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Chapter One

_______________________________________

________________

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________________

_______________

The Meet-Up


So, on a Friday afternoon, I packed up my car with all my stuff and I took the forty-five minute drive to Linda’s.

“Welcome Doug, glad you could make it,” Linda said, a nice, welcoming smile on her face. I couldn’t tell if she was transgender or not.

I had no reason to believe one way or the other- from her appearance, that is. She had dirty blonde, shoulder-length hair, seemed to be mid-thirtyish, nice cleavage, and had a nice, shapely figure.

I walked into her house sheepishly, ready to bolt at any second, and was carrying a gym bag with my stuff.

“Oh hi, you must be Linda,” I said feeling foolish.

Sensing my unease, she said, “Oh good; I see you brought some clothes. This is good. Why don’t you come in and relax.”

We walked from Linda’s modest entrance hall into the living room. Her house wasn’t big at all - just a typical ranch house that you would see in all suburban neighborhoods.

There were six other “girls” on the two sofas laid out in a “L” shape around the room, with a coffee table in the middle. Two couples were kissing, and one couple was in the middle of a blow job.

They all gave me a brief nod, or a look, not at all surprised that I would be standing there. Linda, noticing the other girls were preoccupied, took me by the arm, looked at me smiling, and said, “Come on Doug, let’s go into my bedroom where I can see what you brought and make you shine!”

“So,” she said, “what made you decide to reach out to us, I mean, now? You’ve obviously been considering this for a while - crossdressing, I mean,” looking at my gym bag. “Some guys come here without any girly clothes, and are just curious to see how they look, dressed as a girl. I don’t ask them about their sex lives unless they choose to bring it up, of course,” she said with a sly smile at me.

“Yeah, I get it,” I said. “I think I may be leaning toward a sexual thing (I didn’t know what else to call it), and uh, I’ve been dressing in front of a mirror, and I liked what I saw.” My voice was a little subdued, a little shaky. “So, I really wanted to be around others who maybe had the same tastes as me.”

With that, Linda laughed. “Well, you certainly saw people with, as you put it, ‘tastes’ out in my living room. Whether they’re for you or not, only you can decide. We’re really a friendly bunch. Sometimes we all go out, and we don’t judge who you hook up with. Some of the places we go to have areas set aside for that like my living room.”

Linda put my fears to rest with her little introduction. “Now why don’t we make you the most beautiful crossdresser you can be.” I was all in.

“Nice clothes!” Linda said. Looking through my bag, she looked up at me smiling. “I see you spared no expense. You even thought of jewelry.” holding up my diamond (zircon) studded, leather choker and my hoop earrings. She looked through the contents of my makeup case and said, “This looks pretty complete, but I think I can add to it. First let’s see how we do with what you have.”

Grinning, she said, “Okay Douggie,” Douggie??? No one ever called me that before. “Take your clothes off.” So I did, stopping when I was down to my boxers. “Something wrong?” she asked, which was more of a rhetorical question.

“Uh, I guess I’m a bit shy.”

“Look, I think you’re cute,” she said, stepping back a bit to look me over more. “You’re really going to like what you see. Wait! What am I talking about? I know you like what you’ll see. I mean, you’ve been doing it for a while just by yourself, right?”

“Yes, of course. It’s just that I never had an audience before.”

She smiled a knowing smile. “You mean except for the mirror, right?” She had me, spot on.

“Well, it’s time to show the world the real you, then, isn’t it?”

So I slowly took my boxers down. I had a six-inch cock, which was about average I’m guessing, from the videos I’ve seen.

“Wow! Nice!” Linda said. “I approve!” Then she did what I least expected but put to rest all my fears - she grabbed my cock with her soft fingers, wrapping them around my shaft. I was steel-hard. I did what came naturally; I moved in close and kissed Linda on the lips, my tongue just entering hers, and my cock pulsating in her hand. She pulled away.

“Now hold on a second cowboy. I only get physical with girls, ok? If you turn out good, or should I say, when you turn out good, we can do more.”

I slipped the black satin G-String on with the soft pocket that felt silky on my cock, causing a drop of pre cum to appear in the center. I loved the way the strap cradled my ass, making me tingle. Next to go on was the black, sheer nylon pantyhose with the straps which attached to the lacy garter belt that was open in the front.

