of shame out of the bathroom for sure. That turned me on almost as much as the actual act.

We stood facing each other and kissed. I wanted him more and more, and I knew that someday soon I’d be staying over in his room. I wondered how he would take the fact that I have a cock. Somehow I didn’t think he would mind. I straightened myself out a little in the bathroom and put on a fresh coat of lipstick, my ass tingling as I stood there. I was a champion. I was the biggest slut on campus, and I loved it.

Greg and I walked off together. “I’m going to go hang out with my girlfriends. They’re probably wondering what happened to me,” I said, looking up at Greg, who was at least a head taller than me.

“Sure babe, go do what you have to do. Say, could I get your number? I want to see you again.” I smiled and texted him my number. That reminded me – I would have to change my voice mail message!

I did the slut walk of shame over to where Jeff and Linda were standing, after giving Greg a lingering good night kiss. Linda looked at my face and I didn’t have to say anything. She wasn’t angry. I mean, why should she be? She was pleased with her new sissy toy – me. She looked me over from top to bottom and she noticed the telltale cum stains running down the middle of my pantyhose and her mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide.

“What? You’ve never seen a transgender slut before Linda?” I said proudly.

“I, I didn’t expect, I mean, so fast??” I just looked at her and smiled. Jeff noticed too and grinned.

“Listen, let’s get out of here, and go up to your room Linda,” Jeff said, not taking his eyes off me for a second.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Six

________________

_____

Linda, Jeff and I made our way up to her room on the second floor of the dorm. Earlier this evening, the room was a circus as I got dressed for my “debut,” but now there was no sign of the activity that went on earlier. Linda and Jeff would see the culmination of their efforts to create a “sissy toy” out of an unsuspecting male college student. The one thing they didn’t count on was my willingness to go through with it, but like Linda had told me, Jeff got a “thrill” out of his fantasy of a forced feminization that he could share with his girlfriend. So here I was, pretending to be “acting,” and taken against my will – blackmailed and feminized. I played the role very well.

“Okay slut, let’s see what you’ve got!” Jeff barked out at me. Linda standing off to the side and smiling, sort of “directing me.”

“What do you intend to do to me sir!?” I asked, feigning fear.

Jeff growled out, “I want to take you from your ass, so get on that bed on all fours like the cock-loving sissy slut that you are!”

Meanwhile Linda sat on a club chair across from the bed, her legs spread out wide, lifting her short dress up and sticking her fingers down the front of her G-String.

I got in position on the bed with my ass up in the air facing Jeff who hopped on behind me. It was the second time I handed my ass out for a pounding, and I was ready to enjoy every bit of it.

Jeff was a rough one. No lube, and just like Greg, he spit on his hands and rubbed it all over my ass. It was still sticky from my roll with Greg, but he didn’t seem to mind. If anything he was turned on by the fact that I was “broken in” already.

He entered me quickly, giving me a start and making me stiffen. I gritted my teeth and gripped the bed sheets with my fists. “Wow, you’re so fucking tight you little slut!” Jeff grunted out. I was in pain, but not like with Greg. He was so big that now I felt I could take any size cock that happened to find its way into my ass. Again, as with Greg, I went back on him meeting him thrust for thrust. His hands gripped the sides of my butt cheeks, spreading them out.

Over on the club chair Linda was sitting in a puddle of her own juices, her middle finger sliding up and down, playing with her clit and going deep inside her pussy. I was turned on watching her. She was moaning, and Jeff was grunting. It was a well-choreographed scene, with my own moans adding to the sound.

I felt Jeff’s ball sack smacking into my butt as he was fully inside me. I let out a scream as my p-spot was hit full on and I came a second time that night into my already wet gaff. At the same time, I felt Jeff’s cum shoot up high inside me, which only made him thrust even faster than before. It dribbled down the sides of my butt cheeks as before. I had no doubt in my mind now that I would transition to be a transgender woman.

Jeff pulled out of me and startled me by smacking my ass with his open palm. I winced, but at the same time I enjoyed it.

“I WANT A COCK!!” Linda yelled from the club chair.

“Well climb onto the bed then babe!” Jeff said hungrily.

“Please Jeff! Let the sissy fuck me!”

“Okay babe. While he’s fucking you from behind he can suck me off.” It was then I noticed that Jeff was wearing a little device called a cock ring which kept him hard for multiple orgasms.

Linda hopped on the bed on all fours, her ass high in the air. I pulled my G-String down, and my cock showed itself. “Look at her – her cock is so big Linda!”

Linda looked back at me. “Wow Amber, you are sooo big! See jeff, I know how to pick them!”

“Yeah, you really do,” he said as he stepped to the side of the bed next to my head, as I mounted Linda.

Linda’s pussy was already slick, and she eagerly reached behind herself and put my cock right inside her. It felt nice and surprisingly tight. At the same time, Jeff put his cock right in my face and he bellowed, “Suck me BITCH! Do what you do best, slut!”

Before I could say anything I was choking on Jeff’s cock as I thrusted inside his girlfriend’s pussy. My lips tightened around him, and I teased him by not going down all the way and pulling off. His eyes were closed, and his head was facing the ceiling.

As I went deeper inside of Linda, making her moan, I sucked harder on Jeff. His hands pressed on my head so I couldn’t come off of him even if I wanted to. It went on for what seemed like forever. I was getting “double teamed,” and I loved it.

The moans were broken by Jeff’s grunting out – “SWITCH!”

I pulled out of Linda and Jeff took my place on the bed. Jeff wanted me next to him where he could suck my cock! Now that the tables were turned I was dizzy and consumed by pleasure; pure hedonistic delight.

Jeff moaned as he shot his cum into Linda, and he almost bit off my cock, but he just kept sucking, and seconds later I came right into Jeff’s mouth. He sucked every drop of me in. Nothing was left and he licked me clean. He was bobbing up and down on me, and Linda moaned with another orgasm. Who knows how many she had from watching us?

The three of us were all sweaty and happy. Of course, my makeup would have to be touched up before I went downstairs. When I came out of the bathroom with more mascara and more lipstick on, Jeff and Linda were both looking at me.

“Linda,” Jeff said, “Does Amber here know that she’ll have to be with us whenever we want her, and do whatever we want, or we show the video on Tik-Tok?”

“Yes, I believe she does. Don’t you Amber?”

“Yes, of course. I have no other choice but to be your sissy toy from now on.”

Of course, Jeff didn’t know what Linda knew – that I had found myself, and would play with them anytime.

♦️♦️♦️
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Chapter One

_______________

____

Coney Island, Brooklyn, NY – The Present Day

Semyon Zubkov sat brooding in his expansive office on top of the nightclub he owned in Coney Island called “Moscow Nights.” He had a slight family problem he needed to get resolved – and fast. In addition to owning the nightclub, Vladimir owned several car washes, laundromats, a couple of BMW dealerships, and several Brooklyn Borough Councilmen, cops and judges. He was the PAKHAN, or godfather of the largest Russian Mafia syndicate in the United States.

His tentacles reached all the way back to Mother Russia – the black market, arms trafficking, drugs, underage prostitutes, and vices that would make a hardened killer blush. He was deemed untouchable, and had enough contacts in the media which meant that any reporter who even mentioned his name would meet with a quick, most unpleasant, and untimely death.

Semyon’s dream was to one day hand over his empire of evil to his oldest son, Viktor. This was the promise he made to his late wife Katerina, over six years ago, just before her death from cancer. He had her flown to the best hospital for her disease in the world – in Switzerland, but even the best on Earth, was no match for the Will of God. Like most Russian mafia chiefs, Semyon was fiercely devoted to the Russian Orthodox Church, and now carried a grudge against God.

He had another reason for a grudge – his son Viktor. Now approaching sixty, Semyon knew that he had to prepare his playboy son to take over the family business. However, Semyon thought Viktor soft, spoiled by the good life in the United States. A bright young man, he sent him to Harvard, where he majored in political science, thinking he would become a lawyer, the family “consigliere,” however that turned out not to be. Viktor’s love for drink and fast cars and gambling made this dream of Semyon’s impossible. The boy simply had no sense of responsibility.

However, there was no one else that Semyon trusted, no one to replace him. Viktor’s younger sister, Madeline, lived in Chicago and had no interest whatsoever in the family business. So what was he to do?

Semyon had a glass of brandy before him and a good Cuban cigar and thought hard. He took a deep breath and sighed. It was time to make a humiliating phone call to an old friend, someone he spent five years with in a Siberian work camp, during the last years of the Soviet Union.

His tattooed right hand, missing a pinky finger, picked up the old land line rotary phone and made the call.

***

Viktor was sleeping in the family mansion on Staten Island, face down on the bed, just wearing his tight undershorts. The eighteen year old newly imported Russian prostitute lay next to him after giving him a night of blowjobs and performing other acts of debauchery which Viktor loved so well that only a girl from the old country would know how to perform. She had a gorgeous figure, blue eyes, a Slavic face, and long, platinum blonde hair. A mountain of coke was on top of a mirror on the table of Viktor’s chest of drawers.

Heavy sets of footsteps ran up the grand staircase leading to Viktor’s room and two of Semyon’s bodyguards knocked hard on the door.

“Okay, okay, I’m coming,” Viktor answered, turning around, his head banging with a headache, the morning sunlight preventing him from opening his eyes. It was eleven AM.

The door burst open, the two men impatient, not giving Viktor a chance to get on his feet to walk over to the door.

“Get rid of her Alexi,” a burly, bald man named Nikolai said to the other, a muscular man with close cropped red hair, and a scar running down his face from his right eye to his neck. Alexi shook the hooker awake and barked at her in Russian to put her clothes on and get out.

“What the fuck Nikolai?” Viktor whined; his eyes half closed.

“Your father wants to see you Viktor, NOW. Hurry up and get dressed.”

“All right. What is so important?”

“I just told you,” Nikolai answered, his tone showing no respect for Viktor whatsoever. Viktor just mumbled, forcing his eyes opened, grabbing for a bottle of Bourbon on his night stand, and taking a quick swallow before Nikolai could stop him.

“I don’t think the pakhan wants to smell alcohol on your breath today Viktor.”

“Well fuck the old man,” Viktor said under his breath. He needed a bit of “the hair of the dog,” after last night’s heavy partying.

“Come on, hurry up,” Nikolai said, handing Viktor a shirt from his closet and a pair of hanging slacks. His clothes from the night before lying on the floor were in no condition to be worn now.

“Marta has breakfast for you downstairs. I suggest you hurry up and eat. We’ll wait ten minutes for you in the car.”

The last thing Viktor wanted was food, but he suspected it would be a long day, so he forced himself to eat. Alexi called an Uber for the hooker who barely had time to put on the short, glittery party dress from last night.

Nikolai double parked in front of Moscow Nights and he and Alexi escorted Viktor up the stairs to his father’s office. The door was cracked open and two armed bodyguards stood on either side of the heavy oak door. The three of them walked in.

“Good morning gentlemen,” Semyon said, his voice deep and serious. “Nikolai, Alexi,” wait downstairs until I call you up.”

“Yes Pakhan,” Nikolai responded. Both of them turned around and left, smartly closing the door on their way out.

“Viktor,” Semyon said, gesturing with his hand. “Have a seat.”

Viktor sat in the plush, red velvet seat in front of the desk.

“You look like shit today son,” Semyon said, snarling, looking over his son from top to bottom.

“The best private schools, vacations in Greece, Harvard University, and all the opportunities I and this great country can offer you, and what do you have to show for it, eh? Drinking, drugging, and consorting with cheap prostitutes.”

“But they’re your prostitutes, father.”

Semyon shook his head in disgust. “You know, if you were anyone but my son, I should shoot you in the balls for that!”

On his desk, Semyon was spinning a .45 caliber handgun with a pearl handle and a blue steel barrel.

“So, how are you doing with the gambling collections I asked you to make last week?”

“I . . .”

“No don’t answer. Nikolai already told me. What are you trying to do Viktor? You are twenty five years old. I had hoped for you to take over for me someday, and I see no promise in you – none. Do you know the others do not fear you, or respect you. They call you a ‘pussy’ behind your back, among other things. To the other gangs – my competition, you are a joke. They smell blood in the water. But I have no choice. I have to turn you into something that maybe you are not. Do you not see my problem here Viktor? What am I to do with you? You’re an intelligent young man. But you’re lazy, you’re soft. Madeline should take over the family business. SHE is more of a man than you are! What do you have to say for yourself, eh?”

Viktor looked down at the plush, red carpet in front of the desk and was defiant.

“Just give me a chance father! I know I can still learn the business.”

“But it’s not just that Viktor. You have no presence on the street. My businesses don’t even know you. You’re a laughing stock, a joke. You don’t even know how to shoot!”

Viktor was silent. He knew his father was right. But he didn’t have the right temperament to be a mob boss, or any type of boss period. He wasn’t even sure he was a man, never having any steady girlfriends, just having prostitutes around. He didn’t even have any real sex with them so to speak, just blowjobs, and then they would drink or drug themselves to sleep. Prostitutes were easy. He was the boss’s son, so he didn’t have to worry about any insults or ridicule from women. He could easily get a new girl every night, and never repeat a single one for a year. He was a lost cause.

At his father’s last comment Viktor smirked. Would someone even take him seriously if he pulled a gun?

“So I’ve come up with a solution for you Viktor. I contacted an old friend of mine in Moscow; another Pakhan I do some business with. I told him about you, and he and I think you could use some ‘toughening up,’ Russian Style. You will leave tonight from JFK. I’ve booked a flight for you, and you will stay at his dacha (summer house) for two months. By that time Viktor, you’ll either be ready to be my successor, or be a garbage man in Moscow. Now what do you say?”

Viktor swallowed hard. This would not be an English boarding school or a week at SANDALS with a prostitute. This would be something else entirely.

“Don’t thank me yet Viktor. You can do that when you return. My friend’s name is Sergei. Sergei Tupolev. Now get out of my sight. Nikolai will take you home and help you pack, then take you to the airport.”

Semyon opened his desk drawer and handed Viktor his passport and airline ticket.

“Have a nice flight Viktor, and remember: Sergei will be giving me regular updates on your progress.”

“Yes father.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

So Viktor found himself in the passenger lounge at JFK of Aeroflot, waiting for the seven fifteen night flight to Moscow’s Sheremetyevo International Airport. He was to stay for two months at Sergei’s dacha on the Black Sea. What could he possibly learn from this trip? Accounting? How to forcibly take over a legitimate business and turn it into a Mafia plaything? Business management of the most powerful Eastern European crime syndicate on the east coast? Stamp collecting? That was the passion of his youth, but like most of his past interests, it went nowhere. He laughed to himself. Father, father, he thought. How can you turn a lemon into an apple?

At the passenger gate at Sheremetyevo a man in a black suit and chauffeur cap stood with a sign saying “ZUBKOV” in English. Viktor waved to him, and they both collected his two suitcases from the carousel and got into the limo waiting curbside.

Standing outside the limo were two guards, presumably armed with small submachine guns. These guys took no chances. They drove through Moscow, stopping about twenty miles outside the city at a private airstrip where they then boarded a private Leer jet which would take them to an airport outside Odessa on the Black Sea. From there, it was a short drive to Sergei’s dacha on the water.

They came to an isolated, ornate mansion which would make a Czar blush. From labor camp in Siberia to mansion on the Black Sea – The Russian Dream in the Twenty First Century. Like many, Viktor’s father and Sergei had made a killing on the black market from the collapse of the former Soviet Union.

Viktor was escorted inside. His mouth dropped open at the opulence of the mansion. It was enormous, even by European standards with a large circular driveway, and submachinegun toting bodyguards patrolling all around the grounds. Once inside, Viktor’s jaw dropped at the gold-plated banisters, marble stairways, and expensive paintings on the wall. The smart money these days was in art, and Sergei Tupolev was very smart.

“Welcome Viktor how was your flight?” a rotund, muscular and bald man wearing heavy gold chains, rings, and a silk bathrobe asked as he hurried across the marble floor to shake his hand. The same as Viktor’s father, Sergei’s right hand pinkie was missing from the first knuckle out. Yet his grip, as he shook Viktor’s hand was as strong as a vice. “Please, come inside. I will have your bags brought upstairs. You will be treated as family. Your father and I are blood brothers. I assume he told you this, no?

“Yes he did, Mr. Tupolev.

“Good. Please, call me Sergei. His tone turned serious, and his tone lowered as he came closer to Viktor. “Your father and I went through some hard times together in the Gulag. However, we both rose above that most unfortunate period in our lives in the ‘New Russia,’ the land of the oligarchs, as you can see. During your two month stay, I will teach you to run your father’s empire, and to be . . . a pakhan.”

“SASHA!” he called out in Russian. “Take Viktor’s bags upstairs to the guest room.” A tattooed bodyguard with a black tank-top t-shirt and tattooed arms came running and carried Viktor’s bags away.

“Now Viktor, come into the parlor for drinks.” With a wave of his hand he pointed to a wall filled with every type of liquor imaginable. “Make yourself at home and have whatever you like. After dinner, we will talk business. But for this afternoon, you can relax, and I have a little something for you to help with that.” Sergei smiled at Viktor and clapped his hands together loudly, twice.

A tall, svelte brunette longhaired girl with long legs, lots of makeup, and a short, one-piece blue latex dress came from the staircase across to the parlor. Her stiletto heels announced her arrival with a clacking sound before Viktor could even see her. She was absolutely radiant, with magnificent cleavage, and a big smile on her beautiful face.

Sergei smiled as he saw her enter the room.

“Viktor, this is Nadia. She will help your relax, and get you ready to concentrate on your education which will start tomorrow.”

Viktor barely heard Sergei as the huge boner in his pants betrayed his arousal. Nadia, standing in front of the two men., noticed it and smiled at Viktor.

Sergei patted his hands on his thighs and rose from the couch. “Well, I have some work to do Viktor. Nadia, why don’t you take Viktor out to the balcony overlooking the grounds and get acquainted.” Then turning to Viktor he said, “You will see she speaks excellent English. I will see you for dinner at six.”

Nadia wasn’t shy at all and took Viktor’s hand and slowly walked with him upstairs and to his room, then through sliding glass doors to the large marble floored balcony. There were plush, red velvet chairs, a table, and a large couch outside.

“So Viktor, I will make your stay here pleasant,” she said in a soft voice with a surprisingly slight accent.

“Thank you Nadia. If you don’t mind my asking, what is your relationship to Sergei?” Normally Viktor wouldn’t ask such an invasive question, but he knew that Nadia “had to” answer. She wasn’t just a guest – she came with the house. That’s how it was.

“Sergei is a lovely man, and my job is a hostess for his many guests. There are four girls, of which I am the boss. If you have me, then it means you are special. In addition, I help him with his business, which I teach you too.”

“I’m, uh, flattered,” Viktor said, his cock practically following her movements like a magnet. It was even interfering with his speech.

“You seem nervous Viktor. How about I bring your scotch outside from the parlor. I’ll have a vodka. Sergei has his own brand. It’s quite good.”

“Okay, then I’ll have one too.”

“Good, just have a seat and I’ll bring the bottle with a couple of glasses.” Viktor’s eyes were drawn to Nadia’s ass as she slowly walked back inside the house. He started to rethink his early opinions of this trip.

When she came back outside, she sat down next to him placing the bottle and glasses on a small table in front of the couch. As she leaned forward and Viktor got a good look down the front of Nadia’s dress, he saw that she wasn’t even wearing a bra. This only made him more distracted, restless, and unable to converse in a manner than made any sense. She was wearing perfume, not a heavy amount, but just enough to make him bulge even more.

She poured a glass for Viktor and herself. “Let’s drink a toast.”

“What will we drink to?” he was able to squeak out. Nadia laughed at his obvious shyness.

“Why don’t we drink to a successful completion of your training.” How did she know about that? Viktor thought to himself. Did she know that his father had no faith in his ability to become a pakhan, and that his trip was to make him into something that he had no faith in his ability to become?

“Okay then,” they klinked glasses, and he said, “to a successful completion of my training.”

“Tell me something Viktor,” Nadia said as she lit up an all-white, long 120mm cigarette, and did a snap inhale, “do you have much experience with women back home.” So forward, he thought.

“Uh, nothing steady.” What he meant to say was that he never had actual sex, but just blowjobs from his father’s hookers from the club. So really, he was technically a virgin – at twenty five.

“I see. Maybe we can change things a bit,” she said as she touched her shapely ass to his, and rubbed it a bit with hers. Viktor quickly swallowed his vodka and Nadia laughed and poured him another glass.

“I’m looking forward to that Nadia,” Viktor said with the voice of a high school kid. He remembered those days; endless taunts about his lack of masculinity, and slim body build that girls never paid attention to. His thoughts turned to his best friend in high school, a girl named Stacy who one day said to him, “Maybe you aren’t meant to be a boy Viktor. You interact better with girls.” A shiver ran down his back as he remembered.

Nadia turned to Viktor, and her long, painted fingernails gently turned his face towards her as she softly planted her lips against his and slowly moved them around his. Her tongue stuck out from her tight lips and entered his mouth, finding his, and twirled it around turning him on even more. Her smoky breath made his cock throb – this was a bit of a fetish of his; attractive women smokers. Without saying a word or breaking contact, Nadia rubbed his cock through his trousers and boxers, causing a drop of pre cum to escape.

She kept this up, and Viktor had a feeling about what was to come next. But it seemed she knew what he was thinking when she said, “Don’t worry Viktor, we have complete privacy out here.”

Her hand now reached for his zipper and pulled it down, then up again, toying with him, making him moan through his closed mouth. Then she left his zipper down, and reached into his trousers with her probing fingers and gabbed the head of his cock with her fingertips, squeezing more pre cum out. She felt the wetness on her fingertips and pulled off him, staring him in the face with her emerald green eyes, and placed her wet fingertip inside her mouth, a doe-eyed, girlish expression on her face.

She undid his belt and pulled his pants down, causing him to raise his butt, and pulled them down to his ankles. She did the same with his boxers.

“Oooh, I see your Russian blood has blessed you with a giant cock!” She laughed. “I am very hungry for this. I love to suck cock very much.”

Taking a large, cheek-hollowing drag from her cigarette, she placed her mouth over his cock, exhaling a large smoke stream from her mouth and nose. It turned him on even more. She took her lips off him, and smiled, stroking his bare cock and said, “Such a nice cock you have Viktor.” Then bending her head down, she kissed the tip of his cock with open lips.

Now with her lips tightly closed around Viktor’s cock she moved slowly, the velvet smooth lip gloss she wore painting his cock tip a bright red. Her tongue circled and rubbed his cock, especially the soft tuft of skin on the sensitive underside. The slowness with which she moved made Viktor moan involuntarily. The depth of her sucking increased and she placed his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

She could only place it three quarters into her mouth, but it was enough. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she went up and down, faster and faster. Viktor met her sucking motions by bucking his hips up to meet her thrusts.

Her lips were so tight that after just a few minutes of this he exploded a huge load of thick, white cum all inside of Nadia’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat, forcing her head back. Greedily she sucked and swallowed a huge bolus of his jizz. Not a drop ran down the sides of her mouth.

She licked him clean and came off him, kissing him and giving him the first taste of his own, sweet/salty jizz. It surprised him that he loved it so much. It was like a nectar of the gods to him. What that meant, if anything, he tried to push from his mind, but it was no use – he loved it. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure and satisfaction. She smiled and was hungry for more of Viktor.
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“Let’s go inside now Viktor. We have some time before dinner, and my pussy is aching for you,” she said as she squeezed his cock again through his trousers.

“Lead the way!”

Nadia grabbed his cock through his pants and took him in through the sliding doors to his bedroom.

He was still horny as fuck and flattered at the same time. No woman had ever paid him attention like this. His self-esteem was always in the gutter, but now for the first time, he was somebody who he could look in the mirror and be proud of. Yet something was missing that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“I’m as you Americans would say ‘so hot’ for you Viktor.” She pushed him down on the bed by his shoulders into a sitting position, and then backed away from him a few steps. He watched spellbound as she lifted the tight latex dress over her head, and was treated to a full view of her gorgeous, smooth breasts; her nipples sticking up into the air like two pencil points.

Nadia moved closer to him, wiggling her hips, clad only in a lace-topped green satin G-String, and pushed her breasts into his face, moving them in a circle around his mouth. Viktor somehow knew what to do by instinct. He stuck his tongue out and circled her nipples with it, alternating between right and left. Then he placed his lips over each nipple, suckling them and taking his mouth off, kissing each breast. She threw her head back and moaned, her long, auburn hair falling down the middle of her back. Nadia placed her right hand underneath the pouch of her G-String and moved it up and down, stroking her pussy in a continuous motion.

Viktor used his hands, squeezing her firm breasts, using his fingertips to tickle her, which made her stiffen and hiss between her teeth, saying his name over and over again. Down below his beltline, Viktor’s cock was throbbing, so soon after he had just cum in her mouth on the balcony.

Suddenly, she pulled off Viktor’s mouth, and he looked up at her puzzled. She was smiling at him, and shifted from side to side, like a rhythmic dance, hooking her thumb down the front of the thong.

She bit her lower lip and looked at him with those piercing emerald eyes, and slowly pulled down the G-String. He could see that her pubic area was shaved and looked smooth.

What he saw next made his jaw drop and his eyes to pop open wide. Nadia had just revealed a cock to him. He stared at it in disbelief.

“Nadia! What the fuck is this? Is this real?”

She laughed at him, the thong now around her ankles covering the straps of her high heels.

“I assume you have never seen cock on woman before, right Viktor. I know they have women like me in United States, no?”

“Yes but . . . here? In Sergei’s home? He know this about you??”

“Of course Viktor. Sergei has women like me, or should I say ‘ladyboy’ or ‘shemale’ as they call us in Thailand. We work for him in powerful positions in his organization. He finds that we get a lot of respect. Trust me, we do.”

“But I’m not gay? Am I?” Viktor asked, scratching his head, confused as hell about what he just did – getting a blowjob from a girl with a cock.

“I don’t know Viktor. You are who you are.” She paused and saw Viktor’s troubled state, and picked up his chin with her hand.

“I think Viktor that you should not be troubled and just go along with what you want to do – what your body tells you to do, okay? You listen to me – this is right for you. Nadia knows.”

He swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Good boy,” she said with a mellow, soothing voice, and took two steps toward him, placing the tip of her fleshy, bulbous cock against his lips. Viktor’s lips remained closed, and she bounced her cock on and off his lips. Nadia stuck her index finger in her mouth and took it out, rubbing the wetness over Viktor’s lips. To her it was like giving a child candy for the first time.

“You can think of this as my ‘clit.’ I like to have it sucked by other ladyboys.”

She placed her cock on top of his lips once more, but this time she forced it, causing them to open up, just enough to place her tip inside his mouth. Viktor stuck his tongue out and placed it onto her slit and moved it around the head of her cock, causing her to moan and place her hands gently on the back of his head.

Nadia pushed her hips deeper against Viktor, making her cock to go deeper into Viktor’s mouth. He liked it. Against everything he knew – he enjoyed it. His mouth was very wet, and he went back and forth, sucking her cock like a kid who hadn’t had a favorite candy cane in a long time. He surrendered completely to the act, licking and sucking. His tongue slid up and down over the tuft of soft skin on the bottom of her huge “she cock.”

She rocked against him faster and faster, her arms wrapped across his shoulders. Now he felt the same sweet/salty taste leak from the tip of Nadia’s cock. It tasted the same as his own.

Nadia let out a large “Ahhh,” filling Viktor’s mouth with a warm, thick explosion of jizz. Not once, or twice, but three large spurts filled up his mouth. She kept thrusting, and he swallowed almost all of it, but some leaked down from the corners of his mouth onto his chin.

He licked her cock clean, and she pulled off Viktor and ran her tongue over her cum that had escaped his mouth, kissing him deeply, sucking up the cum she missed from inside Viktor’s mouth. Their foreheads touched for a minute, and she came off Viktor, touching his face tenderly with her fingertips, and said, “That was not so bad was it? You were wonderful Viktor.”

“I loved it. I didn’t think I could ever do that, but I really enjoyed it.” This was a real revelation to him.

“That’s right Viktor. Think of it as my boy clit. It’s my ‘pussy,’ but a different type than maybe you are used to.”

“I have something to tell you Nadia. I’m a, or I was a virgin until now. You’re my first.”

“Oh Viktor that is so sweet,” she said and pulled him up off the bed and kissed him deeply with her arms around his shoulders.

“I’m still not satisfied Viktor. You must do one more thing for me to please me.”

“Oh? What would that be?” he asked, really curious. The woman was insatiable. Wait a minute, he thought. Is she really a woman? Yes she is, but she happens to have a cock. So what? This was more than rationalization, it was desire. He wanted her. She was much different than the unfeeling hookers of his father that gave him blowjobs at home.

She tugged at his pants, opening his zipper, unfastening his jeans, and pulled them down around his ankles, along with his boxers.

“Please step out of these.”

He did as he was told.

“Now get on the bed on your knees and face the front.”

“But I’m . . .”

“No, you do it. I promise you enjoy this Viktor. It, how you say, will open new world for you.”

Viktor thought of the double meaning of that statement, and he didn’t object, doing as he was told.

Nadia hopped on the bed behind him and spit on her hands. She spread his ass cheeks apart and rubbed her spit around Viktor’s ass, and her cock, pulling his butt cheeks apart. Her she cock was even harder than before. She played around with it against his cherry, puckered virgin asshole. An electric shock of pleasure ran through his body.

“Viktor, you will feel some pain, but soon it will turn to pleasure unlike anything you have ever experienced before. I promise you this,” she said reassuringly. “You trust me no?”

“Yes, yes Nadia, I do.”

“Good. Now relax, and enjoy me Viktor.”

With his butt cheeks spread apart, Nadia slid the head of her cock just inside Viktor’s asshole, making him wince, and causing him to grab the sheets of the bed with closed fists. The pain was almost intolerable as she went deeper and deeper, but he remembered what she told hm. Gradually, he was consumed by a pleasure he never thought possible. It was so strange to him, this mixture of pain and pleasure; where pain became pleasure . . .

He felt comfortable enough to buck his hips backwards against her thrusting and she began to moan; her fingernails digging deep into his flesh. They got into a furious rhythm, both caught up in the moment.

There soon came a point where the pleasure became total for him, and his cock was erect again. He started to stroke it, amazed by the connection between his hardness and her actions. Each time she went deeper, a wave of impending orgasm shot through him. Nadia yelled out wordless sounds and he felt a familiar wet warmth, but this time deep inside of him. She went faster and faster now and soon, like a sneeze welling up from deep withing he shot a tremendous load of cum onto the bedsheet below him. Not once, but twice.

Her thrusting slowed like it was at the beginning. She was letting him down gently. Tenderly, still inside him, she spread herself across his backside, and they stayed still for what seemed a long time, both spent.
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They came down for dinner like Sergei requested at six o’clock. Gathered around the table in his impressive dining room, servants brought out the dinner in courses, like in any other great house. Sergei looked from Nadia to Viktor and a smile crossed his face.

“So Viktor, I assume Nadia taught you some new things, yes?”

Clearly embarrassed and turning beet red, Viktor weakly replied, “Yes, Sergei, she revealed much to me.”

Sergei’s heavy belly laugh filled the room, and Nadia was laughing and smiling as well.

“Yes, I’m sure she did. Did you know that Nadia plays a key role in my operations here?”

“Uh, she told me that women were very powerful in your operations, pakhan, but she didn’t tell me much about what she did.”

He pointed his fork at Nadia after putting the roasted duck in his mouth, and said, “She will teach you much Viktor. Not just things in the bedroom, although that is a very important part of your time here. Believe it or not, she is one of my best enforcers. If you do not yet understand, you soon will. I am going to return you to your father very strong and powerful, just as he asked of me. However, you will be a little ‘different.’ Believe me, the both of you will thank me. I sense a ‘connection’ of sorts between the two of you. This is good!”

Viktor assumed correctly now that he was headed for a transformation from a carefree playboy son of the biggest pakhan in the Russian Mafia in America, into a powerful . . . but somewhat “changed” son. He knew that his first duty was to his father, and if this is what father thought was best for him, then it was his duty to go along with it. He would have to see what the next days brought.

“Now Viktor, tomorrow morning I must go to Moscow for a week, and you will be here with Nadia and the servants, yes?”

“Whatever you say pakhan, it is my pleasure.”

“Good boy. I know Nadia will take good care of you.”

***

After Sergei left, NADIA came to Viktor’s room and said, “Viktor, come to my room, I want to show you something.”

“Sure. What is it?”

She smiled wickedly. “You’ll see, come.”

On Nadia’s bed were an assortment of women’s clothes – HOT women’s clothes, including some lingerie that elicited a large boner to arise through Viktor’s jeans. Nadia noticed this and said:

“Viktor, I think you enjoy this, yes?”

“Yes I think I do.” It didn’t pay to hide anything from Nadia. She was very intuitive and would see for herself anyway. What the hell, he thought. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment a little, right? Viktor didn’t waste any time and slipped off his jeans and his boxers, kicking them off to the side. He picked up a purple G-String and stepped into it, feeling the softness against his almost hairless legs as he slowly pulled it up over his legs, thighs, and then settled it around his junk. He loved the way the satin material felt on the soft underside of his cock. The expression on his face told Nadia everything she wanted to know.

On the bed was also a case of makeup that she would skillfully apply to Viktor’s face. The dress she picked out for him was a low cut one-piece satin short, black evening gown with earrings, and also a long redhaired wig to match his hair.

The bra was a one-piece stretch elastic with lace that pulled the skin on his chest together to give him the illusion of cleavage. The heels he would have some trouble with, but it was something that he had to learn. He was determined.

“Wow, Viktor, you look beautiful,” Nadia said as she walked around her new creation. Now she took him into the bathroom and made him up in front of the vanity with his chair turned sideways so he couldn’t look into the mirror until she was finished with her job.

She used heavy mascara to make up for his light, sparse eyelashes. The finishing touch was the long, redhaired wig. Viktor ran his hands over the smooth satin of the dress and felt his boner rubbing against the G-String. He felt feminine, but also powerful.

“Okay, now you may look. What do you think Viktor?”

Viktor was in awe of the beautiful women staring back at him in the mirror. He wanted to fuck himself; that was how good he looked.

Nadia stood back admiring him, and reached into her bag for a long, all-white cigarette. She gave him one too, and said, “If you want to be a domineering woman in the Bratva, (Russian Mafia), you have to smoke and look powerful my love.” So she lit him up and Viktor held the cigarette the American way and it turned him on even more. He loved the way the lipstick looked around the white filter. He wanted to be a slut, a tough, but elegant slut.

“Here, let me put these on you.” She said.

“Are these real, Nadia?” They were large diamond earrings, hanging from a gold chain.

“Yes they are – a present for you from Sergei.”

Now he was complete. He felt a tingling in his ass, with the feeling that he wanted to be fucked – badly, by a real cock too. Maybe it was the way the G-String felt between his butt cheeks? Whatever, he liked it.

“Now my love, I am going to teach you how to control a man, and ensnare him for your purposes.”

“What do you mean?” Viktor asked, trying to hide his enthusiasm. But he couldn’t fool Nadia. She picked up her cell phone, and made a quick call in Russian. Viktor understood pieces of conversation, and in this case just enough to get what was going to happen next, and he was getting nervous.

A muscular young man in his early thirties with a crew cut, tank top, tattoos all over both arms, a gold tooth in his top front came into the room. Immediately, Viktor was hard as a rock, but gave up trying to analyze how he felt. He was immediately attracted to this specimen of absolute manhood.

“Viktor, this is Piotr. He is your lesson for today. You will seduce him.” She thought for a minute. “Actually, I think “fuck” is a better word.”

Without saying anything, Piotr took his jeans and boxers off, and smiled, golden tooth showing at Viktor.

“She is beautiful Nadia,” he said admiringly.

“Yes she is Piotr, enjoy her.” And with that, Nadia took a seat off to the side, spread her legs and began playing with her gurl cock as Piotr obediently got on the bed.

Nadia lit a cigarette and threw Viktor a tube of K-Y Jelly which he applied all over Piotr’s ass and surrounding areas up to his balls. He then took a small amount and applied a thin layer to his cock.

It felt cool and silky on his cock, causing a small drop of pre cum to leak from his tip.

Spreading Piotr’s butt cheeks apart, Viktor placed the tip of his cock against Piotr’s ass. A prison tattoo on his right butt cheek told Viktor that Piotr was a “fan” of this kind of treatment. It made him wonder about his father and Sergei, but the thought didn’t last long.

He rubbed his cock in a circle around Piotr’s asshole and Piotr moaned. It filled Viktor with a sense of power. He smacked Piotr’s butt which made Piotr wince and Nadia laugh. She looked on approvingly at Viktor.

Viktor slowly slid just the tip of his cock into Piotr’s asshole, and then withdrew. The next time he went a little farther, withdrew, and then went farther each time. Now he got into a steady rhythm of thrusting. Piotr moved his butt back onto Viktor matching each thrust with his own. The smooth silkiness was almost too much to take, and Viktor was close to cumming. His dress and makeup aroused him more.

Piotr was moaning with pleasure and Viktor felt it too. It felt different to be on the giving end for the first time in his life, and he thrusted faster, the tightness of Piotr’s “boy pussy” adding to his pleasure. With a loud sigh, Viktor unleashed a torrent of his cum all the way up into Piotr. So much so that a stream ran down Piotr’s butt cheeks. Now Piotr stiffened and cum shot out of his erect cock onto the bed.

Like an obedient slave, Piotr pulled off of Viktor’s still erect cock and got down on his knees off the bed, facing Viktor. Viktor turned to Piotr and Piotr grabbed hungrily for Viktor’s cock and placed it in his mouth.

Piotr licked all of Viktor’s cum off his cock, and it made Viktor as hard as he was before. Viktor loved blow jobs and at this point it didn’t matter to him who it came from. But that wasn’t entirely true. It was a big turn on for him to get it from a man while he was dressed as a woman.

Soon Piotr’s lips had Viktor’s cock tightly inside of his mouth, and his tongue was circling the head; his lips making a tight seal. Viktor spread his legs apart more and stiffened his back and threw his head back, moaning with pleasure. It took him a little while longer to cum so soon after he fucked Piotr, but he did – all through Piotr’s mouth. Piotr made sucking noises as he swallowed all of Viktor’s load, and Piotr eagerly licked Viktor clean.
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Nadia taught Viktor everything she knew about managing a syndicate in the Bratva, and he was a fast learner. He accompanied her on her rounds, and he saw the respect she gained wherever she went. She introduced Viktor to people who appeared as if they would never take instructions from a woman, yet they did. In fact, they feared Nadia. He wanted to be just like her, and wondered how he would do in his father’s organization. Certainly, as a beautiful woman he would be a curiosity, but Nadia taught him that he must be tough at all times, and be ready to back it up with force.

On the grounds of Sergei’s dacha, Nadia taught him how to handle different firearms and how to fight barehanded. He looked on incredulously as she “manhandled” several of Sergei’s men in physical combat, and she spent time teaching Viktor these methods.

There was another part of Viktor’s training that he didn’t see coming, but Nadia assured him that this part was necessary. He was to begin a regimen of HRT. She told him that he would enjoy the sex much more and even feel more powerful.

What Viktor lacked as a weak man; he would gain as a strong transgender woman. 

By the end of six weeks, he was starting to show signs of the transition. His breasts grew larger, and his hips rounder. He also got stronger through weight lifting and endurance training.

At night, Viktor and Nadia slept together. He was becoming very attached to Nadia and he didn’t want to leave her when it would be time to go back to Brooklyn. He thought about extending his stay to maybe another four months. Sergei was impressed with the progress Viktor was making and he told him that he would speak to his father and tell him the good news, that Viktor would return to him “a new man.” Indeed. There was just one test that Viktor had to pass. He was to come to Sergei’s room one night after dinner.

Nadia took him aside. “Don’t worry Viktor, everything will be fine. This is a test that Sergei gives to people who come to him for training.”

“Uh Nadia, how many men has Sergei put through this ‘training?’”

Nadia laughed. “Not many. I think you are the fourth, but because of the close bond between Sergei and your father, he is paying special attention to you.”

“Now there is one more thing. We need a woman’s name for you. We can’t have you being ‘Viktor’ anymore. It just doesn’t fit you now,” Nadia said laughing. “Do you know what you would like to be called?”

Before he could really think, “Valentina” popped out of his mouth.

“Ah Valentina! Yes, this is excellent and sexy name for you. Valentina you shall be then!”

***

Before Valentina entered Sergei’s room, Nadia took her aside and said, I am going to give you something new which will teach you to climax like a real woman Valentina my love. You will feel strange at first, but Sergei enjoys.”

Valentia was fully made up and wore a pink silk teddy and a bra because after two months, she had decent tits and needed it, and also a satin G-String which felt indescribably good between her butt cheeks, nestled in the crack.

“I may take you first before Sergei,” Nadia said and came close and rubbed Valentina’s hard cock under her silk teddy. Valentina’s gurl cock was throbbing and aching for her “mistress,” and what Nadia did next to her hurt a bit. Nadia pulled out a pink plastic “cock cage” that she applied to Valentina’s cock and then locked it with a gold padlock. Nadia kept the key as a sign of “ownership.”

Nadia took her and kissed her deeply. “When he is through with you tonight, you will come to me in my room. Sergei never sleeps with his girls. Now go.”

Valentina, full of confidence went to the room of her father’s best friend.

“Ah Valentina. You look magnificent. Good enough to eat!” he said with a husky laugh. “Come here. I was dying here thinking of you. How would you like to suck the best cock of your life?”

“Oooh, sounds nice Sergei.”

Sergei got on his bed with red satin sheets and took off Valentina’s robe and her bra. She was on her knees on the bed in front of him as Sergei fondled her breasts and kissed her nipples, even taking them between his teeth. This sent shivers down Valentina’s spine, and her cock was pressing painfully against the cage. This just made her want to get fucked even more. It was too much for her to ignore, so she said to Sergei, “Please Sergei, I want you to fuck me badly in my pussy.”

He laughed heartily and said, “But of course.”

So they switched places and Valentina got on her knees and faced the foot of the bed and Sergei got on his knees behind her. He was a gentlemen as he reached for a tube of K-Y Jelly from his night stand draw. Squeezing out a good amount, he spread it generously over Valentina’s ass after moving the G-String from between her butt cheeks. He then placed a nice amount on his hard, throbbing, veiny cock, which made Valentina lick her lips with delight.

She loved the feel as his thick, fleshy head touched her cherry boy pussy. He rolled it around, just teasing her, all the while her gurl cock was straining at the plastic cock cage. She moved her butt in a circle. He started off gentle, only going in a little bit at a time, head first. Valentina moaned with ecstasy. Each time she was fucked like this the feeling became better and better. Sergei’s was the biggest cock she ever had.

Now he went in slowly, but as far as he could go. Valentina let out a loud moan, and gripped the bed sheets in her fists. He went faster and faster, grunting, and Valentina was nearing her orgasm, her p-spot being hit with each thrust.

Sergei cried out and shot a huge load all the way up Valentina’s ass, and he smacked it hard a couple of times, adding to her enjoyment immensely. Valentina let her load loose too, but her cock was not fully erect, being confined in the cage. This was not her first, but a true “sissygasm” nonetheless, and it was incredible.

Sergei was panting, and lay across Valentina’s back. He was still hard, and Valentina was overcome with the urge to suck Sergei’s cock, and that’s just what she did. She slipped off the bed and got down on her knees facing the side of it.

“Ohhh, Valentina, you are marvelous my dear! Yes, yes, of course you can,” he said with a smile lighting up his whole face.

He sat on the bed facing her with his legs spread apart. She was overcome with desire, proudly acknowledging that she had become a real cock whore. She grabbed his cock in her fist, but her fingers barely went around it’s girth.

Moving in closer on her knees, she looked up at Sergei, and placed are mouth over his cock head and began sucking it hard, like a vacuum, her tongue running circles around it. Sergei hissed and threw his head back in pure awe of this shemale that Nadia created. She was, he thought, by far the best. He wished he could keep her in Russia, but he had made an agreement with his friend.

Valentina was full on sucking and playing, trying out new tricks with her tongue and even closing her teeth gently on his shaft, biting it, which Sergei loved even more. Her mouth was very wet, and she now went faster and faster. Sergei slid on his ass to be closer to her, as her tongue worked it’s magic on the soft underside of his cock.

He could take no more and shot a huge load into Valentina’s greedy mouth. She pulled her mouth off and let Sergei shoot his load all over her eyes and face, making her heavy mascara run down her cheeks.

She looked up at him with a puppy dog expression, and he pulled her up by her shoulders and licked all the cum off her face. This only made her cock throb more inside the cage.

They kissed and hugged for a while longer. Finally Sergei said, “Go to your mistress Valentina. She did an excellent job with you, and she tells me you are learning the business very well. Someday your father will have a very strong heiress he can be very proud of.”

This was music to Valentina’s ears.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

____

Valentina made her way to Nadia’s bedroom and found her sleeping. She took her place next to her and they cuddled and then fucked in the early morning hours. They later came down for an early breakfast.

“I think in a week you go back to New York my love.”

“Yes I think so. Nadia do you think I’m ready?”

“You are more than ready my dear. You will be very strong. You have learned the business very well. Sergei is very pleased with your progress as a shemale and as a boss. I must tell you,” she said laughing, “I’m a little jealous of what a great lover Sergei says you’ve become. I’m going to miss you very much. But I have a surprise for you!”

“Oh, and what’s that Nadia?”

“I’m going back with you for a while. I’m going to help you run things in New York for a while. Of course we will be together in Brooklyn.”

Valentina couldn’t believe her ears. This was better than she could have hoped for. She got up off her chair and ran over to Nadia and hugged and kissed her, running her hands through her thick dark hair.

“This is wonderful Nadia!”

“Tell me. How do you think your father will react to two women helping him run his business?”

“When he sees all the money rolling in he will be very pleased I think.”

“And how will he react to having a second daughter?”

“Well from what Sergei tells me, he is already very happy.”

“See, I knew it would be okay.”

“Nadia, come back upstairs with me. It’s still early and my pussy needs a lot of attention,” she said and smiled.

“With pleasure my dear, with pleasure.”

***

When Viktor, aka Valentina returned to Brooklyn with Nadia, her father was very pleased. She earned a reputation as a no nonsense boss and made her father a lot of money, acquiring new business ventures, some legit and some in “the gray area,” but with Nadia to guide her along it went very well. Valentina was respected by those in the Bratva and more importantly she was also feared.

However, Nadia could not stay since she was too valuable for Sergei’s operation be in Brooklyn for too long. So the two lovers made a pact and every six months they saw each other; sometimes in New York, and sometimes in Moscow.

Some years later, both Sergei, and Semyon retired. Nadia taking over her father’s organization, and Valentina taking over her father’s. The two of them decided to merge and became the most powerful Bratva group in Russia and the United States. Of course they kept the hiring of men to a minimum and trained many transgender women. Breaking them in was always fun. They made many femboys over in the “Russian Style.”
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Chapter One

______________

___

Milleridge Cove is a small town in Western Georgia, and it is very proud of its new public library building replacing the old, worn out one built in the 1890’s. The town is fairly progressive in its outlook on education, and there is a section of the new library devoted to “Adult Books,” which has everything from factual books on gender reassignment, to transgender fiction. Of course, there are also the usual books you would expect to find in a section like that, which includes some reprints of the old “X-Rated” magazines like Penthouse, Hustler, and even Eighties videos, now put on DVD. The section is concealed from the rest of the library in deference to the privacy of the library patrons who would like to keep their browsing of such materials personal.

One such patron was twenty-one year old Jimmy Sheridan, a senior at Milleridge College. Jimmy is a shy boy, who stands out as an enigma amongst the other students. He is a loner, and spends his free time reading, and studying books on astronomy, chess, and military history. He has few friends, male and female, and those who know him better than the others are the ones whom he likes to confide in. Maybe one reason he has few friends on campus is that he lives with his parents as does his best friend, Desiree.

Jimmy didn’t date much, if you called visits to female friend’s dorm rooms, or Desiree’s house to listen to music, dates. In contrast to the bravado expressed by some of the jocks on campus when it came to relations with girls, Jimmy was silent. He was often the butt of cruel jokes about his sexual orientation, snickers and rude comments. They called him names like “Femboy,” “Backdoor Jimmy,” and often got rough with him, pushing him in the hallways, knocking him into lockers, and even egging his house – when it wasn’t even Halloween! Phys Ed was the worst. He would leave class early, and hurry to get dressed in the locker room before the bullying started.

His mannerisms were effeminate; like walking, the sound and pitch of his voice, and his general comportment. At lunch he liked to sit with the girls, especially Desiree.

“There they go again – such assholes!” Desiree said to Jimmy, nodding to the table of football jocks seated across the cafeteria from them, making faces and lewd gestures at Jimmy. There was Clayton, Dougie, and Tim, the three biggest offenders. Clayton walked by their table and made a loud “hissing” noise. Yesterday things escalated to new heights when Jimmy went to his car after school, planning to drive Desiree home, as he sometimes does. All of his tires were slashed. Over Jimmy’s objections, Desiree called the Milleridge College Campus Police, and all they could do was treat it like an act of vandalism. When Jimmy was asked for a group of possible suspects he was quiet. One thing he learned was to never be a rat. The police gave Jimmy and Desiree a ride home and Jimmy had his car towed to the service station. It was the only service station in that town.

Jimmy and Desiree enjoyed each other’s company, and even though Desiree had her suspicions about Jimmy with regard to his possible sexual orientation, she was very cool and understanding about it, not probing, and letting Jimmy talk to her about whatever he wanted. Likewise, she felt comfortable talking to Jimmy about her dates and the gossip with her girlfriends.

Jimmy didn’t tell her about his frequent trips to the adult section of the new library in town. That was a secret he would not share with anyone. The librarian was a woman in her mid-twenties, named Barbara Early. Barbara was drop dead gorgeous, and was one of those women that guys stared at wherever she went. She lived by herself in a small house just off the Interstate.

One day after school, Jimmy stopped by the library and passed Barbara’s desk and headed to the adult section, like he always did. Today she looked particularly hot – even Jimmy (and the women patrons – mostly mothers with pre-school age kids) noticed her, whispering amongst themselves. She wore a low-cut white cotton blouse, the top three buttons opened, revealing a red laced bra visible underneath showing off her jaw-dropping cleavage.

Her tits poked through the two layers of material, standing out like two pencil points. She had on a very short black leather skirt with a wide red belt, and black stiletto heels, more suited to walking down a runway than the sections of a public library. She had very long shiny auburn hair that fell in between her cleavage, and facial makeup which included deep blue eye shadow, heavy mascara, eyeliner, and bright red lipstick.

Once in the adult section, Jimmy went to the book section and happened upon his favorite book; kind of a “how-to” crossdress convincingly, loaded with brilliant photos, and detailed instructions on makeup, hair, clothing (including lingerie that hid a cock bulge), and other chapters on going out dressed in public – “The Big Reveal” the chapter was called. Jimmy’s secret passion was to dress like Barbara and go out in public. Whenever he had that book open, his cock was always hard, and he wanted to take that book home, but he was too embarrassed to bring it to Barbara’s counter to borrow it.

Barbara paid little attention to Jimmy because he always went to that back section. But this was one day when she had reason to go back there – to return some borrowed books. The first inkling that Barbara was there was when Jimmy caught a whiff of her strong perfume, and a hint of tobacco smoke.

Jimmy’s cock was hard even before he picked his eyes up to notice her standing in front of his table. Opened in front of him was his favorite book. He happened to glance at her out of the corner of his eye. She said nothing to him and shelved the books in her hands. Had she seen what he was reading? Probably, but she said nothing, and for that, Jimmy was grateful.

Jimmy sometimes spent hours ogling the pictures, and paying close attention to the descriptions of makeup and dress. All Jimmy could do was look. He had no access to any real articles of clothing, especially lingerie. He lingered over those photos, wondering how great they would feel slipping over his hairless legs and his cock. If he was home, he would take that book into the privacy of his bedroom or bathroom and jerk off to his favorite sections.

Today he looked to see if there were any new arrivals, and there were some short novels on transgender romance. He skimmed through a couple of those, but like his favorite book, he was afraid to check any of them out.

He looked at his phone and it was four thirty. He thought about Desiree, wondering what would happen if he confessed his desire to cross dress, and what would happen if he asked her to “borrow” some clothing and makeup to try. If he was going to ask anyone, it would have to be Desiree.

