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GIRLIE BOY

A First-Time, Forced Fem, SISSY, Transgender, Secret Tranny Story
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Chapter One

____________________________________

______________

Lead Foot


Have you ever had a secret desire come true? A secret desire that you would have done anything to hide? I had one, and it was exposed in a way that you couldn’t even imagine if you tried.

I was rushing to get home from work last Friday because I was going to meet my friend Brian after work for dinner at “Steak and Brew,” a sports bar on the other side of town. There’s this railroad crossing that goes across Main Street, and then the road opens up really wide into three lanes, and it’s straight for about two miles until you come to the shopping areas; malls and a huge Publix Supermarket. Our township is so small you could rush by it in fifteen minutes and be done with it, and then be in Crawford’s Corner before you change a radio station.

I work as a software designer for a big interior design company, and I really needed this weekend and night out after a long, tedious week, glued to my desk. At twenty-two, this is NOT where I want to spend the rest of my life. I keep scouring the Internet until something good pops up. Brian said he wanted to unload stuff from his week, so we decided to meet up tonight over dinner, a few beers, and the Braves game.

I was just past the railroad tracks on my way to the mall where “Steak and Brew” was, when in my rearview mirror I see a cop car pull out from the clump of trees on the right side of the road. He had his lights on and was closing fast. I knew it was me because there was no other car around. Shit, shit, shit!!

I already had points on my license from a speeding ticket on the Florida Turnpike about two months ago, and I needed this like a hole in the head. Maybe I could sweet talk my way out of this one!

I pulled over to the side of the road after a couple of “toots” from the squad car siren, and he pulled right behind me. A loud speaker from the police car said, “Hands on the wheel, don’t move.”

To my surprise, when I looked in my sideview mirror, I saw it was a lady cop. She was wearing mirrored sun glasses, blonde hair pulled behind in a pony tail, and the uniform of the Groverton Township PD. She really looked hot; nice figure, big tits, and tall, at least for me. Had to be six feet at least. But that was the last thing going through my mind at the time. I had to play this one cool. I could not afford a conviction.

This is the township I mentioned you could pass by in a yawn. That clump of trees by the side of the road where it opens up is a notorious speed trap, and she got me. It was a thirty-five mile an hour zone, and I was going at least fifty on that straightaway.

She stood behind my driver side window and said in an authoritative cop voice: “Roll the window down, license and registration, please.” When she approached my window and realized I wasn’t a runaway killer, she asked me: “Do you know why I stopped you?”

“Honestly ma’am, I don’t.”

“Well, I caught you on the radar gun doing fifty-five in a thirty-five mile an hour speed zone.” This would be a costly ticket, I knew. From what people told me, the traffic court in this little township was a real money maker for them; part of the “good ole’ boy” system you read about in books about small towns. I was not looking forward to an appearance in front of the judge here in “Mayberry.”

She took my license and registration and said “I’ll be back in a few, I’m just gonna run your information through the computer. Stay in your vehicle.” Like I was really going to make a run for it. The cop had the flap open on her holster when she approached me.

After what seemed like forever, she returned to my car. I saw her name plate; it was “Benson.” She was a sheriff’s deputy. “Look, I’m sorry Officer Benson. I had a crazy week at work, and was really looking forward to the weekend.”

“Where were you headed in such a God-awful hurry guy?” she said in a judgmental tone.

“Well, I was planning to meet a friend at the “Steak and Brew,” down the road.”

“Yeah I know where that it is,” she said. “It just so happens that my brother Phil Reddington owns that place.”

“Oh really,” I said as polite and groveling as I could be. “It’s a nice place.”

Then she asked me to step out of the car. Why? Did she think I was drinking or something?

“Peter Volich,” she said, looking me over. Now I have to say that I wasn’t exactly the star athlete, or body builder type. I was a bit on the lean side, with brown eyes, brown hair, and I was only five feet, seven inches tall. She stood at least three or four inches taller than me and had muscles. A poster child for a fitness nut lady cop.

“Take a few steps forward, then turn around and walk back to me,” she ordered. I did so, stopping about three feet away from her.

“Now I ran your plates, and it seems two months ago you were caught by the Florida Highway Patrol doing seventy-five on the turnpike. You like to drive fast, don’t you, Peter?”

“Uh no officer I don’t. I guess I must have a heavy foot,” I said like an idiot - incriminating myself right there.

“Yeah, well, judging from the looks of you, I doubt if it’s your foot that’s the trouble,” and she smiled. “You already have points from that speeding violation. If I give you a ticket, you’ve got two strikes against you. One more and it’s a suspended license. I’d hate to see that happen.”

So what did that mean? Community service on a North Florida chain gang. This was red neck country.

“Tell you what I’m gonna do for you Peter. I’m gonna let you off with a warning this time. But you have to do something for me.”

“What would that be Officer Benson?”

“Well, it just so happens that my brother Phil,” and she was laughing, “is running a little competition at his place, and I’ll let you off if you take part in it. You just make sure you tell him that I stopped you tonight. You said you were going there tonight, right?”

“Yes ma’am, that’s right.”

“Well, okay then. Go there now and tell him you want to enter his competition. He does it every year, okay? You better do it, or I’ll have no choice but to write this up,” and she held up her thick ticket book.

“Okay Officer, thanks for letting me off on this one, I promise I’ll be much more careful in the future,” I said in my most obsequious tone.

“Okay Peter. Good night and do what I tell you. I’ll be speaking to him tomorrow, okay . . . cupcake?” Cupcake?? What the hell?

“Yes, thank you very much. I’m heading there now.”

“Good, okay, see you soon,” and she got in her car and was off. That had to be one of the weirdest experiences of my life. What the hell was this “competition,” and why me? What was “see you soon” all about? Nothing about this made any sense.

I was looking for hidden cameras. Maybe Brian would know. Anyway, I called him ahead on my cell phone and told him I’d been stopped by a cop on my way over to meet him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

____________________________________

______________

The Contest


Igot to the Steak and Brew and the lot was pretty full. When I walked in I saw Brian sitting by the bar watching the Braves game on the big screen. For some reason there seemed to be more girls here than on a normal Friday night. Maybe it had something to do with the contest Officer Benson told me about. Before I spoke to the owner, I walked over to Brian.

“Hey Pete, saved a seat for you, and got a double order of hot Buffalo Wings and chili fries. I ordered you a beer too,” he said and motioned to the bartender, who nodded his head and brought over a bottle for me and a frosted mug.

“Thanks Brian.”

“Why so gloomy? It’s only a speeding ticket, it’s not the end of the world you know. Besides, look at all the hot girls here tonight!”

Brian’s mood did little to cheer me. Girls were not my strong suit. Even in college, where Brian and I were roommates, I was severely lacking in the stud department. My self-confidence wasn’t the greatest, and I wasn’t a guy that a girl would want to consider for a boyfriend, much less a date.

“I didn’t get a ticket,” I said.

“Really, that’s great! But, like why not? I mean you know how this burg is for motor vehicle violations.”

I proceeded to tell him about the lady cop, how she eyed me and made me get out of the car, and was insistent that I join this “contest” the owner was running - everything; including how she made me get out of my car and walk for her.

“Oh wow, so Phil Reddington is her brother, and she wants you to sign up for the contest,” Brian said and nodded to a sign on the top of the big screen TV on the bar. “I gotta tell you buddy, I don’t think that lady cop was doing you any favors; look.”

The sign said in big letters:

[image: A blue and yellow sign  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

“Are you kidding me, Brian??? What the hell is this, and why would I even think about it??”

Brian was like me, in terms of physicality, but he was actively dating and seemed happy, and confident in his sexuality. I never gave dating much thought, and my low self-esteem, reinforced by the lady cops “perp walk” she made me do, only drilled it home even further. I was thinking that the reason she made me do that walk was that she thought I would make good “runway fodder.”

“Brian,” I asked, “why don’t you do this with me? It may be something fun; something we can all laugh about later.”

“Well, he said, hand on his chin and smiling; “It is one thousand dollars after all. I have nothing to be embarrassed about; maybe I could do it with you.”

I felt relieved that he would even think about doing that with me. Still, I had that nagging thought about why the lady cop would think I would be good. That mischievous grin after I did “the walk” for her made me more than a bit uncomfortable.

“So you wouldn’t normally do this, but you would just to give me support?” I asked.

“Yeah, I would. Plus, it would be good for a few laughs! Who knows, I might even win the prize! Hell, I could use the dough too!”

The matter settled, we both walked up to Phil Reddington, the bar’s owner.

We found him sitting at a table in the corner of the place talking to someone away from the noise of the crowd.

I approached him with Brian in tow. “Mr. Reddington?” I asked.

“Yeah, what can I do for you guys?” he asked, looking away from the person at his table. “I’m . . . uh, we’re interested  in signing up for the contest on Saturday night” (it was next Saturday).

Phil looked at his friend, who was already looking the two of us over. “Really. Sure, there’s room for two more. We have twenty guys already, so what’s two more?” he said with a big grin. “Oh, excuse me guys,” he said pointing to the other guy at the table, “this is Ed Moore, he’s one of the three judges. We wanna do it like an ‘America’s Got Talent’ type of thing, only there won’t be any singing or dancing, unless of course, you want to,” he said.

“No, that’s okay,” I said, “we don’t have any singing, or an act planned.”

“Right. All you have to do is walk the runway,” he pointed to the center of the big room, “and you’ll be judged based on the audience’s reactions. You’ll each get about two minutes to pose in front of the crowd once you reach the center. So my suggestion to you is to ‘show stuff.’” What he meant by that I have no idea.

“Oh, there is one other thing,” I said.

“Yeah, what’s that?” Phil asked, intrigued.

“Your sister, Officer Benson stopped me this evening for speeding on Main Street just past the railroad tracks. She was gonna write me a ticket, but she said if I entered your contest, she wouldn’t ticket me. So please tell her that I entered the contest!”

Phil let out a big laugh. “Yup, that’s my sister, always looking out for my best interests. No problem, I’ll tell her.” When he said that his attention was drawn to me, not to Brian.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________________

_________________

Shopping


Now that I had the support of my best friend, I didn’t feel so bad about entering this thing. What I didn’t tell Brian was the idea of dressing up and ”showing off” in front of a room full of guys really excited me. I was always curious about what life was like “on the other side,” so now was my chance to see.

Brian and I spent the weekend looking at YOUTUBE videos designed for cross dressing guys. We watched videos on makeup, clothing, talking, and walking feminine. The biggest problem was wearing the shoes. They had to be high heels. That was the biggest sex appeal I thought, because the runway was a raised platform, and the shoes, as well as our “mid-sections” would be full on view.

On Sunday, we spent the day clothes shopping in one of the big malls on Main Street. Of course, I kept my speed down in case Officer Benson was on the prowl. I assumed her brother told her about me.

“Now how are we going to get sales help for this thing?” I asked Brian.

He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Just be honest. Tell her we’re entering a drag show for money, and we want to look as ‘girlie,’ and as sexy as possible,” he said. “Besides, she may not even question us. I mean, this is 2023, right?”

“I suppose so,” I said. The first stop was the lingerie department. I looked at the panties and thongs first. I had an “average” sized cock, and figured that I wouldn’t be showing any bulges. Although something did cause me to worry. I started to get a hard-on looking at and feeling the soft, satiny material of the panties. It made me freeze up a bit, and I was conscious of Brian next to me, hoping he wouldn’t notice anything.

I chose a purple thong, with a thin, elastic waist and a string that went right between my butt crack. The bra I selected was elastic, a D sized cup that pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the look of cleavage.

Brian wasn’t so concerned about the realism of it, just the look, if that makes any sense. I didn’t know why or really understand my attraction, but the more I looked, the more interested I became.

My erection was full blown, as we moved onto blouses and skirts. I wanted to look as sexy as possible. I found a bright green satin, long sleeved blouse, and a black, satin, skirt that was the shortest one they had. I also picked out a couple of tank tops that ended mid-section.

Brian picked out similar items, and because of budgetary reasons, we couldn’t afford anything too showy. I was going for more of the “slutty look” because that’s what I felt I wanted.

For makeup, we chose like an “all in one” kit that contained everything from eyeliner to false eyelashes, and even fake, paste on fingernails. Mine were bright cherry red. Brian went with something a bit more subdued.

The wigs had a lot more variety. Brian went with a redheaded bob style wig, while I went with a black one, that was coiffed on top and long ends, that reached well into my “cleavage.”

After we picked out shoes, we went back to my place to try everything on. The cashier looked at us a little funny, and Brian noticed and just said “drag show for our college fraternity.” She just laughed, saying “that’s a lot of money you guys are spending for just one show.”

I chimed in. “Who knows, with the way the job market is today, maybe we’ll make this into a career!” All of us laughed.

******

Back home, I went into the bathroom to put the lingerie on, which included black, sheer pantyhose, with straps to a garter belt that was open in front. Brian changed in the bedroom. The G-string from my panties would show running through the crack in my ass, and the front of my panties was the only thing that kept my cock from popping out.

When I came out of my bathroom, Brian noticed my boner. “Holy shit dude! You’ve got a boner!” Thank you Captain Obvious. I tried to reply as innocently as I could, not wanting to let on how much this really turned me on.

“I don’t know Brian, it just feels really good - on my cock, that it. I can’t help what my body does.” Brian listened with a bit of skepticism, but he said nothing.

“Okay dude, whatever,” he said. “But I have to tell you, you look . . . like you could pass for a chick, easily man!”

“Thanks Brian,” I said. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Brian didn’t bother with the pantyhose, nor did he need to shave his legs. I, however had to shave my legs, and my chest and under my arms - everything except my eyebrows. I felt if I was going to do this, I was going to do it right. It also made the feeling of satin to skin incredible. All sorts of stuff was racing through my mind. I didn’t want to enter this contest just to placate Officer Benson, but I wanted to win it.

Brian still had to go and put his makeup on. He looked, and I’m just gonna say “passable.” He had some trouble wearing the heels, and so did I, but much less trouble than him.

“So how do I look?” Brian asked, twirling around, like he would at the end of the runway.

“You look great Brian! Hell, even if you don’t win, I’d still wanna go out with you.” Both of us laughed.

As for me, I was all set. I was much better with all aspects of it because my approach was much more serious than his. My thoughts were taking me somewhere I never would have thought possible two weeks ago. Truth be told, it was exhilarating!

Later that night, I was home alone and didn’t go out. Instead I stayed in and enjoyed the feel of all the clothes on me, from the panties to the smooth satin feel of the blouse, and the satin skirt. I looked at my reflection in the mirror sideways, and stuck my butt out, seeing that the G-string would be visible from the rear. I was thinking about how I would make myself appear on the runway; a giddy excitement taking over me.

The thought of myself as a slut really appealed to me, and was a big turn on. I actually wanted to suck a real man’s cock! Where the hell did that come from?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________________________________

___________________

Two Girlie Boys


Ipicked Brian up on the way to the contest. I dressed up earlier in the day, giving in to the urge to jerk-off to how I looked in the mirror. I had become the slut of my dreams. I wore deep blue eye shadow, and filled in my brows with a deep brown eyebrow pencil. I had cherry red lipstick, black eyeliner, and thick, black, false eyelashes. I paid a lot of attention to my skin complexion, adding just enough foundation and rouge to look great. I brushed out my wig, and it came out great. Instead of the blouse, I wore a tank top, a bright green with glitter.

The skirt I chose was one of two that I bought (Brian bought just the one). It was black satin, with a small slit on the side. It showed everything.

I wasn’t used to a girl answering the door of Brian’s apartment. From the first time we saw each other dressed last weekend, I knew that he wasn’t into it as much as I was. Therefore I had no sexual attraction to him. It was nice of him to accompany me, but I felt that even if I was to go it alone, I could do it.

We pulled into the parking lot of the Steak and Brew, and there were men and women, and men dressed as women outside. The contest was due to start at nine o’clock, and it was eight, so we were early.

“Come on Brian, let’s go the bar for drinks.” Brian, feeling a tad uncomfortable, went along. We saw the bar was crowded, as baseball game in progress, and in the middle of the floor, a raised runway was constructed. There was an entry fee of $25.00 which Brian and I had already paid last Friday when we first spoke to Phil, the owner, and brother of Officer Benson.

Speaking of Officer Benson, she was standing, drink in hand, speaking to her brother, Phil, and his partner off on the side, near the service only tables. I thought it would help “my case” if I went up to her and showed her I was good for my word.

I walked up to them with Brian in tow, and she stood expressionless - not recognizing me. I smiled at her and said: “Hello Officer Benson, I’m Peter Volich, remember? The traffic stop last Friday?”

It didn’t register at first, and she squinted at me. I saw in the light of the room, without her mirrored sunglasses, she had blue eyes. Then I saw it - the moment of recognition, and surprise.

“Oh yes! Peter! Wow, you do look . . . great! I have to say. Beautiful even.”

“You can call me “Petrova,” using my chosen woman’s name.

The look she gave me showed an “unusual interest,” really a salacious look. I don’t know, maybe she was a lesbian or something and had a thing for pretty girls. Maybe there was something fishy about this contest that I didn’t know about. There were lots of unknowns.

“I can’t wait to see you show your stuff on the run way ‘Petrova,’” she said.

Seeing Officer Benson like this, in civilian clothes really excited me too.

“I feel funny calling you “Officer Benson,” what’s your first name,” I said.

“Oh, I’m sorry, call me Kate,” she said.

“You know, Petrova, you look so hot, I actually think you may win this contest,” she smiled and shook her head. Noticing Bryan she said, “and who’s your friend? She looks great too.”

“Oh, this is my roommate from college Brian, but for tonight she’s entered as “Brianna.”

She looked at “Brianna,” and extended her hand to shake it. “How are you, Brianna? It’s really cool of you to come to the contest tonight with Petrova. Do you do this kind of thing often, or are you just doing him a favor?”

“I guess you could say I got roped into it tonight. I thought it would be fun. We both spent a lot on clothes and makeup, just for tonight.”

“Well who knows, maybe the both of you will enjoy ‘playing dress-up,’” she said with a grin.

Then Phil said to us: “Please excuse me, it’s almost time for our little event to begin.” So Brian and I left to go behind the stage to mingle with the other “women.” But just before I left, Kate grabbed my ass in the palm of her hand, and I looked behind me and she was smiling at me, and leaning into me she said:

“Good luck out there. I’ll catch you after the show.”

“Ok,” I replied, got Brianna, and went to the staging area.

There were about twenty five people, a lot more than I expected. Some of them, you absolutely couldn’t tell they were men dressed up as women. A few treated it as a joke just to get some laughs out of it, and some, like me, were taking it very seriously.

I felt very comfortable, like this is what I wanted to be doing all along, but never had the opportunity. Now, it was just handed to me. All because of a speeding ticket.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________________________________

_____________________

Showtime


Lots of smoking and chattering backstage, where all the contestants were. I had a sudden urge for a cigarette. I had stopped smoking about two years ago, but I gave into the new sluttier side of my nature and asked one of the contestants for a cigarette. It was a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. I became hard immediately; my fondness for cross dressing tied to a smoking fetish that I had for a long time. After I lit up, I relaxed immediately.

I was scheduled to be number sixteen, and Brian number seventeen. We were both nervous. Brian said to me: “Pete, I thought you quit that,” pointing to my cigarette.

“I guess I’m back to it - at least for tonight. I’m getting into the feel of it.” Brian “Brianna” said nothing. He was too nervous.

My turn finally came. The runway was a good forty feet long, and five feet off the floor. There were catcalls and whistles coming from all around, and my adrenaline was pumping like a race horse. I couldn’t see Kate anywhere because the stage lights were shining in my face. They put some electro-funk music on, as we made our walk. The exit ramp was a sharp left at the end of the runway.

I had watched some YOUTUBE videos the last couple of nights and I went out like a real pro. I had my right arm bent up against my hip, and I walked out slowly, moving my hips up and down, sashaying, and looking straight ahead, a bitchy expression on my face, like I’m a nasty bitch!

When I got to the end of the ramp, I blew a kiss out to the crowd, and that made them go crazy, whooping and hollering, whistling. Security had to get some drunk off the runway who was grabbing for me and saying some unintelligible shit. I couldn’t hear him over the noise in the room.

I knew I looked really hot. I did a little bend, turned around to the crowd, and showed my G-string going through the crack in my ass. That made them crazy. I slowly did another turn, and flicked my head back, making my long hair swing to my shoulders. I stood still  at the end of the runway like I owned the fucking place.

After about two more minutes of trying different poses, I reluctantly walked off the stage on the ramp that extended to the left. I could see people clapping, even the ones seated at the bar were standing.

Brianna was right behind me, but I didn’t catch what she was doing. It was too bright and too loud. I also had to concentrate on where I walked because it would have been too easy to make a misstep and fall off the stage; and that’s exactly what happened to poor Brianna!

At the end of the run way, her right foot twisted, and she fell off the stage! I looked behind me and I saw a crowd around her. I quickly walked back and saw Brianna on the floor, her right ankle twisted in a grotesque position. Someone called 911.

I went over to her, and said something encouraging, at least I think it was. I was in shock too. I knew she had a bad break and would need surgery. One thing I knew: I wouldn’t have wanted to be taken to the hospital dressed like that!

It took a while for things to calm down, and after poor Brianna was taken away by the ambulance, I went back inside. The last of the contestants were done. My first impulse was to say, “fuck it all,” and go with my friend, but I stayed because I had a “feeling,” that maybe, just maybe I won.

After everyone finished, Phil came to the end of the runway and looked at the three judges sitting on a table at the end of the bar nearest the runway. There were three categories: Winner, and first and second runner ups. They announced the second and first runner ups; they stepped forward, got cheap sporting goods store trophies, and then a hushed silence fell over the room.

Phil took a slip of paper from the judge on the end, an old, pervy looking guy. “And now I would like to announce tonight’s winner of the one thousand dollar prize.” He looked at the paper, looked up and smiled. “And tonight’s winner is  . . . PETROVA!!!”

I was in shock. I so wished Brianna could be here to see it. People were clapping, whistling, and hooting like red necks. In the front of the crowd I saw Kate. She had the biggest smile of them all. I think in those few minutes after I won the prize, I got more requests for dates from guys than I ever got in my entire life - from anyone!

******

“Well done Petrova!! Well done!!” She stuck two of her fingers in her mouth and whistled at me. I felt great, like I was finally really good at something. Something else that was new - I was horny as fuck!

Phil came up to me and handed me a check for one thousand dollars. He congratulated me and asked me to come back next year and “defend my title.” I told him I’d have to think about it. He leaned into me and said in a loud whisper: “Kate wants to see you.” He had a weird smile on his face.

So I walked slowly over to Kate, and I got another cigarette from the same girl as before.

“So do I assume correctly that I won’t get that speeding ticket?”

“Well that all depends. Oh! Too bad about your friend by the way. That was a helluva fall. I called 911. I knew it was bad. I was in front and could hear the bone crack!” I turned a shade of green after hearing that.

“Kate, you said ‘it depends.’ Depends on what exactly?”

She looked at me and grabbed my arm. “It depends on if you’ll let me take you to my place to spend the night.” It took a moment for that to sink in. But I was fucking horny, and wanted my cock sucked really badly, so I said, “Sure, that’s fine with me.”

“Good,” she said. “Let’s go.”

“You can follow me. Here’s my address in case you get lost.” I put it into the Google navigation app on my phone and we left.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

____________________________________

______________

I Get Off


It took about twenty minutes to get to Kate’s house. She lived alone, explaining she’d been divorced for two years, and this was her house now. It was in a secluded part of town, at the end of a winding road of a spur off of Main Street. The next house was not even visible.

She surprised me by getting out of her car first and opening my door, holding it open for me. “Nice, what’s that for?” I asked. “Winning the contest?”