There was enough fat on my chest so that when the “widish” bra went on, it pulled my hairless chest together and gave some “cleavage.” After the wig and makeup went on, Linda was really happy - I saw it in her eyes, and things just took on a life of their own.

I was expecting to go out to the living room and be shown to the others, but Linda had other ideas. I even looked better than I did at home in my bedroom mirror.

She wasted no time, and stripped down to her lingerie, her tongue teasing me, rolling around her lips in a circle. I pulled her close and resumed the kiss, hoping to make this one last a bit longer. It did.

Our tongues were wrapping around each other’s. Now I should explain if it wasn’t clear before. As soon as I laid eyes on Linda, I wanted her. Maybe it was pheromones floating around - I didn’t know, nor did I care.

I was, however, turned on as well by the fact that she was an older woman - she had to be at least forty one, or forty two - more than mid-thirtyish. That’s another fetish I have, among many.

Her tits were real, and soon I had them in my mouth, playing with and gently biting her nipples. She reached down to the front of my G-String, playing with my long-suffering cock hidden behind a wall of satin.

Adding to my suffering was the delightful bouquet of her smells: the perfume, the shampoo - like strawberries, and the sweet smell of menthol cigarette smoke, which taken together can make me come almost instantly.

Linda was getting into it, moaning as she stroked my cock through the satin, and really going full throttle on my mouth. Any second I expected her delicious lips to be all over my cock. However, what I got was a bit different. She used her other hand and moved her G-String away from her front, and I felt a fleshy protuberance hitting my upper thigh!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________________________________

________________

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________________________________

_______________

The Turning
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Linda came back upstairs, followed by a gorgeous girl in a wide black brassiere and a long sleeve white blouse. Her long, brunette hair fell over her breasts, and it was a bit mussed up like she had recently seen some action. Her eyes had that misty look, from pure sexual desire.

“Doug,” Linda said. “I’d like to introduce you to Vicki.”

She smiled at me, and said “Hi Doug, I’m Vicki. Welcome to our group. Linda told me she thinks you’re terrific. I would even say . . . you look hot! God Linda, I am so going to love breaking this one in!” Both girls laughed.

I was being bombarded by all kinds of sensations this afternoon, now stretching into Friday evening; all of them pleasant, all of them new.

“You’re going to love this Doug,” Linda said. “Now get on the bed on all fours with your beautiful butt high in the air facing Vicki.”

I did as I was told - I wanted this, badly.

My cock was as hard as a rock. Vicki lit her own cigarette, the same as ours. The three of us were all in a dimension of lust. Vicki’s cock didn’t surprise me at all – I loved it; beautiful, meaty, and pink. Linda was kissing Vicki on the mouth, arms wrapped around each other, the two of them exhaling smoke into each other’s mouths, turning me on something fierce.

Vicki had her cigarette dangling from her lips and Linda took the tube of K-Y from on top of her night table and wiped it on my ass, and then put some onto Vicki’s cock, her fingers lingering there a while. Both of them were laughing. My cock was throbbing with anticipation, and I felt a tingle go through my insides as Vicki was using her tongue to lick my cherry asshole. I clenched my butt cheeks on her face - an involuntary reaction.

Next thing I knew, Vicki was spreading my cheeks back open, massaging my balls, the sensation of her nails digging into my ball sack exhilarating, and I felt the tip of her very hard and very big cock against my “bussy.” I couldn’t wait, and I pushed myself backwards, my ass swallowing about half of her cock. The intense pain I felt through my insides was accompanied by a strange sensation of abject pleasure, as Vicki slowly, and gently eased up a bit on me.

Linda was laughing. “She’s a virgin, Vick. Go easy on her!” Now both of them were laughing again. (I guess I was ‘the butt’ of their joke).

Vicki purposely went slow on me, the ability of my ass to take such a mammoth cock amazed me. I gradually opened up to her, and she made a hissing sound of pleasure as the pace picked up, and she went faster and faster inside of me.

Then I experienced something that yesterday I would have thought to be impossible - I felt my cock grow large again, and a feeling of “a sneeze coming on,” which was really my way of saying I was getting ready to come again.

Vicki was fully in, and going faster and faster inside me. I met all of her thrusts with my own, and without much conscious thought, I grabbed hold of my own cock and began stroking it. Then just like Linda, Vicki began to grunt and moan with pleasure, her fingernails digging into my sides. Meantime Linda was blowing smoke into my face, arousing my fetishes as never before.