Jimmy was a spontaneous sort when it came to getting what he wanted, so he went outside the library to call her and see if he could come over and talk to her. They had homework in several subjects together, and she thought it would be fun if he came over, had dinner with her family and then went to her room to work. Desiree’s parents knew Jimmy and judged him to be “safe” as far as allowing him to be in their daughter’s room with the door closed.

Jimmy had a lot of sexual tension whenever he left the library. The urge to cross dress lately was getting more and more, so finding an understanding girl to help him became an absolute necessity. On his way out of the library today, he saw Barbara sitting on the library steps smoking one of those long, ladies cigarettes – Virginia Slims 120s. That was another fetish of his – watching beautiful women smoke. He even bought a pack at a gas station down past the town limits, and smoked secretly in his backyard. It got him hard instantly. He imagined how powerful it would be if he could dress, smoke and jerk off at the same time.

He wondered if Barbara noticed him staring at her. It wasn’t a long, like “Oh my God” stare, but he caught her eye just long enough for her to notice him staring.

As soon as the call ended, Jimmy got in his car and drove the two miles to Desiree’s house. “Hey Jimmy,” Desiree said, smiling as she opened the door. “Come on in. Mom ordered pizza for dinner since you’re coming over. I hope that’s okay?”

“Are you kidding Des – that’s great!”

After dinner and some neutral banter about this and that with her parents, Desiree and Jimmy took their books and laptops up to her room, closing the door. “Say Des, before we get started, can I talk to you about something?”

“Sure Jimmy, what’s up.”

Even though Desiree was understanding, Jimmy was still shy about talking to her, and he was hesitant.

“Come on Jimmy. I can see something’s bothering you, so out with it kiddo.”

Jimmy cleared his throat. “Umm, this is a little embarrassing Des, but I think I want to try crossdressing,” he said, expecting laughter and ridicule. But he was pleasantly surprised.

“Don’t be upset Jimmy. To tell you the truth, I was wondering when you were going to tell me something like that.”

“You were?”

“Yes. We’ve been friends since elementary school and there have been times when I wanted you to take me out, but I had a feeling that you wouldn’t. Also, I never noticed you looking at guys, so I didn’t think you were gay.”

“I see,” Jimmy said. Her remarks didn’t deflate his ego, they just reinforced what he understood. “Were you disappointed that I never, you know, asked you out?”

“Yes, at first, until I began to think about it. I think you would be happy crossdressing, and maybe even transitioning someday.”

“Really Des?” Now Jimmy was getting excited and wondering what the next step would be.

“Yeah Jimmy. Tell you what. I’m gonna do something for you that no girl in this school would ever do for you. I’m gonna let you try on some of my clothes and see how you like it.” She didn’t wait long to see Jimmy’s reaction. His face lit up like a Christmas Tree. “Also, I know that crossdressing would be difficult for you,” she said with a sly grin, “because you don’t have a sister you could ‘borrow’ girl’s clothes from.”

Jimmy was flabbergasted. “Okay, can we do it now? I know your parents are downstairs.”

“No they aren’t. Tonight’s Thursday and they went out food shopping.”

Desiree was laughing when she saw how happy Jimmy was. She moved over to her dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String, and a matching green laced bra.

She tossed them to him. “Here. Would you be more comfortable going into the bathroom to change, or would you like to change in front of me? It really doesn’t matter. I have an older brother you know. I’ve seen guys naked before.” That was true. Desiree’s older brother Kyle was in his last year of medical residency, and she’d seen him parading around in his underwear, much to her disgust.

“Okay, I’ll change in the bathroom,” Jimmy said and left her bedroom.

Once in the bathroom, Jimmy slipped out of his clothes and left them in a heap on the floor.

His heart was beating fast as he slipped Desiree’s thong up and over his legs. The silkiness gave him a massive hard on as he felt the cool, soft material work its way up his legs. When he settled it around his cock and his balls, the feeling was indescribable. It just felt ‘so right.’ He never felt so like . . . himself. Then he placed the back strap between his butt cheeks, and it was wonderful. It caused a stirring deep inside him. He wouldn’t tell Desiree, but he thought he needed “something” to complete his intense feelings. That something he had trouble articulating . . . but it was a cock.

The bra was a stretch bra that he placed over his head, and it pulled the skin of his chest in tight, giving him the illusion of cleavage. He looked at himself in the mirror and turned around. It was the most natural feeling in the world. When he came out of the bathroom and walked into Desiree’s room, her mouth dropped open.

“Wow Jimmy – you look, I mean you are – fantastic!”

“I’ll bet it feels good, natural, right?”

Jimmy slowly nodded his head. “Yes it does.” Then he told her about the hours spent in the library looking at the books in the adult section. He said nothing of the hot librarian that seemed to take some sort of an interest in him.

“Now I have something for you that I think you’ll really enjoy!”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

Desiree picked up a makeup case from the top of her dresser drawers and handed it to him. “I’ll sit you in front of my vanity mirror and you can watch the magic take place,” she said.

Jimmy sat on her vanity chair and Desiree went to work. She started with the compound on his hairless face, and went all the way to the blue eye shadow to match his brown eyes and hair, and then the mascara, lipstick and lip liner.

“I kind of know how to do this stuff from the YOUTUBE videos I watch,” he told her.

“Okay, so consider this a private tutoring session where I reinforce what you already know,” she said, smiling. When she was done, they were both stunned at how feminine he looked.

Studying him from a few steps away Desiree said, “You know, I kind of wish you could dress like this all the time because I always wanted a close girlfriend. Now, you’re the closest thing to that I have.”

“Really?” Jimmy was happy.

“Yes Jimmy, I mean it,” Desiree said. She hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.

“You wanna try a one-piece dress I have? I think it’ll fit you,” she said.

“Sure, let’s do it!”

Desiree walked to her closet and slid some hangers down the rack until she came to a cream colored, one-piece short, tight dress. Jimmy couldn’t hide his hard on and Desiree smiled, even though she knew it wasn’t for her. The only thing missing was a wig, but Jimmy wore his hair with a part in the middle and it came below his collar, so he was like a girl with short hair. The way she then did up his hair with a curling iron made “the old Jimmy” disappear. It was really hard to tell it was him, and for a minute the illusion even fooled Desiree.

“Wow Jimmy! I swear to God, I would never know it was you.”

“What can I say Des; you’re a genius with makeup.”

“Tell you what. I don’t really wear these things. So I can let you borrow all of it, and we can go shopping for more stuff, like maybe some costume jewelry; earrings and stuff.”

“Sounds great! Why don’t we go to the mall this weekend?”

“It’s a date.” Desiree realized what she just said, and quickly corrected herself. “Well, you know what I mean.”

Jimmy laughed. “Yes I do.”

So Jimmy changed, removed the makeup, and she gave him a bag to bring all the clothes and some extra makeup home. He was saddened when he took everything off. He really wanted to keep it on. Leaving Desiree’s house, he wasn’t the same person who came over earlier. He felt stronger, emotionally, and more like himself than he had ever felt in his life.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________

___

The next day after school, when Jimmy went to the library, he passed Barbara’s desk, and he was smiling because he was privy to a secret that sort of involved her. She was his “goal,” or rather, looking like her was. She picked up a change in his attitude and it made her a bit curious.

He went right to his favorite book – the big one with all the instructive color pictures. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to check it out, but he had to have it. . But then he saw that the book was marked “NOT FOR BORROWING. LIBRARY READING ONLY.”

Jimmy was disappointed . What could he do? So after he was done reading it, he quickly stuck it into his book bag. He planned to take it home with him, and jerk off to some favorite pictures. Eventually, he planned to return it. But after he got home and put on Desiree’s thong, bra, and dress and laid down on his bed, thumbing through the book, he thought about keeping it. He couldn’t help himself – he had to jerk off to his favorite pictures of transgender women. He also went onto some transgender woman and smoking fetish sites on FLICKRR, and jerked off to both, careful not to get any jizz on the photos in the book. Of course, his parents were both at work.

On Monday, he skipped the library for the first time in days. Why should he go? He had everything at home now. He also skipped going on Tuesday and Wednesday. On Thursday however, he decided to go and see if they had any new arrivals in the adult section. As soon as he settled in his seat and placed his laptop and books on his table, he got up and went to the shelves. He knew all the books by heart and could even tell if someone else had been browsing there. It looked like no one did. Much to his delight, he found a new volume. It was a graphic transgender novel in the Japanese style – Manga. They were very explicit, but in black and white. Color books in Manga were rare. He was turning the pages and became aroused when he smelled Barbara’s perfume next to his table.

He looked up and she was standing in front of him with her arms folded and a serious look on her face, looking as stunning as ever. “Jimmy is it?” she said with an ‘I got you’ kind of expression in her voice.

“Oh hello Ms. Early,” Jimmy said, starting to perspire. “What’s up?”

Smirking, she walked around to the side of the table and looked at his lap. “You mean aside from your cock Jimmy?”

He was shocked and a bolt of fear ran through him. “Wh-what do you mean?” he asked.

“I think you know. Since the beginning of the school year you’ve come to this section every day, but this week was the first time you haven’t come here. I thought at first you might have been sick, or involved in some extra-curricular activities, but I don’t think so. I’ve seen you here with a very special book Jimmy. Each day after you left, the book has always been placed back on the shelf, but for the last few days, the days you weren’t here, it’s been missing. I’m wondering if maybe you have it? Perhaps let’s say, you just ‘forgot’ to place it back on the shelf?”

“Uh no, I don’t know what you mean. I just come here to look at some of the transgender books, but I always place them back on the shelves. To tell you the truth,” he said, hoping that a confession of sorts would relieve the pressure on him, “I’ve been shy about taking them out.”

“Well, the particular book I’m thinking of you wouldn’t have been able to check out. It can’t be borrowed. So that leaves only one possibility – you took it. Didn’t you Jimmy?”

The blushing on his face confessed for him. He had only one choice – to be straight with her. “I guess I may have borrowed it,” he said, his head and his voice sinking low.

She seemed to be enjoying herself. “You know that book costs the library about two hundred and fifty dollars. I could call the police.” Of course, there was no hard evidence, it was purely circumstantial, but his parents would find out, and probably his school too. So Jimmy was at her mercy. What would she do?

She leaned in close to him, the smell of perfume and tobacco smoke giving him an extreme hard on. “But calling the police would be a terrible thing to do to a young man who probably plans to attend college, right Jimmy? Also, the fact that you’re over eighteen makes this even more serious. It could cause you endless embarrassment and would follow you around wherever you went.”

That part was a little hard to believe. I mean, it’s just a book, he thought. It kinda’ sounded like she was exaggerating, but Jimmy wasn’t going to haul out his laptop now and study the Maine criminal code. The silence was uncomfortable, yet there was something “arousing” about it. He was confused. What was she getting at with this line of questioning?

“Okay, okay, Ms. Early. I do have it. I’m sorry. I was planning to return it - honest I was.”

She drew a deep breath and looked at him sitting in a pool of sweat at the table.

“I tell you what Jimmy. I can’t really let you get away with this, but perhaps we could come to some kind of an arrangement.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“You’re going to come over to my house this Saturday night and I will administer a suitable punishment and then we can forget the whole thing Jimmy. Oh, and remember to bring the book with you. Now take out your phone and we’ll exchange numbers, and I’ll text you my address.”

After they exchanged numbers, Ms. Early smiled at Jimmy and walked out of the room, purposely wiggling her ass in a very arousing way. What the hell was I in for, he thought?

That night Jimmy called Desiree.

“Des, I have to tell you something?”

“What happened Jimmy? You sound frightened.”

“Well, remember I told you about that transgender book in the library? The one with the photos and tips on makeup and dress for transgender women and all?”

“Yeah, so what about it? I thought we covered everything really well at my house.”

“Well see, I took the book home, and I wasn’t supposed to – it can’t be borrowed, and the librarian caught me.” Jimmy told her all about Barbara Early, and how she always looked at him funny.

“Wait, so this librarian wants you to come over to her house and ‘teach you something???’”

“Yeah, can you believe that? But the alternative for me . . . well the book is expensive, and she threatened to call the cops on me.”

“It sounds very weird Jimmy. What does your gut tell you?”

“I don’t think I have much of a choice. I have to go there.”

“Humm. You know what I think?”

“What?”

“I think you should go over there, but I think you should go over there dressed . . .”

“Are you SERIOUS Des? Why would I do that?”

“What’s the worst that can happen Jimmy? I know there are some women that ‘have a thing’ for men who crossdress. I mean she knows you enjoy it. You should face up to . . . who you really are. Listen, we’ll do some shopping on Saturday, and we’ll buy you stuff that will really make you look hot.

“I’ll see you Saturday, okay? And stop worrying about Saturday night. You might enjoy yourself. I don’t think this librarian is a serial killer or anything like that!”

She had a point. What’s the worst that can happen, Jimmy thought. Plus he couldn’t deny the fact that she aroused him tremendously. He had a hard on now just thinking about Barbara. So Jimmy slipped on Desiree’s thong in the privacy of his room and jerked off to thoughts of Barbara sucking on his cock.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________

___

On Saturday Jimmy and Desiree went to the mall and shopped for clothes for Jimmy. He was about the same size as Desiree and very embarrassed about trying the stuff on, but the place was so busy, that no one thought anything of it when both of them went into the dressing room and tried everything on. They were both the same size with some slight differences, like breast size.

Jimmy decided to get dressed for the night at Desiree’s house. If anything got crazy at Barbara’s, Desiree would pick him up. He wore a very hot, short, tight-fitting one-piece red dress, with a low-cut front, and a stretch bra with cups that pulled his chest together, and gave him the look of B-size cups. It was better than he hoped for. The best part were sheer black nylon panty hose that attached to a girdle that went on top of the thong. It had a nice "girly touch"- pink bows at the top where the straps were. The urge to jerk off right there was overpowering, but he told himself that he must save himself for what may come with Barbara.

Desiree picked out a wig – jet black in a bob style, along with some costume jewelry – a golds bracelet and clip-on hoop earrings. As usual, Desiree’s makeup job was fabulous, and without a really hard look, Jimmy couldn’t even tell it was him.

“We’re forgetting something Jimmy.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“We need a ‘feminine persona’ for you,” Desiree said, sounding professional as the words came out. He hadn’t thought of that.

“I like ‘Debbie,’ how about that?” Jimmy said.

“Debbie . . . Debbie. Humm. Has a nice ring to it. I guess if we go out as friends together sometimes, then Desiree and Debbie is great! Good. So from now on, only when you’re dressed, we’ll call you Debbie.” So not only was Jimmy dressed the part, but he had a girl’s name to go along with it.

The ride to Barbara’s house was about twenty minutes, and her porch lights were turned on. Jimmy turned into the gravel driveway and pulled in behind her car; a 2021 green Jeep Wrangler.

Jimmy (Debbie) was sweating, and his heart was beating fast. This whole idea was stupid, he thought. What was the point of dressing for her anyway. Wouldn’t a hot woman like that prefer a real man anyway? After he clicked his car locked he realized he forgot the book in the back seat. Shit! He had to unlock the car and get it out, before she could come to the door. So now, book in hand, “she” walked up the steps to Barbara’s wooden, railed porch and rang the bell. “Her” mouth was dry from nerves.

The door opened and at first Barbara seemed confused. “Jimmy?” she asked, squinting and trying to look through the makeup. She started laughing. “WOW! You look totally amazing! I never expected anything like this. Come in, come in please. Here, have a seat in the kitchen and I’ll get some drinks. You like wine?” While she was looking around and still in a bit of shock, the librarian in her came out and she said, “Oh good. I see you brought the book.”

“Wine sounds great Barbara.”

Barbara went to a cabinet over the sink and pulled out a bottle of Cabernet and a couple of long stem glasses.

“Well,” she said, looking Jimmy (Debbie) over. “I certainly see you walk the walk. I must admit I’m very surprised and pleased. It saves me the trouble,” she said with an evil little grin. “Tell me something Jimmy, how long have you been dressing for?”

His courage and self-assurance grew, and he said: “You can call me ‘Debbie’ while I’m dressed up, and actually tonight is the first time I’ve gone out like this in public.”

“Oh, I feel honored. I actually get very turned on by young men who crossdress. You know I had plans like this as part of your punishment for stealing that book. You see, I also like dominating men who crossdress. I used to be married to a ‘SISSY’ . . . and I forced him to wear schoolgirl outfits with pigtails and walk around on a leash.” Barbara put her hand up to her chin and stared at Debbie.

“So what happened to your husband?” Debbie asked.

Barbara gave off kind of a snort and said, “Oh! The shithead cheated on me with a gay man. Can you believe that? I gave him everything he wanted. We had our own little game together, but it wasn’t enough, so the bastard cheated on me! I shot him and buried him in the back yard, underneath the rose bushes!”

“WHAT THE FUUUUUCK!???”

Barbara laughed. “I’m only kidding silly! But looking back, it might not have been a bad idea. Now she was smiling at the joke which almost made Jimmy bolt for the door.

“Oh Debbie, Debbie! We’re going to have lots of fun starting tonight,” Barbara said and put her hands together smiling.

Debbie felt her cock was going to burst. She couldn’t believe that she was actually here with the object of all her fantasies, ready to do whatever. Barbara reached into her black leather bag on the floor next to the kitchen table and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120mm Menthol cigarette. Debbie was eyeing it hungrily as Barbara lit up with a slim silver butane lighter.

“So I see you also have a bit of a smoking fetish too Debbie. My ex-husband did too. But let’s not talk about him anymore, okay?”

“Sure, fine with me.”

“Here, have one,” Barbara said, the newly lit 120 dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She was getting turned on watching Debbie get off on her smoking fetish.

Sitting there at her table, dressed in heavy makeup, wearing a very hot outfit and looking just like a cum-sucking slut was making Debbie’s cock burst. Barbara was wearing a short, tight black fabric skirt with a high slit up the sides and her long, auburn hair was pulled back and up in a bun. She wore her signature heavy makeup too and her thick, black framed glasses too. She had on one of her white cotton long sleeved blouses, as if she was ready to go to work.

After a few minutes of sitting together, smoking and drinking wine, Debbie felt the sexual tension could be cut with a knife. Barbara was sitting across from her acting like a tease, studying her and planning “her next move.” It was a bit disconcerting, and then Barbara said, “It’s time we began your punishment Debbie.”

“I’m taking you upstairs to my bedroom and we’re going to start.”

Barbara stood up and grabbed Debbie by the wrist and pulled her up, leading her out of the kitchen and up the stairs to her bedroom. The bedroom was large with a king-sized bed with a canopy and wooden poles on the corners. The carpet was a bright red which had a “stimulating element” to it. A large walk-in closet stood off to the side, with a bathroom opposite the bed.

Still holding onto Debbie’s hand she pulled her to the bed and made her sit down facing her. Barbara smiled and walked closer to her, her hand reaching underneath Debbie’s skirt and finding her hard cock.

“Oooh, what do we have here? I didn’t give you permission to get a boner, now did I, you slutty little thief? And, what a lovely little boner it is. I’ll bet it’s never been touched before, now has it Debbie?”

“No ma’am it hasn’t,” Debbie answered trancelike.

“Ma’am, ma’am?? I kind of like that. You know that dress looks very pretty on you, and I’ll bet that cock has never been sucked before either, has it, you dirty little pervert you?”

“No Barbara it hasn’t.”

“You haven’t earned the right to call me Barbara, slut. You’ll call me Ms. Early until I say otherwise, now got it!?” she yelled, making Debbie jump.

“Okay Ms. Early,” Debbie said, trembling.

“Good.”

Barbara let go of Debbie’s cock but not before it leaked a bit of pre cum on her thong. This was torture, Debbie thought. She was getting worked up something awful, dying for Barbara’s soft, smoky lips to wrap themselves around her cock. Barbara walked over to her black, leather bag on the floor and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting both at the same time. Giving Debbie one, she lingered in front of her, taking a French inhale, and Debbie followed suit which pleased her. “You’re a natural Debbie. It pleases me no end to see you smoking like a dirty cum-slut. After tonight the whole point of your life will be to live to suck on cocks! Isn’t that right Debbie??”

Afraid to say anything else, Debbie answered “Yes, Ms. Early.”

Now with one hand Barbara flipped up Debbie’s skirt and pulled down her G-String, making Debbie lift her ass off the bed, settling the G-String around Debbie’s ankles on top of her black pumps. “Spread those legs apart slut!” she ordered.

Barbara placed an ashtray on the floor in front of Debbie and started rubbing Debbie’s bare cock with her soft fingertips. She dug her long, cherry red painted nails into the soft flesh of the shaft of her cock, and stroked it from tip to base, rubbing her fingers with the pre cum that had formed. Looking Debbie right in the eyes, she placed her wet fingers slowly into her mouth like a piece of candy and ran her tongue around it.

“I love the taste of your cum Debbie. I’m dying to taste more, and you’re going to give it to me, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Early,” Debbie said, swallowing hard, still in disbelief of what was going down now.

“Now you’re going to take the punishment you deserve, SLUT!!” she yelled, making Debbie jump. Barbara dropped to her knees and before Debbie knew what was happening, Barbara’s fingers were drawing her cock close to her lips. She played with her cock, bumping her closed lips up against it and then slowly sticking her tongue out and touching Debbie’s cock slit. Debbie closed her eyes and threw her head back and chills went up and down her body. Now Barbara opened her mouth ever so slightly and moved her tongue around the head of Debbie’s cock causing more pre cum to leak out, which Barbara noisily slurped up. All the time her eyes were looking up at Debbie, which only turned Debbie on more.

Slowly, agonizingly, Barbara’s mouth covered the whole of Debbie’s “helmet”, going up and down on it, and coming off it every so often to take drags off her cigarette and blow the smoke over her cock.

Her mouth was very wet, and her lips were like silk. Barbara skillfully moved her wet bottom lip over the sensitive tuft of cock flesh on the underside, back and forth. Debbie moaned, and Barbara let out a small chuckle at the effect she was having on “her captive.” She went faster and faster, sucking and licking the entirety of Debbie’s cock from top to bottom.

By reflex, Debbie moved her ass off the bed and went in sync with Barbara’s bobbing head. She wanted Barbara to swallow her up completely, the exquisite torture continuing. By now it was too much to take, and Debbie hissed between her clenched teeth and Barbara picked up her speed, making an even tighter seal with her lips. A cannon shot of cum flew out of Debbie’s cock, not once, but three times in rapid succession, hitting the back of Barbara’s throat. It was too much cum and some of it drooled down the corners of Barbara’s lips. She kept thrusting, until it seemed that Debbie’s cock was totally clean of cum. Barbara kept sucking but slowed down a bit.

Then she stopped sucking completely and took her head off of Debbie’s cock, kissing her on the mouth after taking another drag off her cigarette and giving her a smoky exhale. To Debbie’s amazement, her cock was still hard as a rock, even after emptying herself of all her jizz. Barbara’s tongue was wrapping itself around Debbie’s, and they both stayed that way for what seemed like minutes; no talking between them.

Finally, it was Barbara who spoke about softly about one inch from Debbie’s mouth. “You were excellent Debbie. I think you’ve earned the right to call me Barbara now.” To Debbie this was a big plus. What more “punishment” could there possibly be?

“Now, it’s time for you please me and be my personal . . .” she kissed her repeatedly while she spoke, “little smoky, reeky cum-slut. Are you ready?”

“Yes, of course,” she answered as though hypnotized.
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“Okay just sit there,” Barbara ordered. She walked over to her walk-in closet and reached up on the top shelf and pulled out a pink box, then came back to stand in front of her.

“What’s in the box?”

Barbara grinned, and looking at her, slowly took the lid off the box, pulling out a pink, plastic contraption. It was a plastic mesh and shaped kind of like an Oxygen mask.

“This my love is called a ‘cock cage.’ I’m going to have you stand up and place it around your cock and your balls so you can’t touch yourself. It’s something that no self-respecting sissy cum-slut should ever be without. So stand up.”

Debbie stood at the side of the bed facing Barbara, and held the short hem of her dress up. She was still hard as a rock – and big, so it was quite painful when Barbara forced it on her. Then she took out a small gold metal pad lock and key. She slowly opened it, and Debbie’s eyes widened. “How long . . .”

“SHUSH!” Barbara exclaimed putting an index finger up to her lips. “Until I say it comes off.” Barbara snapped the lock in place and placed the key back in the box, then put it back on the top shelf of her walk-in closet.

She now stood in front of Debbie. “Now for the next part my slutty little book thief.”

Barbara reached behind her and untied the bow that held her hair up and shook her head causing her long, shiny auburn hair to fall between her cleavage. She was biting her bottom lip as she undid her short black skirt and let it dop to the floor. She was wearing a bright red G-String with a matching laced girdle attached to sheer black nylon panty hose. She undid the straps and let the girdle fall to the carpet. She stepped out of it and kicked it to the side. Then she placed her thumb underneath the front pouch of the G-String and stared at Debbie in the face. She lit a cigarette and let it dangle out the side of her mouth, causing Debbie’s cock to ache as it fought to get out of the cock cage, but to no avail.

Slowly, Barbara’s thumb pulled down her G-String and what Debbie saw next caused her eyes to widen in amazement, causing a million questions to flood her mind. Barbara had a large, seven-inch cock that sprang up from a shaved pubic area, poking up to the ceiling.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? YOU HAVE A . . . A COCK!?”

“Very good Debbie, my little cum-slut. I see you have a knowledge of anatomy,” she said laughing. “What’s the matter; never seen a girl with a cock before?” Then, answering herself she said, “No, probably not except for that book you so love, and maybe in some videos you probably watch at home, am I right?”

“Yeah, I mean, umm . . .”

“It’s okay. I like surprising guys, er., I mean crossdressing men. But what puzzles me a little bit is what you are exactly. I know you love to crossdress, but how far do you want to take it? See, about ten years ago, I decided to transition fully. Well, except for my cock. I like having a cock. I can have loads of fun with it. I like to think of myself as a ‘shemale,’ you know, like they have in Thailand.”

“I get it, yeah. I haven’t decided exactly that’s what I want to do yet.”

“Oh Debbie, Debbie. I should really punish you for lying to me. I know you love it. Just admit it and run with it. We can have lots of fun! Now, get on the bed on all fours, doggie style and face the front.”

Debbie did as she was told, ad Barbara went to her night table and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She got on the bed behind Debbie and pulled her G-String off and tossed it on the floor, along with her girdle which strapped to the pantyhose she wore.