“I like being in the company of winners,” she said and smiled at me. It felt like I was being set up. I didn’t see any other cars around, so I knew she was alone, and maybe harmless?

She lived in a comfortable ranch, about right for a police officer’s salary, and for getting the better end of a divorce.

“Here,” she said, “Make yourself comfortable, Petrova,” pointing to the couch in her living room, right off the entranceway. “You know what? I think that’s what I’ll call you from now on. No more ‘Peter,’ okay? Is that all right with you?”

“Sure, that’s fine Kate.” I sat down and she stood in front of me, wearing jeans, moccasins, and a deep purple turtle neck sweater. She undid the clip in the back of her hair, gave her head a shake, and let her hair fall naturally over the front of her shoulders, between her breasts. Fuck, she was hot.

I didn’t have to be a telegraph operator to tell that she wanted to seduce me; and the bulge poking up through my skirt told me the same thing. She bent down to my level where I was sitting and she stared at me, looking my face over.

“You know something Petrova? You do a helluva job with your makeup, you know that?”

“Thanks for the compliments, I watch a lot of YOUTUBE videos.”

“I’ll bet you could teach me some things then.” I laughed.

“No seriously, Petrova, I want to know. Have you ever dressed up before? Because you’re something else,” she said as she grabbed for my satin tented cock. It felt so good to have those strong fingers gripping me through the cool feel of my panties and skirt.

“Nope, never done this before.”

“Interesting, hold that thought,” she said as she walked away to the other side of the living room, and took a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols out and brought it over to the couch with a lighter. Sitting back down she offered me one.

“I’m glad that you smoke,” she said. “You know it’s a fetish of mine to see attractive women smokers.” I was confused a bit because here was a gorgeous blonde, talking about . . . never mind. She offered me one and lit us both up with a slick motion.

She did a snap inhale and exhaled in my face, kissing me as she did so, mingling her smoky exhale with mine.

“I’m curious, how does it feel, really,” she said and sat down next to me, still holding my cock in that vice grip of hers. I thought I could feel some pre-cum leaking out into my panties.

“Well, I was always shy around girls, and never comfortable on dates, but girls always talked to me in high school, talking about their problems, like I was,” I took a deep breath, “like I was one of them.” I continued. “I liked to fantasize about wearing girl’s clothing, and one time, I took a pair of my step mom’s underwear out of her draw and put it on. I had to be fifteen or so. I was very guilty about how good it made me feel, but I never discussed it with anyone or acted out on it.”

“Oh, ok, that’s good. So you really didn’t think that entering this contest was a, like a ‘punishment’ then?”

“No, not at all. I didn’t tell Brian, er, Brianna anything like that either. You’re the first person I told this to.” I laughed. “I’m really grateful to you that you stopped me on Main Street. It led me to this contest, to feeling really liberated in a way, and . . .” she cut me off and kissed me deeply this time, exhaling another puff into my mouth, and touching my cock in a sliding motion, up and down.

“Let’s continue this conversation in the bedroom, Petrova. You’ll be spending the night there with me anyway.”

She led me with her arm around my waist to the master bedroom. Altogether, there were three bedrooms in the house, and the master had it’s own bathroom connected, which came in handy for retouching my makeup. I made a quick stop inside and did just that.

Kate was already lying on the bed, her turtleneck sweater, and jeans already off. She made a gorgeous sight on the bed: Long, slender legs, black, sheer, nylon pantyhose that stretched over her knees, with a laced top, straps that attached to a girdle like mine, open in the front, exposing her panties. It was like looking at one of the YOUTUBE or XHamster videos I watched frequently now; and, her bra was off, exposing the most beautiful pear-shaped tits I ever saw. Her nipples were like two darts sticking up.

She beckoned me over with the crook of her finger. When I got close, she pulled me down on top of her and began furiously kissing me, plunging her tongue deep into my mouth, touching the back of my throat. She moved her thigh against my cock, and reached down to pull down my satin skirt, and shove the panties away so my cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box.

Holding me tight, she rolled me over and got on top of me, sliding down me to suck my cock. As her lips moved over the tip of my cock, her eyes stared into mine, with a “you’re going to love this” look. As to that, she was right.

She made a circle around my cock tip with her glossy lips, sticking her tongue out and playing with “the slit” at the tip of my cock. I leaked a bit of pre-cum, and that was her signal to take all of me inside of her mouth. She used her tongue like a paint brush, licking my sensitive underside, and then circling all around.

I did everything I could not to cum, I was so turned on by what she was doing to me. Now she bobbed her head up and down on me, coming off me for just a second to swing her silky, blonde hair on my tummy. It felt so good; all her smells, and the smoothness of her skin. Her lips closed on me like a suction cup.

I met each motion of her head by thrusting my pelvis up towards her, She meanwhile, kept rubbing her pussy up and down my leg, furiously; really getting into it, intent on her own pleasure.

I was at my limit, and I shot out my cum like a fire hydrant into her mouth, and she pulled off me, grabbed my cock tight, and got a nice amount of jizz on her face, covering her eyes and cheeks. Then she resumed sucking on me. I wanted more and more; I was insatiable.

After she pulled off, she kissed me, for the first time giving me a taste of my own jizz. I licked every bit off of her face, and cleaning out her mouth with mine. We were both panting, and she pushed her tits into my face, and said in a throaty whisper: “Suck on and play with my nipples!”

I squeezed her nipples gently between my thumb and forefinger, twisting, and squeezing as she moaned in delight. Now I placed my mouth over her tits ( I was playing it by ear because I had no other experience to judge this by) and began sucking and licking them, one after another, back and forth. Then I playfully bit her neck, making her stiffen and make sounds with no meaning.

She pulled off me and looked me in the face and said to me, “now it’s my turn.”

She got up on two knees and slipped her panties to the side. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing -the largest cock I’ve ever seen was dangling right in front of my face, pointing at me like a sword. I saw beads of moisture coming from the tip.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? KATE???”

She let out a throaty laugh. “Relax Petrova dear, haven’t you ever seen a transgender female before?”

“No, no, I never had,” I answered shocked and curious at the same time.

“Well,” she said, “it works the same way yours does, only I can show you ways of pleasure you never thought possible.”

Unbeknownst to her I did. The YT videos and XHamster pics I’ve seen showed me exactly what would be expected of me and what she could do. Surprising myself, I was very excited by it, and I really wanted that cock bad. I was not able to think, I was a machine of pure reflex.

“Kate,” I said hungrily; I want your cock badly!”

“Good girl Petrova,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

_________________________________________

_________________________

My New Apetite


Iwas a complete novice and I let Kate take over from here. She pulled the rest of my skirt down, unhooked my girdle and panties as well. Everything lay like a mash around my ankles. She, straddling me with her knees, moved up towards my face with that cock, that had to be at least eight inches long.

“You know,” she said with a salacious grin from ear to ear; pushing the tip of her cock lightly against my lips. As if she was knocking on the door.

My lips parted, just a bit, and my hesitancy gave way to pure desire. Stop thinking, just do it already, I told myself. I’ve come this far, and this was not the time for any second thoughts. I knew what I desired deep down - Kate’s cock.

My lips opened, and she slid her cock in, very gently, not forcing, but allowing herself to enter me as much as my lips would allow. No pressure, she understands. I placed my tongue on top of her cock inside my mouth, moving it around in a circle, making her moan as she slid easily in and out, my lips making a tight seal around her. I loved it. No, I needed it. Where these feelings were coming from, I didn’t know, nor did I question them.

I understood now that I was more than just a crossdresser, or transvestite; I was a transgender woman deep inside. I would get my tits done, but keep my cock . . .

Kate broke off me and picked me up with strong arms and made me get on my hands and knees, facing the head of the bed. Form a table on the side, she picked up a tube of K-Y Jelly and spread a cool, generous amount on my butt hole, my “boy pussy,” and also along the length of her cock.

No words were exchanged, I felt the tip of her cock, tickling the skin around my ass, and her cock prodding my ball sack. I got hard immediately, and my stomach muscles clenched for what was to come. I was like a drug addict getting a fix.

She entered me slowly; I stretched and felt a “full sensation” as her cock penetrated me. She went in and out, just a small amount at first, then she went slowly deeper and deeper inside me. She moaned, and I felt her long, painted nails digging into the skin around my waist. It wasn’t painful, just pure pleasure.

She thrusted now, deeper, and deeper each time, all eight inches of her gurl-cock. The pain now was a shock-excruciating, and I tensed up. She panted, breathlessly; “you’ll get used to it, don’t worry . . .” and continued.

I felt a strange sensation of pleasure, mixing with the pain, making my cock as hard as a rock. I grabbed onto my cock, a bit sticky from before, and slid my hand up and down my shaft.

She grunted and I felt a hot, wet shot of cum, enter and fill me, the warmth surrounding my cock. Then, I too, shot another load of my own onto the bedsheets and into my hand. It was the most intense orgasm I ever had in my life.

When she withdrew, her hot, sticky cum dibbled down my ass.

She began licking it off my ass, and her hand grabbed my cock, and began rubbing it.

“Well Petrova, how did you enjoy that? You are terrific. To be honest, I was not even expecting you to show tonight for the contest. I thought for sure, I’d have to write out that summons. I’m glad I didn’t have to.” Then laughing, she said: “You saved me from some paperwork and a court appearance.”

“I loved every minute of it Kate. I wanted this all along. This is who I am. I’d really like it if you could help me along to becoming who I truly am.” After saying that, she grabbed me and kissed me deeply on the lips.

“Don’t worry about anything sweetie. You’ll see. As we spend more time together, you won’t want to give me up - ever. I think I’ve got you hooked! So, you’re spending the night here with me, right?”

“Yes Kate, I am. Then tomorrow, I have to visit my friend, Brianna in the hospital.”

“Of course. Maybe after she’s feeling better she can join us one night; what do you think?”

“Hummm . . . now that would really be great.”

❤️❤️❤️


CUCK QUEEN'S JUSTICE REVENGE!

PAYBACK'S A BITCH - Especially When It Comes from One!
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Chapter One

____________________________________

______________

Politics


Frankly, my husband bores the crap out of me. He’s a US Congressman, Matthew Palmieri, and since I’m married to the transparent and phony bastard, I have no choice but to attend his speeches and fundraising events. For the right price, he’d sell his own grandmother, and if confronted, he’ll smile his pearly whites at you and lie about it straight up to your face.

The Press loves him, and apparently, the voters too since he was elected by a very wide margin his first time around. We live in a beautiful suburban home, have two kids - twins actually, a boy and girl of thirteen years old. My husband likes to talk about morality, religion, and family values; all of which he knows very little about - typical politician.

To my kids, he’s a “show father,” there physically, but that’s it. He never attends their soccer games, or my son’s Little League baseball games.

As far as our married sex life goes, it’s detached, missionary style, “let’s get this over with sex,” and infrequent. It wasn’t always that way. When we first got married it was full of “adventure and passion,” with some “kinks thrown in.”

Anyway, I’ve got a lot of free time, which means I sleep around. Please don’t judge me either. We’ve been to several marriage counselors, and they all say the same thing. It’s HIM that’s lost the interest and the zest for an active sex life with me, not the other way around.

I’ll go out to a club with my single and married girlfriends, and some guy will come along who’s really hot and looking for a quick hook-up; nothing more. Sometimes, I rarely give them my real first name which is Lynn, by the way; and I would never give them my last name, which could find its way into the media quickly. What can I say? I love turning my dull, boor of a husband into a cuckold.

I first heard that name while watching the Ryan O’Neal movie “Barry Lyndon,” where he wasn’t too secretive about his affair with a very wealthy, attractive soon to be widow. The old man had sounded his death knell in a wheezing fit in which he accused the very sexy young Ryan of cuckolding him. Hell, I could watch that movie again and again.

I’m thirty-four, and was married at twenty-one. My husband and I were college sweethearts, and maybe our life situation is because we married so young. Nowadays people get married in their early to mid-thirties, after they’ve had time to play the field and see what’s out there. But that’s water under the bridge.

Some of my friends say, “Lynn why don’t you divorce the guy?” It’s not so simple. For one thing, Matthew would never allow it. It would be too damaging to his political career, plus it could cause damage to my kids, and they come first. My husband is also a powerful man, and I’m sure that in any settlement, I would end up being on the losing side of the argument, and I like my lifestyle.

******

Just for the hell of it, one day I hired a private detective. The reason was that I couldn’t believe that a man of his age, with all the free time he spent out of the house could go so long without any exciting sexual activity. He surely wasn’t getting any at home. Also, perhaps if I had video evidence of cheating, if he decided to divorce me, I would have something to fight back with.

So, I hired an ex-cop named Peter DuPont. He came highly recommended from a friend who suspected her husband of cheating - and he caught the guy red -handed. Of course I paid him in cash, I’m sharp enough to know that with these types of things, you don’t leave a paper trail.

After about three months and ten thousand dollars, I got a call from Peter, and he asked if we could meet at a diner the next town over. I agreed, and on a Tuesday afternoon (I work at a bank, the loans desk), I met him on my lunch break. I told them I had a doctor’s appointment and might be a little late coming back.

I found the gumshoe sitting a table in the back of the diner, drinking coffee. “Hello Lynn. I didn’t know what to order you, so I just got coffee.”

“That’s okay Peter, I’ll get a Caesar Salad.”

“All right, I’m buying.”

He signaled for the waitress to come over and he ordered a burger platter along with my salad.

“So, since you called me, I assume you found something?”

“Yes I did,” he said, “and I have some photos I thought you should see.”

“Good, that’s why I’m paying you, right?”

“Of course.” He opened a manilla envelope and pulled out several pictures. The first two were taken with a telephoto lens. One was of my husband entering the hotel with a tall redhead, who looked like a model or a call-girl. The next picture showed them leaving, and him planting a kiss on her mouth when she got into her car.

But the third photo, the third photo was the money shot. I don’t know how the hell he did it, but it was taken from inside the room, and it showed them both in the nude, doing the nasty from two different angles. In one, she was giving him a blowjob which shocked me because he never wanted one from me. The next one showed them fucking - that’s all I’ll say.

As it turned out, Peter worked with a team, obviously having someone plant the cameras in the room. How he did it so fast I’ll never know, and these detectives thrive on the element of surprise, both for their clients and the mark.

Shocked would be an understatement. I expected Peter to find nothing, but to have such evidence, catching Matthew dead to rights was astounding. I smiled to myself, knowing that there were people who would pay a lot of money for photos like this. This was, after all, an election year, and Matthew was running for re-election. I was sitting on a bombshell!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________________

_______________

Matthew: His Secret Obsession


He had spent the week campaigning hard and on Monday morning he had decided to sleep-in a little while before heading out to his campaign headquarters before meeting with a bunch of potential donors in his downtown office. He got up at nine o’clock which was late for him. He was usually up by six, out the door at seven, the gym at seven-twenty, and his office at nine.

Lynn had left the house her usual time at eight-thirty, and wouldn’t be home until five. That gave Matthew some free time with no one else home. He was planning to work late (or at least that’s what he told Lynn), but he was planning a little sexual adventure with the redhead from the photo collection.

Matthew made himself a simple breakfast; some granola and coffee, and then went back to the bedroom to get dressed. As soon as he walked into the master bedroom he shared with Lynn, he caught sight of a pair of his wife’s panties that she had worn yesterday to work. She came home late after a night out with friends. He rarely objected to this behavior since he did similar things with women. He fantasized about who his wife was with that night, and picked up her panties out of curiosity and sniffed them.

They were dry and soft and smelled like Lynn. An idea flashed across his mind. How would it feel if I tried these on?? So he slipped out of his boxers, took his robe off, and slowly slipped the blue, boxer-style panties on. He loved the cool, satin feel of the material sliding its way up his legs.

He paused just below his cock, and immediately got an erection - a big, hard erection. Now, he slipped them over his cock, and saw in the bedroom mirror his cock tenting up through them. He stuck his hand down the front of the elastic band and moved the material over the head of his cock. The feeling was delightful. Why haven’t I done this before? he thought. Now he rubbed the underside of his shaft over the satin material, and a bit of pre-cum appeared, showing up as a dark stain on his wife’s underwear.

But what the hell? He thought. Why stop here? His curiosity got the better of him, so Matthew opened Lynn’s underwear draw of her dresser and carefully rummaged around, being careful not to disturb things too much so that she would notice things were out of order. He found a bra; a 34 DD. His wife was nicely endowed with a great figure to match, but still, Matthew found it exciting to “stray,” which he did often.

Now he slipped the bra on, and it was tight, pulling in the fat of his chest, and giving him the appearance of having cleavage. Next, he saw Lynn’s make up laying on her counter and took the eyeshadow, lipstick, and mascara brush out. He would have to be very careful to remove all traces of it before he went downtown. This much he knew!

So he indulged in some “forbidden pleasure.” He applied each item carefully. The lipstick was a deep red, the eyeshadow was a bright, deep, blue, and the mascara was thick and black. He never watched videos, and was very proud of himself for getting it right on the first shot. His hair was medium length and brown, and when he looked at himself in the mirror, he was hooked.

He found a guilty pleasure that he really enjoyed. He sat down on the mirror and bit his bottom lip and said, “Hiya congressman, my name is Michelle. Wanna fuck my brains out tonight?? I’ll be waiting on the bed, ready for you to come over and do what you want to me. Would you like that, you sexy, dirty man??”

So now, Matthew was very turned on looking at his creation in the mirror, and slipped his wife’s panties off, and used them to rub against his cock while he lied spread on the bed. He tasted the lipstick, running his tongue around it, while continuing to rub. When he was just about to come, he quickly threw the panties on the side, gripped his cock with his fist, and shot a wad of his jizz. It came out like a cannon ball, flew over his belly, and landed on top of his wife’s bra on his chest! OH SHIT!!!! he thought. What am I going to do now????

He cleaned himself up, and threw the bra in the washing machine along with several items of his clothes. He had to finish washing and drying the bra out before his wife came home or he was dead!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________________________

______________

Lynn


Today I’m feeling exceptionally horny. Hearing about the prick and his sexual exploits fills me with the need for revenge. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. It may sound a bit selfish on my part, because after all, I am anything but a devoted and faithful wife. The marriage as I said earlier is just for show, just to avoid upsetting my children, and not to ruin the shithead’s political career. Knowing him he’s probably planning a “Marilyn Monroe” tunnel for the White House one day.

But now that I know the “cuckolded husband” is making me into a “cuck queen,” I’m just going to enjoy every delicious minute of another man’s cock as I can. My main flavor as of late is Morgan Collins, my boss, and the branch manager of this bank. In just three short months of working here, I moved up from teller to having a prized seat at the loans and mortgage desk.

Of course the others wonder how I got here so quickly. Now, I’m no dummy, but I passed over many other individuals much more qualified than me and with more time at the branch. They probably figure that Collins wants to curry favor with the wife of a very popular nationally recognized politician. But soon they realized that his intense “closed sessions” with me were more than that - much more. I always quite proudly did “the walk of shame” coming out of his office; disheveled hair, makeup running, - love it. So why should I give a shit about what the others thought?

This afternoon, like many before, I found myself summoned into Mr. Collin’s office to go over reports from the week before and a couple of “hardship cases.” A bank will do anything it can to avoid a foreclosure and all the legal headaches and waste of time and valuable resources as much as it can.

Today I was dressed provocatively as usual. I had on a bright yellow one-piece dress with a very short skirt, my ample cleavage showing, courtesy of the plunging neckline, and four-inch strap on heels, My hair is a very attractive rich blonde, a natural color. I have blue eyes, love to wear thick, black mascara, and deep blue eyeshadow. I wear my hair very long, done up on top, with strands that fall well below my chest, some falling into my cleavage.

As soon as I came into the oak paneled office, I strutted over to Mr. Collin’s desk, horny as fuck, my eyes misted over with desire, and curiously carrying no paperwork! That must’ve sent a helluva’ message to any busybodies who took an interest in my affairs! Morgan stood a strapping six feet three inches tall, had a chest like a football running back, and arm muscles like a wrestler. He had short black hair, a square shaped face that looked like it was chiseled from rock.

******

Every time I stand in front of that man at his desk, my pussy starts throbbing and I can’t even think straight. I’m soaking wet, and he hasn’t even touched me. He knows what he does to me and enjoys every minute. This morning I came in, and he basically ignored me. He plays these little fucking games with me - turning me on and then dropping me like a hot potato. But not this afternoon. I wasn’t going to let that happen to me - no sir!

“Mr. Collins, you wanted to see me?” This was part of our little “roleplay game.” It starts out business-like, all innocent, and usually ends with me panting on that plush rug of his in front of his desk. What can I say? I love all eight inches of that big cock!

“Yes Lynn. I’d like to see the Morgenstern report. The quicker we wrap this thing up, the better.”

“But Morgan, I thought that was finished on Tuesday, right?” He just squinted at me. Oh fuck! Here we go. I walked slowly over to his side of the desk, and he moved his swivel chair around to face me, and I sat on his lap, my left arm around his massive shoulders. His quads were like rocks, and that eight-incher I mentioned was as hard as Mt. Rushmore.

I looked into his eyes and slowly unzipped the pants of his Hugo Boss suit, biting my bottom lip which drives him crazy. He was wearing boxers which I quickly pulled over the side, and grabbed that humongous, delicious cock. It sprung out like some wild animal. I got down from his lap off the swivel chair, and faced him, putting my cherry-glossed lips on the tip. He moaned Oh Christ! Here we go!

I was in total control. That’s how I like it with my men. I messed around with his tip first, then I had the whole head of that monster in my mouth. Just the tip alone was the size of a giant strawberry. I moved my tongue in a circle, and tasted a bit of salty pre cum. He wanted it just as badly as me, if not more.

Now that I slathered up the head, I slowly got up to half the shaft in my mouth, but the head was all the way in the back of my throat. I began going up and down on him. He solved the problem of “half the shaft” by grunting and pushing down my carefully quaffed head onto his lap. I had great gag reflexes (from years of slut-hood), and soon had all of him inside me.

He was moaning and we got into a regular rhythm of it. I went faster and faster, my lips maintaining a tight seal like a gasket on his cock. I was just getting started when he started cursing, and kept a tight pressure on my head, and shot his load. It completely filled my mouth with white, hot, sticky, creamy cum. There was so much that the excess dribbled out the sides of my mouth.

My fist was closed around his cock, but my fingers couldn’t even wrap themselves around the whole thing, it was just too wide.

“That’s it bitch! Suck me dry!” he ordered. I licked and sucked until every gooey drop was gone. He released my head, and I looked up at him and kissed him full on the mouth. He was a real gentleman, cleaning my face with his tongue. The man was in love with the taste of his own jizz.

I stood up in front of him and he grabbed me around my waist. “I’m not done with you yet Lynn,” he said, just the same as I felt for him. I loved it when he was rough with me. A couple of times we’d gone to a motel, but the passion was nothing like now - doing it in his office. There’s something about being sneaky that makes me super horny.

I knew what I had to do without even being told. I shimmied out of my thong, dropping it down around my ankles. I stood there, dripping, a dark, wet stain forming on the outside of my dress. While grinning, Morgan walked over to the couch and grabbed a pillow, and placed it on his desk; shoving the contents of the desk onto the floor with a swipe of his strong arm.

I hiked my skirt up above my knees and bent over the desk, my head resting on the pillow. I spread my legs apart. He stared at the glistening wetness of my desire, and became hard again. I helped it along a bit by reaching behind me and grabbing for it, stroking it and digging my nails into the flesh. Pain merging with pleasure in some erotic dance of ecstasy for both of us.