I felt a “rush” go through me, an intense feeling of pleasure as she was deeper inside me, and before I could think another thought, I came; a large, wide burst of thick, white, ropy cum right into my fist.

Then I felt a new wet warmth inside me with indescribable pleasure as Vicki came inside me, letting out a large sigh of release, as a thin, ropy stream of Vicki’s cum rolled down my butt cheeks.

She pulled off of me, and turned me around, both of us now facing each other on the bed, and she kissed me hard. It was wonderful, but Linda was better. I had a connection with Linda that I felt would only grow with time.

By the time I left late on Friday night I was a new person entirely. I had a new sexual identity, or rather, I had the courage to act on something that was always inside me. Of course, I didn’t leave without making a promise to Linda and Vicki that I would come back.

Just as I was out the door, Linda said to Vicki and me: “You know what Vicki? We didn’t come up with a new name for Doug! Doug, do you have a preference?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I decided to let my “makers” decide on one for me.

Vicki said, “I know, let’s keep the ‘D,’ we’ll call her ‘Debbie.’”

So that was settled. I had a new, reborn identity, and a new name.

❤️❤️❤️


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. The tip of his soft tongue was licking my cherry asshole and I was spinning. He was that good. Damn, it was amazing.

“That’s right, I said, get me nice and wet.”

I reached into the night table next to the bed where Linda usually kept the K-Y, and I took out the tube. I put some on my hand, spreading it on my ass, and stuck a jellied finger inside myself. Next, I reached behind me and grabbed Fred’s hard cock, rubbing a generous amount on his cock.

“Don’t you dare come yet sweetie. I wanna see what ya’ got - how hard you can fuck me please.”

“Oh yeah baby,” Fred said through a moan.

I felt his cock tip against my “bussy,” and I got a chill through my body. I didn’t wait for Fred; I forcefully backed up onto his cock, slowly taking all of him inside me. Shit, it was painful; this boy was a big one. My hole started to relax after a few thrusts, and the pain mixed with the familiar pleasure. I started going faster and faster and I could feel Fred’s giant balls slapping against my ass. We both got into a rhythm, faster and faster. I grabbed around the front, taking hold of my girl-cock, and started stroking it. Fred hit my “p-spot,” and It felt wonderful.

“Oh shit Fred, don’t you dare stop!”

“Yeah baby, I’m coming, yeah, come to papa,” he said, through gritted teeth.

Next, I felt a stream of hot, white cum inside my ass and I let go; a ropy, hot stream of my own jizz soaking through the gaff on the front of my G-String. I screamed, and Fred did too.

“My cock feels sooo good, Deb!” He yelled.

“Ummm,” I said. “Me too.”

After some more thrusting, slower this time, Fred pulled out. The cock ring I wore kept me hard.

I pulled off Fred’s cum stick of joy and on my knees, I turned around to face him. He immediately looked down and saw the wet circle on my pouch, with some whitish fluid leaking down the inside of my thighs.

“I want you to lick me off Fred, come on.”

From Fred’s bloviating talk, he had eaten a lot of pussy before, so this was no big deal.

“Sure Deb, why not?”

He got on his knees and his tongue went to work on my thighs. When he was done, I said; “Now I want you to eat my pussy.”

“Damn girl,” he said. I was waiting for you to say that!”

“He eagerly reached under my pouch and felt . . . my girl cock.” He quickly pulled his hand off. I was ready for any kind of reaction.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?????” he screamed.

“What do you think it is, Fred. I’m a transgender woman.” That’s the first time I ever used that term to describe myself, and it felt so good, so liberating.

His eyes were as wide as saucers, and he was at a complete loss for words.

******

Fred, think of it as a large clitty, and nothing more, that’s all.”

“Wait a second! I’m not gay, dammit!”

“No one said you were Fred. We both came at the same time, and it was beautiful. Do you know how many straight men go to Thailand for sex tourism. Lady Boys, or Shemales, are highly respected there. I’m no different honey.”

Before he could respond I turned him over, so his ass was facing me.

“But . . . I don’t know about this, what are you going to do?”

“What do you think Fred,” I said in my Doug voice.

“HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT!! Christ in a Cadillac! You’re, you’re DOUG!!!”

“Yes Freddie, that would be correct. I’m your BOSS . . . Doug!”

“Now I would seriously try to enjoy this. I know you will,” I said. “You may feel a ‘little full’ at first, but you’ll be okay.”