“Oh Debbie, I love the little bow on your pantyhose, it’s such a sissy touch! It’s perfect,” she said laughing.

Barbara’s hands gently massaged the sides of Debbie’s buttocks, and her fingertips tickled her. Every fingernail was long and painted except for her right index finger which was painted but cut short.

Then Debbie felt a cool, slick sensation between her butt cheeks as Barbara placed the K-Y Jelly from her cherry asshole (boy pussy or “bussy”) up to her balls. It made her tense up. Then Barbara spread Debbie’s but cheeks apart and placed some of the K-Y over her large cock, and she touched Debbie’s cherry bussy with it, moving it in a slow circle.

Debbie gasped, and was seized with a pure craving for cock. It was the perfect thing; everything she needed and desired since discovering that book section in the library. Now Barbara moved slowly and began inserting her large cock. It made Debbie clench her fists and grasp the bed sheets. She let out a whimper.

“Okay Debbie honey. Try to relax. I remember my first time.” Barbara laughed. “The guy had to be at least twelve inches long – I kid you not. It was an awesome cock! Just try to relax, and soon the pain will be replaced with a wonderful pleasure, okay?”

Debbie wordlessly shook her head up and down.

“Good,” Barbara said, and slowly went in and out, not going farther than the head of her cock at first. Gradually, Debbie calmed down, still squirming a bit. Barbara playfully slapped her ass. “I told you just relax!”

The squirming stopped and Barbara went farther this time. She went slowly deeper and deeper and faster and faster inside Debbie. Her pain was still real, but she wanted more – she didn’t want Barbara to stop. She got int a fast rhythm now and Debbie met her thrusts back and forth. “My God Debbie, I love virgin bussy! It’s so sweet and tight.”

Barbara could hold back no longer and shot a huge load deep inside Debbie. She felt a nice, warm wet feeling go all the way through her. Without even touching her cock, she had a deep feeling inside her, like a sneeze welling up and short a warm fast load onto the bed sheets – amazing, so soon after cumming from the crazy, hot blow job she got from Barbara.

Barbara kept thrusting and thrusting, and still Debbie wanted more and more. “Don’t stop Barbara, PLEASE DON’T STOP!!” she was shouting.

Barbara kept going. Soon, she shot a second load deep inside Debbie, and Debbie was still hard, her cock aching in the cage, but she didn’t mind the pain. It was like she had her own pussy, and she loved it.

Now Barbara was exhausted and lay her head on Debbie’s backside, not moving. She softly told Debbie, “That was amazing sweetheart, soooo good. I’ve never had a virgin like you before.”

She pulled out and Debbie and her faced each other, both on their knees, locked in a deep kiss. Debbie could still taste her own cum on Barbara’s mouth. Barbara’s cock brushed up against Debbie’s cock cage.

Breathless, she said, “I hope you learned a good lesson tonight not to steal books anymore.”

“I learned a lot more than that,” Debbie said sweetly to her.

“The rest of your punishment my dear is to come over here as often as I see fit. Or else, I may have to call the police over your book theft!”

“But I brought it over tonight!” Debbie said, her eyes wide open.

Barbara laughed, and said, “I was only joking my love. Now, when can I see you again?”

“Well with school and everything, I guess Monday in the library.”

“No silly, I meant here!”

“Oh, next Saturday night for sure.”

“That’s better. It’s what I wanted to here. There’s still a lot you don’t know.” Barbara kissed her deeply and Debbie headed over to Desiree’s house to change into Jimmy’s clothes.
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It was two am and Desiree quietly opened the front door and led Debbie upstairs to her room. “Good thing you don’t have a dog,” Debbie said.

“So tell me all the dirt. I’m guessing you had the time of your life! I’m so excited for you Jimmy!” They had to speak in whispers.

“Well, when I’m dressed you can call me Debbie, remember?”

“Oh right,” Desiree said. “I forgot,” she said laughing.

“Yeah, it was unbelievable, and you’ll never guess what happened. It totally blew my mind.”

“What did?”

“Ms. Early is really a transgender woman.”

“What?? No shit! So . . . I’m guessing, you know, you got it on with her?”

“Oh that, and more.”

Desiree could barely contain her excitement. “Jimmy, er., Debbie, I’m so happy for you.” It was just like she was speaking to one of her girlfriends.

“You wanna know the funniest thing Des? I finally found out the truth about myself. I want to transition fully to Debbie.”

“That’s wonderful Debbie, I’m so happy for you!”

Debbie proceeded to tell Desiree about everything that happened earlier – even the cock cage.

“Wow Jimmy, (he was in his street clothes now and the makeup was off) I’m so impressed with you. So tell me; what’s this ‘Barbara’ like, anyway?”

“Well, she comes off tough, you know? Like when she caught me and knew I stole that book, I really thought for a second that my life was over. When I went to her house, I think your idea of helping me get dressed was the right thing to do. She didn’t even recognize me at first. You’re an absolute genius with the makeup and clothes!”

“Why thank you Jimmy. Maybe I can have a side business – you know, ‘assisted transitions,’” she said, and they both laughed quietly.

“Okay, I gotta go and sneak back to my house now. God I hope my parents are asleep!”

“Sure. I’ll see you in school Monday. Lemme walk you downstairs, and I’ll keep your clothes here, right?”

“Oh thanks! I was wondering what I would do with those. I don’t think my parents could accept Debbie – not just now anyway.”

So Jimmy made his way home and had a lot to think about.

***

ON MONDAY MORNING in his first class of the day, Jimmy felt different. He thought he could “read” girls differently. His whole outlook on life had changed. One thing didn’t change, however, and that was the attitude of those football jocks – Clayton, Doug, and Tim. They were unusually quiet in Spanish Language Seminar. Most of the time they started first thing in the morning with the insults or a shove, but today they seemed to forget about him. But when Jimmy turned around to look at them in the back of the lecture hall he got hit in the face with a rolled up piece of paper. Then Clayton, the one who threw it made a “slitting” motion across his throat. That sent chills through Jimmy’s body. Where was Desiree? Was she sick today? She was always early and would often protect him from their insults.

But towards the end of the seminar, she came in late. She sat in her regular seat next to Jimmy and mouthed “I’ll tell you later.” So after about 45 minutes of verb conjugations, she met him outside the class.

“My dad had trouble starting the car. He called AAA and they had to tow the car to the service station. It was a broken starter.”

“You know Des, it’s no problem. I can pick you up from now on. I don’t know why I didn’t think of that before.”

“Oh that’s so sweet Jimmy. Thank you!”

“Oh that’s sooooo sweet Jimmy!” It was Clayton, standing behind Desiree and Jimmy in the hall. “Well if it isn’t the fag and the fag hag!” Doug and Timmy, standing next to him broke out laughing.

“Hey Jimmy, what’s that?” Clayton asked, pointing to the wall on the side of Jimmy. When he and Desiree turned to look at the wall, Clayton punched Jimmy really hard in the solar plexus, making him double over with pain.

“YOU STUPID BASTARD CLAYTON!! What the fuck do you think you’re doing??” Desiree exclaimed, balling her fists.

“Oh look at this guys – the fag hag looks like she wants to fight for her favorite fag! Really Desiree, what the fuck are YOU gonna do?”

“I’ll tell Dean Cowens, that’s what I’ll do.” He was the Dean of Students.

“Oh yeah? Where are your witnesses?” When one of Jimmy’s friends, Scott Hancock looked like he was stepping up, one look from Clayton sent him scurrying away. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“No witnesses, no crime sweet cakes, see? That’s the American system of justice at work.” This made the three morons laugh.

That day during phys ed, the last class of the day, they were playing flag football and Jimmy got a bullet pass right to his head from fifty yards away from Clayton, the school’s star quarterback. That knocked Jimmy to the ground, and he went to the campus infirmary office right after the incident. Desiree was watching from the stands, and she came running over with Jimmy’s friend Scott and got him over there.

“Jimmy, things are getting really bad! We have got to do something!” Desiree said to him in the nurse practitioner’s office sounding frightened.

“Like what” Jimmy said. “It’s only a matter of time before those assholes bring a knife to the fight and I’m cooked.” Clayton’s brother was a Marine and Clayton once brought his brother’s K-Bar knife to show it off.

“I’m not sure yet Jimmy, but I’ll come up with something.”

“Why am I always scared when you come up with plans?”

Desiree laughed. “Because when it comes to protecting my friends I can have a very evil mind.”

The infirmary NP, Mrs. Buford, a young woman in her late twenties was listening to their conversation. “You know guys, that asshole Clayton and his friends are well known in this office. They always manage to send someone here once a week at least. I’ve tried to explain this to Dean Cowens, but apparently Clayton’s father, Gilbert Sorrel is a very powerful businessman in this town, and everyone is afraid of him. He’s got powerful friends in local government and on the Board of the college. So Cowens buries his head in the sand and looks the other way. You’re lucky, I don’t see any signs of concussion but if you feel light headed or nauseous later in the day, you make sure you go to the hospital ED, okay?’

“Sure Mrs. Buford,” Jimmy said.

“Desiree, can you keep an eye on Jimmy this afternoon.”

“Yes Mrs. Buford, I will.”

“Please guys, call me Diane. Jimmy, are you sure you can drive home?”

“I’m not sure,” Jimmy said. “I’ve got a headache.

“That’s okay Jimmy, I’ll drive you home and my dad can pick me up later,” Desiree said.

“That’s good to hear Desiree,” Mrs. Buford said, sounding reassured.

“Desiree, can I speak to you for a few minutes alone please?”

Desiree looked at Jimmy.

“That’s fine Des. I’ll wait outside here until you’re done.” After Jimmy left, Diane closed the nurse’s office and sat next across her desk from Desiree.

“So what do you suggest we do, Mrs. Buford?” Desiree asked.

“Do you know the new librarian over at the town library main branch.” Immediately, Diane sat up straight, thinking of what “Debbie” told her last night. She would play it by ear and listen to what Diane had to say before possibly revealing Jimmy’s true self to her.

“Um, not directly, but I know Jimmy does. He spends a lot of time in there after school and on weekends.”

“Well, it just so happens that Barbara Early is . . . my brother.”

She waited for Desiree to be shocked, and said, “How come you’re not surprised by that?”

“Because I know she’s a transgender woman. Jimmy told me so. I’m gonna level with you Diane, Jimmy became very friendly with her, and he told her everything about his interest in the stuff that was in the ‘adult’ section.” She shifted around her seat a little uncomfortably and continued. “Last week Jimmy kind of stole a library book on crossdressing and transgender women, and she found out he took it. I’m not really sure how, but she caught him and made him bring the book over to her house on Saturday night.” Desiree looked at Diane for a reaction, saw none and kept going. “It seems Barbara took a big liking to Jimmy, and he has a BIG interest in crossdressing and possibly transitioning himself. So I helped Jimmy and went shopping with him Saturday and helped him pick out clothes. He went to her house dressed and stayed at her house really late. They, uh, kind of ‘got it on’ if you know what I mean, and now Jimmy has a feminine name – Debbie.”

“Oh my, this is interesting,” Diane said. “Barbara is divorced, and since then a few years ago, she hasn’t dated very much, so Jimmy must be very special to her.”

“Yes, that was the impression I got.”

“I think I have an idea of how Jimmy can get even with that asshole Clayton, so he’ll never bother Jimmy again!” Desiree said beaming from ear to ear. “But I’m going to need your help Diane,” Desiree said.

“What did you have in mind.”

“Okay, you know Halloween is two weeks away on Saturday, right?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well I was thinking, do you know the Goth Girl’s Sorority on campus? ALPHA GAMMA DELTA?”

“Oh yes,” Diane said laughing. “I’ve heard the stories. Aren’t they the ones who ‘specialize’ in turning straight boys into crossdressing . . .er., transgender girls, and other things I’m too embarrassed to mention? So what about them?”

“Well, my first cousin Samantha Prince is the president of the sorority. She’s practically a campus legend. Rumor has it she seduced Dean Cowens and made him a slave to all her wishes, even getting his son turned transgender!”

Diane shook her head. “You know, I was wondering how some campus funds were regularly transferred to them. I really like what they’ve done with the house. So where would they fit in with happened to Jimmy?”

“Simple,” Desiree said. “I talk to Samantha, and I ask her to invite those three idiots, Clayton, Timmy, and Dougie over to their Halloween bash. Last year when they were founded, their Halloween Party was legendary for all sorts of shenanigans and debauchery!”

Diane laughed. “I’m not sure I want all the details Desiree. Just as long as no one gets hurt, I’m down with it.” She paused for a moment, thinking. “So this would be a good way for Jimmy to get his revenge on them, is that it?”

“Exactly! With a little help from my cousin Sam and her sisters. Believe me, they won’t dare bother Jimmy anymore. Now can you talk to your brother Barbara, and ask her to come. The way she feels about Jimmy (Debbie) I’m positive she’d love to participate. I’ll ask Jimmy to talk to her too, and I’ll also speak to my cousin Sam and ask her to go their dorm and leave an invitation note on the asshole Clayton’s door. How does this sound?”

“Lots of moving parts, but I think it will work. I’d rather not come if it’s all right with you. My husband wouldn’t go for anything like that.”

“That’s fine Diane.” Desiree rubbed her hands together. “I’m so excited. This is going to be loads of fun!!”

“All right then, I’ll speak to my brother tonight.”

“Thank you so much Diane.”

“No problem Desiree. Those guys deserve what’s coming to them!”
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Okay Des, so what did you and Diane talk about?”

“You wanna stop at STARBUCKS. This conversation is gonna be longer than just a ride home, and I think some coffee will keep your mind sharp.”

“Why do I suddenly feel very frightened?” Jimmy asked.

“No need Jimmy. I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I can tell this is going to be good.”

When Desiree told Jimmy about her cousin Samantha , the Goth Girl’s Sorority, her conversation with Diane and her relation to Barbara he almost fell off the chair at their table.

“So you think this party idea of yours will really work?”

“Positive Jimmy. Just leave it to me and my cuz.”

“So how exactly, and what are we gonna do with Clayton?”

“Well, my cousin Samantha and her friends routinely get guys pretty fucked up on Rufalin and then, you know, ‘have their way’ with them. Samantha is also pretty talented when it comes to blackmail, so I don’t think those idiots will bother you again.”

“Okay Des, so what’s the next step?”

“I’ll talk to my cousin Sam later today. In the meantime, let’s go over to the library. I’d like to meet Barbara.”

“It sounds like a plan – let’s go.”

They finished their drinks and made the drive to the library. Barbara was surprised to see them and right away said, “Oh! Jimmy! What a nice surprise. Are you here to borrow any books??” she said with a smile. “And you must be the famous Desiree!” Barbara stood up from her desk, her legs showing nicely from her short, black leather skirt, came around to the front and gave Jimmy a hug and a kiss, and then hugged Desiree. Holding her at arm’s length she said, “Your reputation precedes you. I want to compliment you on the way you dressed up ‘Debbie’ and brought out her natural beauty so magnificently!”

“Why thank you Barbara, it’s so nice to meet you.”

“Well, likewise honey. Your friend here is a very special person, and I would do anything for ‘her.’”

“Yes I know, and that’s what we’re here for. Can we talk? In private if possible?”

“Yes, of course. The place is empty know. It should get busier for the evening study crowd. For some reason they like this place better than the campus library. We can talk here. Let me get a couple of chairs.”

“I’ll help with that Barbara.”

“Thanks honey,” Barbara said smiling broadly.

Jimmy and Barbara placed two chairs in the front of her desk and the three of them sat down.

“So what’s up? I’m guessing this is more than a simple introduction.”

“Yes it is Barbara,” Desiree said. “Did Jimmy, er., Debbie tell you about the trouble he’s having with three bullies on campus?”

“No, no, he didn’t say anything.” She had a look of concern on her face and looked between Desiree and him.

“Before we get into any of that, we just came from your sister Diane’s office at the campus infirmary.”

“Oh yes, Diane. She’s pretty good isn’t she? Does she have anything to do with this bully situation?”

Jimmy pointed to a spot just above his forehead where a lump was forming. “This is what I went to see your sister about. One of the jerks who’s bullying me threw a football hard right at my head from fifty yards away, and it hurts like hell!”

“Oh my! Let me look at that.”

Jimmy bent his head forward and Barbara gently touched the area with her fingertips. “Ouch, careful!”

“Sorry sweetheart. It must have been a helluva pass!” Barbara quickly withdrew her hand.

“Yeah it was. It would have been a touchdown pass if it reached the receiver, but thank God I don’t have a concussion.”

“Yes, lucky indeed. I trust Diane better than most doctors I know.”

“Yeah, she is really good,” Jimmy said.

“So we think you can help us with a little revenge plot here,” Desiree said.

“I’m all ears guys,” Barbara said.

Desiree told Barbara about her cousin Sam and the goth girl’s sorority, ALPHA GAMMA DELTA. Barbara said she knew it well. She knew it very well, and Barbara had some stories that made them both sit up straight in their chairs. After they finished telling her about how they planned to get Clayton drugged up and dressed, Barbara had a mischievous smile cross her face.

“This makes me very angry guys,” Barbara said. “I care a great deal for Debbie and anyone who hurts her is in BIG TROUBLE, and these guys certainly deserve whatever is coming to them. Consider me all in. I know where the sorority house is, so just give me the time and I’ll be there.” Turning to Desiree she said, “I want you to dress my Debbie here really, really extra slutty for the party.”

“Oh you can count on it Barbara!” Desiree said.

“In the meantime I’ll call my sister. I want to thank her for taking such good care of my sweetheart Debbie, and I’ll see you guys on Halloween at the house.”

After some more reassurance from Barbara, Desiree and Jimmy left just as the evening crowd from campus was coming in.

“That went well,” Jimmy said.

“It went better than I had hoped. I’m gonna call my cousin Sam tonight and those idiots will have their invitations tomorrow.”

So Desiree and Samantha had a long conversation, and Samantha was anxious to meet Jimmy, and they decided to dress ‘Debbie’ as a total Goth slut. On Tuesday, Samantha met Desiree, and they went shopping for “Debbie” at a local store in town where all the goth girl sorority sisters and their friends went. Desiree already had Debbie’s sizes down pat, so it was easy. She would be a real killer. Samantha insisted on doing the makeup, so they would get to the sorority house earlier than eight o’clock. Samantha had a lot of shopping to do for other things for the party and Desiree went with her.

They brought the clothes they bought for Debbie back to Samantha’s room at the goth sorority, and they were set. Later that evening Samantha called a meeting in their common room and gave the girls the plan for the night. They had three empty rooms picked out and they would use their favorite weapon in their arsenal – hidden cameras. It was a very powerful means of entrapment to ensnare new sisters, and also for punishing shit heads of which there were plenty on campus.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

______________

___

“Hey guys, look at this!” Clayton said to his friends Timmy and Doug who were gathered in his room which he shared with Doug. “When I came home tonight I found this pasted on the door. Doug and Timmy gathered close to look at the bright invitation card he took off the door. It was written in a perfect feminine script, and was probably the only reading the three of them had done since the fall semester started.

It read:

“Dear Doug, Clayton and Tim:

We’re having our annual Halloween Party on this Saturday evening at eight o’clock pm. Wear your most frightening costume and bring some friends to our sorority house. We promise you a very “evil” evening. So get your best fright on and come!” Beverages and food will be served.

Sincerely,

Samantha Prince,

President, Alpha Gamma Delta

“So what do you think guys!? Those chicks are crazy hot! Better bring plenty of rubbers,” Clayton said laughing.

“I don’t know Clay,” Timmy said. Those girls are weird. I heard it on good authority that some of those girls have cocks!”

“Oh yeah?” Clayton said. “I can spot those losers a mile away. Besides, they have a lot of rooms, and I hear they have a special liking for jocks. I say we go. What else are we gonna do? Sit around and play with ourselves? Go downtown to McNulty’s Bar? I don’t think so. I’m definitely going. I’m going down to their house and putting this response card, (he held up a blank card) with the ‘yes’ checked off on it and put our three names on it.”

Timmy just shrugged. “Yeah, might as well. What’s the worst thing that can happen? We lose our masculinity?”

Clayton laughed. “Well Timmy, you do have kind of a feminine build. I’d hit on you if you looked good enough!” Doug rolled his eyes.

***

HALLOWEEN ROLLED AROUND and Debbie and Desiree were driving in Debbie’s car to the AGD House. “I’m telling you Debbie, Clayton will never recognize you. You’ll get him hot and hooked, and then he won’t remember a thing. He’ll wake up in a sissy schoolgirl outfit and have a very sore asshole.”

“And what about his friends?” Debbie asked.

“Leave it to Barbara and Samantha,” Desiree said very reassuringly. “They won’t know what hit them. By the end of the night they’ll be putty in our evil little hands. I think Cousin Samantha’s idea of the video cams is a stroke of genius!” Both of them laughed.

The car pulled up and got one of the few parking spaces a couple of doors down from the house. An evil-sounding banshee wail came from a speaker along the front porch. The house was decorated very impressively. There was a fake cemetery on the front lawn, with the sister’s names on false headstones, and right in the front row were three new ones with the names “Clayton, “Doug” and Tim” written on them. Perhaps a foretelling of things to come thought Debbie. Maybe Samantha was taking things just a “tad too far,” she thought. Fake cobwebs hung from the tree in front, and a sinister looking witch was standing over and mechanically stirring a “steaming cauldron” with green steam coming out made so by a green-lensed spotlight next to the front steps to the porch. Bats hung from the windows, and a very eerie impression of Norman Bate’s mother sat in a window on the corner. Even Desiree was a bit scared to enter the house.

“I think my cousin Sam went a little bit too far; don’t you think Debbie?”

“No, I think it’s a real work of art. I’m impressed.”

“Okay, it’s still early. Where the hell did all these cars come from?” Debbie asked.

“My cousin went all out. I think she had some friends from outside the sorority help out.”

At the door they were greeted by Samantha. Desiree and Samantha hugged and kissed. “Hello cuz! Oh, and you must be Debbie! I’ve heard so much about you. Your friend Barbara the librarian came early to help out. I can see why you’re so taken with her. She’s lovely!”

“Yes she is indeed,” Debbie said.

Samantha put her hand on Debbie’s shoulder and said, “Desiree told me all that’s been happening to you from those three idiots. Rest assured,” Samantha said with real emotion, “they will pay for what they’ve been doing to you, and believe me, they will never do that to you ever again!”

Somehow, Debbie really believed her. At once she felt “a click” and took a liking to Samantha right away.

“Well let’s not waste any time into getting you into ‘Debbie,’ Debbie. Wait till you see what clothes Desiree and I picked out for you! Come let’s go upstairs to my room. It’s seven o’clock. We have time, but I warn you – I’m a real perfectionist.” The three went upstairs to Samantha’s room. There were girls milling about in different costumes, but most were along the goth theme. Desiree and Samantha thought that every day goth clothes would look cooler on Debbie than a costume. The real reason for no costume was that getting undressed would be quicker and easier. Barbara joined them upstairs too. She wanted to watch Samantha at work.

“Okay, this is it,” Samantha said, waving her arms around the room. She picked up her black leather bag and lit a long, Virginia Slims 120 and took a seductive drag looking at Debbie. She noticed the hard cock under her jeans. “Oh wow, look who has a smoking fetish! Cool. You want one Debbie?” she asked holding out the pack. Barbara lit up one of hers too and took a seat smiling at Debbie.

Barbara answered for her. “No, Debbie only smokes when she’s dressed. Right Debbie?”

“Just until I get my G-String and bra and wig on.”

Barbara laughed. “That’s right.”

“Oooh, I like her already,” Samantha said.

All the clothes were already laid out on Samantha’s bed.

“So, what do you think . . . ‘Debbie?’”

Jimmy soon to be Debbie was delighted. “Oh my. This is too much. Desiree, what do I owe you? This is really leather,” she said amazed, holding up a black leather bustier with leather strings to be tied in front. “Why, this alone has to be at least two hundred fifty!”

“About three hundred Deb. But don’t worry about it. You’re my best friend and worth every penny.” Jimmy looked at Desiree differently now. If he ever had any doubts about loyalty, friendship, or dare he think love, they all vanished.

The boots were all black leather with metal studs and came up to mid-calf level. He started by undressing in front of the three of them and stepping into the new pair of emerald panties and slowly pulled them up over his shaved legs. Barbara noticed. “Who told you  to shave your legs sweetheart . . . and your balls too I see,” she said, giving his engorged cock a little rub and lift up. That sent chills and a feeling of lust which made Debbie’s ass tingle.

“I just knew I had to. I’m not a European for God’s sake!” They all laughed.

Debbie took her time settling the G-String gently around her cock and ball sack. The others watched with their mouths hanging open. Debbie wasn’t just getting dressed in front of them; she was projecting her imagination of what was to come for her on them tonight. Samantha was watching mesmerized and happy with her creation so far. Desiree was amazed at seeing the transformation of her best friend into her best possible self. Barbara was, against all her principles since her divorce, falling in love. But all three only wanted the best for Debbie and were happy to help her along her way.

After all the finishing touches were applied; the leather skirt, the long, jet black wig with the purple highlights, and the heavy goth makeup, Samantha gave Debbie a “slut cigarette,” and lit up one for herself too. Barbara joined in too. “That’s right Debbie, let’s see you do a French inhale with a ‘fuck me NOW’ look on that beautiful face of yours.” Debbie did her best, with her eyes slightly closed and lips turned up into a seductive little smile. “Perfect, perfect!!! You’ll have that slob Clayton eating out of your hands in no time,” she said laughing.

The sounds of conversations and laughter came up from downstairs. Debbie shook her long, jet black hair with purple got highlights in front of her face and took a drag off her cigarette, and exhaled smoke out from between the hair in front of her heavily made up face. Samantha went heavy on the mascara and eye liner, and black lipstick – a little touch for Halloween. No one could tell she was or had ever been Jimmy. She had all the girlish moves down pat, and she had false, red painted fingernails, all except her right index finger. After all, she didn’t want to puncture Clayton’s ass or make him bleed.

Funny thing. When she was dressed now as Debbie, thinking about what was to come, her ass really ached. Before it was just a tingle. Now, she had to have Clayton’s big jock cock all the way up her boy pussy or “bussy.” She had to squeeze her butt cheeks together. This was crazy! She was actually lusting over her tormenter. It looked like Clayton would be having the first “sissygasm” of his life tonight!