This attraction between us was so much more than just animal magnetism - I dare say it was love, love born of pure lust. “Fuck me NOW!!” I heard myself crying out, not really caring who outside the office may have heard us. As I gripped his hard cock, placing it over the entrance to my pussy, I could feel it pulsing, like all the blood in his body went there.

He entered me easily. I had enough practice with large dildos as soon as I started seeing Morgan. Now there was a difference in the relationship between us. For my part it was more like vengeance against my husband who ignored me, yet who would fuck anything with a pussy that wasn’t his wife. For Morgan, I was exotic, something mysterious. I forgot to mention that he’s married and in the process of getting a divorce.

Morgan slid easily inside me all the way; all eight inches of that beautiful, slick monster. He thrusted hard, and I heard the slurping, sucking sounds made when his cock entered and left me; almost a popping every time the seal was broken.

“Do you like this bitch?” he asked breathlessly, “when I ram you like a Mack Truck”

“Oh God YESSSS, YESSSS, Morgan, please don’t stop!”

Through his clenched teeth he answered me. “I . . . won’t stop until I’m finished with you, Lynn.” Then smacked my butt cheeks hard -which was always a turn-on for me.

He had just come recently from my blow job, and it was taking him a while to build up his supply of jizz for another go at me. I loved being fucked. I loved it when he licked my pussy clean after that.

All of a sudden, I felt a hot jet of Morgan-cum enter me, filling up my pussy, like it did my mouth. He moved himself in a circle, like a wooden spoon stirring cake batter. I thrust my hips towards him, meeting his every movement.

He pulled out of me and threw another pillow from the couch onto the floor to make a cushion for his knees. I turned around, the pillow now under my ass, legs spread wide. There was my newly glistening pussy, presented to him in it’s entirety from top to bottom. His tongue went to work on me - devilishly good, incredible ecstasy I felt. Shivers going up and down my body. Each stroke of his tongue, instead of satisfying me, just made me hungry for more.

He dallied around my shiny, firm clit; stroking and jabbing it with his tongue. My legs were spread open to the maximum extent I could, giving him full access to my inner woman.

His whole mouth was planted on me now. All the jizz that had leaked onto my inner thighs was now sopped up by his tongue. He took all his cum cream back, driving me to the brink of insanity. I grabbed his close-cropped hair as best I could, throwing my head back and moaning.

I squirted a lake into Morgan’s face as I screamed, wordlessly, only because of where we were. He met my silent scream with more pressure from his tongue, now switching and grabbing my clit between his thumb and forefinger; snapping it like you would a rubber band. It made me cum again, until I was a mess of sweat and shaking. I would have been unable to stand - that’s how aroused I was.

He broke off me finally, but not without protest from me. The afternoon left me with wanting only more, more, like a spoiled child who wants her candy. A feverish frenzy of flesh and fluids.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

______________________________________

______________

More Evidence


About one week later I got a call. It was from Peter DuPont. He said that he had some “interesting” new evidence that he thought I should see at once. We met up again at the same diner as before. It was late afternoon and all I wanted was black coffee, because I was tired and stressed from work; Morgan being the only good thing about working in that bank.

Peter waved me over to his table. He had a grilled cheese and a coke. I playfully said “What? No donuts” referring to the joke about the favorite food of cops. But today he was not in a joking mood. He was quiet and showed me some photos taken from a video. To my shock the pictures and video on his cell phone camera were taken by a hidden camera in my bedroom!! I didn’t want to know when or how Peter had planted the camera, I only wanted it out of there once this business was concluded.

Again, he opened the manilla envelope and solemnly slid the black and white photos over to me. What I saw almost made my coffee come out of my nose. Here was my husband, Chief of the House Armed services Committee, one of the most powerful men in Washington, DC, and likely successor for the Speaker of The House, committing very sordid and perverted acts with my lingerie!

The date stamp on the video was two months ago, and showed him prancing in front of the mirror wearing (a chill of disgust ran through me) the thong I had on now! One of the many that I used to fuck Morgan with at the bank! The rest of the video showed him trying on other articles of clothing that I didn’t recognize. When I told Peter that I didn’t recognize those clothes, he pulled out of his briefcase some print outs of AMAZON receipts for an assortment of women’s clothing, including wigs - blonde and redhead. Holy shit!

There was more. The rest of the video showed him going into the bathroom, dressed, and then coming out wearing full makeup; the video fast-forwarding to that point. He spent ten minutes or so, saying lewd and sick things into the mirror, admiring himself. I had to admit though, Matthew dressed up pretty nicely! Hell, I could even get makeup tips from him! Now there’s a sick thought.

“So what are you going to do with this stuff, Lynn?” Peter asked, a smile appearing on his face. He knew full well the explosive national implications of this. Before we began, Peter signed a non-disclosure agreement that he wouldn’t use any of the evidence he found for any personal gain or fame, so I was covered there. But me, however, could use these any way I liked.

“I think, Peter, that I’ve got the skunk by the balls, and I’m going to make him sorry he ever made such a shit show out of our marriage!” Like I said before, I’m no Mother Theresa, but in stories like these, the skanky bitch (Moi) always wins.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________________________________

________________

Dropping the Shoe


The next day at work, I was feeling a bit frisky, and I let Morgan penetrate me from behind. I loved anal sex very much, and to let a cock the size of Morgan’s inside of me had to make me the “Special Forces” of sluts. After he shot his load, I loved it when he ate me out, licking up all the jizz from my ass, making me shiver and squirt a second time.

After we got dressed, I had a conversation with him. I told Morgan about my husband’s motel adventures, which he just nodded to. What I told him probably frightened him a bit too.

I think he developed a new respect for me, now taking me as the conniving bitch that I am. He also knew that he was sitting on a powder keg of information, and extortion probably entered his mind, but I made it clear that I was only interested in revenge, and a whole load of fun!

“Okay Lynn, so how can I help you?” Morgan asked, the sweetheart that he is.

“This is what I’d like to do. I’d like you to come over to my house one night this week, after Matthew comes home. The evening will begin innocently enough, with me inviting you to dinner. Then, I’ll surprise Matthew with the video, and . . . I have to ask you if you’d be comfortable with this next part.”

“Go ahead,” Morgan said, enjoying this.

“I’ll force Matthew to dress like a sissy, and then after we play with him a bit, I’d like you to ram him with that giant cock of yours!”

Morgan looked stunned, the manly heterosexual that he is.

“Come on Morgan, you’ve heard of Thai Ladyboys, right? It’s considered a real treat in Thailand to fuck them. I believe they call them “The Third Gender” over there. Just pretend Matthew is a Ladyboy. Look at it like that, ok? I’m not gonna think any less of you dear. Please Morgan, where’s your sense of adventure - turning one of the most powerful men in DC into a sissy slut!”

Finally, he gave in, and said, “Okay Lynn, for you I’ll do anything.” I batted my baby blues at him and kissed him on the mouth.

******

Of course, I came up with a story to Matthew about why Morgan’s wife couldn’t come to dinner with him. The date was set for the following Saturday night. I told Matthew that Morgan was going through a rough divorce and needed some company and friendship to help him to get through this rough time he was having. That was true. I suppose I was a good “forgetter” for him too.

Morgan came over at seven o’clock carrying a bottle of red table wine. Of course Matthew suspected not a thing. The twins were off on a school trip for the weekend, so we had all the space we needed.

We had a nice dinner; the chicken breasts I made in our air fryer with rice, salad, and then the wine. I needed two glasses for what was coming. Morgan and Matthew were talking. Morgan pretended to be flattered that such an important man as Matthew would listen to his “sob story,” and offer his “scholarly advice.” It’s like having a general dentist explain brain surgery. I looked at Morgan and he nodded.

“So Matthew, there’s something that Morgan and I would like to discuss with you.” Matthew thought it was some trivial bank shit about his wife’s work, that he could really not care less for.

“Okay, sure honey,” Matthew said with that ridiculous transparent smile of his. I brought out two manilla envelopes with the pictures and of course, my iPhone. I slid them across the table to him. He had a puzzled look on his face.

“What’s this Lynn? He said, uncertain, but interested now for sure. The look in his eyes said everything. He looked over to Morgan, wondering what possibly he could have to do with any of this.

“Why don’t you open them and then you can tell me. Start with this one?” I pushed the top one of the two over to him.

That particular envelope contained the photos of Matthew entering and leaving the four-star hotel with the beautiful redhead. I also opened my iPhone to the videos that Peter had taken from inside the room.

His eyes were wide open ,and his mouth hung open, like “WTF??” I was loving it. Morgan sat there smugly because he knew that after tonight he could do just about anything he wanted with me, and Mr. Congressman or maybe even future POTUS could do absolutely nothing.

“How - - - how did you get these??? They aren’t real! Someone from the other party is obviously using trick photography to frame me!!”

I said nothing, but pulled another slip of paper out from the envelope. It was a sheet of DNA results pulled from (too disgusting to say where from) inside the hotel room, and matched 99.9% with Matthew’s DNA and an unknown female. I got him dead to rights.

He sighed and crumpled into his chair. “Okay, okay, so you got me. I swear to you I made a terrible mistake Lynn! This broad means nothing to me! Zip, nada! It was a one-time thing, that I still regret.”

“Honey,” I said, “you don’t even know the meaning of regret.” Now I took my iPhone out and played the video from inside the hotel room. He watched, stone faced, as Morgan and I were laughing. I looked him right in the eyes, and said, in my best accusatory voice I could muster.

“How could you do this Matthew? I mean, look at me. Men find me hot, very hot! But, apparently, you married me and I’m not good enough for you! We have two beautiful children together Matthew, so how could you?”

Matthew said nothing, but his eyes were glued to the second envelope. “Where and how did you get these?”

“Oh, I knew that something was wrong with all the nights you spent out of the house. I even checked with your staff, and they said you had nothing on your agenda for those nights you were gone. So, a few months ago I hired a private detective. A very good private detective, and these are the results. Go ahead, now open the second envelope.”

With his cheating out, Matthew though there was nothing else that could rattle his cage. He was already thinking of a spin he could use to save his political future, and how these days the public can be forgiving of a man who cheats - even an important politician. But he was wrong. Very wrong.

He took the photos out and his eyes went wide with shame and fear. “How the fuck . . . how the fuck did he get these pictures, unless . . .”

“That’s right Matt, he planted a camera in our bedroom!”

“So it seems Matt that you have a little secret you’d like to share with us.”

He seemed confused. What could Morgan, her boss possibly have to do with this? Now it was Morgan’s turn to speak.

My my, Matthew,” he said. “You do make a rather impressive looking ‘T-Gurl,’ doesn’t he Lynn?”

“Yes Morgan, he certainly does. Almost too good. What do you do Matthew, cruise transgender bars looking for quickies?”

“No, no! I don’t. One day I got (his voice lowered, and he looked down at the table) curious, so I tried on a pair of your panties, big deal. Lots of men do, so what?”

“Go on, look at the other photos,” I said.

Matthew sat stone-faced as he looked at the pictures of him fully dressed and wearing makeup. What really did it were the videos. He started crying, as they showed him prancing around the room, fully cross dressed and playing with himself.

Morgan was taunting him with “Oooh oooh, soooo gooood!” We both laughed hysterically.

“Matthew don’t worry. No one has to see this stuff. In fact, Morgan and I have a little confession of our own to make. You see, Morgan and I have been a regular item too - in the bank, at his house - he really is separated from his wife. In fact we fuck all the time at work, anywhere we can. I love going total slut on him, isn’t that right Morgan.”

“Yes that’s right Matthew. I have to tell you man; your wife is so freakin’ hot! She blows me away - forgive the pun dude!”

Matthew continued to listen in stunned silence.

“Yeah Matt, Lynn’s favorite is spread out face down on my desk, as I plow her from behind - in both places!”

“Oh Matt, you should see the size of Morgan’s cock - I mean it’s downright prehistoric!”

“So it’s okay for you to fuck around and cheat on me, right?”

“Matt, I never claimed to be as pure as the driven snow as they say, it’s just that I felt, why should I be the one who gets to be the cuck queen, and with no consequences? This is just a little taste of your own medicine, and I love it. I mean, don’t you see the irony here? Here you are, this big important king shit, who thinks he can get away with being unfaithful with no repercussions, and meantime it’s YOU who’s being cuckolded too! How do you like that??” He didn’t even respond. I don’t anything could have prepared him for what was coming next.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________________________

________________

The Queen’s Revenge


After a few minutes of stunned silence I said, “Matthew, Morgan and I were thinking up ways to spice up our sex lives a little bit, so we came up with an idea after we saw these videos.” I looked over at Morgan and he smiled, arms crossed across that incredible six pack of his.

“Yeah Matthew, since you enjoy cross dressing so much, we thought you’d like to put on a little show for us.”

Matthew froze, unable to speak, unable to move.

“Well, since he’s obviously giving us the silent treatment Morgan, let’s take ‘Lady Di’ upstairs to the boudoir, shall we?”

“Lead the way my queen,” Morgan said, both of us laughing. Just for good measure, Morgan swatted me a good one on the butt in full view of Matthew, who was unmoved by the spectacle - the bastard.

I went up the stairs first, with Matthew in the middle, then followed by Morgan. Morgan also played the role of “security,” in case Matthew decided to do something stupid.

When Matthew entered the bedroom, he was speechless. All of his clothes, wig, lingerie, and makeup were laid out on the bed. I did a thorough search of the room, the garage and the tool shed where I found several items. Apparently, Matthew was capable of wearing four-inch heels as well. Hell, even I was impressed with that.

“Okay sexy, put this stuff on and then go into the bathroom and do your makeup,” I ordered him. I think he realized he wasn’t getting away easily with anything this time.

“Meanwhile, Morgan and I are going to put on a show of our own - just for you. Come to think of it, maybe next weekend we can have your girlfriend come over. From what my private dick tells me, she enjoys ‘flings on the wild side too.’”

Matthew started taking off his clothes and slipping into the items on the bed. He wasn’t shy by any means, even getting a boner as the satin thong went over his cock, and the string went into his ass crack. What surprised Morgan and me even ,more was that Matthew had shaved his legs, his chest, and his balls too!

Matthew had a really short black satin skirt, a white satin blouse and a bra that closed around his chest, giving the appearance of cleavage. The best part was watching him pull the pantyhose up and hooking the straps to the girdle he wore over the thong. I threw the redhead wig at him in honor of his redheaded girlfriend.

While Matthew was in the bathroom, applying his makeup, Morgan grabbed my ass with both hands and lie down on the bed. I knelt on top of him and took that delicious eight-inch cock right into my mouth. With my mouth open wide, the tip almost took up all the space in my mouth. I was licking and sucking when Matthew walked into the room.

We ignored him because we were kind of busy. Let him get a taste of his own medicine. Morgan let out a large groan and I pulled him out of my mouth, gripping that massive, choking cock with my fist and let him come all over my face; every drop.

I was still kneeling, turned around and looked at Matthew and smiled. Come on, how many husbands can just stand there and look at their wife’s face sprayed with the thick, creamy jizz of another man? Not too many that I know of, that’s for sure.

Morgan sat up, facing me, and started licking all of it off my face, every single drop, and grinning at poor cuckolded Matthew. Now Morgan was a jizz machine, so I knew that giving him a blow job first wouldn’t spoil our fun.

“Wow Matthew, you look really beautiful, I’m not kidding. What do you think Morgan? How does our little sissy cum-slut look?”

“Why Lynn, I’d say she looks good enough to fuck. From my US Navy days, I’d say she looks like she could suck off an entire aircraft carrier!” We had a good laugh at that one, considering that Matthew would be attending the christening of the navy’s newest carrier next week.

“Okay beautiful, let’s get started. Morgan walked over to Matthew, then turned to me and asked: “We need a girlie name for Matthew here, but from the last video we watched, I’d say he picked out a name for himself already, isn’t that right, ‘Michelle’?”

I couldn’t stop laughing. Morgan grabbed Matthew by the shoulders and kissed him with the mouth that had just licked the jizz from off of my face. It looked to me that Matthew, I mean Michelle was enjoying herself. Will wonders never cease, I thought.

Now things got a little rough when Morgan threw Matthew down on the bed and gruffly said, “Okay Michelle, time to expose that boy pussy of yours. Uncle Morgan has a BIG surprise for you.” Now, I wasn’t a total sadist. I brought in a jar of coconut oil that I used with my dildos pretty regularly.

After Michelle was on her hands and knees on the bed, skirt and girdle pushed up and thong moved out of the way, I put a generous amount of coconut oil on my palm and rubbed it over Michelle’s boy pussy or “bussy,” and then put a nice amount on Morgan’s monster cock, or as he referred to it, his ‘deck gun.’

This got Morgan hard immediately, so soon after he got one of the best blow jobs of his life from me. I think having Michelle watch us made my performance better. This was the first time I had performed in front of a live audience.

“Okay now sweetheart, Morgan said to Michelle; this might tickle a little, but please don’t be shy - you can scream all you want to!” We were both laughing hysterically. Everyone except my poor husband.

Morgan got behind Michelle and placed the tip of his cock directly over Michelle’s puckered out cherry. I forgot to mention to Morgan that I found a stash of various sized dildos that belonged to Michelle, so I knew this experience wouldn’t be so traumatic for him.

“I hope you’re ready darling,” he said. “Here comes big daddy!” and with that Morgan gently at first, explored Michelle’s hole. Just the helmet went in at first, and Michelle hissed. Pain or pleasure I didn’t know, nor did I care.

Then Morgan gave his first power thrust. It hurt me seeing that steel rod go all the way in. Michelle grunted and moaned softly as Morgan thrusted in and out. She was clutching the bed sheets as he went in and out.

She really was enjoying it. Her left elbow moved up on the bed and her hand was gripping her she cock and pumping it up and down.

“God Michelle, you are so fucking good, so delicious babe. I think you’re going to become a regular thing for me!” Morgan yelled, much to my amusement and satisfaction.

“Oh shit, I’m gonna fucking come!” he yelled. He shot out a liter of gooey, hot whiteness all the way up Michelle’s “bussy.” At the same time, Michelle let out a soft moan through clenched teeth and shot her own load right on top of the pillow case. I don’t remember ever seeing my husband enjoy himself so much. I think Morgan and I created a real monster.

Now after more thrusts, Morgan pulled out, leaking jizz all over Michelle’s butt, Then Morgan surprised me. He began softly licking his cum off of Michelle’s butt. Michelle squealed just like a slut. He stuck his tongue into the now enlarged opening of Michelle’s pie hole.

Morgan grabbed Michelle by her red-haired wig, and told her, “I think I may have you come dressed to my office, and the three of us can play, whaddya’ say to that Michelle?”

Surprising the shit out of us, Michelle said: “Sure, any time you want. Morgan and I looked at each, more than a bit surprised. “I think the bitch likes it! What do you think Morgan?”

“Yes, I think she does. We’re going to have lots of fun.”

So this is how a cuck queen gets her revenge. It’s a good thing that Matthew was a crossdresser. In the months to follow, he was more like a transgendered woman. In fact, about two years after that night, she came out in public - even ran for the Senate, and WON! Now, isn’t that something!

❤️❤️❤️


LOOK AT WHAT THEY DID TO ME!!

A First Time Feminization, Transgender, Cross-dressing, Smoke Fetish, and Bisexual Romance Short Story
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Chapter One

_____________________________________

______________

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.


❤️❤️❤️




Chapter 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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________________

_______________

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!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 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.

❤️❤️❤️


TAKEN BY MY BEST FRIEND'S STEPMOM

A Hot-Wife Seduction Story; Transgender, Bondage, First Time Cross-dressing, Humiliation and Cuckolding
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Chapter One

______________________________________

_______________

The Strangest Week of My Life


When my college roommate Troy gave me an invitation to visit him at his home in Vermont for winter recess, I was very happy. For one thing, I was really passionate about skiing, and snow is one thing that is plentiful in Vermont during the winter. The other thing I was looking forward to was meeting Troy’s new stepmom. His parents had been divorced for roughly seven years, and his dad had remarried to a woman half his age! His dad was like - had to be over fifty, and his new wife, Lynn, was twenty-five.

When I first heard that it raised my hackles a bit because Troy’s dad is a very powerful and wealthy man. So what possibly could a twenty-five year-old woman like Lynn want with such an older man. I mean, mid-fifties is like Viagra territory! The only thing Troy said to me was “if you knew my dad, you wouldn’t question his choice.”

Troy and I went to school at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill. Visiting Troy’s home this winter was going to be a lot of fun, spending winter break with him and his family. My family was in the UK. We lived in Nottingham. Nottingham is a city in central England’s Midlands region. It’s known for its role in the Robin Hood legend and for the hilltop Nottingham Castle Museum and Art Gallery, rebuilt many times since the medieval era.

The chance to stay with Troy and his family and to go to a posh ski resort in Stowe, Vermont was the chance of a lifetime, since at home, we rarely went anywhere. We were a family of simple means. Going to London was a big deal for us. All my friends at home were truly green with envy.

“Harold, are you packed yet? The taxi to the airport leaves in fifteen minutes, dude!”

“Don’t worry about it Troy, I’ve got everything ready except the skis. I assume you will be providing those since I’ve never skied.”

Troy called me “Harold” when he was formal. Normally, everybody just called me Hal.

“Well, for starters, you’ll be learning on the Bunny Hill, and we won’t be using any trays from the cafeteria your first time on the slopes, so don’t worry! I’ve got you covered buddy.”

The taxi came as pre-arranged, and before we knew it, we were settled on the plane, having gone quickly through the airport security. I took a little while longer since I was not an American citizen, and I suppose they thought I was some sort of British terrorist or maybe an IRA bomber.

The American Airlines flight took a little more than two hours and Troy’s dad picked us up at the airport in Burlington. Troy’s dad was tall and stocky, with close-cropped brown hair. Troy told me that his dad was a retired US Marine Corps Colonel (ret), and that after his mother died, he was deployed to Iraq, and did four tours. Troy was raised in part by his aunt during that time. The rest of the time of his service, they moved around a lot.

Now, with his dad out of the service and remarried, Troy had some measure of stability in his life. I was glad for him. He was also an only child, whereas I had four sisters; all younger than me. This would be the first time I met Troy’s dad and his new wife.

******

Troy’s dad met us at the airport in his green Land Rover. He was not really the talkative sort which made me just a tad uncomfortable. This is how we broke the ice: “So, I can tell by your accent Hal, that you’re from the UK, but you don’t sound like a Londoner, am I right?”

“Very good Colonel Hanlon, I’m not. I’m from Nottingham. How is it you know English accents so well? The subtle nuances between London and Nottingham are hard for the untrained ear to detect.”

“Yes, I suppose that’s true, but I spent a lot of time with the British Marines in Iraq, and got to know some of the fellows very well. They are tough fighters, those Brit Marines.”

“Well, thank you for saying so sir. We’re very proud of those chaps.”

We pulled up to Troy’s house which was a very large Tudor-style home in the middle of a snow-capped forest. I almost felt like I was home, except for the snow. We haven’t gotten much in a few years. The view of the mountains from the house was absolutely spectacular.

We brought all of our bags to the front of the house, put them on the porch and troy rang the bell. His stepmother Lynn answered the door. “Well, hello boys!” She exchanged kisses with Troy, and turned to me. “You must be Hal! Troy has told me so much about you!” She kissed me too.

“All good I hope, Mrs. Hanlon.”

“Please, ‘Mrs. Hanlon’ sounds like an old lady! Call me ‘Lynn.’”

“Well okay Lynn. I’m really grateful to spend holiday here. I really miss my family, and I’m saving up for my airfare back home in the spring.”

“Of course, of course. Although, if you need anything when the time comes around, if we can be of any help, just let us know.”

“Thank you Lynn, that’s very generous of you.”