“But I’m not a sissy!” he protested. All sorts of thoughts must have been running through his mind; seeing “Doug” at the bar earlier, all these women, Vinny’s “date,” Suanne, and now “Debbie.” It was all whirling around in his mind like a crazy kaleidoscope.

“Come on Doug, sissiness is in the eyes of the beholder.”

Without further ado, I smeared some K-Y Jelly on his ass, sticking my finger inside him to prep him a bit, and then a bit on me, cause I was a bit sticky, but still hard as a rock.

I kind of felt bad for the prick, but I was going to really enjoy this. I planned to give him a good pounding, and then later his friend Vinny.

He was whimpering a little bit, but all I felt was lust, greed. I pressed my very hard girl cock against his cherry asshole, and went slow at first, just playing and rubbing my tip on his ass.

Then I entered him, and it felt very tight. After all, he was a newbie; but that would change soon.

He grunted. “It hurts Doug!”

I smacked him on his ass. He yelped. “That’s DEBBIE to you, whenever I’m dressed, got it?”

“Okay, okay Debbie.”

“That’s better,” I said with a great feeling of triumph.

Now I went in farther and farther, his grunts of pain gradually subsiding. I think he discovered the secret that slobs like him rarely feel. I was doing him a favor.

It felt good; his ass swallowing my girl cock in big bites. I was all the way in now, and I was going faster and faster. My balls were now slapping Fred’s ass. He reached for his cock which was now fully erect.

“It’s just a guilty pleasure, Fred. Don’t worry, this stays between us.”

I went faster and faster and his grunts now turned into “Oh my God this feels so good.”

He stopped grabbing his cock, and shot out a long, ropy cannon ball shot of jizz all over Linda’s sheets, but I’m sure she was used to it, after seducing countless unsuspecting men here.

Freddy just had his first (of many) “sissygasms.”

Soon, I felt a nice warm feeling all around my girl cock. I shot really hard, all the way in, and I was surrounded by my own jizz. When I pulled out of Fred, my cum was leaking down his butt cheeks and his thighs. I returned the favor and licked my own jizz off his butt, nice and clean.

“Now, how was that Freddie? Come on, tell me the truth!”

In a voice barely above a whisper, he said, “It wasn’t bad, it was kind of nice actually. You really do dress up pretty Debbie.”

“Good, I’m so glad you liked it,” I said, sarcastically. Now I had my very own cum slut. Know how I knew?

“Listen Fred. You’re not going to say anything about this to any of the guys at work, got it? Because if you do, you’re FIRED! And I don’t really give a damn about who knows then. You got it!”

“Yes Dou . . . I mean yes Debbie.”

“Good. Now I want you to stay here. I have a friend who is just dying for you.” I lit a cigarette and smoked seductively in front of Fred, and straightened my G-String around and went into the next room where Vicki was with Vinny.

❤️❤️❤️


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!

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey

Here are some other titles you may enjoy. You can always e-mail me and tell me what you’d like to read about and for your trouble I will send you a FREE book!

[image: A person in black lingerie  Description automatically generated]      [image: A person lying down with her head on her chest  Description automatically generated]

[image: A person with short hair and lip piercing  Description automatically generated]      [image: A person wearing black underwear  Description automatically generated]

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

[image: A person in lingerie and stockings  Description automatically generated]      [image: A person in a red dress  Description automatically generated]

[image: A person lying on a fur rug  Description automatically generated]      [image: A person in a red corset  Description automatically generated]

And more! Just visit my AMAZON Author Page:

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

❤️JD


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my e-mail: jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️

OEBPS/image_rsrcRN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRS.jpg
A Grossdresser Turned
“Fransgender Female Slut

Juclyyn Deey





OEBPS/image_rsrcRJ.jpg
TURNED °






OEBPS/image_rsrcRH.jpg
JACEVICEY





OEBPS/image_rsrcRE.jpg
*Jaclyn Dicey





OEBPS/image_rsrcRT.jpg
Jmmmywmmmx’
- Tansgeraoen St ! B






OEBPS/image_rsrcRK.jpg
A Wild Tale of Feminization.
# a'Guckolded Husband Sissification and a
Shocking Ending






OEBPS/image_rsrcRG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRM.jpg
dressing, and Bisexual Romance/Short Story

A’
\ Jaclype /ﬂﬂuy\





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcRR.jpg