“It sounds like they’re getting busy down there girls. We should be doing our thing now. Remember Debbie, when you come upstairs with Clayton make sure to use my room. I’ve taken all my little knick-knacks and pictures down so nothing will give you away. This will be ‘your room.’ Oh! The most important thing – The nanny cam is inside the teddy bear on the shelf over my desk, see? He has a bird’s eye view of the bed from his belly button. It picks up voice too, so you’re all set. Now Slade will be tending the bar, so when Clayton orders a drink, she’ll slip this in it,” she said, holding up a small glassine envelope with a white powder in it. “It’s Rufalin, you know, the ‘date rape drug,’ maybe with something else mixed in too. I’m not really sure what exactly, but Slade knows what she’s doing,” she said laughing. “Both of Clayton’s friends will be getting it too. Slade will make sure of that!”

Both Debbie and Desiree had no objections at all. As long as the bastard didn’t die on her she was happy. The sounds from downstairs and the music grew louder as they made their way downstairs. The room was crowded. Samantha looked approvingly over the room. All the sisters were present tonight and they were all in on what was to come. Debbie did a quick scan of the room when Desiree nudged her. Over by the bar, Clayton, Doug and Tim were drinking beers. Tim was talking to Melissa, formerly Mark Cowen, who was the son of the dean. He transitioned last year into a real smoky cum slut goth girl. Samantha had turned him herself and was very proud of her creation. A transgender sister with heavily tattooed arms, Jade, was talking up Doug.

Melissa looked like she  was getting something going with Tim. She was obviously flirting and her hand that wasn’t holding a drink brushed up against Tim’s crotch. She leaned in close to him and kissed him. Samantha caught her eye and winked to her. Melissa knew what to do. Slade had already slipped the white powder into Tim’s drink and then Melissa would take him upstairs to one of the prearranged rooms, also with a teddy bear nanny cam. He too, would be dressed as a sissy in a schoolgirl uniform and long haired wig with pigtails. Doug and Jade would probably be last. Jade liked to toy with her prey a bit. This was going to be a very fun night.

Desiree nudged Debbie to walk over to Clayton who was scanning the room. He had already eyed Debbie before she started to walk over to the bar. Had he recognized her as Jim? No, she thought. That would be impossible.

Jade noticed Debbie and gave her a wink while working on Doug. She waited to make her move as soon as Debbie got it going with Clayton. As Debbie got closer to the bar, Clayton was stirring; his boner getting bigger as she approached. She had a freshly lit Virginia Slim and as soon as she was within blowing distance, she exhaled right into Clayton’s face, and had an angry slut look going.

“Oh my, what a big guy you are,” she said, running a nailed finger over his left bicep.”

“Yeah, girls tell me that all the time if you know what I mean,” he said, sounding like a total jerk, but Debbie didn’t care. She just wanted Clayton’s cock to be buried inside her bussy. He had a very big bulge in his jeans, and she said, “Wow, I see lots of things that are big on you, and she pressed her short leather skirt right into his crotch. Clayton grinned a goofy, cock-controlled smile.

“Uhh, I think I’m gonna have another drink. What can I get you babe?” First off, what’s your name? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you on campus before.”

“Oh sorry honey. I’m Debbie.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Clayton, the star quarterback on the school football team, he said, puffing out his chest. You follow sports?”

“I know who you are. You’re good. My ex-boyfriend wrote sports for the school paper.”

“Ex-boyfriend? Well, I tell you right now, it’s his loss. What’s his name?”

“Lewis. Lewis Armistead.”

“Oh sure yeah. He covered my game against Dickson. He gave me a great review. I have it posted up in my dorm room.”

“That’s nice,” Debbie said.

He got Slade’s attention, and Slade winked at Debbie.

“I’ll have a vodka and tonic,” Clayton said to Slade.

“Oh okay, I’ll have the same,” Debbie said.

“Coming right up,” she said, winking at Debbie.

When she set the drinks down in front of them she said, “Now this one’s for you,” eyeing Debbie. Handing Clayton his drink she said, “Here you go.”

He took a sip  and handed her the money. “Keep the change beautiful.” Slade rolled her eyes and smiled at Debbie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

______________

___

“Igotta say, you’re really HOT babe. And you smell nice too,” the big dufus said. Debbie could tell that he already had a few drinks in him already.

“Thanks. You wanna dance?” There was some techno music playing.

“Sure, let’s go,” Debbie said.

Clayton finished his doctored drink quickly, anxious to rub up against Debbie. He took her by the arm, and they moved to the center of the dance floor which was getting more crowded as more people flitted in.

Debbie rubbed her leather skirt up against Clayton’s crotch, wanting it probably more than Clayton did. The small gaff she wore in her thong shielded her hard cock from Clayton. He was probably too drunk to realize there was “something different” about the girl he was dancing with.

As the music moved to a slower tone, Clayton held Debbie tightly by the waist, and she could feel him kind of leaning against her for support. He kept repeating, “You’re hot, you’re so fucking hot.” This was the time to get him upstairs to Samantha’s room. Her cock was giving the orders.

She leaned into Clayton’s shoulder (he was almost a head taller than her) and whispered: “There’s someplace where we can go – my room.”

“Oh! So you’re a sister of this sorority?” What a genius she thought.

“Yes I am. I pledged during the rush of freshman year.” A little white lie.

She took Clayton by the arm, and she led him upstairs. His eyes were all over the place. The “Roofie” was taking hold. Once inside Samantha’s room Debbie said, “Well, this is me. What do you think?”

“Nice. I see the bed is turned down.”

“What can I say? I’m just a very horny goth slut.”

“Oooh yeah! Think I might get lucky tonight?”

“Maybe,” Debbie said as she started undoing Clayton’s belt and snaps on his jeans. “I’m just dying to get that BIG COCK in my mouth! Bet it’s bigger than those footballs you play with!”

“You know it baby,” Clayton said as he let his jeans fall down around his ankles. Debbie pulled him close to the bed, her fingers underneath his boxers, tugging him close. He didn’t notice the large size schoolgirl uniform and underwear laid out on the floor by the foot of the bed.

Debbie grabbed Clayton’s cock which by now was throbbing and leaking out pre cum onto her fingers. She squeezed it all along its long, wide shaft. “My what a big boy you are, Clayton.” He just grinned, a little unsteady on his feet.

Debbie’s mouth was watering, and she wasted no time in putting her black, moist lips up to his cock tip and stuck her tongue out to rub all around Clayton’s “helmet.” He started moaning and threw his head back. Debbie was bursting, and the more she sucked, she felt herself dripping. He was so big that she couldn’t even fit his whole cock in her mouth. The tip was hitting the back of her throat. She closed her lips tightly now around his shaft and was sliding up and down as far as she could go. Clayton started involuntarily bucking his hips to her motion and they established a rhythm. Clayton hissed between his teeth and placed his hands on her silky jet black hair.

Suddenly she stopped. He was almost ready to cum and very surprised. “I want you to cum inside me Clayton,” Debbie said in her most seductive voice.

“Sure thing babe; anything you want.”

She looked at him with a sly grin and reached into her black leather bag on the side of the bed and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. She let her cigarette dangle from the corner of her mouth and handed her lighter to Clayton. “Can you light me up honey?” she said.

“Oh wow! Sure thing babe. It really turns me on – smoky blowjobs I mean.”

Debbie laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

He lit her up and with her eyes half-closed she did a very seductive French inhale, blowing the smoke right into Clayton’s face. His hand gripped his cock in a fist.

She didn’t want him jerking himself off, and she told him, “I want you to fuck me in my juicy, tight little asshole.”

Clayton was blown away. “Fuck . . . you are fucking wild, you know that?”

Debbie laughed and stood up, letting her black leather skirt slip to the floor. She stepped out of it and unfastened the garter belt attached to her pantyhose. Underneath she wore a matching emerald green satin G-String. She left her bustier on, and flicked her head, letting her hair flow down the front of her face. She stared at Clayton, still holding onto his cock, and she exhaled through her hair. Then she hopped on Samantha’s bed and got on all fours facing the front. “Come on Clayton,” she said. “Hop on behind me, and put some of this on me,” she said, handing him a tube of K-Y Jelly from her bag.

In position, she moved the straps from her G-String out from between her butt cheeks as Clayton spread her ass apart. He squeezed out a generous amount of the jelly onto the palm of his hand and spread it all over the inside of her taint. Debbie stiffened with the feeling of the cool jell over her busy. Clayton suck his index finger inside her bussy, making her moan with delight. He wasn’t drunk enough not to remember to spread the jelly over the shaft of his cock, but the way he was mumbling nonsensical sounds made her think that he was getting there.

Suddenly she felt a hard fleshy pressure against her bussy. He bounced the head of his cock up and down onto it. Then, she felt him enter her for the first time. Her ass tightened itself around him. Both of them were locked in an erotic spasm of pleasure as he went deeper and deeper with each thrust. “God you’re so fucking tight! This is so much better than any pussy I’ve ever had,” he said dreamily. Faster and faster he went. Painful at first, it soon gave way to absolute pleasure and Debbie gripped Samantha’s bedsheets with her fists.

She felt a huge orgasm welling up inside of her as his speed increased and she felt the power of a very strong and large cock. Then she felt warm, thick shots of cum enter her bussy; at least three of them. Immediately, she felt his overflowing cum leaking down the insides of her butt cheeks. He groaned and stiffened as he came, and didn’t slow down.

Then the “sneeze” Debbie felt welling up inside of her exploded into a large wad of cum which coated the entire inside of her G-String pouch. It was the most incredible orgasm of her life, and to think it came from the source of all her torture on campus. Now Clayton was in for the shock of his life.

He pulled out of her, his cock still stiff. Debbie turned around and faced him, bending her head down to lick all the cum off of his cock. He grasped her head and pulled it down on him until it was clean. She resisted his pull and picked her head up and kissed him, her tongue wrapping itself around his. Debbie’s cock was as hard as a rock; she wanted inside of the unsuspecting Clayton very badly.

She got off the bed and stepped back a few steps. Clayton was staring at her. His tongue was hanging out like a dog. She wondered what it was exactly that Slade put in his drink. Ecstasy maybe?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Nine

______________

___

SHE STARED AT CLAYTON, taking a drag off the cigarette that was smoldering in the ashtray on the floor, and biting her bottom lip. He watched as she hooked her thumb underneath the front of her thong and slowly pulled it down. She stopped and said, “Now it’s my turn to get off Clayton.”

He gave no reply, just watching the show. Placing her thumb back inside the thong, she pulled it down quickly until it hung at mid-thigh level. The biggest cock that Clayton ever saw was now facing him. His eyes opened widely, the expression on his face was one of amazement and horror. His lips mouthed something unintelligible.

“What was that Clayton?”

“You’re a . . . you’re a . . . guy?????”

His hands went up to his mouth.

“Not exactly. Well, technically. You see, I prefer the term ‘shemale.’ You just had the great pleasure of fucking a real honest to God ‘ladyboy’ Clayton.” She exaggerated a bit. “You see, I’m in the middle of transitioning.”

“But I never . . .”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. “You never what? Expected such an excellent fuck before? Come on now, admit it. It was the best fuck of your life.” Now was the time to build his tormented ego. “I enjoyed it too. It was the best fuck of my life too Clayton. Now how do, you feel – honestly?”

“I guess I enjoyed it.”

“You GUESS??? I know damn well you did sweetheart.” She laughed. “I mean, Hah! The grunting and sounds of pleasure coming out of your mouth told me everything I need to know.”

He looked confused, and maybe a little ashamed of himself.

“Nothing to be ashamed of. You’re a big boy. Now it’s time to please me.” Debbie walked up to him, Her cock poking him on his cock, like two swords fencing.

“Wh – what do I have to do?” he asked so innocently. It was a far cry from the macho idiot who abused her male alter ego.

“Simple. I want you to put these on,” and she picked up the matching schoolgirl uniforms that Samantha had supplied for him and for his two friends. She wondered how Jade and Melissa were getting along with Doug and Tim down the hall. She heard footsteps on the wooden floor outside, and she threw all the clothes on the bed and opened the door of Samantha’s bedroom to look outside. She saw Timmy and Dougie all dressed like parochial schoolgirls being led down the stairs by Jade and Melissa. The girls looked at Debbie and gave her a thumbs up.

He hesitated. “Come on Clayton, it’s just this once. It really gets me off. Don’t you want to make me happy. She started pouting. It doesn’t make you any less a man. I enjoy it.”

Clayton didn’t recognize the words that came out of his mouth next. “Okay Debbie, sure. Anything for you.”

“Good boy! That’s what I want to hear. Now strip!”

In a minute, Clayton, the macho star quarterback of the college football team was stepping into a red G-String, white pantyhose with a red lace and red rose at the top of each leg, and straps that hooked onto a red-laced girdle. The skirt and vest were Catholic School plaid and fit him perfectly. Underneath was a red-laced brassiere, which went under a short, white cotton blouse. It pulled his chest together, giving him the illusion of cleavage.

“Now sit on the bed,” Debbie said. She painted his lips with red lipstick, and applied mascara and eyeshadow onto his expressionless face. Last to go on was a black ponytail wig. He looked like a large fourteen year old parochial schoolgirl. She tried very hard not to laugh, amazed at the power of whatever it was that Slade had slipped into his drink.

Debbie couldn’t resist. In addition to the nanny cam video, she pulled out her iPhone and quickly snapped four pictures of the “new Clayton.” Ahh, vengeance!

She made him stand up and pulled herself close to him and kissed him hard on the lips. “Now that’s a good sissy. I’m so proud of you Clayton.” Debbie was in disbelief at how well the plan worked. She had the best friends in the world.

“Okay now sweetheart. I want you to pull down your skirt and get on all fours on the bed like a good little sissy slut, ok?”

“Sure Debbie,” he mouthed like an automaton.

Once on the bed, she finished unstrapping the girdle and pushed the straps of the G-String away that sat nestled between his butt cheeks. She didn’t bother to use jelly. Instead she spat on her hands and rubbed her saliva onto his taint and shoved her index finger up his ass, coating it several times with her spit. She did however, apply the jelly to her girl cock, or “girl clitty.”

Spreading Clayton’s butt cheeks apart she said, “You’re going to have your first sissygasm Clayton. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Yes Debbie, that’s terrific!”

“Good boy!”

The tip of Debbie’s cock now lined up with Clayton’s sissy ass and went right in, meeting resistance as his ass clenched around her cock. He yelled in pain.

“Shush! It’ll feel great before you know it. I promise I’ll go really easy on you.” That was a lie of course. She pounded him really hard, like a battering ram knocking down the walls of a Medieval castle.

His tension eased up somewhat as Debbie’s pace picked up and she went faster and faster. Clayton backed up on her matching her thrusts, and his cries of pain were replaced by moans of pure ecstasy. Suddenly Clayton grunted out a long moan and his body stiffened, a large wad of cum shooting out of his cock on Samantha’s bed – his first and by no means the last sissygasm. This triggered Debbie and she let loose a torrential rain of cum all the way up Clayton’s ass. Some of it dripped down the insides of Clayton’s thighs.

“Oh my God, that was incredible Debbie.” She pulled out of him and patted him on the ass.

“That’s a good sissy Clayton. You were wonderful too. Such a good sissy you are. Now you’re my sissy, do you understand?”

“Yes Debbie. Anything you say. Can I have more please.”

“Certainly. But only when I say so, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Now I want you to get dressed. I need to retouch your makeup and take you downstairs where you can join Dougie and Timmy.”

“Ooh really? You mean my friends are down there?”

Debbie was in disbelief at how pliable this bully had become.

“Yes they are Clayton.” I think we’ll call you ‘Suzy.’ Now how does that sound?”

“You mean I get to have a girl’s name too!?”

“Yes, you sure do.”

***

Debbie took “Suzy” by the hand and gave him a Virginia Slims 120, and she lit them both up. Suzy greedily inhaled just like a pro. “Wow Suzy, you look just like a smoky teenage slut, you know?”

“How nice,” Clayton, now Suzy said.

“You really turn me on Suzy, and I’m sure my friends will love you too. In fact, I may let them have you too!”

“Oh would you?”

“Yes of course I would sweetcakes.”

They walked into the hallway and the sound of laughter greeted them as Debbie led him downstairs.

All three of them looked like parochial schoolgirl zombies: Clayton, Dougie, and Timmy. The three of them were passed out as soon as they hit the big couch in the middle of the common room, completely oblivious to the noise around them. Clayton, the tallest, was in the middle, and on his right was Timmy, and on his left side, Doug. All three had their mouths open, heads back, and were snoring away. A few of the girls walked by, looked at them and shook their heads, laughing.

Samantha came up to Debbie and Desiree and said, “From what Jade and Melissa told me, when these guys wake up, their assholes are going to be mighty sore! How about you Debbie? What happened with Clayton?”

“It was strange you know? At first he was little resistant, but then he took on a dreamlike quality and did whatever I told him too.”

“Oh I know! I miss that kind of fun. But you’re the first T-gurl that came to us for a sissy revenge project like this in several months. I’d forgotten how much fun it was!” Samantha said wistfully.

“It looks like the party is lots of fun – I mean everyone is having a great time,” Barbara said. “It’s too bad my college didn’t have a sorority like this one, or else I would have joined freshman year.”

Samantha eyed Barbara over with not a small amount of lust. “It’s not too late you know. To be a member you don’t necessarily have to be a student. We just live the whole goth thing, you know?”

“Well, if Debbie decides to join, then I will. We’re a couple.” Barbara moved closer to Debbie, and they embraced in a long, deep kiss.

“You know Cousin Sam, I really want to thank you for helping out my best friend Jimmy, er., Debbie here. It was really a horrible situation with all the abuse he took from these three,” Desiree said, nodding to the three sissies snoring away on the sofa.

“Anything for family Des, you know that.”

“Thanks.”

Slade walked over to the girls and said “Time to wake up the three ‘sleeping beauties’ over there. This should be fun. We should turn the music down first.”

“Yeah you’re right Slade. I’ll go do that now. Wait for me. I gotta see this!” Samantha walked over to the DJ laughing.

Slade was no slouch. Before she transitioned she was a US Marine, and she took no nonsense from anyone. The story of how she and Samantha got Melissa, AND her father, Dean Cowen to transition and join the sorority is legendary. So she came over to the couch with a pail of ice water. She turned to Debbie, Desiree, and Barbara with Samantha looking on and said, “No worries, we waterproofed the couch.” The five of them were laughing, and with the rest of the guests looking on, she threw the pail of water on Clayton, Doug, and Tim with a loud “SPLASH!”

The three of them came awake with a shock. Simultaneously, they looked down at their clothes, felt the pigtails hanging down their shoulders and Clayton yelled out “WHAT THE FUCCCKK!!??”

All the girls were laughing and pointing.

Samantha asked the three “What do you remember?”

Clayton spoke first, looking confused. “I, I was having a drink at the bar, and then I danced with Debbie,” he said, pointing at her. Then he looked at his two friends who were just as bewildered. The Doug shouted out: “WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO US?? WHAT ARE THESE CLOTHES, AND THIS HAIR!?” he said, touching the top of his wig.

Timmy was too scared to say anything except, “Why does my butt hurt so much?”

That comment drew uncontrollable laughter from the whole room.

Samantha walked in front of them. “Let’s just say, that you three guys became SISSIES . . . for tonight and three of our girls had their way with you!”

Clayton, the leader, was getting angry now. “Did, did you drug us???”

It was Slade who answered. “I might have. You guys asked for drinks, and I’m pretty sure I gave you what you asked for, although I just may have given you something more.”

Clayton stood up, looked down at his schoolgirl uniform and balled his fists. Slade confronted him and said, “Whoa there cowboy. I don’t think you want to go toe to toe with me!”

Clayton came to the very wise decision that Slade was correct. What he said next made everyone howl with laughter. “Then why the fuck does my asshole hurt so mu . . .” His face turned colors, and his eyes opened wide in mid-sentence at a realization he definitely did not want to contemplate.

“Yeah, my ass hurts too!” Tim said.

Doug just shifted around on the couch uneasily. A look of panic on his face.

Samantha was the one who set everything straight, by facing them with Debbie and Barbara next to her. “Why don’t you tell them Debbie.”

“Tell us WHAT??” Clayton said, still angry, but not a physical threat anymore.

Debbie now had the spotlight and was grinning and looking at Clayton. She spoke in her Jimmy voice which made the three of them on the couch almost faint.

“Hi Clayton. I’m sure you recognize my voice now. I go by another name on campus – I’m Jimmy. You know, the guy you beat up a few times, and threw a football at my head.”

“But how? . . .” Clayton said, and Jimmy answered.

“I’ve been thinking about transitioning, so I was thinking about a good way to teach your asses a lesson – forgive my pun.” That drew snickers from the crowd. “In case you have any ideas, we have the three of you on videotape engaged in all kinds of let’s say ‘embarrassing sexual activities’ which I’m quite sure none of you wants exposed here on campus or all over social media. There are copies of the three of you SISSIES just ready to be uploaded to social media. Wanna see them?”

“NO! NO! I don’t want to see anything like that.” Clayton speaking for the three of them, knew he was beaten. He just had one question, and it was a reasonable one to ask. “Uh, what do we have to do not to let this ‘stuff’ get out. You OWE us that explanation at least!” There was an awkward silence and then Clayton continued. “Jimmy, er., Debbie. First I gotta say you’re really hot! I mean that, and I’m sorry for any trouble I caused you. I really am.”

“Why thank you. In answer to your question Clayton,” Debbie said, “You have to be at the beck and call of this sorority and when we call on you to ‘dress up,’ you MUST DO IT! That goes for the three of you. Or else, the videos go viral!”

The shock and horror on their faces was evident. Debbie and Desiree almost felt sorry for them. As far as Debbie and Barbara went, Debbie moved in with her. They were an inseparable couple now and that was that. Of course, being members of ALPHA GAMMA DELTA also had its perks. Whenever they wanted to, they had their pick of beautiful transgender goth girls. That was true for Desiree also. She developed a thing for transgender women, and Barbara was only too glad to let her join in on the fun with her and Debbie.

I guess that sometimes being a dirty little book thief can pay off.

❤️❤️❤️
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Right after I finished college, I got a job – not a career – just a starter type of job, until I found something to my liking. My name is Jake Reynolds, I’m twenty one years old, and I’m going to be a national correspondent and author for a big network news syndicate one day. Most people nowadays who graduate with journalism degrees find it to be really tough to get a job in the field, so rather than rush into something I’m willing to pay my dues and work for, in my case, the local MIDAS Tire store until something comes along.

It was hard moving out of the house and getting my own apartment in town. See, my mom and I lived together since I was in sixth grade, after my folks got divorced. My father was an absentee parent, had a drug and alcohol problem, and never around. So, we both said goodbye and good riddance.

I went to college out of town rather than live at home. My mom was the one who insisted because she cared about my personal development and thought the independence was good for me. As a result, I’m up to my neck in loans. Now, at least, I have a shot at paying them back. Every Sunday now, I come home and spend the day with mom, and we go out to eat. It’s nice and gives us a chance to catch up. She’s the only family I have. She has no siblings, and neither do I, but mom has plenty of friends.

Last Sunday I was over at mom’s, and we were binge watching a series on NETFLIX, and I was fooling around on my laptop, writing imaginary news stories, to keep my skills sharp. I had sent out several resumes to local newspapers, hoping to catch an editor’s eye. Suddenly, her phone rang, and startled us both, because the series was pretty good, and my writing was going nowhere as a result. By the third ring, mom hadn’t picked up yet, so I said, “Mom, aren’t you going to answer that? It could be important.”

“Yeah Jake,” she said, her eyes glued to the set, and she pressed the hold button on the remote.

“Tina! Hey, what a surprise honey, how are you?? What!? Oh shit!” (a started gasp from mom) – “When, how? Uh huh, but you’re okay, right?” A pause while this Tina person kept talking, mom giving several more ‘uh huhs.’ “Really – EVERYTHING?? Shit that’s too bad. So . . . so what are you gonna do? I see, yeah . Wowww. Well, sure honey. Right away. Don’t worry, we’ll figure this out together - yeah, as long as you need . . . right. Yes, let me know as soon . . . as soon as you make them.” Then mom looked at me. “Yes, he’s fine. Okay, sure. We’ll catch up when you come. Okay honey, take care – call me if you need anything, right? Okay, bye.”

Mom looked at me with an air of disbelief on her face.

“Who is Tina mom? What happened? It sounded serious.”

Mom took a couple of seconds to collect her thoughts. “Jake, Tina was my college roommate for four years and my best friend. She moved to Chicago, but we’ve always still been in touch.”

Then a bell went off in my head. I remembered. “That Tina? The friend who you go away with every year? The one who never got married and looks like a model?”

Mom held her hand up to me. We were close, but she always liked to remind me that she wasn’t “one of the guys” that I could talk about certain sensitive subjects with. “Yes, that Tina. She had a house fire that burned everything to the ground. She forgot to clean the lint filter on her dryer, and it caught fire while she was at work. The fire department said it was a good thing she wasn’t home, or she could have been killed!”

“Oh wow, what shit luck that is!”

“Anyway, her insurance will pay up, and she has money put away, so while her house is being rebuilt, I said she could live with us. It’s a horrible thing that happened, but I’m kinda’ glad I can connect with an old friend.”

“She’s lucky to have you mom. Not only are you a terrific mom, but anyone who has you as a friend should really be grateful.”

“Oh Jake, that’s so sweet!” and mom leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

The last time I saw Tina was a few years ago when I was a sophomore in college. She came up with mom to visit me with her. Tina was AMAZING! I mean, like she was really hot. For one thing, she had an amazing figure for a woman who was now forty two. She wore an outfit that day I think was purposely worn to set me off, and it did! It was a green miniskirt with laces across the front, and a slit up the side, as if being short wasn’t enough. She had long legs covered with black, sheer pantyhose, and stiletto heels with straps around her ankles. She wore a tight, white starched cotton blouse that showed off her large breasts, and I could see her large nipples clearly poking up like two sharp pencil points. She had the first three buttons opened on the top which gave me a full view of her most excellent cleavage, on top of which she wore a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top. I remember she bent over to pick up her bag from the floor of my dorm room, and I got a bird’s eye view of a black G-String that settled nicely in the crack between her butt cheeks.