Troy was really being modest when he described his stepmother. She was about five feet nine inches tall, had long auburn hair, tinged copper red, which curled in the front around her breasts. She wore a white blouse, which I had to say was very revealing. The top three buttons were opened, revealing a magnificent, and very generous cleavage. She wore faded blue jeans and, (I thought it strange given the location and climate) black high heels which positioned her ass so that it was very well-defined. In short, she was a head-turner; and would be in any place she went.

When Colonel Hanlon came in, he hugged and kissed her hello, and then he swatted her on the butt with an open palm, so that it made an audible ‘smack’ sound. I found that to be highly irregular given that I was there.

We all went into the kitchen where we sat on stools by a center stained-wood counter. Lynn had put out hot chocolate and finger sandwiches; the kind I was used to at home.

“Would you like some tea, Hal?” Lynn asked.

“Oh, no thank you; the hot chocolate is fine.”

“I just thought that you Englishmen all drank tea,” and she laughed. We all did, but she gave me a look that insinuated it was about more than just tea. I sensed a strong sexual tension between me and her, which made me feel just a tad uncomfortable.

The rest of the afternoon, we rested, and Troy and I took a walk around some of the trails and got a breathtaking view of the countryside.

The next day we were up bright and early and headed to the ski lodge at Stowe where we would be staying for the week.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

___________

The Lodge


The lodge was very scenic and had all the luxury amenities enjoyed by wealthy and powerful people, of which Colonel Hanlon was one. I felt lots of gratitude to my friend for inviting me. The only thing that made me uncomfortable, which I could not talk to my friend about was his stepmother’s obvious interest in me.

Our accommodations were spacious indeed, and I even had my own guestroom on the second floor next door to Troy.

That first day I had my first taste of skiing, which was actually quite enjoyable. I learned quickly, surpassing the Bunny Hill in no time. I was somewhat athletic, being a member of the college swim team. I was not a muscular sort, but at six feet tall, I made a nice impression; especially to Mrs. Hanlon who couldn’t take her eyes off of me.

After dinner were all very tired, and went to bed at ten o’clock. I’m not really sure what time it was, but sometime later during the night, I felt a pressure on the bed, and a hand under the covers, touching my inner thighs. I woke with a start to see Mrs. Hanlon - Lynn, standing next to the bed wearing nothing but a tight t-shirt, through which I could see her nipples protruding.

“What!” I started to say.

“Shhhh” Hal it’s only me. I couldn’t sleep and, well, I thought you might like some company.”

“Mrs. Hanlon”

“Lynn, please Hal.”

“Okay Lynn. This is highly irregular. Wh, what time is it? What if we get caught??”

“I wouldn’t worry too much about that Hal, just relax.” She lie down in the bed next to me, and pulled down the covers, looking at me, her head resting on an elbow. The strawberry scent from her shampoo and the feel of her hair on my chest giving me a rather large and stiff erection. She played with my chest, running her long, painted fingernails on my skin. I was only wearing gym shorts, and her hand quickly found it’s place, wrapped around my cock.

“You must have realized by now Hal, that ever since you came here, I’ve had my eyes on you,” and she tapped my nose with her index finger, smiling.

“Yes, I did notice that as a matter of fact.”

“Well get used to it, because I’m planning on fucking your brains out during our stay here.”

“But what about your husband, and Troy? He’s my best friend.”

“Yes, I know. Like I said, don’t worry.” Before I could reply she kissed me hard on the lips, and her tongue was deep into my mouth.

I decided then and there to just go along with the plan. She placed my hands on one of her breasts and I played with her very erect nipples. She straddled my thigh with her pussy, and it was sopping wet. She was moving up and down my thigh as I continued playing with her breasts.

“I want you to put your mouth on my tits,” she said in a harsh whisper. I started with my tongue, making a circle around her nipples, going from one to the other.

“That’s it Hal, keep going.” My thigh was drenched. “How would you like to eat me out?” she said, as she straddled me high up on my chest. Her pussy was dripping onto my face, and her heady, musky scent filled my nose. She moved up and down my face, and my tongue quickly found her clit, hard as a cherry pit.

She arched her back, throwing back her head, shaking her hair and moaned. I felt her squirt on my face, and I began licking her pussy up and down, from her clit to her pussy’s opening. Her hand which was massaging my cock, caused a bit of pre-cum to leak from me. She felt it, and immediately flipped over, getting on her arms and knees, her ass in the air facing me.

I mounted her from the rear, and she took my cock and guided it into her slick pussy. “Oh, that’s it Hal. Ride me hard!”

She was very tight, and her pussy just sucked me in, my face resting on her silky, delicious hair which went down to the small of her back. I was fucking her furiously, she matching my thrusts by moving her buttocks up and down. I could feel her stiffen, then squirt again.

I came next. I shot a hot jet of my jizz, filling her up completely. I kept going, not wanting to stop. I stayed hard and was very close to coming, when she suddenly pulled off me, and lied me down on my back.

She got on her knees, facing me, smiled, and took my slippery cock into her mouth, sucking and slurping the rest of my cum from my cock. She made “ummm” noises, as her head went up and down on me; her lips making a tight seal.

It didn’t take me long to come again, shooting another hot load into my best friend’s stepmother’s mouth. I could see my jizz running down the corner of Lynn’s mouth. She wasted no time in grabbing me around the head and kissing me deeply. I tasted my own saltiness right away, mixed with the taste of her pussy.

“That was wonderful, Hal. I have to go freshen up and go back to my own bed. But don’t worry, we’ll do this again soon,” she said as she quietly left my room. I couldn’t believe what just happened. How would I face Troy? Of course, I wouldn’t say a thing.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

_____________


The next day was weird. We went to the slopes again, and Troy and I went into the town and walked around the shops. I wondered what he would do if he found out about his stepmother’s nocturnal wanderings. Lynn and Col. Hanlon met up with us at a steakhouse in town.

We were standing around waiting to be seated when I felt a pinch on my butt. It was Lynn and she gave me a quick wink. I immediately became rock hard. The seating arrangements at the table surprised me. There was a padded bench along the wall with two chairs on the other side of the table. Lynn and I sat next to each other on the bench. She sat opposite from Colonel Hanlon, and Troy sat opposite me.

We were eating dinner, just making polite conversation, when I felt a hand migrate to my crotch. It was like a scene from “Wedding Crashers,” the only difference being that I didn’t jizz in my jeans which I was close to doing. I don’t see how Troy, or the colonel didn’t see it, but they didn’t. I would probably be taken out and shot if the colonel knew.

The next two nights the same thing happened. Lynn would wait until about two o’clock in the morning and sneak into my room, and we would fuck like jack rabbits. By the third night, I didn’t fall asleep but waited for my nocturnal visitor to come into my bedroom.

As usual, she came in wearing nothing but a t-shirt. I swear I could smell her pussy from the doorway. After the usual foreplay, I got behind her, but this time, her hand guided my cock right into her ass. I smelled coconut oil, so I knew she had thought this one out ahead of time.

“Let’s see if you’re better than Charlie,” she said.

“Who’s Charlie?”

“Oh, Charlie is my big, black silicone dildo I use to pleasure myself with when the colonel is out on one of his many trips. You see, he likes to leave me alone a lot. Imagine that! What is a sex-crazed woman like me supposed to do. You know, I’ve been thinking Hal. What if I was to come down to North  Carolina and stay at a hotel near your school? Then we could fuck all the time!”

I was too busy to answer her, her proposition was too outrageous to take seriously.

I penetrated her ass like it was nothing. It felt amazing. The coconut oil plus what I’m sure was her nightly use of “Charlie,” helped to make me go right in. So tight, so good. She met me thrust for thrust like usual. This time I came quickly, shooting a hot load right into her tight little hole. My warmth inside her surrounded my cock, unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

I pulled off, and my jizz was running down her butt cheeks, and she quickly flipped around and started sucking on my cock, licking all the jizz off, keeping me hard. Suddenly, I heard my bedroom door open. The hallway was light, and I saw a hulking silhouette standing in the doorway. It was Colonel Hanlon! Holy shit, I thought I would be shot - or worse.

“WHAT THE FUCK . . . is going on here!???? He boomed. I thought Troy would come running in. That was the last thing I wanted, but I knew my roomie was a sound sleeper, and an earthquake wouldn’t be able to rouse him. But this was louder than an earthquake.

******

He stood there dressed in boxer shorts and a T-shirt, with his hands on his hips. “Now judging from the fact that my wife is in your bedroom, I can only assume that she came in here and seduced you, am I right Hal?” I was silent. “Come on Hal, you can tell me.”

“That is pretty much it, colonel,” I answered just above a whisper. I didn’t know how to reply, but I thought I might get off with a light sentence here, judging from his tone of voice. Now, I was actually terrified for Lynn. But Lynn said nothing in her defense. Strangely, she wasn’t scared at all.

“Well,” he growled. “I don’t know how they treat cuckolding sluts in the UK, but I can show you how we do it in America! You’re going to get a real ringside seat Hal!” Colonel Hanlon left the room, muttering under his breath.

“What’s going to happen to us Lynn?? Aren’t you frightened? And where’s Troy?”

Lynn shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose that he’ll do what he always does in these situations; and you know Troy, he’s a heavy sleeper. This much was true, but something she just said got my attention right away: . . he’ll do what he always does in these situations???

Colonel Hanlon came back in the room, carrying a hammer, what looked like nails, and a red velvet bag. What the heck. He placed the first nail on the door molding, and banged the first nail in just below shoulder height, and the same with the second; the noise loud enough to wake the entire lodge. The nails had a “shepherd’s crook” end on the head. There was a chain he attached to the crook of each nail.

Next, he took out a pair of handcuffs. The cuffs were covered in pink fur! What the hell?

“Get over here slut!” he bellowed. In his hand was a black blindfold as well. Without a peep, Lynn got up from the bed, and walked over to the doorway where Colonel Hanlon was standing.

He placed the blindfold over her eyes, placed the cuffs on her and chained each cuff to the chains coming down from the doorway, hands over her head; thus suspending her in the doorway, facing inside the room. He looked at me with an evil smirk. It was a frightening scene. What was next I wondered: water boarding?

“Are you ready to receive the punishment you deserve, slut??” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” she answered quietly; almost sounding routine.

“Good, good,” he said approvingly.

“Remember Hal; ALWAYS get the bitch’s permission! I don’t know what it’s like in the UK, but here in the States, we have this wimpy, whiny, justice system.”

I noticed too, that Colonel Hanlon had a very large boner.

He turned to me and said: “Watch closely Hal. This is how we discipline naughty sluts in this house. Take notes for the day that you have a slut like this!” I should hope not, I thought.

He bent down and reached into the hallway, just next to the door and pulled out a “cat-o-nine tails,” made of leather with a gold monogrammed handle. He stayed outside, and landed the first blow on Lynn’s butt. She yelped.

He struck her two more times and stopped. Then he addressed her. “Do you feel like you need more of that discipline you slut whore????”

“No Master, please, no more of that.”

He got closer to her and grabbed a handful of that luxurious auburn/copper hair and harshly whispered. “Good, I’m feeling benevolent tonight because of our guest!”

I felt that my being there might have spared her more whipping.

“Now we move onto the next phase of your punishment, slut!” The colonel said. He looked at me. I got a chill through my body.

“Hall, come over her please and stand in front of the slut!”

“Yes Sir, colonel,” I replied, like a recruit in the Royal Marines.

He stepped inside the room, next to me. “Now Hal, I want you to get on your knees and punish the slut by eating her pussy out with your tongue. That is, if you feel up to it, he said, scrunching up an eyebrow, and grinning at me.

I said nothing, figured what the heck, and I did. I sauntered over to her and promptly got down on both knees, facing her.

“Spread your legs, BITCH!” he howled at her. She did so at once, like a trained seal.

I waddled closer on both knees to her and stuck my tongue out, thinning it like a hard pencil. She was still very wet from our previous play, and I licked first from top to bottom, and then played with her clit. She moaned and sagged her legs, moving forwards and back, trying to get closer to my tongue.

I felt her leaking more juice, and I was as hard as a rock. Colonel Hanlon was standing a bit uncomfortably behind me, with his hand down his boxers; a hard-on evident, tenting through his boxers.

She squirted on my face, as I was licking between her vagina and her ass. I really wanted to come, and I wondered what the colonel had in mind next. As I backed away, he said nothing, but unchained her, keeping the cuffs on, and told her to get on her and knees on the bed.

“So what do you think we should do now Hal?”

I really wanted to fuck her, but he said nothing, and reached into the felt bag. He pulled out a silicone cock ring which he threw to me, and a jar of coconut oil which he placed on the night stand.

“Here, put this on!” He barked at me.

I figured it was going to be a long night, so I did so. Then the colonel left the room. “Lynn!” I asked. “How are you? Do you do this often with him.”

She laughed. “Only when we have guests. It’s a lot of fun.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________________

________________

This Can’t Be Real


Idon’t think anything could have prepared me for the shock of what I was to see next. Coming back into the room, a woman was right behind Colonel Hanlon. She looked stunning; shiny, black hair, parted on the left, down to her breasts, a black satin skirt going down past her knees and a white satin, long-sleeved blouse. Her makeup was heavy, with lots of mascara on her eyelashes, and purplish eye shadow, with cherry red lipstick. She stood there and smiled at me.

I did a double take. No, it couldn’t be, I thought, staring at her mesmerized. Then one word escaped my lips that I never thought in a million years I would use in this situation. “Troy? . . . Is, is, that you???”

The strange woman smiled and said, “Yes Hal, it’s me. Please try not to look so shocked, you’re scaring me.”

“Shocked? Shocked??? Good God Troy; I’m flabbergasted.” I didn’t know what to say. I was looking between Colonel Hanlon and Troy, and Lynn; although Lynn was blindfolded and cuffed.

“Don’t be shocked, Hal. I’m still your friend Troy. I’m just dressed as my alter ego, my female persona, Chloe. You see, I love to cross dress. I always have. In fact, I’m thinking of taking hormone therapy to transition. Not surgery though. I still enjoy having a cock, a gurl cock. When dad married Lynn, it was so much easier. She has such an open mind - so modern, you could say. Dad and I both enjoy her, and I see you do too!”

The three of them were laughing now. I guess the joke was on me.

“Now I have a favor to ask of you Hal. I’d like you to dress up too. It will be lots of fun.”

“Now wait a second, Troy, er, Chloe.” I didn’t know what to call my roommate. “I’m not a transgender, nor do I plan to be.”

“Chloe shook her head. No one’s asking you to be. Just to dress, that’s it. No one here is going to tell anybody if that’s what you’re worried about. It will make our activities so much more fun! Please Hal, just go along with it. If you want to stop, or if you really feel uncomfortable, we’ll stop. No hard feelings, really. Now what do you say?”

I thought for a minute or so, and maybe I was carried away by the spirit of it all, but I found the words “Okay, I will,” escape me.

“Great! Chloe said. Come with me into my room, and I’ll get you all set up!”

I followed Chloe into her room, really going along with the fantasy and believing she was an actual woman. From my vantage point in the rear, she really did have a nice ass. I couldn’t believe I was saying this about my best friend.

On her bed was laid out an entire women’s wardrobe. Everything from sheer nylon pantyhose, with straps to hook on to a girdle, satin panties, even a bra with a large elastic band on the bottom to pull my chest skin in tighter to give the illusion of breasts, and a light blue satin blouse. The wig was like Chloe’s, but as a red head.

Chloe was staring at me to see my reaction. “The makeup will go on last, Hal.”

“Oh! But first I’m going to shave off your body hair, all except your eyebrows. Don’t worry, it will all grow back,” she said reassuringly. First, she threw the panties at me. I wasn’t wearing anything except my boxers, anyway, so I just slipped them off, and slowly moved the panties up my legs, and over my cock. It felt good, surprisingly. Actually, it felt amazing, and Chloe was grinning as she saw a rather massive boner peep out making a tent in the panties.

“Okay, now take them off and come with me into the bathroom and I’ll shave you.” All of the bedrooms in the lodge had their own bathrooms - rather large ones, actually.

******

After I was shaved, the panties went on again and the feeling was even better than before. There was something exhilarating about wearing women’s panties. I enjoyed it immensely; the cool silkiness of the fabric. Chloe chose a deeper red lipstick and lip liner for me than she had, and green eyeshadow, that matched my red headed wig.

“Okay, Hal, now turn around and look at the new you!”

When I did so, it was with a measure of disbelief that this was really me. I enjoyed putting all the clothing on, especially the nylon pantyhose, and the skirt, which was a cloth material with a smooth polyester lining. The skirt was shorter than Chloe’s. At least by looks, I was a total woman, and my cock betrayed my feelings about the matter.

“Humm,” Chloe said. “If, this will become a regular, or a semi-regular thing, we will have to get you a gaff to place inside your panties to hide that exquisitely large, thick boner.” The thought that Chloe mentioned that made me feel a bit strange, but the feel of it over my newly shaved genitals, overcame any misgivings I had about the whole thing.

Now the two of us went back into the bedroom. Colonel Hanlon looked me over approvingly. “Chloe, you did an excellent job. You work wonders with the makeup if I may say so.”

Lynn said, “I wish I could see. Can I take a peek?”

“Did you hear that, ladies? The slut says she wants to take a peek. What do you think?”

Chloe answered for both of us, her pride in her creation showing through. “Why not dad, couldn’t hurt.”

So Colonel Hanlon turned Lynn around and removed her blindfold for a moment. She blinked her eyes getting adjusted to the light. “Oh my, she looks delicious Chloe. You really did a magnificent job.”

“Okay that’s enough peeking for you.” The Colonel placed the blindfold back over her eyes and turned her around. Her hands were still cuffed.

“Now we’re going to play a little game with the slut. It’s kind of a guessing game. One of you is going to fuck the slut here. She has to guess which one of you two it is. After that, depending on her answer, she will either be rewarded or punished!”

I felt badly for Lynn at first, but then realized I shouldn’t because it was completely voluntary. It was all play. Colonel Hanlon pointed to Chloe. “Now what shall we call Hal?” he asked.

“I like “Harley,” Chloe said.

“Harley sounds nice. What do you think, Hal?” the colonel asked.

“Okay, it kind of goes with Hal, so then I shall be “Harley.”

“Great, then Harley you are,” the colonel said, giving his stamp of official approval.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

____________________________________

______________

The Guessing Game


Chloe slipped out of her skirt, panty hose, and panties, and got on the bed, quietly on all fours. She took the jar of coconut oil and smeared a generous helping all over Lynn’s ass, her red cherry still dripping cum from my actions of before.

Chloe was very hard without even being touched. Colonel Hanlon made it a bit harder for Lynn, by giving the both of us, nylon gloves to wear.

Chloe rubbed some coconut oil onto her rather generous cock, which had to be at least seven inches long. She played with a bit at Lynn’s opening and slowly inserted it. She probably didn’t even need the coconut oil, still being so slick.

Lynn gasped. I thought it a bit unfair to leave Lynn handcuffed so that she couldn’t pleasure herself while being taken from the rear; but that was the game. Chloe went deeper, slowly until she couldn’t go in any farther.

Then she pulled out of Lynn slowly, but went back in faster and out faster. She picked up speed and Lynn, matched her thrusts by jerking her hips backwards. Colonel Hanlon was sitting on a recliner on the side of the room watching with great interest and stroking his cock. I should have felt funny about him doing that in the room, but I didn’t. Watching my roommate and his stepmother was really turning me on.

The action continued until Chloe stifled a grunt, and Lynn gasped, both of them coming at the same time. Chloe was wearing a cock ring as well, and slowly pulled out and got off the bed.

Colonel Hanlon made a grunting noise and came into his hand, got off the recliner and went over to Lynn. “Here slut,” he said. “This is your nourishment . . . EAT!”

Obediently, Lynn licked all the colonel’s jizz off his hand. Satisfied, he stepped away. “Well slut, who fucked you just now??”

I held my breath, waiting for Lynn to answer. A wrong answer would get her a whipping. “It was . . . Chloe!” she said with an air of certainty.”

“Well, well, nicely done bitch,” Colonel Hanlon said. You saved your ass - literally. “Now get back down,” and he pushed her head back into position on the pillow.

“Now you two ladies shoot it out for who goes next. On the count of three! Chloe is even, Harley is odd.”

“One, two, three, shoot!”

Chloe had two fingers out, and I had one, so it was my turn. No one said anything, and the colonel nodded to me. I got on the bed slowly, and got behind Lynn, wearing my gloves.

I put some coconut oil on my cock, which was sticky from before. I positioned my cock right behind Lynn’s cherry red ass, and put it in slow, imitating Chloe. I suppose I really wanted to see Lynn get whipped. That was horrible, but I was getting into the spirit of this twisted version of “blind man’s bluff.”

As my shaved balls touched her ass it felt so good. Her ass closed tight around my cock, and I had to suppress a moan which would have given the game away. Couldn’t do that. I pulled out and thrust in again, her smells turning me on and making me hornier than I’ve ever been in my life.

We were now in a nice, even rhythm, she matching me thrust for thrust. I couldn’t control myself like Chloe did, which might have given the game away. In a few more thrusts, I shot the biggest load of my life right into Lynn’s ass, My cock nice and warm from all my jizz inside her. The ring kept me hard and I kept going, wondering if I could come again.

That was not to be, and I pulled out. I got off the bed.

“Well slut! Who was it this time?” the colonel barked.

“It was Chloe again,” Lynn said.

The colonel had a big smile cross his face. “Nope, sorry bitch, you lose!!” and he laughed.

He grabbed Lynn by the hair and pulled her up from the bed and marched her over to the door frame, hooking up her handcuffs again. This time she was facing the hallway. He handed the whip to Chloe. “You each get one shot! Now don’t hold back ladies!”

Chloe went, making a loud smack and Lynn yelped.

She handed the whip to me, and I didn’t want to disappoint the colonel. In a twisted way, I was angry at Lynn for not choosing me! I was a little harder than Chloe, and Lynn let out a bigger yelp.

“So slut, did you learn your lesson???”

“Yes Master, I did. I’m sorry.”

“Good, good, I’m happy for you. I hope you’ll be able to sit!” and he laughed a sinister laugh.

******

To say that was the end of the week’s surprises would be a lie. That night, Chloe was the one who came into my room, and after some gently persuading, it was me who got on my knees with my head on the pillow. I was instructed to go to sleep fully made up. Chloe had to give me a touch-up before bed, not telling me that she would be my nighttime visitor.

Taking cock from my roommate was weird. That was an understatement, but she looked so damn hot! I couldn’t resist. As Chloe pounded away, it was exquisitely painful, as Chloe was rather large, but it also felt incredibly good too. I automatically started stroking my cock, which still had the ring and was quite hard.

Before I knew what was happening, as Chloe was pounding away, I shot a full load onto the towel that was on top of the bed sheets. The night’s actions were repeated several times more during that week. I even got to take Chloe a few times.

The last night, still dressed as Harley, it was Lynn who joined me in bed. Finally, the day arrived for the now “Troy,” and me, “Hal” to go back to school in North Carolina for the spring semester. Things were back to the way they were before, except for one small detail.

Troy or “Chloe” and me, as Harley, kept each other company (in the same bed) every night. That week had changed me, forever.

❤️❤️❤️


DAD MARRIED A HOT MILF

Who Turned Me Into A Crossdressing, Transgender Slut
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Chapter One

__________________________________

______________

The New Stepmom

Ithink everyone deserves to be happy. My dad, Clinton Walker is no exception. I love my dad. He’s a self-made man; and if you read FORBES Magazine religiously, you’ve probably heard of him from his role in the automotive parts industry.

My mom died when I was three years old from leukemia and this year I graduated high school. He was briefly married in his early twenties, but he had no children from it, and it didn’t work out. He married my mother later in life, and I was born the year he turned sixty. He stayed single while I was growing up.

Last year, my dad turned seventy-eight and he married Amber who is less than half his age, and is only twenty-eight! I could never understand why, except that I guess men like to keep going as long as they can - at least from a sexual point of view.

Amber seems okay, and she’s had it rough, being accused of being a “gold-digger,” and opportunist. I guess marrying later in life isn’t that unusual. I mean, look at actors like Al Pacino and Robert DeNiro having kids at close to my dad’s age. But dad and Amber don’t want any children. They met through an online dating site, and I guess Amber hit the jackpot. She still kept her parttime job as a dental hygienist.

I can’t get use to calling Amber “mom,” so I just call her Amber. A lot of my friends kid me about the “MILF” my dad married, and when we would all go out, my friends would say, “Hey Jeff, did you fuck your stepmom yet??” and they’d laugh.

Everything about my relationship with Amber was proper. She’d make breakfast for my dad and me before he went to his office, and I went to my classes at CW Post College. She worked parttime as a dental hygienist. I just started this month. I hadn’t had a mother figure in my life for many years and it was hard to get used to one suddenly pop up; especially when I thought it was “wrong” in so many ways.

I have to admit she was very nice to me though. She would ask me how my day was, and regale me with tales about her college life, which was only, what, seven years ago!? She would ask me who I was dating, about the girls in my class, always saying that if I ever needed any advice about women I could always come to her. So gradually, I warmed up to her.

The hardest thing for me to get used to I suppose was the fact that Amber was really fucking HOT; I mean super nova hot. For one thing, she was a perfect height, being five-feet-nine-inches tall; whereas I just a tad taller at just under six feet. Her figure was curvy and compact, with nice, shapely, long legs. Her breasts were a solid “C cup,” and she had an ass that looked like it was molded into her jeans. Her hair was a radiant mix of amber and copper red, flowing in shiny waves to the bottom of her breasts.

The most striking feature about Amber were her eyes - a natural emerald green. She had an angular sort of chin, which added something angelic to her face, and her smile and laugh was infectious. Her personality was kind, and she was fun to be with.

She took me shopping for clothes, and everybody mistook her for my girlfriend. That part was great for my self-esteem. Why would such a hot woman want to be seen with such an average guy like me? I wasn’t a star athlete, or a body builder.

She would melt when those tv ads would come on for homeless animals. Who wouldn’t like a person like that? It was easy to see how dad could fall for her. I really believe that she loved my dad, but something bothered me - I just couldn’t figure out what?

I refused to believe that money was a motive for her marrying my dad. Maybe I had a very naïve view of life and people’s motivations. Sure, he was extremely wealthy, and we lived in a very large and spacious home in Upper Brookville, Long Island, a very wealthy suburb of New York City; noted for its scattered mansions from The Guilded Age of the late Nineteenth Century.

We had a house staff for landscaping, housekeeping, even cooking; although that was used only when dad was entertaining business cronies. We had a small family; no one local. My dad’s two brothers were scattered: One living in London, the other brother moved to Belize several years ago with his family. The day to day stuff, Amber happily did.

A woman Amber’s age would, I would think, be interested in having more children, and I know for a fact that my dad, even though he didn’t take any meds, and was in perfect heath, wasn’t about to have any more children. I was enough.

******

Just around Christmas time that first year of college; during intersession, I got a job doing telemarketing near my house. It was something to do, and my dad believed in a man working and not getting fed from a golden spoon. Old Anglo Saxon Protestant ethics, I suppose.

Things changed a bit around the house. Amber started to dress a little more provocatively. Actually, a lot more provocatively. She wore heavy makeup around the house, very short skirts, and killer high heels that a woman would wear if she was either going out, or to work in a fancy place.

She bent over in front of me on purpose, and I could see the purple string from the thong she was wearing. She had on a seductive perfume, and a satin low-cut blouse where I could get a great look at her excellent cleavage.

I tried not to, but having a boner around her just couldn’t be helped. What could I say? I was nineteen years old and horny. My dad seemed not to notice. He would be sitting at the kitchen table reading his newspaper when she would catch me staring at her. She would give me a little knowing smile.

Could it be that she wasn’t getting anything from my dad? I don’t mean a baby, but could he not still satisfy her, and wouldn’t she have known that from the five months they were dating? I didn’t get it, and was too embarrassed to ask my dad about his sex life. I was shy around my dad. I learned about the “birds and the bees” from XHamster videos and other porn websites that turned me on.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

____________

Discovery


One day I was in my room during intersession, and I was off from the telemarketing job. It was about ten o’clock in the morning, and I was still in the gym shorts I slept in with no t-shirt. I was on a website watching some slutty woman smoking a long, all white 120mm cigarette - that really turned me on.

I had a smoking fetish, and got very aroused watching her touch herself, her hand underneath her leather skirt, and moving it in a circle, taking seductive drags while looking at the camera and saying, “You know you want me, don’t you??” Her blouse was open, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts about the same size as Ambers.

The woman smiled and . . . holy shit! she pulled her skirt down, and the biggest cock I ever saw popped out from underneath her thong! He legs were spread wide opened, and she was wearing black, sheer pantyhose with a laced top mid - thigh level. She made a lip-smacking sound, and reached for a jar of coconut oil which she applied liberally to her cock and also reached around and placed it over her asshole. I knew what was coming next.

She took out a large flesh colored dildo, at least twelve inches long - a real monster! She sucked on it and made “Ummm” noises. Next, she placed her feet, spread wide on a chair in front of the camera and inserted it in and out of her ass repeatedly, while at the same time stroking her cock.

I had an irrepressible boner, and found myself pulling my gym shorts down my lap, and stroking my cock as well. I was really getting into it.

The fact that she was a biological male didn’t bother me in the slightest. I knew that I would probably jizz myself into my hand when she was done.

Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw a shadow appear on my right side. I froze, turned around, and saw - Amber - standing right behind me looking at my laptop screen! I froze. I cannot describe what I was feeling. Shock? Embarrassment? Shame? All of the above plus a lot more. I was speechless.

“Oh Jeff,” she said mockingly, “what do we have here?” She wore thick-framed glasses, and her long, luxurious hair was hanging over the front of my bare chest. She was wearing a long sleeved, white blouse, three buttons opened at the top, and a short, black satin skirt, with the killer high heels on, and she smelled of clove oil - dentist office smell. “Oh my, this looks very interesting,” she said.

******

She looked down at my lap where I happened to have my fist grabbing the shaft of my cock, which was, I suppose, an average length. Purposely, she touched the back of my neck with her tits pressing in, and her hair falling down the front of my bare chest.

“Well, I see this really turns you on!” she said sarcastically. No shit Sherlock - why else would I be watching it?

“Oh, and I see that smoking really turns you on too! You must have a smoking fetish . . . at least,” she said. “As well as it looks like you have a thing for transgender women!? Now isn’t that interesting.”

I had to say something. “Uh, yeah, well, I don’t do this all the time,” I said sheepishly.

“Yes, but I bet you didn’t expect to get caught, did you?” she said laughing.

“Uh, no I didn’t. Please don’t tell my dad,” I said, almost praying.

She smiled a wicked smile at me. “Jeff, Jeff,” making a “tsk, tsk,” sound. “Now why would I want to do anything like that? But let me ask you something,” she said. “Don’t you have a girlfriend, or someone you’re dating?”

“No, I don’t.” I thought would play the sympathy card here. I gave it all I had. “Who would want to date a guy like me? - a nobody. I’m not a ‘cool guy,’ or a chiseled gym rat.”

“Oh, so is that what this is all about?”

“Kind of,” I said. I’m still a virgin, and I don’t do well talking to girls. I’m always on the sidelines looking in at all the action,” I said.

“But transgender women??” she said. “Since when has that been a thing?”

“It isn’t - I just happened to see it and it really turned me on.”

“You’ve never, how shall I put this; had the urge to dress up like a girl? Come on, don’t be shy. There’s nothing wrong with it. I mean this is 2023 after all!”

I don’t know why, but I detected a note of kindness there instead of mockery. Amber was never anything but nice to me, and I told you about the little smile when she noticed my boner after I stared at her at the breakfast table. So, now, it was much different; our relationship was moving with its own inertia into uncharted territory.

“Just a sec, I’ll be right back,” she said. “Oh,” looking at my had, still frozen around my cock, “hold that thought,” and she left the room laughing.

******

She came back into my room, and she was holding a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette! God, she looked hot. She had the cigarette at a sexy dangle from out the corner of her mouth. “So this turns you one, eh?” lighting up from a thin silver, butane lighter.

“Amber,” I said very surprised (but also glad), “I didn’t know you were a smoker!”

She laughed. “Yes, your dad only allows me to smoke when we go out for the evening, or if I go outside the house.”

“But I’ve never smelled it on you before.”

“Well, maybe you should smell me more often then, Jeff,” she said, smiling.

She lit up and walked over to me. “Tell you what. I won’t tell your little secret if you don’t tell mine, deal?”

“Deal,” I said. I had a feeling that there would be just a few more secrets flying around soon. My cock was aching and throbbing by this point. “Umm Amber, can I ask you a personal question?”

“Sure Jeff, what?”

“Be honest with me. What’s the deal between you and dad? I mean, what’s your sex life like?”

She shook her head. “Fair enough, I’ll tell you. But I don’t want you thinking any less of your dad, ok?”

“Of course not, why would I?”

“Okay then. Well, your dad, how can I put this. He doesn’t enjoy what you or I would call ‘conventional sex.’” She was assuming too much of me, but that’s for later.

“What he enjoys is lying in bed, while I sit across from him, nude, and masturbating, with my fingers until I’m sopping wet, and then make myself climax either with my fingers or by shoving  a large dildo like that (pointing to the computer screen) up my pussy until I come like a waterfall. Maybe I’ll do it two or three times while you father . . .ahem! . . . while your father jerks off to me, and then falls asleep.”

I was getting a little uncomfortable hearing the exploits of dear old dad, but honestly I was getting aroused from listening, and absentmindedly fingering my cock. She noticed and laughed. “See! I guess it runs in the family and I’m only talking about it Jeff!”

“Then there’s a bit more. You okay with this?” she asked as she saw I was shifting around with a look of shock on my face.

“He also likes roleplay games, where I’m a little girl caught masturbating, and daddy catches me and punishes me.” She did a cute pretend pout.

“Punishes you? How?”

“Well, I’ll lie across him naked sometimes and he’ll spank my butt with his hands a few times.” I listened, transfixed on her smoking, taking cheek-hollowing drags, and seeing her blouse opened wider, giving me a clear view of her tits.

“Then, he’ll take my dildo and shove it up my butt until I come while I finger myself. That’s also considered his punishment. You see Jeff, I love it too, and we’re both comfortable with it, except for one thing.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” She got close to me, her smoky breath making me harder than the Empire State building, and ready to burst. She spoke in a whisper and bit her bottom lip.

“I want to be FUCKED . . . by a real man’s cock!” She let a minute or two pass, staring at me.

“Do you think you’re up for it? And we can roleplay too - it’ll be fun!”

“Like what,” I said.

“Well . . . for starters . . . I could be the wicked stepmother playing all sorts of games with my innocent, virgin stepson!” Indeed I was, but I didn’t think that would last for too much longer.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________________________

____________

Roleplay


She came back into the room; a fresh cigarette dangling from her lips and took a seat on a padded chair against the wall across from the foot of my bed. She spread her legs apart and slowly undid the fasteners of her black skirt, all the while keeping her eyes on me.

I could see the front of the purple thong, now exposed. She opened the buttons of her satin blouse, one by one, until they were all undone. Her movements were slow and deliberate. She wasn’t wearing a bra and I could see her pert nipples poking out from underneath her blouse. My cock was thrumming in my hand, a bit of pre cum leaking out onto my fingers.

“I’m going to make you really crazy Jeff, beyond all of your wildest dreams. This is not going to be ‘a quickie.’” I didn’t expect, nor was I hoping that it would be, either.

She shimmied out of her skirt and kicked it aside. The video was on pause, and I left it on. The model was in mid-dildo insertion, her mouth opened in a moan, like she was rooting for me. Amber’s pussy was sopping wet and glistening, with a thin, shiny goo, and she ran her middle finger down the length of her pussy, from her mons, down to just before her ass. Then she took the same finger and put it up to her mouth and sucked on it, staring at me.

I was beyond gone. She touched herself again, moving her finger around in a circle, and she stood up and slowly walked over to me. “Mommy thinks you’ve been a good boy Jeff, so I’m going to give you a little taste,” as she took a slow drag from her cigarette, exhaling the smoke across to my face.

She leaned over to me and made a circle around my nose with her finger, giving me a smell of that extraordinary bouquet that was her woman. Then she placed it slowly between my lips, playing a little game, inserting it in just past my lips, and then finally all the way into my mouth so I could suck on it.

“How do you like mommy’s treat?” She asked with a seductive voice. I was living my own taboo porno video come to life! “I have more for such a good boy!”

******

Amber withdrew her finger from my mouth and leaned into me, pulling aside both halves of her open blouse, giving me a perfect view of her perky, soft, firm breasts. I moved my head close to her and stuck my tongue out and began slowly licking her breasts around the nipples, and gently biting them with my teeth. She gasped when I bit down.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and I was super surprised when Amber bent down and grabbed my cock, rubbing it around her wet nipples where my mouth just was. I was dying for her to place those lips, covered with peach lip gloss around my cock.

That’s just what happened. She took a nice, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette, and placed her lips around the tip of my cock, exhaling smoke around it, and sticking her tongue out to lick around my “vicar’s hat,” in  a circle, making “Ummmm” sounds.

I grabbed her long silky hair and rubbed it on my tummy and thighs. It smelled like watermelon shampoo. I was bombarded with sights and smells I never had before. Needless to say, I really enjoyed this “game” we were playing.

She slid her lips slowly around the entire shaft of my cock, eyes looking up at me, and then going faster and faster. I thought I would come any second. She picked up her speed, and the choice was taken from me. I shot a cannonball load right into the back of her throat. Amber took it like a pro. She kept on sucking without saying a word.

Then she finally withdrew and lifted her head up to me. My jizz was dipping down the sides of her mouth, white and thick. She wasted no time in kissing me on the mouth, the salty taste of my jizz mingling with her smoky breath, and the flavor of her peach lipstick gloss. She maneuvered herself so she was sitting in my lap now, across my legs.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Jeff. Now mommy needs you to take care of her. But first I have a toy for you, for being so good.” I wondered what the hell that could be. She reached into her Gucci bag and pulled out a silicone ring, which she slipped over my semi-erect cock. I was amazed at how hard I became again. I saw videos of this being used by the trans woman in the video.

She hopped onto the bed, and lie down with her knees bent and her legs spread apart. I didn’t have to be told anything at this point. I placed my face between her legs, inches away from her glistening pussy; the lips red and swollen. The height of arousal.

“Mommy needs her good boy to give her some pleasure, and for that she will reward you more!” I placed my tongue against her clit, pushing away the hood and touching it - a hard little knob. “I want you to play with ‘the little girl in the boat,’” which is what she called her clit. She kept her hair short, but the soft, springy texture of it felt good against my face; the musky odor turning me on more; juices flowing around my tongue.

I made circles with my tongue, and she gasped, grabbing onto my long hair. Now I licked down the entire length of her sopping pussy, tasting the tangy wetness, and pushing through to the opening, entering it.

She bucked her hips higher to give me better entrance and I went in as far as I could. She shuddered and squirted, maybe her third orgasm. “Now mommy wants you inside of her, to give her pleasure,” she continued, gasping in the third person.

I was just about to get on my elbows, but she flipped over suddenly and had her butt facing me. “I want you to fuck the hell out of my pussy like a good boy, okay Jeff?”

I said nothing and got on my knees behind her and slid right into that silky goodness. She was tight, and I was almost ready to come again after emptying myself in her mouth. She moved her hips up to me to meet my thrusts. I pounded away until I couldn’t take it anymore and I grunted with pure pleasure and came inside of her; my cock surrounded by the warmth of my own jizz and her wetness.

The ring kept me hard and I kept going, feeling more wetness, as she came also, again and again. I was charged and aroused beyond what I thought was possible. From all the stories my friends told me about their first times, I knew I was way past theirs. Amber was very experienced, and was the perfect teacher. Our little game turned me on.

We lie next to each other on my bed, and she lit up a cigarette. She offered me one and said, “Mommy wants you to try one, and see if you like it. I promise you’ll enjoy our games more.” She lit up, took a deep drag, exhaled, and said, “it’s so pleasant. It would please mommy a lot.” I had smoked pot before in high school and a little weed in college, so I was used to smoking.

I took a cigarette from Amber, and we both stayed in bed for a little while longer before she had to get up and go to work. She had dressed up just to excite me, and I think we would have done what we did even if I wasn’t watching the video.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

____________________________________

__________________

Such a Slut!


Acouple of weeks passed by since that incredible first encounter in my room, and intersession was over, and I was back to the spring semester of my freshman year. My father was none the wiser and Amber never mentioned what her activities were with my dad. I was a little uncomfortable hearing about it. TMI!

A new pattern had started shortly after that morning. Sometimes at night I would be awakened by Amber coming into my room, and fondling my cock. I would become erect immediately, and I felt her warm lips licking and suckling my cock to life. Sometimes it would be a quick blowjob and she’d leave my room. Other times she just wanted to be fucked. I gladly obliged.

She was careful not to let my father know anything. I told myself that I wasn’t hurting my father, because Amber and him had a different relationship than we did, and she wasn’t going anyplace.

My father’s business sometimes took him on trips across the country to visit clients for his auto parts business which dealt with luxury cars. The parts were hard to come by, and my father stepped in with dealers all over the US. Even though he was in his late seventies, he kept himself in pretty good shape and had no plans to retire any time soon.

He announced one morning at breakfast that he would be leaving this weekend for a two week trip to California and Kansas City. When my dad’s head was turned Amber shot me a little smile. That night she came into my room like she usually did, but she had something to tell me.

“Jeff, we’re going to play a new game, and I think it’s something you’ll enjoy.” There was a silence, and I asked, “Okay Amber . .” she corrected me quickly, “Call me mommy.”

“Okay mommy, what is it?”

“That’s better darling,” and she kissed me deeply on the lips.

“Mommy has always wanted a teenage girl to love and do things with.” I stiffened a bit.

“I see how you look, and you’re very handsome. You also have a nice body, and I think you’d make a very pretty girl, just like the ones in those videos you like to watch. I want you to be a smoking, whorish, bratty daughter that mommy has to discipline. Would you like to play with me? I think it will be lots of fun! I’ll even give you a pretty name. How does Lynn sound?”

I was stunned. She was into crossdressing men, or transgendered women. I’m pretty sure it was the latter. So smoking and cross dressing played a big role in her sex fantasies, as I was about to find out.

“Uh, it sounds . . . uh, interesting Amb . . . uh, mommy. What do I have to do?”

“Well, it’s very simple honey,” she said. “We’re going to go shopping, and I’ll pick out some very sexy outfits for you.” She looked me over closely. “I think we’re about the same build and size, so it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Then she took out her iPhone and showed me a group where guys who wanted to cross dress could go, and dress and form “new relationships” with like-minded individuals. “So you see Jeff, it isn’t that strange after all. You just have to know where to look.”

It sounded reasonable to me. Then she said, “But fortunately for you Jeff, you have a hot woman who wants to play ‘dress-up’ with you, and you don’t even have to leave your house!”

So after my dad left on Saturday morning, Amber and I went shopping. I wasn’t embarrassed at all because I had Amber with me.

******

She picked out the sluttiest, sexiest clothes right down to the lingerie which she paid a fortune for at Victoria’s Secret. I had a boner during the whole selection process, and right in the middle of Victoria’s Secret, when the salesgirl wasn’t looking, she squeezed my cock playfully and shot me a smirk.

She bought black sheer laced nylon pantyhose with a frilled top that would go over my knees, a garter belt with straps for the pantyhose, a matching satin thong, several satin blouses, a blue light denim miniskirt, and even high heels. We even stopped off for makeup supplies which I think I may have known more about than her from all the YOUTUBE videos I watched.

The most expensive item was a wig, which matched Amber’s hair color. I had brown eyes, so it looked good. When we got back home, Amber decided that I needed to shave all my body hair off, so she took me into the bathroom and made me get into the shower. Thankfully, she spared my eyebrows.

“You’re looking very nice, Lynn! You will make mommy very happy. Now, let’s get you dressed!” First, we had to eat, so we ordered in pizza. It gave me a little time to decompress, and Amber poured us both a glass of red wine to “set the mood.”

She took out a cigarette for each of us, and we sat at the table smoking. “Now let’s plan our little game.”

Immediately, I got very hard, thinking of all the clothes laid out upstairs, how they would feel, and what game we would play.

“Now,” she said. “You will be my slutty teenage daughter and I will catch you smoking a cigarette in your bedroom, and well, naturally, how would I punish a fifteen year old bratty daughter I caught smoking??”

“I’ll leave it to you to decide Amber.” She came over and kissed me. “What a good girl you are! Mommy is so proud of you! Remember, mommy knows best.”

I got dressed very slowly and deliberately, with  Amber watching intently. The first to go on were the panties, and Amber’s eyes were glued on me to see just how I would react. They felt indescribable going over my newly shaved legs and up my thighs. They went right over my waist, wrapping my hard cock up in cool, black satin, with a string going through my butt cheeks.

The pantyhose were black, sheer, nylon, and stretched. They fit just right. Next came the garter with the straps. Amber was quick to jump out of the chair, saying excitedly, “I must have you put the wig on now, Jeff, er, I mean Lynn honey.”

There was a cap that came with the wig. After I had the wig on securely, Amber took me into the bathroom and applied the makeup - foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara. My eye lashes were kind of thick, so false eyelashes I didn’t need. But what I did need were the fake painted nails. She applied those expertly. I looked at myself in the mirror now, with the lingerie, makeup, and wig on.

Amber was amused as I looked at myself in the mirror; ‘seducing myself,’ by licking my lips, and winking, and rubbing my hands over my body, looking at myself sideways. Damn! Not only could I pass as a woman, but as a very HOT woman. I loved it - all my fetishes were coming true. I went from a zero, a dud as a guy, to a ten as a woman in forty minutes!

The bra was interesting. Because I had some fat on my chest, the bra pulled the skin together, and it gave off the illusion of having breasts that were pretty decent.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________________________

____________

Fun and Games!


Amber loved what she saw, walking around me and admiring her work. “Now pick out whatever blouse you want. Remember, you’re a teenage slut, a fifteen year old hooker in training, ok?”

“Yes mommy,” I said very obediently. There were three blouses to choose from. I liked the sky blue satin long sleeve the best. I had a choice of three miniskirts. I chose the light denim with the polyvinyl belt. Now the fully dressed “Lynn” was open for business. Amber was standing behind me, placing her chin on my shoulder admiring me. I opened my mouth as if to say something, then stopped.

“What is it honey? Did you want to tell mommy something?”

“Yes, mommy. Do you think we could go out together sometime together all dressed up? I’d really like that. Maybe we could pick up guys together?”

“What a wonderful idea Lynn! Yes, of course we can. Maybe one night next week if you don’t have any studying to do, that is.”

I felt so fucking horny all dressed up. Like, I really wanted to suck a cock - that’s how slutty I felt. Since I didn’t have a cock here, I would have to let Lynn fuck me with her strap-on. Maybe she had one in a smaller size? I would worry about that later.

Amber then gave me a present. A Gucci handbag of my own, with gold lettering on it. It must have cost a fortune. Amber had no need to buy a knock-off; she could afford the real thing with dad’s money at her disposal. Inside it was a leather wallet with my own credit cards! There was also a complete makeup case, a leather cigarette case for 120mm cigarettes like Virginia Slims, another little bag for change and odds and ends. I was total femme!