Tina had a face that went with a body like that; piercing green eyes, long, auburn hair that flowed over her breasts. Her eyes had nice, long lashes with tons of mascara and blue eye shadow. When we walked around campus and went for lunch, every guy’s head turned to look at her. For two days after that visit, my friends were asking me who that MILF was with my mom. Needless to say, I had a boner that wouldn’t quit for three days after that Sunday. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Of course, I would never disrespect my mom and ask about her.

I had a fantasy – simple and direct. I imagined myself saying, “Mom, is it okay if I fuck your friend, and pound that pussy into oblivion??”

And now, four years later, at the “tender age” of forty two, Tina was going to be staying at our house! I was seriously thinking of moving back home. At first, it seemed like a fantasy, but I had a good excuse that I’m sure would make my mom happy. I would tell her that since I haven’t found my dream job in journalism yet, could I move back home; for sound financial reasons, of course. So that’s what I did, and guess what? Mom said “yes.” So I talked to my landlord, and I even got my security deposit back, and I moved my meager belongings back home – just two days before Tina straightened up her business and moved into our house.

❤️❤️❤️
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Tina lived and worked in Chicago, and we lived in a nearby suburb, which was only a forty five minute drive from Tina’s office – she owned her own conglomerate of neighborhood newspapers, so she had tons of money. What could be more perfect? To me, it was all the birthdays and Christmases rolled up into one. Through Tina, I thought, I just might be able to score my first journalism job.

The day Tina was to move in, I still had some boxes lying around the house, because in my haste to move in, I had a bad case of “Tina Brain.” I got out of my job at the MIDAS at five thirty, a half hour longer than I was supposed to be there – of all days, right? So I rushed home at break neck speed.

A strange car – a New BMW sedan was in the driveway, so I knew that Tina was here. It looked like she was doing okay for herself. I wondered if my jeans would be able to conceal my boner. Other than that I had my “MIDAS” t shirt on. So much for “dress to impress.”

“Hi mom,” I said as I entered the house. Tina was sitting at the kitchen table with her legs crossed, wearing a similar very short skirt and tight blouse that I remembered from the college visit. Only this time her hair was different – she wore it in a short bob style with gold hoop earrings. Plus, the blouse was tied off around her tummy, with her navel showing flawless skin. It was sick, I was so turned on, the sight of her left me speechless. I think she knew the effect she had on me. I wondered what her deal was; forty two, no husband, no kids? Whatever. My jeans were pretty tight, and my boner was aching – I had it all week. I took a deep breath and came into the kitchen.

“Jake, you remember Tina, right?”

“Oh sure I do. Hi Tina, I heard about your house. We were so glad you weren’t home for that. It must have been a real shit show.”

“Please, you have no idea. I lost everything,” she said, looking downcast. Then her mood shifted completely as she took me in form her seat.

“Evelyn, Jake is so handsome,” she said smiling, and looking at me, seeming to undress me with her eyes. “Even more so than when I saw him in college. He’s a man now,” she said giving me a fucking wink! Like, what the fuck? She did more than telegraph what my senses told me were intentions, she had high speed Wi-Fi!

“Oh yes Tina, he’s all grown up now.”

“I see all the boxes around. Are you moving out of the house Jake?”

“Uh not actually. Quite the opposite. I’m moving back home. I’m working at a temporary job until I get what I really want – what I went to college for. In the meantime, I’m throwing my money away on rent, especially when our house is so close.”

“That sounds smart. Oh, and what kind of job would that be you’re looking for?”

I looked down at my t shirt, a bit ashamed, and I said, “Well it certainly isn’t MIDAS. I don’t want tires and lube jobs to be my future. I want a career in journalism. That’s what I majored in, and all my professors told me that I write pretty well, so I’ve got several resumes out.”

“Is that so? Evelyn, I don’t think you ever told me Jake was interested in journalism – and a good writer too. If I remember correctly, when I visited you at school, you were still ‘undeclared.’”

“Yes that’s right, I was. But I fell in love with the written word, and I am kind of bookish,” God, why did I say that? I must sound like such a nerd, and I wear the thick, black-framed glasses to go along with it, however I did have contact lenses for “special” occasions.

“Well Jake, you might be in luck. I don’t know if your mom told you, but I own a big media company that owns several neighborhood newspapers, and we’re always looking for good writers. You know one of my former employees went to work for ABC News – you know the name Gouverneur Warren?”

“Of course I do! Who doesn’t. He worked for you??” I said with total awe.

“He sure did. He was one of my best.”

“Mom, did you hear that?” I said, my cock up and my jaw on the ground.

“Yes I did,” mom said. “I think Tina may be able to help you.”

“Sure I can Jake. Why don’t you give me some writing samples. I’ll be living here for a few months . . .” she said with a salacious grin.

The gods of the Press were certainly smiling down on me today, that’s for sure. I had to excuse myself and go jerk off in my room, and I excused myself until dinner was ready. But first, I asked Tina if she had any bags I could bring into her room. She only had two suitcases – all new clothes, because the fire destroyed everything. I brought them into the guest room on the ground floor which was right next to the master bedroom where mom slept. I had my room upstairs.

After dinner we made some small talk and found ourselves back in the living room picking up on the NETFLIX series mom and I were binge-watching.

Tina was seated between mom and me, and she was trying to be discreet, rubbing her thighs up against me very slowly and carefully. When I turned my head to look at her, she just grinned at me. 

After about an hour, at nine thirty, mom didn’t look well at all; she looked green. “Mom, are you okay?” I asked, the concern showing in my voice. Tina looked at mom too.

“My God Evelyn, what’s wrong with you?”

Mom didn’t respond to her friend right away, turning to me and saying, “Jake honey, could you please go into my room and bring out my migraine medication from my nightstand? This one is a killer.”

“You still get those Evelyn?” Tina said with concern. “Jake your mom got those in school all the time, and back then, she was out for two days, poor thing.”

“Yeah,” I said walking to the bedroom. “She doesn’t get them too often but when she does – they’re killers.”

I brought mom her nasal inhaler and a couple of tablets, and after she used them she announced, “Guys, I’m sorry I have to do this, but I need to go to sleep early with an ice pack on my head.”

“Okay mom, sure. Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will sweet heart. I’m sorry Tina.”

“It’s okay Evie, just feel better, okay?”

“Thanks,” mom said, and almost staggered into the bedroom. That left me alone with Tina.

❤️❤️❤️
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“So Jake,” said the hottest woman alive, “Do you have any girlfriends?”

I was taken aback by the directness of her question, but I answered honestly and told her all about my dismal failures on the dating scene. Now, I considered myself pretty good looking, except for my thick eyeglasses, and thin, rather effeminate body. See, I have wide hips and the guys in high school would bully me mercilessly about my appearance, and asking me shit like “When are you going out for cheerleaders Jake?” Ha, ha, ha. Even back then, I had few dates, never a steady girlfriend.

“That’s too bad Jake. I happen to find you very good looking, and I’m sure there’s a lucky girl out there, just waiting for a guy like you.” I was starting to like Tina even more.

“Thanks Tina for the vote of confidence.”

After some more mindless banter, Tina suddenly turned to me, deliberately placing her hand on top of my thigh, and said, “Jake! I had to buy all new clothes for work and just about everything in between. I’d love your opinion on what I bought. Would you mind?”

“No, of course not,” I said, my boner finding new life, after my mom’s migraine cock block.

So Tina and I quietly made our way to her room, down the hall next to mom’s and she closed the door. “Now we have to be quiet. I don’t want to disturb Evelyn. I remember from college that she needs absolute quiet when she gets those migraines!” she said in a voice just above a whisper.

Once inside the guest room, Tina closed the door quietly, and turned to me smiling. “I think you’ll enjoy these almost as much as I do!” she said, which I thought was a bit strange. She scooted over to one of her suitcases and opened the latches. With the cover now opened, she turned to me and said, “I like to start with the basics Jake, now don’t you?”

My jaw dropped and my eyes bugged out of the coke bottles I wore for glasses. She grinned at me, those piercing green eyes boring a hole in me and magically levitating my cock to new heights.

She held up a pair of sheer, black nylon pantyhose, and placed them against her waist. The laced top was up to her mid-thigh. “Humm,” she said. “I don’t think I can really tell how good these look unless I try them on, what do you think Jake?”

“I guess not,” I said, quickly realizing where this was going.

“Oh, and look what else I got!” she said in mock surprise. She held up a laced black girdle that strapped onto the pantyhose, along with a black satin G-String, and a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top.

“Oh by the way Jake, you can peek if you like.” Now I knew I died and went to heaven. She was humming softly as she did a strip show just for me, seductively opening her skirt, and shimmying out of it, and taking off the girdle and G-String panties she had on. I was now staring at a shaved pussy with beads of moisture on it. Biting her bottom lip, and not taking her eyes off of me, she slipped the G-String on, then the girdle, fastening the straps, and walking softly around the room, standing in front of the long mirror on the bedroom door, admiring herself. She turned to me and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, undoing the knot in the front, leaving the shirt on. After she saw my eyes riveted on her, she slowly slipped out of the blouse and took off the bra she was wearing and put the new one on.

So, picture this – I’m a twenty one year old virgin, and staring at a forty two year old best friend of my mother’s doing a reverse strip tease right in front of me in a closed, locked bedroom.

She picked up her old panties from the floor and slowly walked over to me, placing the panties right on my face. I inhaled the musky, powerful scent of an aroused pussy, feeling the wetness on my nose, lips, and chin. It took all my power not to faint, and my heart was beating like a drum.

“Like it Jake?” Tina said in a husky, seductive voice.

“Yes, very much,” I said, in a trancelike state.

“Okay, hold them there over your face,” she said as she got on her knees. I was sitting on the bed, and she was right in front of me, opening the zipper and unfastening the buttons of my jeans and my belt.

“Tina is really hungry tonight,” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “What am I going to do? I wonder,” she said. The next thing I knew, she slid her long, painted nails underneath my boxers and touched the tip of my cock. She was biting her bottom lip with a lost puppy dog expression on her face. In a mock show of surprise she gasped and said, “Oh my, it seems someone is just as hungry as me!”

She took my hand and pulled the panties away from my face, coming close to me, and I could smell her perfume, her arousal, and her cherry lip gloss. She squeezed the tip of my cock between her forefinger and thumb, and I felt a small amount of my pre cum oozing out. “Ooooooh,” she moaned. Her fingers grabbed my boxers and pulled them down on top of my jeans below my knees. I felt her silky hair and her gold hoop earrings on my thighs which sent a shiver down my back, and then her soft, glossy lips touching the tip of my cock. She played around a bit, teasing me to the breaking point.

I held the back of Tina’s head and gently pushed it up against my cock, making her lips slip over my “helmet.” Now her tongue touched my slit, and brushed around the head, causing me to use all my strength and will power not to cum yet. I felt it would be a losing battle.

Keeping her lips tightly closed around me, she put my entire cock inside of her mouth, tonguing the sensitive tuft of skin on my bottom, and stroking it. Her mouth was so wet, it felt like silk. All of my MILF fantasies were coming true in this one unexpected moment. Faster and faster she went, and I reflexively bucked my hips and met her thrusting. I could hold back no longer, and I let loose a torrent of hot, white creamy jizz into her mouth. It felt like it was the first orgasm of my life. Shot after shot came out of me, and some of it dribbled down from the side of her mouth onto her chin. She kept suckling on me, and when I was wiped clean, she looked up at me with those misty, green eyes, and kissed me, giving me a good taste of myself; salty and sweet. I kinda liked it. I tried hard not to think of the meaning of that. I went with the flow so to speak.

We kissed for five minutes, her cooing and making “ooohs and ahhhhs.”

“Oh my God Tina, you’re fantastic,” I said. “I’ve never had anyone like you,” which was true; I haven’t had anyone.

Now this totally HOT creature, wearing the sexiest lingerie imaginable with laced stiletto heels was alone with me in a locked room. I almost smacked myself to see if I was dreaming or not.

“Now it’s time for me to get off Jake dear,” she said in her sultry voice.

She hopped on the bed and lay down on her back. “Here, put your face over my pussy and tongue me to death!”

She spread her legs wide, and I got down in between them, and licked and kissed her smooth, shaved pussy. It was a tangy, heady taste of pure arousal. She was sopping wet, and I went to work with my tongue. 

“Ummm, Jake, tongue my clit, here,” and she pointed it out to me, never having done this before. “That’s it, go over and over it,” she moaned with her eyes closed, writhing under me. It was like a hard little knob, that made her shiver every time I passed over it. “Now I want you to fuck me with your tongue,” she said.

I lingered over her clit a little more, enjoying her reaction to my ministrations. Then I licked down, my tongue going inside and over her folds, kissing, licking, and sucking. Then I found her pussy and stuck my tongue as far as it would go inside her. I moved it in and out, mimicking what would be the actions of my cock. She gripped my black, curly hair and let out a silent scream, her mouth making an “O” and arching her back. She squirted a waterfall right onto my face, coating me with her juices. I kept doing it, and she lay there, writhing and panting on the bed.

After we finished, we just lay there, curled up against each other. It was about two am, and she told me, “You better go now, but be quiet. We have a few months to do much, much more,” and we kissed and said goodnight. I left stunned as I went upstairs to my room, but I couldn’t seem to fall asleep.

❤️❤️❤️
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We didn’t give away any hints to mom about what was going on, and she never suspected what a horny sex monster her friend was. Several nights on occasion, she came upstairs to my room, and I woke up with Tina’s mouth wrapped around my cock. I began to expect these nighttime visitations, and they became more and more frequent.

A couple of weeks went by. It was a Wednesday, and I was off from Midas. Tina ran her newspaper empire from her new laptop in our house. Mom was at work. She was a nurse at the Lang University Hospital, and this week she was on the nightshift, from five in the afternoon until seven in the morning.

Tina finished her work about four o’clock in the afternoon, and I had some errands to run. When I came home it was four thirty, and Tina was in the living room, just doing stuff online. When I walked in she closed her computer and said to me, “Hi Jake, I have some good news for you.”

I was taken a bit by surprised, and said, “Really Tina, what is it?”

“Well, I’ve read through your portfolio, and I must say, I am very impressed!”

“Wow, you mean it?”

“I most certainly do! In fact, how would you like a job working for one of my papers?”

“That would be fabulous I can’t even begin to thank you Tina!” I blurted out.

She laughed at my enthusiasm and said, “Okay Walter Kronkite, it won’t exactly be like a national correspondent, but you’ll do local news stories, police blotter, neighborhood association meetings, stuff like that – interested?”

“Of course, when do I start?”

“Soon my dear, soon. You know Jake, if you do a really good job, and judging by your writing samples I know you’ll be a champ – you can move up to editor in a few years. It really is an excellent opportunity, and not too many people just out of school can make it like that.”

“I, I don’t know what to say, Tina . . . I’m overwhelmed.”

“I know your mom will be very proud of you.”

“Of course she will be, yeah.”

“Now there is one little thing.”

“Oh – and what might that be?”

“I like my new reporters to be, how shall I say it, a bit adventurous maybe.”

“Adventurous?”

“Yes,” she said, grabbing both of my hands and smiling. “Let’s go to my room and talk about it.” Now my boner and my “big head” were both aroused about what Tina was talking about, so we went to Tina’s room on the first floor. She went into the closet, humming like she always did when something was up. Today she looked especially hot, and I just wanted some of that goodness all over me.

She pulled out a large, black Samsonite case out of the closet, and balanced it on a chair next to her bed which she struggled with and finished before I could offer her any help. A bit short of breath, she said, “There now. Here’s what I wanted to show you.”

“What’s in there Tina?” I asked, really curious now.

“You’re future Jake – if you want it.”

Tina flipped open the latches with a loud click and looked me square in the face and smiled. She bit her bottom lip which usually meant a good blow job was on the way, but then she turned her attention to the case and rummaged around a bit. She pulled out a black G-String panty just like she always wore, and figured she would be treating me to a striptease show like she always did, but something told me this was different.

“Get undressed Jake and put these on,” she said matter-of -factly.

“I don’t get it Tina, what is this?”

“This is what all the male employees of my newspapers have to do Jake. Or rather, those who want to get ahead and move up to editorial positions. You see, it kind of turns me on. So, what do you say – will you try it?” she said looking at me with those hopeful, piercing green eyes. She was stroking the satin material and like before, she gently put it up against my face. My mind was telling me one thing, and my cock, stiff as a ramrod, was telling me something else.

“Sure . . . I’ll give it a try,” I said, unsure of myself, but tempted nonetheless.

“Good boy,” she said. “I knew you would.”

I stood there holding it, putting it up to my face and rubbing the satin material against my face, and then holding it and rubbing it between my fingers. Something changed inside of me – it was – pleasant.

“Come on Jake,” she said laughing, “You have to get undressed first.”

A bit embarrassed I said, “Oh yeah, sure. No problem.”

I took all my clothes off until I was buck naked, and she had her fist up to her chin looking me over and said, “No, hold on a minute. Your body is perfect Jake, but you’ll need to be shaved – all over, so that you can get the full experience, and I promise you,” she said looking me in the face, about three inches away from me, “It will be the most intense thing you can experience! Now get in the tub.”

The guest room had its own full bath and I walked in and ran the water in the tub. Shortly, Tina walked in carrying a pink razor and a tube of depilatory shaving cream. She shaved all of me while I was in the tub; my legs, chest, and yes, even my ball sack, which was unlike anything I ever experienced. I felt like I was being reborn. I stepped out, dried myself and came back into the bedroom where she was waiting for me.

“Wow, now don’t you look wonderful!” she said, as she bent down and kissed my cock – which certainly got my attention. I wanted more and she saw that and laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

I picked up the G-String and stepped into it, feeling the soft, silky material giving me a chill as I pulled it slowly over my bare legs, and settled it over my junk; the G-String fitting perfectly between my butt cheeks.

I was amazed at how good it felt. Weird – something about it felt so right, like I was missing this all my life. As I said before, I was a virgin until Tina came into my life, and now, I was on my way to becoming something . . . maybe a new identity perhaps? At any rate, by now I was all hers. I put on the black, sheer pantyhose with the laced black top with straps attached, and the laced girdle on, and clipped them in place.

She had a black bra for me that had a wide elastic back which pulled the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of breasts. She wouldn’t allow me to look in the mirror yet, and let me stand there, enjoying the new feeling of softness all over my body.

“Now come back into the bathroom Jake and take a seat by the vanity.” The chair was turned sideways so I couldn’t look in the mirror. She placed a wig cap on me that had some Velcro attached to it, and took out a makeup case from the Samsonite case.

She went to work like an artist painting a masterpiece – which I was – her masterpiece. I had brown eyes, and she chose blue eyeshadow, and placed on thick, false eyelashes, and did the rest of my eyes with a thick eyeliner. My eyebrows were a bit on the thin side, and she made them fuller with an eyebrow pencil, so she just needed to trim them a little bit – but not too noticeable.

Next came the dark red lipliner, and the cherry red glossy lipstick. “Humm, I think we’ll give you a hookerish look Jake!” This excited her. “I like my ladyboys to be a bit on the slutty side. What do you think Jake?”

Ladyboys?? What the hell? But I was powerless to resist. I didn’t want to resist.

My cock was stirring in the soft satin, and something inside me made me say “Yes Tina, make me into a complete slut!” I swear, I don’t know where the hell that came from, but I said it. It made Tina very happy, and she continued her work on my face, giving my pale skin some blush.

The last thing was the wig. I had black, curly hair, a bit on the short side, so Tina picked out a full, long, jet black wig for me, done up over my forehead, with curls and waves on the bottom, that reached down past my shoulders. After she was done – we went into the bedroom, and I saw my clothing laid out on the bed. She had a short black leather skirt, with laces across the front, and a wide belt with a gold buckle. I really had little fat around my waist, and it fit perfectly. Tina had a thing for white, starched blouses, and that’s what she dressed me in, along with gold, hoop earrings. She held them up for me, saying, “These are for later Jake. Right now, I want you to look at ‘the new you’ in the mirror.”

When I walked over to the long mirror on the door I couldn’t believe that was me. I looked like a high class hooker. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself. Everything exploded all at once – my true delight at what I looked like, and who I was on my way to becoming.

“Tina,” I said. “Don’t I need a girl’s name? You can’t expect me to walk into one of your offices with a name like Jake!”

Tina laughed. “Of course Jake, I’ve been thinking about that. Let’s call you . . . humm, I want this to be a bit exotic. Let’s call you ‘Chantal.’ Do you like it?”

“Yes, Chantal sounds great. Now let me get this straight. I have to dress up like this every day at work?”

“Yes you do Chantal. That is, if you want to work for my newspapers.”

That sealed my fate – I needed this job to jumpstart my career. Besides, there was a part of me that actually fantasized about this whole crossdressing thing. I didn’t tell Tina, but dressed like this I wanted cock. I wanted to be ravaged just like a slutty woman would be – taken over a desk and fucked repeatedly. That was my desire. I knew it now. It just took some “preparation.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it!”

Tina squealed and ran over to me, throwing her arms around me. “That’s wonderful! You’re my favorite Chantal! You make me so happy! I think you will be the hottest girl in the office. Wait until the others see you. You know, we have a little private ‘get-together’ on Friday afternoons in the office, and you’ll be a hit!”

“First you have to be ‘broken in’ darling.” I think I knew what she meant, but how? I mean Tina was a real woman. I was to get my answer right away.

“Now there’s one more little thing Chantal. You have to be able to hold your liquor like a real slut, and I think you can right?”

After all my college years and experience I could hold a lot more than liquor, so I said “Yeah, sure I can.”

“Good, Now there’s one more little thing – you have to smoke like a slut too. It turns on some of the other girls.”

So Tina went into her bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and gave me one and took one herself. It did kind of turn me on to watch very sexy, slutty women smoke, so, my cock was nice, big, and pulsing when she lit me up. I had smoked tons of pot in school, so a cigarette was no problem.

I took my first inhale and made it a French inhale. This pleased Tina immensely, and she smiled. “Wow, don’t you look like a real cum slut honey!”

She came close and kissed me deeply, sending her smoky tongue deep inside my mouth. After I was all hot and ready to cum, she pulled off me. “Now we’re both going to get off Chantal.”

Both? What did she mean by that, I wondered. She left the room and went into her bathroom. When she came out, I almost fainted. Around her waist she wore a strap-on dildo; not an enormous one, but a five inch pink job, with a back part that would go in and out of her pussy when she rode me.

“What do you think?” she said smiling wickedly. “Remember, you have to be properly trained for our Friday night office soirees. Now get on the bed on your knees, and face the head of the bed.” I did as she asked.

“Perfect. Now get prepared for the ride of your life. Do you trust me Chantal?”

“Yes of course Tina.”

“Something tells me you really want this. It’s not this way with some of the other girls. They have to be cajoled and threatened a bit more. But you’ve got just the attitude I’m looking for.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Tina got on the bed behind me, and gently pulled the G-String from between my butt cheeks, and placed it on the side of one, and whipped out a tube of lubricating jelly, placing a hefty amount in the palm of her hand, and rubbed it over my asshole and down my taint. She put a generous amount on both the silicone dildo and the back part. Then she did something I was not prepared for at all. She stuck a finger on top of red cherry asshole which I was later to learn was called a boy pussy or “bussy.” She didn’t put it in a lot, but the amount she did caused an exhilarating electric shock to go through my body and I let out a loud “Ohhhhh.”

“Okay, trust me honey. This will feel full, and a bit painful at first, but if you can stand it, I promise you it will be soon replaced with an amount of pleasure that you never thought was possible!” I said nothing because I trusted Tina. I gripped the corners of the bed sheets with my closed fists, not knowing what to expect other than what Tina already told me.

She withdrew her finger and lined the silicone cock right up against my bussy. I tensed up but Tina was gentle with me at first, going in and out slowly, with the tip of her contraption.

“Now Chantal, I don’t want you touching your cock, no matter how bad you want to – understand?”

“Yes Tina,” I replied. Then from out of nowhere a voice came out of me that I couldn’t believe I was saying, but here it was: “I want you to RAM ME HARD TINA! GET IT OVER WITH!”

Tina just laughed. “My, aren’t you an eager beaver. Just be patient honey, the best is yet to come,” she said.

Every time she withdrew, I felt like I had a BM coming on, but gradually that feeling was replaced with . . . with, a feeling of pleasure, of desire. She went in, this time more, and pulled out, each time coming back in deeper. I felt a lot of pain, I can’t lie, and so I shifted my butt around, but soon, it was all pleasure. When she went as deep as she could go, she started moaning – I’m guessing from the effect of the contraption on the other side of the dildo going in and out of her pussy.

Now she was thrusting hard, and out of pure instinct I went harder, backing up on her, going faster and faster until we were in a rhythm. Now she did it – she hit my “p-spot,” that magical place in transgender women that drove them to fits of insane pleasure. I felt a feeling that I can only describe as a sneeze welling up inside my body. Faster and faster we went, and I could feel Tina’s pussy juices running down my butt cheeks and the inside of my thighs. Tina was making wordless sounds and moans, and I was on the very edge of cumming.

My cock was hard and pulsing, and then like I was a geyser in Yellowstone, I shot my biggest load of cum ever, without even touching my cock once. I went not two, but three times, and the orgasm lasted after I was done shooting. Tina told me later that this was my first “sissygasm.” My ass was now a plaything for Tina, and I was her big dress-up toy.

Finally she pulled out of me, both of us exhausted. We were both on our knees facing each other and kissing deeply. She took her belt off and said, “Now Chantal honey, I want you to eat me out,” and I did. I was even better this time than ever before.

Epilogue

_________________

_____

Six months later

I embraced my new identity, and the rest of the time that Tina was over at our house, we had each other every night. After Tina’s new house was ready and she moved out of her place, I was a frequent visitor. Out of respect for my mother, when I started work on the local newspaper, I went to work as Jake, and following company rules, once in the office I dressed as Chantal. I even began to love being in the company of the other transgender women. That’s what I was now. Like the others I went on HRT, and my breasts came in very nicely, my voice changed, and my figure got more curves with some help from the gym and diet. I was the newest “female” reporter.

The office soirees on Friday nights were a blast, and I met the other employees, making many new friends, but I was Tina’s special “gurl toy.” I loved every minute we were together. My work on the newspaper and my writing got even better as I grew into being Chantal. I guess you could say the newspaper was a really “hot press!”

❤️❤️❤️
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A New Hobby

Everyone keeps secrets. One thing I’ve learned in my twenty-six years on this planet, is that some secrets are easier to keep when you live alone by yourself. My name is Trevor Caine, and I’m an organizational planner. It’s pretty self-explanatory, I think. I plan events for big and small companies, different venues, all kinds of events, entertainment, food, the whole nine yards. If your party sucks, it’s my fault, and I get canned. I’m self-employed, so getting canned means I don’t get to eat. I like to eat.

Last week, I got an interesting e-mail. It was from a private group that meets once a month in someone’s home, and they do social events and catered meetups, stuff like that.

They sent me a link to their website. It was a private, invitation only, LGBTQ+ group. This was always something that interested me, but in a roundabout way.

You see, ever since I was thirteen years old, I’ve had a fetish for beautiful women who smoked. As I got older, I toyed with the idea of pretending to be a girl that would serve my needs. When I was fifteen, I “experimented.” I “borrowed” clothing, mostly panties; soft, satin panties from my older sister, Caroline. I would take and hide them in my sock drawer, so my mother, and anyone else who went snooping through my things couldn’t find them.

I was home alone one day after school, and my parents wouldn’t be home until six o’clock, and Caroline had college classes until eight. Plenty of time for me to play.

The first time I stepped into those boxer satin panties, and felt them go up my legs was an unbelievable experience. They felt so good - nice and cool against the skin of my legs. Now, once I slipped them over my cock, that was a whole other experience. I got hard immediately, and thought I would stay that way forever. I knew I found a passion that would stay with me for the rest of my life.

It didn’t take long for me to start doing this every day after school, on weekends, and whenever I could. I even sized up the situation and kept a pair of my sister’s for myself. Unfortunately, I picked one of her favorites, and when she announced that one of her favorite pairs was missing, she immediately thought my mother had taken them by mistake.

Little did she realize that her little shit of a brother did the nasty deed. Looking back on it, she may have suspected me, but nothing was ever said about it; so I got away clean. My sister and I at that time didn’t have the closest of relationships.

For the last two years since I started my own business and moved out of the house into my own apartment, I became more consumed by my fetish, and my “peculiar” desires. I was a regular as far as watching different YOUTUBE videos, FLICKR photo collections of crossdressers and transgender women, even becoming jealous at their apparent freedom to dress and do as they pleased. I even got a fake screen name and joined a couple of these FLICKR groups.

I didn’t have a girlfriend, although I wasn’t a virgin. I entered into some discussion groups and got tips on makeup, where to buy clothing and intimate apparel online, things like that. I had a little “back and forth” thing going with them.

I was fascinated watching videos of parties and social hook-ups at people’s houses, where the transgender women and cross dressers had sex, and seemed to have a blast doing it. There was no shame, everyone was together. I wished that I could be part of a group like that, but as much as I wished, I never acted on it.

Yet I was tired of creepy bars, and going after drunken sluts, and having brief affairs that went nowhere. I knew deep inside that I would never be happy with a straight girl. Funny though, I didn’t consider myself to be homosexual. I decided that I would have sex with a cross dresser or a transgender female. Names and categories were unimportant to me, and to most of the people that I met online.

Then one day, I acted out. I purchased a wig online, a bra that pulled the fat of my chest together and some makeup from an online store that catered to cross dressers. Since I lived alone, I didn’t have to worry about anyone poking around in my stuff, asking questions.

I had a nice, slim, body type and regular good looks that would make me look like an attractive woman. I even started smoking; long, all white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes.

So one evening, I put everything on, and looked at myself in the mirror. Hell, even I wanted to fuck me! That’s how good I looked - just in lingerie. I would need some actual coaching and practice before I would go out in public dressed up - plus I lacked the outer clothing. I decided to pick a female name for myself. I thought about it awhile, and came up with “Tiffany,” which I got from my real name Trevor. I guess keeping the “T” made sense at the time. Tiffany became my new online identity, complete with e-mail address and Facebook Page.

I walked around my bedroom and stood in front of the mirror mounted on the back of my bedroom door. I “talked” to it. Hi sexy, I bet you just wanna come over and fuck my brains out, right? I made my tongue go around my lips, and reached in and massaged my cock while I was admiring myself. After I took everything off, I went and jerked off, a Virginia Slim clenched in my teeth.

I can’t explain the release, the absolute pleasure that acting out gave me. It was like a drug -this cross dressing, smoke fetish thing; and I was hooked.


Two

_______________

___

The Client

The client e-mail that I mentioned before came from what looked like a small social group; the type that I’ve seen on Meet-Up, the social platform for bringing together people with similar interests. They were throwing an event, for about fifty people, and needed a venue, and food, etc.

They described themselves as “a safe place where cross dressers and transgenders of all types could meet, socialize, plan events, and make new friends.” That was exactly what I needed. I bypassed my regular business practice of e-mailing them back, and instead decided to call the contact person; the head of this group, since my interest was also personal.

The leader of the group was a woman named Lynn, who lived not far from me, maybe a few towns over. They had some pictures on a FLICKR account, which peaked my interest: Transgender women on couches kissing, smoking, giving blowjobs, always smiling, and having a good time overall. The part that had me excited the most was a statement that “new members are always welcome, and clothing and makeup will be provided if you don’t have your own.” This was perfect for me! Right away, my anxieties and sense of shame were lifted. I wouldn’t be required to give my full name, or personal details.

Lynn would be the only one who knew that I was the planner of the event. So I called her. The group called itself, interestingly enough “Women of Discretion.”

So, I got the courage and picked up the phone and called.

“Hello Lynn?”

“Yes, speaking, how can I help you?

“This is Trevor Caine, of ‘Event Planning Centre.’ Normally, I would have responded by e-mail, but this is also personal, so I felt I needed to call first and introduce myself.”

“Go ahead Trevor, I’m listening.”

“Uh, this is a bit embarrassing, but here’s the situation. I’m, uh, I guess you could say, a transvestite, but a beginner. I’m twenty-six years old. I’m interested in joining your group and checking it out, as well as my business interest in planning your upcoming event. Also, I don’t have any clothing of my own, and was hoping you could help me out with that.”

“That’s fine Trevor, it’s not a problem at all,” she said. I went on to explain exactly where I was at now; what I had done so far as dressing, and also my “experiments” while I was a teenager. I didn’t leave any detail out. I felt like I was pouring my heart out and “confessing” to a very understanding person.

“You know, Trevor, many of us started the same way you’re doing now. We can definitely help, and you’ll find this a very friendly, welcoming atmosphere.” Next we went on to discuss the business part of my call, and to my surprise, she said “yes” on the spot! I suppose she believed that since I wanted an “in” to the community, that my company would do a terrific job at her event.

She asked me if I would like to come to the next get-together at her house, which would be this Saturday evening. Since my “busy” social life had an opening I said “yes!” I asked her what I should bring, and she said, “bring whatever you like, we’ll supply everything else.”

******

The only things I brought to Lynn’s house were the lingerie I had; my favorite blue satin panties with the string going down my butt crack, the forming bra that pulled my chest fat together, and the black, sheer, above-knee, strapped pantyhose with a girdle. In other words, I was ready to play. I knew I would have a boner wearing the stuff. Hell, I had one on the way over just thinking about it all.

I walked in, and Lynn welcomed me with a hug and a kiss, which was nice indeed, and she introduced me to the group. My role as the event planner, she didn’t mention.

There were four other, I assumed cross dressers there. Two of them I could spot as men, the other two, including Lynn, I couldn’t tell at all. As for myself, I knew I could pass easily as a woman. I had “feminine” hands, not a big Adam’s Apple, and my figure was fine. I had more rounded hips than a typical guy - a fact which caused endless bullying in middle and high school. Here, I sensed immediately, was no fear.

“Ladies,” she said, “I’d like you all to meet ‘Tiffany.’ She’ll be joining our group.” I told Lynn my feminine persona name ahead of time. They all came over to me, and we made small talk; all of them very reassuring. One of them caught my eye and gave me a rather intense look - that was Faye; the most attractive and feminine creature there.

Now, Faye was a gorgeous brunette with hair that reached down to her ample cleavage, brown eyes, long legs, and dressed provocatively in a long, black satin skirt with a high slit up the side, a white satin, long sleeved blouse and stood about five feet nine inches tall in four-inch stiletto heels, that strapped around her ankles. Her lipstick was cherry red, and her eye shadow was a dark purple with heavy black mascara and black eyeliner. I was smitten right away.

“Ladies, I’m going to dress Tiffany, and make her more comfortable,” Lynn said. Faye gave me a ‘fuck me now’ look. I was incredibly hard. My mind was racing, and I was hoping that my looks would turn her on the same way, if not more.

So Lynn took me upstairs to her bathroom on the second floor, which looked like a beautician’s shop. I had dirty blond hair and brown eyes, and Lynn was working with that.

We, or rather she decided that I would look best as a total blonde, long hair, peach lipstick, brown eyebrow pencil to fill in my brows which were thin anyway, black eyeliner with black mascara, and a white dress - a hot white dress which went to about mid-thigh level with thin shoulder straps, and three-inch high heels.

The bra helped to give the illusion of cleavage, which the low cut of the dress helped to show off. My eyes, which were brown, she accented nicely with bronze eyeshadow. I practiced with other shoes I had at home, and not only did that develop my calf muscles, but the shoes, combined with the dress, really made me something to look at. I hoped Faye would think so.

The only problem was my big, hard, cock. “Oh no, that won’t do at all,” Lynn said as she looked at my hard-on tenting up through the dress. She disappeared into her bedroom and pulled out a piece of clothing she said was a “gaff,” an extra padding in my panties that would hide an erection. As she handed it to me she smiled and said, “we can use this, unless you’d rather have a “chastity cage” on your cock and balls. When you get hard, it will hurt!” she said with a mischievous grin.

“No thanks Lynn,” I replied. “I’ll take the gaff.”

Lynn smiled and said, “Yeah, I thought you would.”

When we went downstairs everyone applauded. For the first time in my life, I felt complete. No doubt at all how great I looked. One person in particular seemed to be really “wowed” by my presence - that was Faye.

She walked over to me, her heels making a sexy sounding “clack clack” on the floor. “Wow Tiffany,” she said, “you sure do turn out good!”

“Why thank you,” I said, harder than a rock. The other three girls and Lynn were seated on the couch having drinks and talking with one another.

“So let me ask you something, Tiffany,” Faye said. “I assume that you’ve never been with a trans woman before, would that be accurate?”

“Yes, that part is true, “ I said. “Now it’s my turn.”

“Sure, anything,” and she smiled.

“Please don’t take this the wrong way, but did you transition; I mean, HRT, drugs?”

“Well, yes. I’m thirty two, and in my mid-twenties I took HRT, but no surgery - you see, I love having a cock,” and she stuck her tongue out and licked around her lips.

“By the way, Tiffany, if you decide that’s what you want to do, I know a really good doctor in the city. She’s a trans woman herself and can help you.” Then her mood changed, and she studied me up and down. I had no idea what to expect.

She reached into her bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette with a thin, silver butane lighter, lighting herself up. “Oh forgive me, how rude! I was going to ask if you wanted a cigarette, Tiffany. There is something highly erotic about watching very hot women smoke, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, thank you Faye. I’ll take one, thanks. I happen to have a very big smoke fetish.” Faye did a snap inhale, nodding her head in agreement, and I watched her exhale a perfect plume overhead towards the ceiling.

“Yeah, I love the way the smoke smells in a girl’s hair, her body, and kissing her deeply; getting a taste of her smoky breath,” she said.

We both sat there, smoking and each taking a glass of wine from a bottle on the table next to us. Now the only question was where we would take this to.

“Tell you what Tiffany. I’d like to be the first transwoman to, uh, God this is going to sound so ‘high schoolish,’” and she rolled her eyes up at me, which only made me want her more, “to make out with you.” I started to get up, meaning to go upstairs to find a bedroom, then I sat down as she gently placed her hand on my forearm holding the wineglass.

“Yes, Faye, I’d like that very much.” And just like that, this beautiful woman and me locked lips, moving slowly at first, gently, like an experiment. She parted and said softly: “There’s no reason to go upstairs. The girls do practically everything here.” Sure enough, looking around the room, I saw Lynn on the other couch with the other three girls. There was soft music playing, and Lynn set the lights to dim a bit, making things cozy.

I grabbed Faye around the shoulders and kissed her, sticking the tip of my tongue into her mouth, her lips parting just enough to let my tongue inside. She was playing with it, sucking it. Then she pulled off me, took a deep, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette, kissed me again, and exhaled her smoke into me.

I was beyond hard, and thought I would come in my gaff. The feelings I had were indescribably luscious. I decided then and there that this was too good, I would have to transition. But this was a good start.

Now our tongues were wrapped around each other’s; deep, passionate. She took my hand and placed it on her right breast. I could feel her nipple getting hard, almost poking up through her satin blouse. These were real women’s breasts! I had trouble wrapping my head around that one, but it didn’t make me want to stop. I was too deeply into this. She wasn’t wearing a bra either, making it easy.

Faye began to moan as we continued kissing, and I moved my hand under her blouse to her other breast, pinching the nipple gently between my index finger and thumb.

Her hand reached down and touched my boner through the dress. The gaff hid it well, but she definitely knew it was there. The tips of her painted fingernails were pressing it, and I could feel it - a tingling sensation running down my body. She got close to me and whispered: “I want to suck on your gurl-cock, right now, please Tiffany.”

So I hiked my dress up to mid-thigh level and worked my cock free from the side of the gaff and the thong, and it was free. I was a beautiful shemale, like some exotic Thai. Now she reached down and grabbed my cock, and was impressed by its girth. I did have a rather large cock at eight inches long, and wide. Her whole hand grabbed it, and gently slid up and down the shaft. I could now feel a bit of pre cum leaking out.

She took a last drag of her cigarette - I still had mine, burning in the ashtray, and she let out a smoky exhale right onto my cock, as she took it between her lips. She played with the head of my cock, sliding it between her lips. Then she took all of me, sliding her wet tongue up and down my shaft, and bobbing her head.

I met each of her head movements with hip thrusts. It was the best blow job of the limited ones I’ve had in my life - I know, sad. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I shot a full load into Faye’s mouth, my cum dripping out of the sides of her mouth.

She broke off and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own jizz. I wasn’t thinking anything other than that a woman had given me the best blowjob of my life, and I wanted more. I wanted more of Faye, I had to see her again even after tonight. I think she felt the same way. If anyone was going to help me on my journey, I knew it would have to be Faye.

❤️❤️❤️
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Don’t Analyze, Utilize!

Lynn’s doorbell rang and maybe five new girls came in. I had asked Lynn and she told me that this was every Saturday night. The special event that she needed my service for was two months away and it would be for club members and their significant others. If that event was for significant others, I wondered who all these women were hooking up with tonight? But that was none of my business.

I was surprised when Lynn announced, “Ladies, I’d like you to meet our newest member, Tiffany!” I got red-faced right away, because I am the shy type, and not used to receiving lots of attention. They came over to me with smiles, and kisses; really a nice group.

The doorbell rang again about fifteen minutes later and a middle aged man was greeted at the front door by Lynn. They hugged and chatted for a while; obviously they were more than just casual acquaintances. Could this be a new cross dresser like me? I got my answer soon enough. Lynn walked into her kitchen, dimmed the lights, and came out with a cake with three lit candles on it.

“Okay girls! Listen up! In honor of our newest member, Tiffany, and her first appearance in dress, we are having a cake to celebrate her arrival on the scene!” All the girls, and the middle aged stranger in the room applauded, and some of them even whistled. I couldn’t have been more embarrassed, but Faye stood right next to me; her arm reassuringly around my shoulder.

The middle aged guy looked like the actor Fred MacMurray from the Sixties sitcom “My Three Sons;” a spitting image in fact, minus the pipe. Lynn continued. “Also ladies, some of you are acquainted with our other guest - Eddie.”

I whispered into Faye’s ear: “Who’s Eddie? What’s the deal?” Fay looked at me and smiled.

“Let’s see. Oh, Eddie’s like a tradition here, like a team mascot you might say.”

“Okay,” I said, “but what does he do. I mean, like, what is his purpose here?”

Faye smiled at me; more like a mischievous grin. “You’ll find out soon enough. It’s like . . . well let’s just say it’s part of your initiation into the group! We’ve all done it honey, so don’t worry about it. Besides, I’ll be with you the whole way. In the meantime, let’s get some cake and socialize,” she said, grabbing a Virginia Slim from her bag, offering me one.

Both of us lit up, and Eddie was staring at me and Faye. I could spot a smoking fetish in a guy from a mile away. In a way, I almost felt sorry for them. The “new me’ - Tiffany, had like a super power over these guys.

“Here Faye, Tiffany, have some cake,” Lynn said, holding out two paper plates and a fork -  “it’s really good - chocolate mousse.” We each took a plate and sat back down on the couch, watching Eddie mingle with the other girls. He was seated on the couch on the other side of the room, and looked right at home. Then, we watched as he got up and walked over to us.

“Good evening, ladies. Faye, why don’t you introduce me to the guest of honor tonight?”

“Oh sure Eddie,” this is Tiffany. She’s new. I mean really absolutely green new.”

“Well, well, nice to meet you Tiffany. I’m sort of, well let’s just say Lynn’s business partner and an ‘advisor’ of sorts to the group.” I didn’t question any of this, but it appeared that this was more than just an innocent social group. What exactly, I would find out soon enough.

Eddie kind of creeped me out a little, but I trusted Faye and Lynn. Then Eddie turned to us. “Tiffany, Faye; how would you girls like to come upstairs with me now?” I could see through Eddie’s pants and saw he had a nice hard-on going. Faye took the lead.

“Sure Eddie, Tiff, let’s go!”

I looked around the room and saw Lynn giving a blow job to Marilyn, and Daisy was blowing one of the newer girls. I surprised myself by how hard I was, even after getting the excellent head from Faye. I remembered an old saying: Don’t analyze, utilize!

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________

___

Tricks of the Trade


The upstairs of Lynn’s house was spacious. There was a master bedroom with sliding doors that opened onto a terrace overlooking a backyard with a lighted swimming pool and tennis courts. She evidently had money, and lots of it. I wondered if it was tied in somehow to this “social club.” There were a total of four bedrooms in the house. Two of them were being utilized judging from the sounds of pleasure coming out from behind the closed doors.

Eddie led us into the master bedroom. On the table in front of the dressing mirror was a variety of sex toys laid out: cock rings, butt plugs, and three silicone dildos of assorted sizes. They aroused me. My cock was just waiting for the right moment to bust out of the gaff that was holding it in.

Eddie went to the side of the bed and sat himself down in a chair that was next to the wall past the foot of the bed and started undressing down to his boxer shorts. Faye turned to me, and took a drag of her cigarette, and exhaled a smoky kiss into my lungs. I was going to come any second. I think she knew the effect that would have on me. It certainly turned Eddie on. He had his hand down his boxers stroking himself.

“Okay sweetheart,” Faye said. “Let’s get comfortable.” She led me over to the bed and lie down, pulling up her black, satin skirt. She kicked off her thong, and for the first time I got a good look at her gurl cock. She saw me looking with interest and said, “See Tiffany, why would any of us G U R L S (spelling it out) want to not have a cock? They come in very handy don’t you see?”

“Yes,” I said. “They certainly do!”

“Don’t mind Eddie,” Faye said. “He’ll get his turn soon. He’s busying himself now!” and she laughed. I still had my cigarette, and I took a drag and put it in the ashtray on the night table. I grabbed Faye, getting on top of her and exhaling into her mouth. I felt her cock, and I wanted it, badly.

I straddled her and put my peach-glossed lips over her cock tip, and I could already taste her salty pre cum. I loved the way it felt between my lips. This was a night of firsts - The first time I ever had a cock in my mouth, and I was so glad it belonged to Faye.

“Come on my little sissy cum slut; that’s it, take me inside those delicious lips.” I sort of played with her cock a little bit; kissing it softly, getting a feel for its texture, its taste. I played with the shaft, running the tips of my painted nails over the surface of it.

Faye started to moan which made me even harder, I thought I would poke a hole through my gaff. Now I took all of her inside me. For my first time I was glad I got Faye’s cock. It wasn’t as big as mine. At least I wasn’t choking on it! I got it nice and slippery. I ran the top of my tongue over her sensitive bottom, going back and forth slowly; a tease really. Faye pressed her hands on top of my silly hair, “Oh fuck, Tiff, you’re killing me! Don’t stop!”

I went faster and faster, teasing was over - this was all out sucking. She bucked her hips up to meet the motion of my head on her. She let out a grunt, grabbing my hair with her fists, and I felt a hot, wet warmth encircle her cock inside my mouth. She kept coming like this was her first time all year. I couldn’t help it but some of her delicious jizz ran down the corners of my mouth. The sluttier I perceived myself to be the harder I got.

I kept on sucking like a kid who didn’t want to surrender a lollipop. I felt Faye lose some of her hard on, and I pulled off her and kissed her, giving her a taste of her own jizz, which she happily drew out of my mouth. She licked the corners of my mouth and my chin where there was still some of it left.

“Okay, wow Tiff; that was sooo good. You are mine! You hear that? I’m gonna be yours forever.”

“Let’s have a cigarette,” I said. I needed to celebrate my first time as a smoky cum-slut, and I loved it. So I lit us both up and I was looking at Eddie in the corner. Both Faye and I were laughing at him. He looked like a dam that was about to burst.

“What’s the matter Eddie? Feeling a little frustrated?” Faye said. Then turning to me she said, “Men!” and we both laughed some more at Eddie’s predicament.

But Eddie was quick, he was out of his boxers, and I was dying to come again. “Okay Tiffany, it’s my turn now,” the lecherous bastard said. I looked at Faye for support, and she put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry honey, you’re going to love this!” What “this” was, I had an idea. Liking it, I wasn’t quite convinced.

******

“Come on sweetheart,” Eddie said. “Hike up that dress of yours.” I did as he asked, and with his hands, I could swear they were shaking, pulled the g string out of my ass and pushed it aside. There was a jar of coconut oil and Faye took some in her hand, and put a generous helping on my ass, even sticking her finger inside me to do it. I got a jolt of electricity when she had her finger in my ass. She was careful not to tear me with her nail.

Then she coated Eddie’s starving cock with it too, and stood up and walked over to the chair where Eddie had been sitting, lighting a cigarette as she did so. “Okay Tiffany,” Eddie said, like a horny school principal, get on your hands and knees.” I did so, and he said, “that’s it - nice! Ok.”

Now was a time for another first. I felt another man’s cock against my puckered asshole. He grunted and inserted the tip of his cock inside me, and I felt a fullness, like, you know. He played a bit at the opening, just putting his head in and out of me. It started feeling, well, it felt good. I was hungry for it. The words that came out of me next surprised Faye, and they sure as hell surprised me! “Come on Eddie, ram me! I want you to enjoy yourself. My ass is all yours.”

“Okay angel, that’s what Eddie wants to hear,” he said, referring to himself in the third person. He went farther in, but slowly, pulling out each time, then going in again and again, until he was all the way inside me. He groaned, and sizzled. At the same time, I was getting as hard as a rock, and I grabbed my cock, and started rubbing it.

Faye came over, surprising me, kissing me on the mouth, and smearing some coconut oil on my cock as well. Now I really had a good grip on my slippery pole and began stroking myself in earnest.

Eddie kept pumping me from behind, going faster and faster. I felt a very pleasant new sensation, like I was going to come. I didn’t think that could make me feel this way, but I just went along with it. I loved the way my ass just swallowed up Eddie’s cock and made it disappear. His balls were smacking my ass, or as Faye later called it, my “boy pussy.”

Eddie now groaned and I felt a hot jet of cum driving deep inside of me. The feel of that made me cum as well into my hand. I gripped my cock harder, really enjoying my orgasm. Eddie smacked my ass a couple of times, and I loved it, being treated like a total slut. I wanted him to cum on my face.

The three of us stayed in the room, and eventually that’s exactly what happened. I gave Eddie a blow job later after we both played with Faye, and he pulled out and shot a hot load right into my face. I now had residual cum dripping out of my ass, and on my mascara and eye shadow, making my carefully made up face run. I felt great, like I had overcome some hurdle; like I had finally arrived.

Eventually we came downstairs, and the girls were still busy with themselves, but when they saw me come down with Eddie and Faye, they all applauded and cheered me. It was like they had all been there before, and done the same thing. I passed the group’s initiation.

Lynn walked over to us smiling. “So Eddie,” she said. “How did our new girl do?”

“Oh Lynn,” he said. You have nothing to worry about. This one here,” and he squeezed my shoulder, “is going to be a very welcome addition for our  . . .” he was struggling for the right words. “ . . .for our club!”

Epilogue

Needless to say, my company got the contract for Lynn’s party, of which I was also a big participant, and that job led to many others for similar social organizations. But I belonged to Lynn’s. I was officially a member of “Women of Discretion.” Also Faye and I stayed together as a couple, and she eventually moved in with me. In no time, we had enough income to move into a bigger place. Each of us had different “dates” from time to come, but Faye always came back to me, and I to her.
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SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - Debbie

________________

____

Ihave a fraternal twin, so after a childhood of doing everything together, when it came time to go away to college, we decided it would be best if we went to different schools. So Chelsea went off to Bucklin State, and I went away to the Midwest to a small liberal arts college – Harleyville Center College. Now both of us were home for our first summer vacation. Chelsea got a job as a lifeguard at the county public pool, and I couldn’t find work.

Please don’t judge me, but I wasn’t exactly what you would call a ladies man. I was shy, with kind of an effeminate build and I was teased all through high school. The jocks at school that got all the hot girls said some rather nasty stuff about me. “If Brandon was dressed up like his sister, you wouldn’t be able to tell them apart! He’s such a ‘femboy!’” Another favorite of theirs was, “Yeah, too bad he isn’t a girl! That got me thrown into several lockers, knocked around, and generally ignored. Chelsea, on the other hand was considered “cool,” and always had boys coming over and taking her out on dates. The other kids would always ask her, much to her annoyance, “How could such a cute girl like you have such a ‘dweeb’ for a twin brother?”