“Now here’s what we’ll do honey,” she said. I’ll leave you in the bedroom, and you can put some music on. Then you can light up a cig, and I’ll come upstairs and bust in on you!” I was loving it and had the biggest erection of my life!

******

So it sounds crazy, but I really wanted to fuck myself! When Amber wasn’t around, I wanted to dress up and masturbate in front of the mirror looking like the biggest slut whore on Long Island. A few weeks back she introduced me to butt plugs.

I’d seen plenty of them in the videos I watched, but didn’t have any personal experience with them. But now I had. I was already up to the medium size of the five she gave me.

I loved to scrunch my butt cheeks together and feel that nice tingling feeling that made my cock hard. I was even able to jerk off with it, just touching my cock the bare minimum. I imagined it close to coming like a real woman.

I walked into the bedroom, sat on the bed, and had Alexa turn on some music. Looking in the mirror above my dresser, I held up my handbag, and there was a little bottle of perfume in that small bag I mentioned earlier. I sprayed just a little bit on - for further arousal. I pulled out the leather cigarette case and opened my new celebratory pack of Virginia Slims 120s.

For the first time, I saw a smoking slut looking back at me through the mirror. I dangled the cigarette from the corner of my mouth and lit up. By this point I had a nice nicotine addiction going, and Amber was right - it was the best thing to smoke after sex.

I stood there, puffing, and turning and looking at myself, as my body moved to the music. I reached into my denim skirt, and pulled my cock out from under the thong, rubbing it on the cool, silky polyester lining of the skirt, with my cigarette dangling from my lips. I heard Amber coming up the stairs.

I hear her calling out “Lynn, are you in your room dear? I came home early from work today. Mommy wants to talk to you, okay?” Then the door swung open, and Amber had a look of shock and disbelief on her face.

“What are you doing young lady!!!??? Smoking??? And what is it with all that whorish makeup you’re wearing???”

“I didn’t expect you home so early mommy! But yes, I’m a smoker. All the boys think it’s cool, and they love girls who smoke! They even say we give the best blow jobs!”

“Blow jobs??? But you’re only fifteen Lynn! You look like a, like a . . . oh my God! A hooker!!”

“But mommy, I can’t help it, please understand! I’m hooked on smoking, and it just makes me want to fuck every guy in school! Anyway, I want to be just like you!”

“And what am I like, Lynn?? Do you think your mother is a slut???”

“Well, I don’t know. I mean you’re very sexy and all I’ve ever wanted was to be like you mommy. Please understand.”

“Ok dear,” Amber said, pointing a finger at me parentally. I’ll allow you to smoke, but only around me and in front of me - no smoking behind my back - understand?”

“Yes mommy. Can you teach me how to do it with guys??? Please?”

“Ok Lynn, mommy’s had a long day, and I need a cigarette too. I see you smoke my brand. Please be a good girl and give me one.”

“Sure mommy, thank you for understanding, and  . . . here,” I handed Amber a cigarette and she lit herself up from the tip of mine.

“Now, Lynn, mommy still has to punish you, so, I want you to lick mommy’s pussy out like a good little slut. You did say that you wanted to be a slut like me, didn’t you?”

“Yes Mommy, I did.” I watched Amber as she slowly unbuttoned her white satin blouse, leaving it on. Of course there was no bra underneath it, and her nipples were sticking up through the material. I held my cigarette with one hand, and I was grabbing my cock with the other hand, stroking it. I was also scrunching my butt cheeks, letting the plug do its work. Coming prematurely was the last thing I wanted to do.

Amber shimmied out of her black satin skirt, and was wearing no panties underneath. I was amazed to see that she was glistening, and I hadn’t even touched her yet.

She sat herself down in the chair and opened her legs wide, then reached into her bag and tossed me a cock-ring. “Remember Lynn, good little tranny slut hoes always carry cock rings, and wear butt plugs in their asses.”

“Yes mommy.”

“Now get to work!” She said, staying in character.

I got on my knees and bent over sending my tongue to work on her clit. I took a last drag on my cigarette and handed it to Amber, blowing the smoke all over her pussy.

She was moving around and moaning, and I was an expert by this time, moving my tongue in perfect circle, making Amber crazy. I bent in further and put my whole mouth on her pussy, licking up and down, all the way down to her ass.

She picked her hips up more, so I could get my tongue to move around her puckered, cherry asshole, and it made her squirt all over my face. I was covered in her woman. I loved eating out amber. I was close to cumming myself, the cock ring and butt plug, making it an urgency.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________

___________

New Tricks

Let’s go the bed dear, mommy has more punishment for you,” Amber said. She lie on her back, knees bent, and her hips raised. I continued what I had started on the chair. She was sopping wet now. I played with her clit some more and with my fingers, played with her nipples. I shimmied out of my denim skirt and kicked it to the floor.

“Mommy needs a good fucking dear with your gurl cock now!” she commanded.

“Yes mommy, of course. Anything you say.” She got on her hands and knees, and we did it doggy style. That was our favorite position.

I was as hard as a rock, and she was slicker than black ice, so I had no trouble. I slid in easily, and she gyrated her hips in a circle around my cock, the ring at the base. I was thrusting very fast, and she bucked her ass and met me thrust for thrust. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I came deep inside her, like a cannon. I continued my thrusts, and my cock was slick with a coating of my jizz and her juice.

She pulled off me, turned around and put my cock in her mouth. She sucked on me and looked me in the eyes, moving her head back and forth. My jizz was dribbling down the sides of her mouth onto her chin. I squeezed my butt cheeks together, and the sucking continued. I came again from all the stimulation.

She pulled off me, and both of us were on our knees now facing each other. We kissed, and I tasted her pussy and my jizz in my mouth. I felt I could keep going for as long as she wanted it. We pulled apart. “Mommy has some real punishment now for you Lynn, you little tranny slut!”

Lynn got off the bed and went into her bedroom. When she came back into my bedroom she was wearing a belt with a strap-on dildo; the monster size, nine inches of silicone cock. I removed the butt plug, and Amber had a jar of coconut oil at the ready, and began smearing it over my ass.

I got on my knees, this time I was in front, facing the head of the bed. She played with the toy over the opening to my asshole, bumping me with it gently, and then I gasped; she thrust it all at once deep inside me. I could feel it tearing at my insides. The mix of pain and pleasure was incredible.

She continued in and out, in and out. “How does it feel to be a real cum slut, Lynn dear. Would you like to suck on a real cock?”

“Yesssss mommy, . . . I would!” I gasped. She held it in deep, all nine inches inside me, and I grabbed hold of my cock and started stroking it. Before I knew what was happening, I felt a warmth rush through my insides, and I shot a load onto the towel that covered the pillow. She pulled out of me slowly, making me grateful for her introducing me to the butt plugs.

We turned facing each other and kissed.

“You’ve been a good girl Lynn, I think you’ve learned a good lesson today, and we have two whole weeks to improve. Soon, we’ll be taking real cocks home to play with!”

“I hope so mommy, I can hardly wait!”

❤️❤️❤️


CUCKOLD’S REVENGE!

A Transgender, MILF, Hot Wife, & First Time Forced Feminization Tale
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Chapter One

________________________________

_________________

Jasmine


My name is Jasmine and I’m not exactly what you would call a “model wife.” I have been know to “stray” shall we say from time to time. I’ll admit it to you, I’m a sex addict. I even went to “Sex-Seekers Anonymous,” some quack group out in Arizona on a ranch upon the advice of our totally inept, quack marriage counselor. At the “Sex-Seekers Anonymous” ranch - I slept with just about every guy there. Nothing emotional, purely physical.

Oh! I’m also a very good looking woman; some would use the word “stunning,” a “tall drink of water” some would say. I’m a blonde, 34 years old, five-feet, eight-inches tall; long hair, great tits, shapely ass, and a libido higher than the Freedom Tower.

My husband forced me to go to the Arizona thing, or else he said he would divorce me, which is a joke because I have a career as a successful realtor, and sell in an exclusive area with some pretty nice houses on the North Shore of Long Island. I am also the primary breadwinner of the family, and Freddie has a shitty job stocking shelves at Walmart. The house is in my name and Freddie knows that if he tries to leave me he would be cut off without a red cent.

I’m not all bad (but pretty damn close to it!) and I don’t want him to feel like a total loser, which is why I let some time go between hookups, which I know enrage him and do irreparable damage to his self-esteem - which I really do enjoy!

I’ll do anything with substance between his legs. I’ve done the lawn maintenance crew, which was hysterical considering I don’t speak a word of Spanish - but I learned some words! I’ve done our family internist, my neighbor’s husband Rick, whose wife Gina, happens to be my best friend; and even our dentist!

My husband is at his wits end, short of killing himself. But Freddy is a dear, sweet man. Sometimes I feel guilty about my behavior, but most of the time tormenting him thrills me.

I went to the ranch in Arizona because I wanted to - not because Fred wanted me to. He thought he was sending me there for rehab, but I knew I was going there to “hone my skills” so to speak, and fuck my brains out there; which of course I did.

I suppose that’s why Freddie doesn’t stray - because he knows I don’t get emotionally involved. He was so exasperated by my behavior that last week, he threw his hands up and said, “just don’t bring any diseases home!” What a pisser that was. I couldn’t stop laughing for hours.

Another thing about my relationship with Freddie is that I do throw him the occasional bone now and then. He likes it “kinky” which can mean different things to different people.

My favorite is the “Wedding Crasher’s” movie, where we’ll be out to dinner somewhere with another couple or two, and I’ll reach under the table and grab his cock after putting some lotion on my hands.

I’ll make him come, and just rub the jizz into my hands like it’s lotion. I know, GROSS!! Right? Or we’ll be driving somewhere, and I’ll make him pull the car over and suck his cock in a TARGET parking lot on a Saturday afternoon. I’ll make him come on my face, and then have him kiss me and lick his own jizz off my face. Yes, I do love risqué behaviors.

Then we go shop like nothing’s happened! So Freddie has learned to accept that he married a wild, out of control, and dominant total slut. I know he’s not happy with me, but he knows I control the purse strings, and frankly, I enjoy keeping him under the heel of my boot. I crave the total control I have over his life.

******

One day I had a terrific idea that I got from an e-book. (I LOVE reading dirty e-books during some downtime in the office on my iPhone!) This woman who dominated her husband decided one day that it wold be fun to feminize him and make him “do things!”

Ooooooh, how delicious that sounded. I’ve always wanted to fuck a man while he’s  dressed like a woman. They are tough to find, and for safety reasons, I don’t trust the online sites.

My job does have some nice “perks.” I love doing open houses in my real estate job, especially if the husband comes alone. So, if he does, you guessed it – I’ll fuck him six ways to Sunday.

I came home first, threw my heels off, lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette, and poured myself a glass of red wine, and curled up on the couch, pondering my next move. I put the TV on, relaxed a bit from the wine, and Freddy came home about six o’clock.

“Hi Jasmine, how was your day.”

“Great Freddy, I sold a two point five million dollar home today, so I guess you could call it a success. How was yours?” I said with as much sarcasm as I could muster. “Break any bottles of shampoo??” I said and laughed.

He had that hang dog expression on his face – as usual. “Freddy, what are you making for dinner?” I asked him. Aren’t I a bitch! He does the cooking and the laundry. I love to see him do that, and handle my panties with another man’s jizz on them!

“Umm, I thought I’d make chicken breasts in the air fryer, with frozen vegetables.”

“Again??? Can’t you be just a little more creative? I’m starting to lose my patience with you! Would you like me to bring some new guy home to fuck while I force you to watch from the closet with a cage on your cock?”

“No Jasmine, I’m sorry, but we need to go shopping.”

“No, you mean you need to go shopping. I’m on my feet all day in my high heels showing houses. Don’t you understand how painful that is?”

“Forget it,” I said. I’m going to order in some Chinese takeout from the new place in the Target mall. I saw the hangdog expression on Freddie’s face, and I was thinking that now would be a good time to throw him a bone.

I can’t stand to see him moping around the house all night. So tomorrow night I could take him out to dinner at a swanky restaurant with my best friend and her husband Rick from next door, and do Freddie or him under the table – whoever is closest to me. Barbara, my best friend is a good girl, but I don’t know how friendly she’d be if she knew I was banging her husband Rick as much as I do.

So, if you looked up the word cuckold online, you would probably see Freddie’s picture there.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________________________________

_______________

Dress Up


After dinner, with Freddie cleaning up and putting the dishes away, I called him over to my place on the couch. It was time to spring my idea on him. “Fred, come over please, I’d like to talk to you before I go out tonight.”

“Sure Jasmine, what’s up?” I patted the couch next to me.

“Come here, sit, sit,” like I was talking to a trained Cocker Spaniel.

Fred sat down next to me, a look of trepidation on his face about what might be coming his way.

“I’ve been thinking of a way to ‘spice up’ our domestic situation a bit.”

“Oh, and how were you thinking of doing that, exactly?” he asked, obviously scared.

“Well, a big fantasy of mine is to have you get dressed as a woman, and then I would fuck you, suck you and do other wonderful things with you. Now how does that sound?” Truth is, I didn’t really care one way or another how he felt about it, I just knew it would happen one way or another.

“No way Jasmine! I have to draw the line here; there are just some things I will not do.”

“So you’re saying that you would feel humiliated, right?”

“Yes, exactly,” he said.

“So how about this: I bring other men to the house and fuck them while I make you sit there in the bedroom and watch. Is that humiliating enough for you? You pick which way you want it,” I said with a smirk on my face. A long silence ensued. I knew that I would get my way; it just might take some time for this to sink in.

Finally, he said, “Okay . . . I’ll do it. But I refuse to go out in public - dressed that is.”

“Freddie, Freddie, I didn’t even think about that one. But now that you mentioned it, it could actually be fun, but don’t worry; I wasn’t thinking of that for now.”

“Stand up Fred.”

When he stood up I looked my husband over carefully, deciding on what type of clothing and accessories I would buy for him to try on. He was six-feet tall, a “firm build,” not too muscular, not flabby, and he had rather long and skinny legs. He could actually be made to look “hot.”

******

So on Saturday I went shopping for all the accessories I would be having fun with. I would have Fred try everything on that night. I had fun shopping for all the things I would need to make Freddy look like the cum-slut I wanted him to be. I even splurged a bit and went to Victoria’s Secret. If I was going to do this thing, I wanted to do it right! After dinner, Freddie did the dishes and I called out to him.

“Okay Freddie, follow me to the bedroom; it’s time to make you into the new you!” I said with glee. I wanted him as slutty and whorish as possible. “From now on Freddie, you don’t have a cock, you have a G U R L cock,” I said spelling it out. “And, you have a boy pussy. Can you guess what that is?” I said, stifling a laugh. Freddie was too embarrassed to answer me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

______________

Fred


Ifollowed Jasmine into the bedroom. On top of the bed was a whole set of clothing laid out. It was the most humiliating experience of my life, but what choice did I have? The monster controlled my life and surpassed me financially, and with her cunning.

There was a very short blue denim skirt on top of the bed, a white, satin long sleeve blouse, a long, auburn, red copper wig with a part in the center, and wavy ends, and three-inch black high heel shoes. What caught my eye right away was a four-piece satin lingerie set that consisted of a pink thong, with a girly bow in the front, with the string going through my ass crack, and matching sheer pink nylon panty hose with a laced top that went to mid-thigh level, and straps that attached to a matching color garter belt. The final humiliation was the pink-laced bra. There was enough fat on my chest that when I wore it, it would pull it together so it would appear I had cleavage.

She studied me, and the first thing that came out of her mouth as she looked at me standing naked before her wearing only my boxer shorts. “Oh no, no; this won’t do at all. Come into the bathroom Fred, I need to shave your legs,” and then laughing heartily, “and your crotch!”

She took out a razor, women’s shaving cream, and opened the shower door. I sat on the toilet seat with a towel under my bare feet. She hummed while she shaved me; clearly enjoying herself.

******

After she shaved me and I showered, I dried off and we went back into the bedroom. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was glad that she didn’t shave my eyebrows. They were thin anyway, so I was grateful for that at least. How would I ever be able to go to work with shaved eyebrows?

“Let’s get to work now and have some fun!” she said with glee, at the rush she must have gotten for total control.

There was a makeup case in the bathroom which I noticed on my way out. That would be for after she dressed me. “Here, Freddie, put these on,” she said as she threw the lingerie ensemble at me.

As I held the panties in my hand, my fingertips rolling the fabric between them, it felt nice. Then I stepped into each side of the skimpy thin and pulled them up my legs. A weird thing happened as I centered it over my cock and balls. I started to get an erection! I was . . . holy shit, enjoying the feeling.

Jasmine saw it and was NOT pleased. “Oh no, no, no, that won’t do at all,” she said pointing to my hard cock. She went back into the bathroom and came back holding onto the cock-cage.

“Here,” she said sternly. “Put this on your cock and balls. Shove your junk in there. I don’t want you feeling any pleasure unless I say you can - understand?”

“Yes,” I said, my head down. “Sorry.”

It was painful as my semi-hard cock shoved itself up against the plastic mesh. There was a small, gold padlock on the front and Jasmine held the key. Next was the makeup, and Jasmine was very skilled and careful with its application. She wanted to make me into a cheap, gas station, truck stop whore; but to think she went through all this trouble just to use me at home was hard to believe. But if not just for home, then where else?

She lit a cigarette and stood back looking at me in the bathroom admiring her work. Next was the placement and brushing out of the wig. It was hot, I had to admit. She put it on me with the cap. This sucker was on to stay.

She put on deep blue eye shadow, mascara, thick, false eyelashes, fake cherry-painted nails; filled in some missing parts of my eyebrow with a pencil, and applied slutty cherry red glossy lipstick. When I finally looked at my full frontal profile in the bedroom mirror, I was stunned by my appearance, but more than that, I felt my cock straining against the cage.

I didn’t want Jasmine to know how much I really enjoyed it. Wheels were turning in my head: How could I use my new appearance to my advantage? That would have to play out, but damn! I was so fucking horny. If Jasmine was expecting the ride of her life, then that is exactly what she would get.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________

_____________

The Test Run


Wow, Freddie, just looking at you is really making me want it - bad,” Jasmine said. All my married life, I thought Jasmine was straight. This was a side of her I never knew about - the willingness to have sex with a man, in this case, me, while dressed up as a woman. Like I said, the biggest surprise was how much I enjoyed it, I didn’t ask, nor did I care about her motivations.

“You know Freddie, your name will not do at all. This is fun. Now what shall we call you??”

I knew right away without a moment’s hesitation, the name perhaps more fitting than Jasmine realized. “I think I’d like to be called ‘Destiny.’”

“Humm, Destiny . . . It sounds nice. I think it suits you,” she laughed. “Because this is your destiny - to be treated like a slut-whore that I’m turning you into - oh yes I am!” What she meant by that sent shivers down my spine. I told myself to keep an open mind and things would work out just fine.

She took a deep, sexy, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke in my face. “You know Destiny”, calling me by my cross-dressed name for the first time; “you will absolutely have to smoke. I mean, that’s what all the slutty whores I’ve thought about do. I mean, look at me!” and she laughed hysterically, like a cackling hyena.

“Now here,” she said. “Light up,” handing me one of her long, Virginia Slims. You won’t be my type of slut unless you smoke, and you know what will happen if you don’t please me. That was scary, so I did. I used to smoke in college, so I was able to smoke without choking. I could always quit later; when this façade was over . . . if I wanted it to be over, which I wasn’t sure if I did or not. That would somehow be my ace in the hole.

Funny, the smoking even made me hornier. I wanted to fuck her blind now; maybe out of anger too, which would make it most enjoyable for me.

******

She pulled me by the hand into the bedroom, opening my blouse, and fondling the sides of my chest, digging in with her fingernails. My cock was itching to get out of the cage. I tried to ignore the pain it gave me. I would have expected Jasmine to use barbed wire instead of plastic, so I suppose I was lucky. She left the bra on me, maybe to keep the illusion alive of what I suspected were her latent bisexual tendencies.

Then she undid the wide vinyl belt she had given me, plus the snaps on my denim skirt. She fondled my cock through the cage, giving me a “Midnight Express” experience for those who knew the movie. Mercifully, she stepped away and held out the key to me, dangling it in front of my face.

“I think you’re dying to have this little birdie cage opened, am I right, ‘Destiny?’”

“Yes Mistress Jasmine, please.”

“Mistress Jasmine, Mistress Jasmine,” she repeated. “How respectful of you Destiny. I like it. Since you’ve been such an obedient, good girl throughout this process, I think I will unlock the cage!” Then she did exactly that, throwing it on the floor next to the bed.

She dipped her hands in cocoa butter from a jar on the nightstand which I had never seen before. Then she placed her hands on my already hard cock, rubbing it in. It felt strange to have my pubic area and my balls shaved. It actually felt “freeing,” for lack of a better word. I could feel a bit of precum leaking out the tip of my cock.

Then, she got down on her knees in front of me and started sucking my cock, very slowly, teasing at first, just around the head, touching my tip with her tongue. She pulled off me and stood up with a smirk on my face. “I want a good thing to last, to have, shall I say, staying power Destiny,” she said.

Walking over to her nightstand on the other side of the bed, she pulled out a blue contraption that I knew from some of the X-rated sites I watched on YOUTUBE, to be a cock ring. It was tight as she smiled and put it around the base of my cock. I hoped it wouldn’t give me gangrene of the penis. How would I explain that to the ED personnel??

“I know you’re familiar with these Destiny,” she said with a knowing grin. “Did you really think you could keep your Internet browsing history a secret from me???” She was laughing. I must say you’re very creative with some of the things you’ve been watching.”

She placed the cock-ring all the way down to the base, and then told me to get on the bed and lie down. Mercifully, she resumed the excellent BJ. Now her whole mouth took me in. I’d estimate my cock-size at seven-inches; never actually measured it. She played with her tongue rolling around it, making “ummm” sounds as she did so.

Stopping to take a drag of her cigarette, she sucked on me while exhaling smoke all over my cock. Now this was something I had always known about myself - I had a very powerful smoking fetish, by watching some of the videos. But now it was happening to me.

She kept going, while at the same time grinding her legs on my thigh. She had her skirt off, and it was total pussy up against my thigh, up and down. I felt her getting wet; really turned on and sopping wet. She went faster and faster up and down, and she took playful nips on the shaft of my cock, while tightening her lips around it.

I could no longer control myself and I shot a huge wad of cum right into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She almost gagged; that’s how massive my cum was. She continued sucking on me, my cock being nice and slippery for her. Her eyes were misted over, and she looked at me, my jizz running down the corner of her lips. I felt a waterfall on my thigh, and I knew she came too.

She moved up me and kissed me hard on the mouth, sending her tongue to the back of my throat. I tasted the saltiness of my own jizz. The first time I ever did that with her.

“Destiny,” she said. “You were terrific. Now it’s your tun to eat my pussy,” and before I could answer her, she sat on my face, facing the foot of the bed. She dripped all over me, and I stuck my tongue out. She was spread out, leaning on her knees and elbows, hovering close to my face, as my tongue did a little dance around her.

I tasted her juices, and found her clit. She had a ring through  the hood, and I played with it a bit, gently pulling on it with my tongue and she let out a gasp. I lingered in the area and circled her clit with my tongue tip.

I painted the entire length of her pussy with my saliva, going right into her pussy with my tongue, and she dropped lower on my face to let me do so, gyrating her shapely hips as I did so. My tongue was like a mixing spoon in a bowl of cake batter.