Chelsea was gorgeous, with an incredible figure and a beautiful face, but being the male version of a beautiful twin sister was like a curse for me.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like girls – I did, sort of, but my self-esteem was in the gutter, and I thought that I’d be alone the rest of my life, and probably die a virgin. I also had a secret, which until I looked into it, and did some studying up on it, made me think I was mentally ill – I had a fascination with, and was turned on by women’s lingerie. Starting in the ninth grade, I would sneak into Chelsea’s room and take her undergarments out of her draw and feel them, rubbing her panties between my fingers, and eventually, I tried them on. I can’t explain it other than it gave me a sense of calm, of confidence. The way her satin panties felt when I would step into them and pull them up my legs was incredible. It aroused me like nothing ever did. I wanted to be what I wasn’t – a beautiful duplicate of my sister, not just her male twin.

I hated college because I no longer had access to Chelsea’s or another girl’s clothes for that matter. So I was left feeling “incomplete.” After doing my “research,” I suppose that I was just a guy who loved to cross dress, or a “transvestite.” I had no idea where that would take me. If my sister or my parents ever found out my secret I would be ruined.

There was another aspect of my libido: I was also incredibly turned on by attractive women who smoked the long, all white 120 cigarettes, and on the occasions where I did go out on a date, I preferred smokers. All they had to do was light up and I would get as hard as a rock. Even just the smell of smoke on them was a turn on. So I discovered groups of smoke fetishists on social media sites. At last! I found kindred spirits, and I was envious of them, because they had the freedom to dress up and act out on what I could only fantasize about. “Live your fetish” said one of them.

I needed to find a safe place where I could dress up, or find a group of like minded guys (transgender women??) who liked that stuff - just for the summer to start with. The trouble was, they were all older than me. I was only nineteen, and they looked to be in their thirties or early forties.

These next couple of months would be the perfect time to make my move. I wanted to find a group near my home, join it, and have them dress me up. I couldn’t afford clothing or makeup. That was another problem. So, when Chelsea was at work, and I was home alone, I became “reacquainted” with her stuff. I took it a little farther too – applying makeup and lipstick. I watched YOUTUBE videos on makeup and became rather good at it. However, I didn’t have my own kit, and I needed to be sparing with hers lest she point the finger of suspicion at me.

I needed money. So the first week I was home, I tried really hard to look for a job, and I finally found one; at a local big chain home electronics store. I impressed the managers because I was a nerdy kid who was into video games, electronics, and I could even take apart the “guts” of PCs and repair them. They loved me. By the end of the third week I was starting to know the regular customers.

My big break came on a Tuesday afternoon. I had a customer who called herself “Debbie.” Now Debbie, if you looked really close at her, you might be able to tell that she was a transgender woman. I say that she was, as opposed to a cross dresser because she had real breasts – large ones, and a nice curvy figure. I think her hair was real as well. It was long, jet black, done up on the top, and it went down well past her breasts. She had lots of mascara and thick eyelashes. From her driver’s license I could see that she was thirty eight – twice my age. In addition, I saw a pack of Virginia Slims 120s in her bag. I was instantly attracted to her, and I always chatted her up about mindless stuff. I think she knew I was into her. Her voice was deep and sultry, good enough to pass as a genuine female – a very sexy female.

So, this particular Tuesday, after I rang up a package of batteries for her, and she left the register, I held eye contact with her, and I think she left knowing that I wanted to speak to her. I desperately wanted to talk to her about my “predicament,” but there was a long line of customers behind her, so what was I to do? I’d have to call her. Then my mind started going in crazy places – how could I justify calling her - it sounded creepy, you know? But I had to. It was an absolute need.

So that night when I was in my car in the parking lot after work I dialed her number. My heart was racing so fast that I could almost hear it thumping in my chest, and my cock was super hard.

“Hello? Who is this please?” Shit! I couldn’t hang up – she had my number now, and if I did speak to her I could lose my job and be outed as some kind of a sex predator. And . . . what if I was WRONG!? What if she actually was a biological woman and I made a horrible mistake?? Too late, the dye had already been cast.

I cleared my throat first. “Hi, Debbie? This is Brandon Buford. I work at the ‘Pixel Mart’ in the mall.” My voice was trembling.

“Oh yes, hi Brandon. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call? Did I leave something at the store?” So far so good. She didn’t start grilling me about how I got her phone number. I heard a lighter click in the background and got fucking hard right away; picturing her in some slinky, high cut dress with a plunging neckline, the kind she sometimes wore to the store.

“Uh no Debbie, you didn’t. I feel like such a jerk. I thought maybe you could help me with a . . . a kind of personal problem?” There was an uncomfortable silence on the line.

“Ohhh, I see. You know Brandon, I can tell you’re all tied up in knots. Actually I admire you. I know it must have taken some amount of courage for you to pick up the phone like this and call me. I mean, you’re always so busy at the register at work.”

“Wait a second.” My voice became very low, so low that I thought that she would have trouble hearing me. “You know why I’m calling?”

“I think I do. I have a good intuition. Wanna know what I think?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sure you know that I’m a transgender girl, right?” I heard a deep exhale into the phone. I imagined her sitting at a table, probably heavily made up, (another turn-on) holding her cigarette high and tight between her two fingers, pursing her lips into an “O” and slowly exhaling smoke rings into the phone. My cock was throbbing.

What was I supposed to say? Uh, you kind of look like a man? Your deep voice gave you away? At this point, honesty was the best policy.

“Yes I did, er., I mean yes I do know. I do know that you’re transgender. What I wanted to say was that I’m wrestling with my own problem of identity, and I get really turned on by videos of transgender women kissing, showing themselves, and just free to be who they are.” Whew! I said that faster than an AI typing program. I sounded so stupid! “I thought maybe I could speak to you about it, and maybe get some . . .”

She cut me off. “Pointers? You want some advice? You want me to be kind of a ‘mentor’ to you?”

Another awkward pause dammit! “Uh, well, if you put it that way, yes. I mean, like how did you know?”

“Brandon, I wasn’t born yesterday. I see the way you look at me whenever I come into the store. I figured there was something up with you. Besides, to be perfectly honest, I think you’re kind of cute.” I was pretty sure I was gonna fall off the car seat.

“You do?”

“Yes, why? Do you find that hard to believe?”

“Uh, I have a twin sister, and in high school she was always the popular twin, getting dates and asked to parties, and I was always bullied for being the effeminate one.”

“Sounds familiar Brandon, although I don’t have a twin. I grew up as an only child. Tell me something. What are you doing right now? I imagine you just got off from work. It’s nine fifteen.”

“Nothing. I’m here in the parking lot of the store.”

“You probably didn’t have dinner yet, did you?”

“No I didn’t. I usually go home for that. I live with my parents. I’m home from college for the summer.”

“Well tell you what. I can order some Thai food. I know a great place. Why don’t you come over and we can talk. How does that sound?”

“Sure. I’m on my way now!”

I couldn’t believe my luck! I actually pulled it off. I got her address and Googled it. I probably could have used my cock on autopilot to find her house!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two – The First Night

_________________

____

Debbie lived in an exclusive neighborhood which made me wonder what she did for a living. It took me about twenty minutes to get there, and I pulled up into a circular driveway and parked on the side of the front entrance way. Her car was a late model Mercedes sport, and my stupid Honda looked like shit parked next to it, however, she didn’t seem the type to be judgmental. I walked up the four granite steps and rang the bell. I never expected the site that greeted me.

Aside from the heavy makeup, thick eyelashes, purple eye shadow and crimson lip gloss, her long, jet black hair had purple highlights. In short – she was drop dead gorgeous. Now I had a rather nice sized cock which stuck up through the heavy material of my blue jeans. As soon as she opened the door, before any words came out of her mouth, she noticed my erection, and just smiled at me.

She had a leather outfit on with a jeweled black choker, short black leather skirt, red high stiletto heels with straps around the ankles, and black leather gloves that went up to her elbows. Her top was a black bodice that showed her cleavage, and it tied in the front with leather laces.

“Well hello Brandon! So glad you could make it. You must be hungry.”

“Yes, the Thai smells great.” She turned around for me to see.

“Like my outfit? It’s new. I plan to wear it out to clubs and parties. I live alone in case you’re wondering.”

“Yeah, I mean it’s, you’re – it’s beautiful.”

She smiled at my choice of words and quick bounce back.

She kissed me on the cheek, lingered a bit, and my chub did a happy dance in my jeans. She smelled from a sweet mixture of perfume, smoke, and strawberry shampoo.

“Come into the dining room while I bring the food out - I’m starved,” she said. I settled in and she sat next to me at the dining room table after bringing the food and paper plates in.

“Would you like some wine?”

“Yes please.

She stood examining a bottle she got from a cabinet. “It’s a Merlot, I hope you like it.”

Now being all of nineteen, what the hell did I know about wine? Nothing really. She poured us both a glass in expensive stemware. “So what shall we drink to?” she said, looking at me intently. I shrugged my shoulders. I was very nervous, and I was tongue tied which usually happens to me under these occasions.

“I know, here.” We clinked glasses and she said, “To new discoveries, how’s that?”

“Perfect,” I said. The wine went down smoothly, and I hoped it would loosen my tongue a bit and relax me because I had lots of questions.

“So let me ask you Brandon. Where are you with girls, or guys? Are you seeing anyone?”

Now I would unburden  myself of my tale of woe and misfortune. “Not at the moment. I knew I had some sort of a, a fetish? An interest in women’s clothing and dressing up. I borrowed some of my twin sister’s underwear, you know, lingerie (God what an idiot I was!), and tried stuff on, on the sly when I was alone, and now in college, I had no opportunities to dress, and explore things more.”

“I see. Well, do you like men?”

“You mean, am I homosexual?”

“Yes, and it’s okay. I don’t judge.”

“I don’t think so, but I seem to be attracted to transgender women. I watch a lot of YOUTUBE videos, and I belong to some Flickr groups, and I follow discussions on there, and go to transgender web sites, stuff like that. I have an internet persona for Flickr – I call myself Kaitlyn, and I discuss fantasies on there with them.”

“So I guess I turn you on then, huh?” My face was a beet red, maybe from the wine, or maybe from being read so accurately by her.

“Uh, well, yeah . . . I need someone to sort of help me get started I suppose. Someone who I can explore myself with?”

“I see.” She smiled and said, “I can help you with some things. How far we go is really up to you ‘Kaitlyn.’ I’m not seeing anyone at the moment, so I’m free.” That bit of information made me pleased and gave me some hope.

We finished our food and made small talk. Debbie never told me what she did, but she was very curious about me and seemed to soak in everything I said. After gathering our paper plates and straightening up, she reached into her black leather bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and slowly and seductively put one in the corner of her mouth, and flicked it to life with a silver butane lighter. She did a snap, French inhale and blew the smoke in my face. I was mesmerized by the sight. She saw my interest and smirked. “I think you want one of these, am I right Brandon?”

“Yes please.” I smoked a little pot in school, and I knew I wouldn’t choke and embarrass myself. My cock was dying for some relief, and she knew it.

She dangled her freshly lit cigarette in her mouth and handed me one slowly from the newly opened pack. Using the same lighter she lit me up, watching me intently. I puffed it to life and inhaled, just like her – a French inhale. She looked at my crotch and smiled. I held the cigarette like a girl without even thinking about it – very low to the end of the white filter between my index and middle finger.

“You know what I think Brandon? I think you have just a bit . . . (she was grinning at me, pinching her index and middle fingers together) of a smoking fetish.”

I looked like a deer trapped in the headlights of an oncoming truck. “Don’t worry about it dear. I do too. In fact, before I transitioned I used to dream about being a real, smoky slut. I believe we have that in common Brandon. I think lots of guys who start out cross dressing have a smoking fetish. I think it makes the sex better,” she said, giving me a knowing look.

“Debbie, when I went on Flickr, I noticed that too! Before I went on there, I used to think I was mentally ill!”

“Well, “Kaitlyn;” is it okay if I call you that?”

“Yeah, sure it is.”

“It’s nothing unusual and you are NOT mentally ill. All of the girls I hang out and party with have smoking fetishes. It’s just who we are – nothing to be ashamed about.”

She was right. I looked at her clothes with a real longing, a strong desire. Yes, I wanted to be a slut. I wanted to suck cock badly. I wanted to be taken apart by a transgender woman and ravaged.

We finished our food and Debbie stood up from her seat and slowly walked over to me. She took a big, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette and leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips, exhaling her smoke into my lungs. I felt pre cum leaking from my cock, as her tongue worked its way around mine. She held me by the shoulders and picked me up, so I was standing right in front of her.

Debbie held her cigarette in one hand and the other hand was rubbing my cock through my jeans, as she kissed me. She moaned through the kiss. I was powerless to resist, and besides, why would I want to. This was filling in a missing piece of the puzzle.

She broke off me and said, “Let’s go into the living room, Kaitlyn.” She walked me backwards, still holding onto my shoulders and sat me down on the couch. Grabbing an ashtray and placing it on the coffee table, she continued kissing me. I pulled away and took a drag from my cigarette which had a long taper of ash on it. I did another French inhale. Debbie laughed and said, “When you’re nice and hooked Kaitlyn, you’ll feel like a real slut, and will love dressing . . . and fucking!”

I think she was right. Debbie clapped her hands, and some mellow jazz came on from speakers. The wine was doing its thing, and I was powerless, and she lay me back on the couch and opened the buttons on my shirt, running her gloved hand over my chest. The feel and smell of the leather was another turn-on for me.

We both crushed out our cigarettes in the ash tray, but before Debbie crushed hers out, she took a last drag and blew the smoke through a long strand of her jet black hair. She moved into me and kissed me with her smoky breath, then moved my face into the hair falling down over her bustier, giving me a nice close-up of her cleavage, and a sweet scent of a mix of strawberry shampoo and tobacco smoke. She stared at me intently with her emerald green eyes, and removed her gloves, revealing long, ruby red painted long fingernails.

“I want that cock of yours . . .” she said in a deep sultry voice, while slowly moving the zipper of my jeans down and unbuttoning them.

“Come on Kaitlyn,” she cooed. “Pick your ass up for me like a good girl. Remember, I control you now.” Whatever the game she was playing, I loved it and was helpless against it.

As I picked up my ass from the couch, she pulled my jeans and my boxers down to my ankles. Kneeling in front of me, she looked me in the eyes while slowly grabbing my cock in her hand, encircling it with four fingers against her palm. “Ummm,” she moaned and slowly brought my cock up to her closed lips; the soft texture of her lips causing another drop of pre cum to leak out from me. She pulled her lips off me, wet with my pre cum, and rubbed her finger over it, placing it into my mouth, giving me a taste of myself. I moved my tongue around the inside of my mouth, the sweet saltiness making me even more aroused.

Debbie reached into her black, leather bag and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting them both up, puffing them to life and handing me one. The lipstick on my filter was another turn on, and I dragged on it, and held it in the same feminine way. Debbie took another drag and now placed her open mouth on my cock, her saliva making her slide easily over me, but only over the “helmet” of my cock. Smoke came out the sides of her mouth as she did so. Her tongue went up and down over my slit, and then encircled the helmet, rubbing farther down to the sensitive tuft of skin on my underside, going back and forth.

He head now started slowly bobbing up and down over the entire length of my shaft. I felt the front of my cock hit the back of her throat, yet she took all my girth and length inside her seemingly effortlessly. I took another drag and placed my hand on the back of her head, reveling in the silky softness of her thick hair. I bucked my hips off the couch keeping in time to her head bobs.

The combination of this assault on all my senses was too much for me and I stiffened and shot a huge wad of cum into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She made sucking and slurping noises, not wanting to lose a single drop. I shot not one, but three times into her. It was too much for her to handle and some of my jizz dribbled down the corners of her mouth. She continued sucking me until my cock was clean of cum. Then she came off me, staring at me, taking another drag of her cigarette and kissing me, giving me a taste of my own jizz even more. I used my tongue and licked the corners of her mouth, getting all the cum that didn’t go down her throat. We stayed kissing like that for a while, only coming off to take drags of our cigarettes and exhaling into each other’s mouths.

“Umm, you taste so delicious Kaitlyn. I may just have to keep you around for a while.”

“I’d love that Debbie.’

She dangled the cigarette from the side of her mouth and pulled me up off the couch. “I’m not quite done with you yet,” she said, laughing, and led me to the ornate staircase at the end of the living room. I wasn’t sure what would come next.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Awakening

________________

____

Her bedroom was expansive. There was a red velvet loveseat in one corner, a bathroom attached, and an ornate dressing table with a mirror opposite her bed. A terrace with a sliding door overlooked a large backyard with a pool and a tennis court. I just had to know what she did to acquire such wealth.

“So how far have you gone with dressing Kaitlyn? I think you told me just your sister’s lingerie?” Just hearing that made me cringe. I still held onto some shame.

“Yeah, I never took it any father that that – but I enjoyed it so much.”

She laughed. “I bet you did. Let’s see if we can improve on it a bit.” Debbie walked over to her bureau of dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String thong, and a bra that stretched in the back. Holding the bra in her hand she said, “I kept this one from when I first transitioned. It pulled my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage, but now with the aid of HRT you can see I no longer have the need for that.”

“Come on Kaitlyn, take your clothes off – all of it.”

I did as she told me and soon I was naked as a J Bird. Debbie came closer and inspected me. “Humm,” she said, with a hand studiously under her chin. “I’m going to have to shave you. But we’ll save that for the next time.”

She watched intently as I stepped into the G-String. The memories of my early adventures in my sister’s room quickly and pleasantly came back to me. My cock became rock hard again, so soon after cumming into her mouth, as I slowly pulled the silky satin up over my legs and placing it squarely over my junk. I adjusted the back string between my butt cheeks and felt “different.” I actually felt like I wanted cock. I wanted to be handled roughly and fucked into submission by a transgender woman while dressed. I was aching for it. Debbie watched me closely and smiled an evil, amused grin.

Next, I took the matching green laced bra and placed it over my head, feeling it pull my chest together. Looking down I saw what looked like cleavage appear where before there was none. It both fascinated and thrilled me.

“Good, good Kaitlyn. You’re about my size. Let’s put some makeup on you. I will have to get you a wig. I think I have something here for you,” she said as she walked over to her walk-in closet and reached for a box on the top shelf. She pulled out a long, pre styled auburn wig, with a part on the right side that made bangs go across my forehead. The hair flowed down to the small of my back.

She took me into her bathroom and made me sit in the chair in front of the vanity mirror. “No peeking. I’m keeping you sideways. I want to see your reaction after I’m done making you up.”

“Okay, sounds good. Let’s do it.”

She took out an elaborate, jeweled makeup kit with an assortment of brushes, and liquids. My boner was now about ready to break. Debbie seemed to read my mind and said, “You don’t get a cigarette until after I’m done with you.” She knew.

She took out a couple of bottles, thick, fake eyelashes, liquid mascara, eyebrow pencil, lipstick, even long, red fake nails – everything needed for my transition.

Debbie was a master at her work. She worked methodically and efficiently, and when she was done, she took the wig from the bedroom and placed it on top of my head. Electric shocks went through me as I moved my lips together, feeling the smooth moist lip gloss cover me, and the silky, long hair tickle my back. The main sensation was the G-String between my butt cheeks. I didn’t just want, but I craved cock. 

After she was done, she saw me moving around on the chair and admonished me to “be patient.” She pulled out the pack of Virginia Slims 120s and again lit up two at the same time, handing me one. I looked at “my mistress” and took a long, cheek hollowing drag, doing another French inhale.

“Okay Kaitlyn, you may look now,” she said like a master painter inviting a first viewing of a masterpiece. I doubted I would end up in the Met, but I knew she did a terrific job. That was an understatement. I was blown away by what looked back at me in the mirror. Hell, I looked much better than my sister Chelsea ever looked. I looked like a slutty version of her. A real, dick in the ass bimbo. My eyes, full of eyeshadow, mascara, and heavy, false eyelashes were opened wide.

“Debbie, I’m shocked! I don’t know what to say. You did a magnificent job. Truly wonderful!”

“Good, I’m glad you like it. You look good enough to fuck . . . what do you say?” she said as she took a perfect effeminate drag.

I smiled and nodded my head up and down. 

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four – All In

________________

____

Iloved feeling like a slut. The cigarette added a new dimension to the new me. I would only smoke while dressed. At least that’s what I told myself.

“You must be a bit chilled. I’ll get you something. Hold on, I’ll be right back,” Debbie said as she went downstairs. I kept admiring myself in the mirror and even put my hand down the front of my G-String. I took out my iPhone from my jeans pocket on the floor and took a selfie, with my eyes squinting from the smoke, and the cigarette dangling out the side of my mouth. I posted it on Flickr right away. I would look later and see all of my friend’s comments. I talked the talk, and now I was ready to walk the walk.

Debbie came back upstairs holding a beige, belted trench coat over her arm. “Here Kaitlyn, this should keep you a bit warmer and also arouse you. Am I right?”

She was. The silky polyester lining felt so good against my bare skin. As Debbie looked on, I took my cock out and rubbed it against the cool, smooth material. Debbie smiled. “Yeah, I thought so. I have a thing for these trench coats too.”

I took a drag, looking at myself in the mirror and took another selfie for posting.

“What’s that for Kaitlyn? Can’t believe it?”

“Oh no, that’s for my Flickr friends.”

“Okay, nice. I get it. You want some positive reinforcement.”

“Exactly,” I said smiling.

“How about a little roleplay?”

“Sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Let’s pretend I caught Brandon smoking, and masturbating in the bathroom, and now I’m going to teach him a lesson, by dressing him up as Kaitlyn, force him to keep smoking, and learn what it feels like to be a real slut!”

“Okay, and who are you supposed to be Debbie?”

“I’m your wicked transgender auntie Debbie, and you live in my home. How’s that?”

My cock was vibrating on its own I was so turned on.

“Ready?”

“Totally,” I answered.

Now the roleplay began.

“For the beginning, go in the bathroom with your cigarette, and we’ll pretend you aren’t dressed or made up yet.”

I did as I was told, shivering with excitement.

Debbie knocked on the bathroom door. “Brandon, what are you doing in there? It’s been twenty minutes!”

“Okay auntie, sorry. I’m coming right out!”

“Brandon, I SMELL SMOKE! ARE YOU SMOKING IN THERE?”

Debbie pushed the door open and caught me with my hand around my cock, and holding a cigarette with my other hand.

“So, I see you like smoking like a girl! Let’s see how you like being a girl.”

“If you want to live here, you’ll do as I say. Now sit down and let me put your makeup on.

I had a “defeated look” on my face and Debbie quickly pretended to make me up. Then she made me crush out my cigarette. She grabbed me by the wrist and led me outside the bathroom into the bedroom.

“Now how do you like yourself. Here,” she said taking out a cigarette – one for her and one for me. Instead of lighting them both simultaneously, she lit herself up and then “angrily” lit mine up.

“Now smoke it – nice big drags my little slut!”

I pretended to cry but was enjoying every moment.

With her cigarette hanging out of her mouth she said, “I’m going to fuck you silly, and eventually, strange men will come here and fuck you too!” she yelled. Just the thought of that almost made me cum on the spot.

“Now get on the bed on all fours, slut!”

I did as I was told, facing the front of the bed.

Without a word, Debbie flipped the bottom of the trench coat over my back. “Now prepare yourself,” she said.

She hopped on the bed behind me, and took her leather skirt off. She was wearing a G-String like mine, which she pulled down below her knees. Reaching into her night stand table she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and began to smear it all over my ass, and down to my balls. For good measure she stuck her index finger full of jelly into my cherry asshole. I straightened and an “ooh” came out of my mouth.

“I’m being extra polite to you now Brandon by using the jelly. Next time, maybe you won’t be so lucky.” She took some more of the jelly and placed it on her massive cock.

“Keep your eyes facing front, sissy!” she ordered.

I felt the tip of her cock playing around at the entrance to my boy pussy. Very slowly, and with great care, like a tease, she entered me just enough, so her head disappeared up my ass.

“I am going to turn you into such a SLUT!!” she yelled. This was turning her on too. We were birds of a feather.

I felt a strange fullness, like I had to go, every time she pulled out of me. Then she rammed me about half-way in, holding my butt cheeks apart. I clenched my fists and grabbed the bed sheets in pain. She pulled out and went in again. This time the pain was less, and it felt – different, pleasurable.

“Now how do you like this, my little sissy!?” I didn’t answer. I was beyond words, and she picked up her pace and went faster and faster.

“Oh God, you’re so fucking tight, Brandon. You really know how to please your auntie!”

She went faster and faster inside me, and I felt her stiffen, hands pressing tight against my butt cheeks, and shoot a huge wad of cum all the way up, inside me, filling me with an exquisitely pleasurable wet warmth. At the same time, I felt a feeling welling up from deep inside me, like a sneeze that was dying to come out. I tensed up, grabbed my cock, and shot another load out onto the sheets. It was incredible – my first “sissygasm,” as I was to learn it was called. It was more intense than any orgasm I could get from jerking off.

Debbie kept going faster and faster, and I could feel her cum dripping down the inside of my butt cheeks. Then, after a few minutes she pulled out of me.

“I hope you learned your lesson! Here – time for you to smoke again. You’re going to become an insane, smoky bimbo. That’s your punishment. This is going to happen every day. I am going to enjoy watching you get rammed by a whole host of different men each night until you become the cum slut you were meant to be!”

She “forcefully” pushed another cigarette on me and lit me up.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

________________

____

“Whoa, that was fun Kaitlyn. Did you enjoy yourself?” It was more of a rhetorical question. I knew I found something I loved, as well as the answer to the puzzle of who I was. The fact that Debbie was twice my age, and I could please her, turned me on too.

“Yeah, very much. I’m just a little sad because at the end of the summer I have to back to school, and I won’t see you until I can come home for vacations.”

“Well, maybe that won’t be the case,” Debbie said, deep in thought. I told her where I went to college, and she was well-acquainted with the area. “As you can see dear, I do quite well for myself. I have an online finance business that I do from home, and I can pretty much go where I want, when I want. So it wouldn’t be a stretch to say that I could come visit you on weekends at school, and we could get a hotel room – a luxury hotel room, and continue our relationship.”

“That would be wonderful,” I said, quite pleased.

“Besides,” she said smiling, “we still have the rest of the summer.”

Our relationship lasted, year after year while I was in school. After I graduated, I decided, with Debbie’s help to transition in full. I, like her, used HRT. I kind of liked having a cock! It was great, she helped me out with clothes, makeup – everything. She was like a sugar momma to me and mentor in every way. Also, I was able to go with Debbie to different T-Girl meetups and have loads of fun. I mean that quite literally!

I felt much better about myself, and indeed became the smoky, cum-slut of all my fantasies! The best was yet to come.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,
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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.
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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.
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