She came again on my face, causing the mascara and eye shadow to run. She was like an insatiable machine. She enjoyed this so much more than before I dressed. Now I knew that I would never be able to touch her unless I was “Destiny.”

******

“Now I want you to fuck me,” she said in a warm, sultry voice. Without missing a beat, she turned over on me, straddling me doggy style. I got up on my knees, and she reached for the jar of cocoa butter. But why? I asked myself. She was already as wet as a lake. I got my answer right away.

“I want you to put your cock in my ass,” she said rather nonchalantly. I said nothing, I was overcome with curiosity as this was something I had never done before. She grabbed me by the shaft, (I was still hard from the cock ring) and placed the tip of my cock hovering over her asshole.

She moved backwards onto it, and I groaned with pleasure. She was so tight and delicious, and the cocoa butter made it go in smoothly. She was no stranger to this treatment I knew immediately - from the videos I had watched. Either she had been getting this sex from actual guys or from her massive dildo collection of all colors, shapes, and sizes.

I met her thrust for thrust, as she leaned on one arm. The other had was busy, urgently rubbing the pussy I had just licked; sticking her fingers in and out of her pussy - getting fucked twice.

The ring did its work, and I shot another load of cum deep into her ass, the warmth of it surrounding me, and leaking out down my shaft, and the insides of her thighs. Now, we were both spent.

She lit a cigarette and gave me one. “See, isn’t this good after what was, I must compliment you Destiny, amazing sex?”

“Yes it was really great Jasmine. I hope we can do this again.”

“Oh, so you like being dressed up, right? Well don’t get any ideas. You are permitted to be Destiny ONLY with me, got it?? I still control you as your mistress you know.”

“Of course Jasmine,” telling her what she wanted to hear. What I didn’t tell her was that I was thinking somehow of giving her a taste of her own medicine - somehow. My wheels were turning.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________________________

______________

Jackpot!


After we were done, Jasmine handed me some “gifts” from her bag of tricks in her nightstand. It was a bag of four assorted dildos of various shapes, colors, and sizes. All made of silicone - monster cocks, and small ones. There were also butt plugs thrown in for good measure.

“This is what I want you to do now Destiny,” she explained as if I was a school child. “I want you to always walk around with a butt plug in your ass, and I want you to train yourself with the different sizes. I want you to work your way up to the largest size. They may take some time getting used to, but I want you to do this. I have plans for you. You are to become a complete slut-shore. Understand?”

I was speechless, but also determined to somehow work this and turn it my way. “Yes, of course, Mistress Jasmine.” Well, if she wanted me to be a transgendered slut-whore, than that is exactly what I would become. I don’t know how I would feel about taking it from a guy, but somehow it just might work to my advantage.

******

On Monday when I went to work, as Freddie, of course, and she went off selling houses, and fucking God only knew who, I wore the biggest butt plug that was most comfortable. I found it to be uncomfortable at first - a sensation of “fullness,” but after a while I kind of liked it. It pressed on my “p-spot,” and gave me a sense of pleasure.

I had a hard-on most of the day, and I was really horny. When a guy gets horny from a butt plug, there is only one thing he thinks about, and it isn’t pussy! I accepted this, as my journey.

I said to myself, “what’s good for the goose is good for the gander. What I meant by that; I wasn’t sure. My life was to take a turn for the better; actually for the excellent later that week.

I didn’t have to be at work Wednesday until one o’clock in the afternoon, which meant I got to stay home and take the mail in. I was with mixed feelings about what Jasmine was doing to be, but remaining optimistic that things would change for the better.

About eleven o’clock, I heard the doorbell. Our mailman, Frank rang the doorbell. “Mr. Gilberti,” Frank said, presenting a brown paper thick envelope, with a return receipt signature card on it. It was from a law firm in Buffalo. Who could this be from? I had no idea, but I did know that my late father’s estranged brother lived up there and was quite well off. I’m talking billionaire here.

I signed the card and thanked Frank, hurried into the kitchen, and grabbed a letter opener from the draw. I opened it carefully and saw the fancy writing on the letterhead. This was no country law firm; these guys were the real deal. I almost fainted and had to have a cigarette. By now, I was smoking my own Virginia Slims.

Inside the envelope was a letter informing me that my Uncle Jack had passed away and was leaving me - hold on . . . was I hallucinating??? No, this can’t be! He was leaving me fifty-per cent of his entire fortune: Ten BILLION dollars!!!!!! My cousin Sophie had a family of her own - two kids, a boy and a girl, and her husband Mark. They got the rest of the money - and the five acre estate in the suburbs of Buffalo.

My relationship with my Uncle Jack was full of pleasant memories - sailing on his yacht on Lake Erie during summers with him and my cousins, hunting on his vast country estate, flying across the country on his private jet. Even after the falling out with my father, Uncle Jack was always kind to me.

He didn’t let the disagreement between himself, and my father (which was my father’s fault and derived from jealousy) get in the way of the good relationship I had with him. During my college years at Syracuse, I often visited him, without telling my father anything.

My hands were trembling. The letter asked me to call the firm as soon as possible. The letter mentioned nothing about Jasmine, of which I was glad. She would not get a penny from me. Uncle Jack knew my marriage was shit and that Jasmine was a  cuckolding slut. He even offered me the best lawyers if ever I wanted out.

Of course, I never revealed Uncle Jack’s true status to her. To Jasmine, Uncle Jack was a country bumpkin who lived upstate with nothing. He was a man of great humility, and came to my wedding with no fanfare at all. He and Sophie and her family were the only family I had. All of them were aware of my sick marital situation and didn’t want Jasmine to get any ideas.

Naturally the first thing I did was quit my shit job at Walmart - right then and there, without even getting up from the kitchen table. Next I had a slew of phone calls to make; to my bank, my cousins, the law firm. I had to fly up to Buffalo Thursday for the wake and the funeral; by private jet, of course, which would be waiting for me at Teterboro airport. I knew Jasmine wouldn’t go with me. She would rather stay at home, and bring the flavor of the week into the house to fuck.

I would set myself up nicely, and then a very devious thought crossed my mind of all the things I would do with this fantastic, unbelievable fortune. First, I would buy that real estate firm she worked at and possibly fire her. Now the tables would certainly turn! I sat at the table staring at the letter for at least an hour. It was beyond unfathomable to me the luck that crossed my way!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

________________________________

______________

Maneuvers and a Discovery


My head was swimming with everything. I called my cousin Sophie as soon as I calmed down, and we had a nice talk. She took away a lot of the fear I was feeling, and helped me to adjust to my world changing for the better. We were always close, and I got along with Mark very well.

When Jasmine came hold I told her about my Uncle jack and said I’d be flying up for the funeral on Thursday and be back on Sunday night. The first thing out of her mouth was, “I hope you’re not thinking of asking for money to go to that loser of an uncle’s funeral are you? Even your father hated him.”

“No, my cousin Sophie is paying for me to fly up there - you don’t have to worry about a thing,” I said.

“Well, just make sure you’re home Sunday night. There’s a lot of stuff that needs doing around the house, and I expect all of it to be done!”

“Of course, Jasmine.”

“Good. I guess this means I can ‘entertain’ this weekend. While you’re away, I want you to think of all the men, and maybe even some women that will be here doing unmentionable things with me!” and she laughed her harpy-like hysterical laugh.

******

I was seething, but all of that would change. I got an idea just then that could only help me. I had my cousin Sophie to thank for it. Sophie gave me the number of a private detective that my Uncle Jack had used from time to time to spy on people; industrial espionage - that sort of thing. The guy was a former CIA field agent. I would have expected nothing less from my uncle.

His instructions were to stake out my house this weekend and spy on any “visitors” my wife would have over. The pictures and yes, even voice recordings, would come in handy when I decided to crush her world. When Jasmine went to work on Wednesday, he planted microphones and cameras in the bedroom, and other key places in the house. That night, he even placed a tracker on her car and cell phone. Things were definitely in motion.

******

In Buffalo, the funeral and the aftermath were sad and brought back fond childhood memories. It was a small, private affair, and I spent all of Saturday arranging all the financial and legal matters, and I retained a financial advisor whom my uncle had trusted for many years. He helped me with the paperwork, and my own real estate transaction which was to commence immediately on my way home. Of course, I mentioned nothing to my cousin about my new “lifestyle change;” becoming ‘Destiny,’ which I had now decided to embrace fully and use to my advantage.

I called Jasmine on Saturday night, of course getting her voicemail and I left a message that I wouldn’t be coming home until Wednesday, and of course, it infuriated her. But it was nothing compared to what would happen soon.

My financial advisor, Murray Thornton, bought my wife’s real estate agency at TWICE the value, which was really nothing compared to the return I would get from it, being the silent owner. I had no intention of getting involved in the day to day operations of it - that was Murray’s job.

The private detective called me on Monday night. I was staying at my uncle’s estate. All this was happening so fast, my head was spinning, and I had a super migraine. He told me that my wife had indeed several men come over to the house over the weekend, and the biggest shocker to me, was that one of them was Rick, my next door neighbor, and whose wife, Gina, was my wife’s best friend. I really liked Gina, and I felt sorry for her. As for my plans for Rick . . .

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

________________________________

______________

Ownership has Advantages


Now that I had money, I bought my own woman’s ensemble and, with Murray’s help, I bought a modest condo on Long Island, not too far from the house I lived in with Jasmine. The first thing I would need to take care of was the “Rick situation.” I knew just what to do.

As soon as I got home Wednesday evening, Jasmine was on the living room couch, sulking. She barely gave me any attention which was unusual. Normally she’d be screaming about something. I knew exactly what was bothering her.

“Hello Jasmine,” I said. “Do I get a welcome home kiss?”

“I don’t feel like fucking you tonight, or dressing you up as Destiny. How’s that for a welcome home?” I was smiling to myself.

“Why what’s wrong I asked innocently.”

“Some fucker, or conglomerate, I’m not sure who, bought our company and fired the top executives at the main office. Everyone’s job is on the line. We just found out today. Our manager was fired, and some asshole took over.”

“Oh really,” I said, feigning ignorance. “But your job is secure, right?”

She raised her voice and spoke to me like I was a five-year old. “Were you even listening to me numbnuts?” she said, angrily.

“I wouldn’t really worry about it, “ I said. “You’re one of their top earners. They won’t touch you. I’m sure.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, says the moron who stocks shelves at Walmart!” I loved it.

“The name of the parent company is now - get this: ‘Destiny Land Holdings, LLC’ with a Bahamas address.” That was my idea. It had a nice ring to it, I thought, smiling.

Later that night, after she went to sleep, angry over her work situation, and quite confused, I was in the den watching the videos that came from the private dick. Rick was the only one who came over - repeatedly, on Friday and Saturday nights. He fucked her blindly, for hours.

I wasn’t even jealous. I thought that tomorrow after I “left for work,” (she didn’t know I quit my job at Walmart), I went to my new condo, completely furnished of course, and got dressed up like Destiny with the help of a fashion designer and an expert cosmetologist.

I even had a prescription filled for colored contacts - emerald green, which matched my wig and eye shadow. I also wore a satin gaff, which took care of my bulge, because I had a huge erection. My destination was Rick’s place of work - the local cable company, where he was an engineer. I sat in a rented luxury BMW in the parking lot and waited for him to come out.

******

The last few days, I practiced walking in my high heels, which I must admit, I became pretty good at. About five-fifteen, I saw Rick come out of the building and walk to his car. I was wearing the short denim skirt and the blouse I got from Jasmine.

Rick got into his car, and I knocked on the driver side window. He looked puzzled and rolled down the window. “Can I help you?” he said, bushy eyebrows raised. In my feminine voice which he didn’t recognize, I said, “Hi Rick, may I come in?” Being the major horn dog that he was, he said, smirking, “Sure honey, whatever you want.”

I got in the car, and the first thing the bastard did was check out my legs. I loved it, and my gurl cock was stiffer than a flag on the Fourth. “I think you know me from the neighborhood, Rick.”

He moved his head back and studied me, eyes open wide. When he said nothing, I jumped in. “You don’t recognize me, Rick? Well, I wouldn’t think that you would; at least not like this. You see, I’m your neighbor Fred, and you’ve been fucking my wife Jasmine for quite some time Ricky! I have videos and voice recordings. It would be a pity if Gina found out, now wouldn’t it Ricky.”

I thought he would faint. I knew I had him. His mouth was open with fear as much as curiosity.

“If that’s true,” he said . . . then, why are you dressed like that??” Fair question. I shrugged and I told him the truth - well, part of the truth, anyway. I told him about Jasmine’s demands. I could only imagine what Jasmine told him about me as Fred, and I added: “As it turns out Rick, I’ve come into a rather small fortune lately. I bought Jasmine’s real estate company. I’m also a major stockholder in your company, and your job security, and basically your life is in my hands.”

Before he could say anything, I continued. “Do you see those rather big men in suits standing outside of that black Land Rover over there,” and I pointed it out to him. He numbly shook his head. “Well, those guys are my private security team, and I’m afraid you have to go along with whatever I want, and whenever I want - got it?”

“Wait a second!” he said. “This is bullshit!” and he got out of his car and started walking towards the two of them. When they started moving towards him, he smartly and quickly got back in the car with me, and they returned to the Land Rover, after I gave them the thumb’s up sign. I was really starting to dig this power thing.

“So what do you want, Fred?”

“Sorry Rick, you can call me ‘Destiny.’ It has a nice ring to it, now doesn’t it?”

Without mincing words I told him, “I want you to suck my cock. I’m very horny Ricky. When I look at you, I do all I can to keep from blowing up right here! So get busy. Here, lemme help you. I looked into his eyes. I was wearing a nice perfume, and I looked great, so when I leaned in to kiss him, he obliged. There was hope for him after all.

He got into it right away. He pushed closer to me, his tongue wrapping around mine, and I placed my fake nails on his crotch, and I saw that he was aroused. So he loved trans women; that was nice, because that’s how I saw myself now: A very powerful trans woman.

As he kissed me, I unzippered his fly and undid his belt buckle from his dress pants. I wiggled my hand inside his pants, and I pulled out his cock. As we kissed, I started giving him a very skillful hand job. He must have been horny as fuck, because a few seconds later, he shot a big wad of jizz into my hand. It dripped off my hand onto his slacks. Ah, I wondered, what would he he say to the dry cleaner??

I took my hand and wiped the fresh cum all over his cleanly shaven face. Then I kissed his face, licking it all off. This seemed to turn him on more, as I loosened the belt on my short jeans skirt and pulled it down around my knees. His eyes bulged as my cock came free.

“Well, get to work, lover boy,” I said. I unceremoniously pushed his head down into my lap, and he put my gurl cock up against his lips and started licking the tip; making me wonder if he’d ever done this before. I really didn’t care. I loved it. The power, the sense of control for the first time in my life.

“Come on, Ricky, take all of me,” I said. He slowly moved his mouth over the whole length of my shaft, his tongue twirling around me. “Faster!” I said, panting. I moved my hips up to meet his head thrusts. I felt some pre-cum ooze from the tip of my cock.

Then, I shot a huge load into the back of his throat, making him gag, but the pressure of my hand on the back of his head kept him there. I was still hard, and I told him to keep sucking me. I had my cock ring around my base and also a large butt plug in my ass. As I came, I squeezed my butt cheeks together, loving every minute.

I pushed him off me gently, and I kissed him again, this time tasting a mix of his and my jizz at the same time. We parted and I reached for my Gucci bad and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 cigarette.

“So, how did you enjoy being with a true parking lot cum-slut, Ricky?” I laughed.

“It was original, I’ll give you that.”

I laughed, feeling exuberant; triumphant. “Now listen carefully. I want you at my house tomorrow night at eight o’clock, ok? Make sure you’re there or Gina gets all the videos, got it?”

Very sheepishly, he answered softly, beaten, “okay.”

“Oh!” I said. Before you pull away I have something for you. I got out of my car and ran in the back to the trunk of the rental. I liked the car; I thought I might buy it. Not from the rental, but from the dealer. Or maybe two or three BMWs! I might even give one to Ricky if he goes through with my plan, which I knew he would.

I pulled out a samsonite suitcase from my trunk. I opened the passenger door and put it outside. “Okay Ricky, I left you something here. I want you to put it ALL ON before you leave your house for mine, and I don’t care how you do it - got it?”

“What’s inside?”

I answered, smirking, and blowing a cloud of smoke into his face: “You’ll see. Remember, you have no fucking choice, or I’ll ruin you, which would be a shame - you give such good head!” and I laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

______________________________________

_____________________

Tables Turned


When I came home, about six-forty-five, Jasmine was pissed. She started screaming at me even before she could see me. I didn’t stop off at my condo, I was already dressed as “Destiny.”

“Why the fuck are you dressed like that Fred?” Her eyes made the cunty squint she always did when she was mega-pissed off at me. Just a week ago, that look would have struck terror into me, but not now. “Didn’t I make it clear to you, that those clothes are only for when we get together? And why is your makeup smudged?”

“Shut up and sit down Jasmine,” I said with a firm voice. A look of “what nerve” passed across her face.

I explained everything to Jasmine about my late Uncle Jack, the trip to Buffalo, the Will, my inheritance, the new bond between my cousin Sophie and me, the lawyer, the private investigator, the video tapes and the truth about her best friend’s husband and my personal cum-slut Rick. When I mentioned the dollar amount of my inheritance she almost fainted and a stark look of horror appeared on her face. I even showed her the paperwork.

What knocked the wind out of her sails the most was the revelation that I was now her boss. Her thoughts flittered back to when she told me how coincidental it was that the name of her real estate company was “Destiny Land Holdings, LLC.” Her mouth remained open.

Well, if you’re going to stand there with your mouth opened bitch, the least you can do is to suck my cock. The ring kept me hard, and I was very turned on by the situation now. I was sitting, semi-reclined on the couch and she walked over to me, very humbled, and put her whorish mouth on my gurl-cock.

I never enjoyed a BJ like that before in my life. She went all out to please me, afraid of the consequences if she didn’t. “Oh,” I said, “I want you to pierce your tongue with a little silver ball. I like that.”

She sucked me up and down, all around, keeping her lips together like a tight seal. Before I came, I pulled out and came all over her pretty bitch face. I caused all her makeup to run, and she looked at me, like a deer stuck in the headlights. I had my hands wrapped around behind my head, clearly enjoying this, my moment of triumph.

******

The next night, at precisely eight o’clock, the doorbell rang. Jasmine asked, “Who could that be?”

“Maybe it’s one of your adulterous liaisons,” I said, sarcastically.

She had her head down, and said softly, “No, I’m not expe - no, it’s not,” she said.

“Well, then what are you waiting for, go answer the door. I, of course, was dressed as Destiny. I liked it, and would dress as her all the time.

When she opened the door, a look of panic spread over her face. “Come on Jasmine, you know who this is. I must admit Rick, you look great! Hell, I might even fuck you myself tonight. I probably will - later.”

“Come on in beautiful,” I said to Rick. Rick walked in sheepishly, head down wearing all the clothes I bought for him.

The lingerie he wore was the same as mine, but all black, except for the sheer nylons. His wig was black, teased up and thick at the top, and long, down to his breasts. I was pleased to see that he shaved himself, including his eyebrows! He was great at following directions from the note I left in the suitcase.

“Jasmine, take Ricky boy upstairs and put the sluttiest makeup on his face you can - you, know, really whorish - like yours!”

He wore a leather underbust that laced up the front, and a short black, leather skirt. I bought him low pumps, there wasn’t enough time for him to learn to walk in heels. Besides, I didn’t want him breaking an ankle tonight.

“I’m curious Rick. How did your wife take it, I mean after she saw the videos I sent over?”

Jasmine’s eyes were wide open. “That’s right Jasmine. Your former best friend Gina threw Ricky boy out of the house because he was sooooo bad!” I was laughing. Both looked at each other wide-eyed and were speechless.

“Don’t worry about Gina Rick, I like Gina, and I gave her two-hundred thousand dollars - in cash! I think she’ll get over you and be able to make a new start someplace else!”

******

Jasmine did a beautiful job on Rick. “You know,” I said, “I think we need a new name for Rick; like a stripper’s name. I like ‘Crystal.’ What do you think?” No one answered me.

“For the first event of the evening I said, “I want you to suck off Crystal, and let him blow his load all over your face.” But before you blow him, I want him to use this on you a few times. I showed them a leather whip I was hiding behind my back.

I handed it to Crystal. “Now, bend over Jasmine like a good little adulterous slut, okay? I just want to say at the outset Jasmine, that you may refuse; but if you do, then you’ll lose your job, got it? Three good lashes Crystal; right on her butt cheeks.”

Jasmine already had her skirt off and was standing in her pink thong. She bent over, and Crystal gave her the first lash. It was light. “No Crystal, harder. I want to see her wince.” The next two did the trick.

I didn’t have to say anything else, I pointed to the bed. Crystal lie face up on the bed, and Jasmine straddled him and put his cock (which was no stranger) in her mouth. “Come on, pretend I’m not here, like always.”

She licked and sucked him good, then when it was time for him to come, he pulled out of her mouth and shot a big load all over Jasmine’s face. “Now lick it off Crystal, I know you have experience there!” He did a good job, and I was proud of him (her). “I’m proud of you Crystal, you did a really good job,” I clapped for her.

“Now it’s your turn to watch, Jasmine! Stay on the bed Crystal honey, and get on your knees . . . with your ass facing me!”

Crystal looked to Jasmine for support. “Stop looking at the other slut, Crystal. You’ll get your chance to do the shame, er . . . I mean same, yeah, same.”

I was really into this, but I couldn’t say the same about Crystal. She did as she was told, and I reached for the jar of cocoa butter on the nightstand where I used it last on Jasmine. I smeared a generous helping on Crystal’s butt, even lubing the inside a bit. I’m not a total sadist.

I mounted Crystal with my hands on her shoulders. I placed my cock right on top of her cherry, her boy pussy. I played around at the opening a bit, and then I thrust in with just the head of my cock. Crystal made a hissing sound. “This may be a bit unpleasant at first Crystal, but you’ll be a pro in no time.”

Now I went full in, and Crystal tensed. Soon I was going in and out smoothly, Jasmine watching with a mixture of shock and sympathy for her boyfriend. I turned around to Jasmine and grinned. “Look what you created Jasmine! Nice, right? You should be proud; you did a good job!”

I turned my attention to Crystal, and it felt so good. An inexperienced ass is the best. I was getting ready to cum, and I tensed up. Crystal was hard and she started rubbing her gurl cock, loving it too, it seemed. She was rubbing it faster and faster. I gave her some coaching. “That’s right honey, it’s all good, keep stroking your cock!”

I blew my load all the way up inside Crystal, and so soon after the blowjob from Jasmine. Crystal came too, shooting her own load onto the towel I had spread on the pillow. I loved the hot, close, silky warmth of my hard cock inside of Crystal’s butt. My cock ring kept me nice and hard. I would have to get one for Crystal too!

After that, with my jizz leaking down Crystal’s ass onto her thighs, she turned around and kissed me. It was very tender, and I felt affection for the man who had cuckolded me, now, a transgendered woman. I wasn’t about to let her go - ever.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

Crystal had no place to go after Gina threw her out of the house, with two-hundred thousand dollars for her trouble. I wasn’t to stay with Jasmine anymore. I had my revenge - my cuckold’s revenge, and it was sweet. Crystal moved in with me into my condo, and we were happy. In time, I bought a house for us, and we were able to take vacations to different exotic spots all over the world.

Jasmine continued to work for my real estate company, never knowing if I would cause her to lose her job, or sell the company. I kept making even more money, with smart investments.

I knew a happiness that I never had as Fred. Crystal was very grateful too, and she became a wonderful partner, never having to work another day in her life. Of course, Crystal and I entertained a lot, throwing lavish parties where the action was nonstop. Jasmine had men coming and going, never settling down with just one man after our divorce was finalized. I was perhaps more generous than I should have been. But like I said, I’m not a monster!

❤️❤️❤️


SISSY IN CHECK!

A Crossdresser Turned Transgender Female Slut
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Chapter One


One full year out of college and I can’t find a damn job. Here, this is my shitty little studio apartment. What do you see? Nothing but newspaper classified sections scattered around - why? Because I can’t even afford a decent laptop computer, and my cell phone is older than the dish crud in my sink.

So, like any other red-blooded American male, I spend my down time (which is all the time), masturbating and fantasizing. My nasty little secret is that I fantasize about trying on women’s clothing - especially satin lingerie. I love the feeling of security I get when I slip the cool fabric over my legs and right over my - dick -you know.

As you can imagine, I am very embarrassed about the whole thing. Like everything else in my shitty life, I have a shitty job in a shitty mini mart at a local shitty gas station. It pays the shitty rent and leaves me with just enough for groceries; and precious little else.

I managed to save up just enough money for a trip to Victoria’s Secret, where, with my heart pounding, and beads of sweat forming on my forehead; I purchased a pair of bright blue satin panties with a bow in the front. I must admit, the whole thing was very exciting. Of course, I told the salesgirl there that they were for a girlfriend. She believed me because I look like a guy who could have a decent girlfriend.

The reason I don’t have a girlfriend is because I can’t afford to go out and socialize, and I don’t have many friends who could introduce me to somebody. Something else I realized about myself. I could envision having sex with either men or women. I would not, however, have sex with a male dressed as a male. I would have to be in my “feminine persona” as I called my little proclivity.

The one thing I have going for me is that I’m not bad looking. I have deep blue eyes, I stand at exactly six-feet tall, have a dark complexion, and long, wavy almond colored hair and regular eyebrows. I’m not what you would call an athletic build; I’m more on the slender side.

Kidding around in my senior year of college, my dorm buddies convinced me to dress up as a girl for Halloween. Everybody thought I would refuse, but I didn’t. I ended up doing it, and I did a decent job of it too. In fact, I even got rock hard doing it. No one made any remarks or questioned me about it either. I was glad for that since I enjoyed it - a lot, and it was my secret. Since then, I’ve been nowhere near that close to dressing up.

My trip to Victoria’s Secret was because of an itch that I just couldn’t scratch. I needed it - Just like an addict who needs a fix. I was sitting around one evening wondering when my next little tryst with the feminine side of me would come around, when I picked up a scrap of newspaper that caught my attention.

❤️❤️❤️

The newspaper ad that caught my attention was for an open chess tournament in the city three months from now, with a cash prize of ten thousand dollars! I’m a decent player, and in high school and college I was a rated member of the US Chess Federation.

The highest rating, I achieved was a solid 1800. If you don’t know chess, a rating of 1800 is considered “Expert,” with 2200 considered “Master,” and Grandmaster, which few attain is around 2600.

I haven’t played for a while, so don’t quote me on those numbers. I thought that if I brushed up a bit by studying games and tactics, opening repertoires and such, I could make a good showing. If not the grand prize, then certainly I stood a chance of winning a second or third prize, which was five thousand and the third prize which was twenty-five hundred dollars. I needed the money; badly.

I would have to re-join the US Chess Federation under an assumed name. I was already working on a solution before I even put the newspaper down.

But why a chess tournament? Because, for the price of twenty-seven dollars for USCF membership, and the cost of a tournament entry fee, I would be seen in public as an attractive woman and attract both the attention of women and men which I craved.

The couple of times that I did have sex, were both very clumsy and were with women. As I said, I would never consider sex with another man - ever; dressed as a man. In fact, I never wanted to have sex with anyone ever again as a male. But dressed as a hot girl - that was a different story. Also, my appearance in public - dressed - would give me credibility.

I wanted guys to notice me, to want me, to see me as a voluptuous beauty, a slut whom they would love to RAVAGE! So, I would reveal my new self to the world at a chess tournament. It could have been bridge, or golf, or poker. It didn’t matter. I just wanted to be noticed - as a woman!

My name is George Walker. I needed to come up with a female name; so, I picked Lisa. Lisa was a hot girl in high school that had a reputation for being a slut - I loved it! I would change my last name to “Wilbur; Lisa Wilbur.” I knew that I would need some actual female coaching, some woman I could trust with my diabolical plan.

Enter my sister Lynn. Lynn was twenty-five, attractive and cool - she knew about my “dressing fetish.” When I was in high school, I think it was eleventh grade, she found a pair of her panties in my room. I begged her not to tell my mom and dad, and she agreed.

The price for her “loyalty,” was that I would do “favors” for her from time to time, sort of as a slave. Now these were mundane things, like going to the store, cleaning her room; harmless stuff like that. I was lucky. It could have been much worse!

So, I decided to go across town to her apartment and get this thing started. The Saturday after I saw the classified ad for the chess tournament, I called Lynn and went over to her place for lunch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two


So, George, what is so important that it couldn’t wait till the middle of the week?”

“I’m sorry to ruin your Saturday Lynn. Please, just hear me out. Hey, you wanna go somewhere like maybe a STARBUCKS?”

“No George, I have coffee, we can stay here. So spill your guts.”

As I said before, Lynn was very cool - and hot; really into the whole punk, retro 80’s thing coming back into popularity. She worked in a beauty salon/tattoo parlour in the South Bronx and ran into all kinds of people at work. She had spiked black hair with green highlights, tattoos, and piercings all over her body. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go that far.”

“Okay,” I said, drawing a deep breath. “I’m really fucking bored and disgusted with my life. I can’t find a job one full year after graduating college, and my social and sex life is shitty. In fact, everything about my life is shitty. I can’t even afford the price of admission to a club on what I earn at that dump of a gas station mini-mart I work in.”

She laughed. “Well, I told you not to major in Near Eastern medieval painting, didn’t I?” What could I say? She was right, but that was ancient history.

“Forget that; you were right, like you always are. Please, just hear me out. First, I need money. Second, I wanna meet both women and men. So, the other day I was looking through the classified section of the newspaper and I came across an ad for a local chess tournament. The price of tournament admission is fifteen dollars, and they require you to be a member of the US Chess Federation; that costs twenty-seven dollars. The grand prize is ten-thousand dollars! The runner up prizes are five thousand and twenty-five hundred dollars! You remember, I used to be a strong player back in the day!”

She laughed. “So, you . . . want to enter a chess tournament at the local chess club, and want to do it as a woman - a hot woman, so you get a nice prize, and maybe put “a spark” in your love life, right?”

“Bingo! So, what do you think; will you help me?”

“You know I love you little brother. Of course, I will. It’s devious, sneaky, and fun. I also have a friend who can really be of help. Now, I can help you with the wardrobe and makeup, while she takes care of the . . . ‘social stuff,’ let’s say. By the way, I’m also dating her, but don’t worry about that.” That didn’t come as a shock to me because I knew Lynn was bisexual.

“Great! Thanks Lynn! She studied me closely. I think my stuff will fit you. If not, I know my friend Charlie can help you.”

“Charlie? I thought you said your friend was a woman?”

“Yes dumbass! Charlie is a transgender woman who’s cool and can help you,” Lynn said giving me a sly grin. I was getting hard already, thinking of “Charlie.” Lynn noticed it and couldn’t help herself.

“I see that Charlie piques your interest. Well, there’s good news there. Besides, I think Charlie will ‘introduce you’ to some things.” Lynn tilted her head sideways and looked at me. “Interested?”

“Uh, yeah, what the heck; I might be.”

******

Turns out, Lynn’s clothing fit me. The only thing missing was a wig. My almond hair was thick and was shoulder length; but we both thought that a wig with highlights would add a lot to my appearance and get me noticed. Now it was time to see Charlie. Fuck it; I didn’t care who saw me. The two of us went to Charlie’s apartment, with me dressed and made up, minus the wig. I just looked like a chick with short hair.

Charlie Pike was an interesting character. First off, she had great cleavage, having had hormone supplements a while back; and at thirty-one, was a beautiful brunette. Besides working in the same salon as Lynn, Charlie made videos on an X-rated site that catered to transsexuals, straight men, gay men, hell - just about anyone with a dick who was horny. Charlie’s canvas was painted with many different brushes!

She greeted us at her door wearing heavy makeup, black fishnet pantyhose with straps, a black leather jacket, a black corset underneath that covered her breasts just above her nipples, and black polyvinyl boots just below her knees. She was also smoking a long Virginia Slims 120 cigarette. My cock went straight up right away and made a visible tent in Lynn’s denim skirt I wore.

Charlie saw right away, and looking down said laughing, “Well hello to all three of you!”

“Charlie, I believe you’ve met my brother George, right?”

“Oh yeah, I remember, but never like this!” Charlie was practically salivating, taking a long, seductive, cheek-hollowing drag off her cigarette, staring at me.

“By the way,” I said, “I’d appreciate it if you’d call me ‘Lisa.’”

“Lisa! Oooh, I like that,” Charlie said.

“Yeah,” Lynn said. ‘Lisa’ is going through some changes. She wants to improve her social and sex life and make some money by entering a chess tournament dressed like a woman.”

“Original I gotta admit. I think it’s cool, sounds fun! Now how can I help?” Charlie said, grinning.

“Well, we were thinking that maybe you had a wig that George - I mean, ‘Lisa’ could wear that would excite some guys, and girls. You know, turn heads, and kick-start his social and love life.”

“Guys, I’m sorry, but today I’m booked. I’m making a couple of videos for my paying subscribers,” she said. I looked around the room. There was a video camera set up at the foot of a brass bed, some lighting nearby and an assortment of sex toys, butt plugs and dildos on a table.

“But I tell you what? Maybe ‘Lisa’ here could come over maybe Tuesday night, and I could “break her in; you know, set her up, give her some pointers. What do you say?”

Lynn looked at me. “Fine,” I said. I’m grateful for the help.”

“Okay,” Charlie said. “In the meantime, Lisa, I suggest you wear this,” and she pulled out a plastic men’s chastity cage for my cock.

“This,” she said, “will increase your excitement by, holding you back if you get my drift. Meantime, before you leave I’ll get you a nice wig to go with your ensemble.”

“Thanks Charlie,” I said. She moved closer to me and grabbed my bulging cock. It sent electric shocks through my body. The feel of her hand rubbing my cock against that cool, satin material almost made me come right there. That, combined with my smoking fetish. My sister said nothing.

“I’ll see you for your lesson on Tuesday evening, then. Shall we say abut eight o’clock?”

“Fine, that works,” I said.

“Good.” After I got home from Lynn’s of course I had to jerk-off thinking of Charlie. Later, I pulled out my old chess books to study.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three


Icame over to Charlie’s apartment on Tuesday evening as planned and her door was opened. “Come in Lisa,” I heard her calling me from the bedroom. “I saw you from the window, so I left the door opened.” I was dressed in the dirty blonde haired long wig with the green highlights that she gave me, denim skirt, and white, satin blouse, the top three buttons opened. The bra that Lynn gave me was pulled close enough to give me the illusion of cleavage.

What I saw when I entered Charlie’s bedroom, almost made me fucking faint. “I’m gonna train you and pleasure you really good, Lisa,” she said.

Charlie had on thick, black, false eyelashes with purple eye shadow and black lipstick. She wore a short, black - haired wig, all waves, and curls on top; a black silk corset with a pink bow in the middle, two pink lines running down the middle of her chest on each side of her tits. She had no panties on, but wore a cock ring instead, and black, laced top, sheer nylon pantyhose, and a leopard fur coat. She was smoking a Virginia Slims 120, dangling out the corner of her mouth. She was so fucking hot; my cock was ready to jizz right there. The cage I wore caused exquisite pain, but strangely, got me more excited.

“I see how excited you are Lisa,” she said in her deep, sultry voice. “Why don’t we start with you sucking my cock and make me come?”

I was on complete autopilot and drifted over, I don’t recall walking; like, my feet weren’t even touching the ground. This was my first time with a transgender woman, and I loved every second of it. She was on a padded club chair with her legs spread wide opened. I got down on my knees and smelled the delicious aroma of coconut oil.

“Come on Lisa dear, I know you can do it. I want you badly girl,” she said.

My lips were now up against the first cock of my life. I was wearing deep red lipstick, and my face fully made up, which made me very horny. I looked like a total slut. Charlie was the most alluring female face I had ever seen. I told myself I wasn’t with a man; but I didn’t care about truth, or any of that. I was living in the here and now.

She moaned as the tip of her gurl-cock passed my lips and into my mouth. I instinctively wrapped my tongue around her and moved it up and down the length of her cock. It was at least eight inches long - a friggin’ monster! As I bobbed my head on her cock, she met me with pelvic thrusts of her own.

******

“That’s it baby, keep your lips tight,” she said, off in a dreamland of pleasure somewhere. I didn’t stop for one second. The tasty oil made her cock even slicker, and I went faster and faster. She exploded a canon shell of creamy, thick, salty jizz inside my mouth. I felt like a total cum slut now. My lips maintained a tight seal around her cock, and nothing dribbled down my face. The cock ring kept her hard.

I was also wearing a butt plug that Lynn had given me which made me hard. It was very painful - a mix of pain and pleasure since I also had the little plastic “birdie cage” around my cock, dying to be set free.

My lips now came off Charlie’s still erect cock, her white jizz drooling down the corners of my mouth. “Remember, I said I would reward you dear,” Charlie said. “I’m a woman of my word. Now come over to the bed and let me get in front of you. She held out her pack of Virginia Slims to me, pulling one out for herself with her teeth.

“I really need a good smoke after sex, honey. You should take one too. It will complete your picture of a total slut, and the guys like it too.”

I went from a crossdresser trying to enter a chess tournament to a smoking transgender slut in one day - amazing. So, I took out a cigarette and let Charlie light me up. She got even harder, all eight inches of her, as she obviously had a smoking fetish too. It pleased me that I could turn on a transgender woman like that. I had smoked pot before, many times, so I didn’t choke when I took my first drag.

Charlie was laughing with smoke curling out of her nose. “I can see that I turn you on dear, and you know what Lisa? You turn me on very much too.”

“That’s it,” she said, “take a nice drag and hold it between your two fingers - good!” I did what she told me too. She became my sissy slut, smoky mistress.

She hopped on top of the bed and got onto all fours towards the head of the bed. “I’m dying for you to fuck my pussy Lisa,” she moaned.

I took the plastic cage off my cock and threw it on the floor next to the bed. “You won’t be needing that anymore,” Charlie said. “If you’d like, I have a gaff for you to wear under your panties. It will hide your cock and your balls from any inquisitive eyes, and it will be less painful. You don’t seem like the BDSM type, am I right?” she asked.

“No, you’re right, I’m not.”

“Keep the butt plug inside you for now; you’ll see, you’ll enjoy it! Now fuck me you little slut!”

I obeyed and got on my two knees behind her and lined my cock up with that cherry, puckered asshole. Charlie took a handful of the coconut oil and smoothed it around her ass, and put a little on my cock, which was throbbing.

I placed my arms on her shoulders and entered her boy pussy. From practice with her array of dildos, I slid in easily. It was incredible - so tight and so good the way it just swallowed my cock.

I began to thrust hard. I penetrated her hard and fast. She moaned and said, “What are you waiting for Lisa, come on, faster, bitch!”

I did what she said and went in and out, removing my cock each time and penetrating her again. The sensation of entering her again and again was too good to just stop. Everything about her turned me on. Her hair, her smells - tobacco smoke, perfume, and the coconut oil. They attacked my senses.

Charlie grabbed her cock as I kept thrusting. I exploded inside of her, a feeling of wet warmth enveloping my cock from inside her ass. At almost the same time, she let out a groan of pleasure and shot another load onto the bed sheets; the stimulation from my thrusting causing her to orgasm too.

I pulled out and saw my jizz empty out of her, rolling down the insides of her butt cheeks and onto the inside of her thighs. She turned around, both of us on our knees and kissing. It was the best sex I had, ever. The first being of the “vanilla” variety when I was a freshman in college. Charlie had opened a new door for me – literally and figuratively!

“Would you like another cigarette and some wine dear, because I need one?”

“Sure Charlie, that sounds nice,” I said.

Charlie left the bedroom and retuned with a bottle of Merlot and two glasses on a tray. She poured, and gave me a cigarette which she fired up, after lighting her own. “So, Lisa, how do you like your new life? Feel more confident now about meeting ‘any’ type of person,” she laughed.

“Yes Charlie, I do.” I wasn’t lying. I thought of all the ways I could fuck my way through the chess tournament. I didn’t care so much about winning the prizes as I did about who I would meet.

We talked some more, this time about my sister Lynn, and how the two of them were lovers. It didn’t really surprise me, and I wasn’t uncomfortable at all about talking to Charlie about it either. If it wasn’t for Lynn, we never would have met.

“Now it’s you turn Lisa; I’m going to rock your world. First take that ‘pacifier’ out of your ass.”

When I did, she looked at it curiously, smiling. “Humm . . . it’s a nice size, but I’m bigger,” she said with a hearty laugh. “But don’t worry; I don’t think you’ll have any trouble with me - you’ll enjoy it, I promise you.”

It joined my “cock cage” on the floor next to the bed. Now it was my turn to get on all fours in front of Charlie. Just as she did with herself, now she spread the coconut oil on my ass and her cock, which was still wearing the ring.

******

I had my doubts about what I would feel; how I would react, then, Oh my God! She penetrated me and it felt so good - so much better, softer than the plug, but still hard as a rock. I could only think about one thing - getting that lovely cock in my ass!

She clamped her arms on my shoulders and started thrusting, in and out, in and out, doing what I did: leaving my ass and re-penetrating me several times. I was in heaven, in a garden of forbidden delights. My cock was erect again so soon after coming in Charlie’s ass. I began stroking it with a free hand.

The thrusting went on, I was holding myself back from coming, but I scrunched my butt cheeks against her cock. Then she shot her load, a bigger one this time, right into my ass, and I felt it dilate even more from the pressure of her jizz. We both groaned in pleasure at the same time. She increased her speed, and I shot my load onto the sheets in front of me. Then she slowed down and finally pulled out, both of us exhausted.

We kissed some more; the tastes of jizz and wine mingling with each other.

Just as I was getting ready to go home, she said, “Oh here,” take this,” and she gave me a cock ring of my own. “Play with this and see if it makes a difference with how often you can come, although I doubt if you need it; you are one horny motherfucker, and I love it, Lisa!”

“Thanks, Charlie. You’re the best. We kissed, smoked, talked some more, and I left.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four


As the time to the chess tournament drew closer, I upped my study, playing more games online, and using books that I got from the library. Most importantly, I stopped trying to analyze my sexuality, and just accepted that I enjoyed my time with Charlie. There was no gun held at my head to force me to do what I did with her on that Saturday. I would walk into that tournament with confidence. Weird - I wasn’t pretending to be a beautiful girl, I was a beautiful girl!

I did see Charlie a few more times to get some female speech patterns down, fuck and get fucked some more, and practice walking in heels. She said I was making excellent progress, which made me feel great to have her support.

I shaved off all my body hair, except of course my head. It was thick and long enough to begin with. Besides, getting dressed was so much more pleasurable with smooth skin. In maybe six months I would be able to style it, color it, whatever I wanted. The big step was that I shaved my eyebrows as well. Now, there was no going back.

The day of the tournament was finally here. The whole tournament would last two days: four rounds each day, Saturday, and Sunday. The first round was set for nine o’clock in the morning, and the last round would begin at four. It could be a gruelling day. A game could last up to six hours. I doubted that my games would.

With all my study I was still rusty. I registered under the name of “Lisa Wilbur.” There was no women’s section like I originally thought. An open tournament was just that; open to players of both sexes, or should I say gender identification. But it didn’t matter because I was here as a woman.

Registering under a different name also meant that I would lose my high rating, and so I was paired with the other unrated players. I had my own chess clock and set which I brought with me. For all I knew, an unrated player could be dangerous. I could be playing against the next Bobby Fischer.

There was an hour for a continental breakfast that started at eight o’clock. As soon as I walked into the room, guys started noticing me. I drank it all in. I got a cup of coffee and a Danish and sat at a table. A tall, handsome guy with black hair, chiselled face, and teeth like bright ivory piano keys sat next to me.

I had my legs crossed, and as soon as he left the coffee pot, my newly shaved legs drew him like a magnet to me. The fact that I had the sluttiest makeup job I could manage, helped too. (I stopped off at Lynn’s apartment at six-thirty for her to do the makeup - a better sister I couldn’t ask for).

“Hi, my name’s Daryn, what’s yours?” he said, not the most original pickup line.

Using the voice coaching Charlie gave me, I answered, trying to sound aloof - “I’m Lisa, nice to meet you.”

“I’ll be playing in the unrated section today. This is my first chess tournament. How bout you,” he asked.

“Yeah, this is my first also.”

“Well, I’ve been looking for new things to do since COVID ended, and I love chess, so why not?”

“I guess I could say the same for myself.”

“Maybe we’ll play each other today. You know winners play winners in the unrated section, and losers play losers.”

“Then I hope you’ll be in the winner’s section Daryn; cause that’s the only way you’ll play me,” I said with as much indifference I could muster. I had a huge hard-on from watching this tall drink of water, and I had nothing to do tonight, so maybe.

“Oooh such confidence,” he said smiling. “I like that.”

“Honey, you have no idea,” I said in the best flirting voice I could manage.

******

I walked up to the pairing board, and my first opponent was a college girl named Suki. She was a beautiful Asian girl, and for a moment I wished I was back to being plain old George.

I took out my clock and chess set. I had a standard tournament set. She wasn’t very talkative, and I wasn’t really attracted to her either. The moderator told all the players who had the white pieces to start their clocks. I had white, and so it began.

The first game was over in twenty minutes. I blew her away with a checkmate in fifteen moves. Not bad for a first start.

I noticed about an hour later that Daryn had won his first game as well. I went outside for a cigarette before round two started at eleven-thirty. Daryn was outside also, watching me.

The tournament was held at a local high school in the South Bronx, and I was standing with my ass against the railing. I had my butt plug in, and I was scrunching my cheeks together against the railing, making myself very horny, and trying to be as discreet as possible. I even had precum on my panties.

Of course, Daryn walked over to me. There were other guys staring at me too, and I was laughing to myself, because it made Daryn hurry towards me, lest someone else take his place. Maybe after the next round, I will chat up another guy, just to make him want me more.

“So, how’d you do? he asked.

“Oh, I won - a checkmate in fifteen moves; and you?”

“Wow, impressive! I also won - I had black and played the Sicilian Defense which my opponent wasn’t prepared for at all. Took me thirty moves; he resigned.”

“Nice,” I said. “So maybe we will play each other after all.” Now, it might be nice to play him in chess, but I really wanted to suck his cock in a bathroom stall, or some place risky. I love that kind of risk!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five


So round two came along and I had the black pieces and I won that round too. My win wasn’t so clear cut as the first one. It took forty moves and went deep into the end game; each player having just a couple of pieces, not including the king, of course. You “checkmate” the king, like you would win a piece, and you win the game. My opponent was a college kid with an Eastern European accent I couldn’t place, nor did I care too.

I again went outside to smoke, and sure enough, Daryn was waiting for me by the railing. I lit up, really putting on a show for him, and the way he moved his waist around, I knew I gave him a hard -on, which made me smile inside.

“So, let me guess,” he began. “You won again, right?”

“I sure did,” I said, “and I bet that you did too, right?”

“Yes I did. A bit tougher opponent than the first round. But that’s to be expected you know, winners versus winners.”

“You have plans for lunch?” he asked me.

“No, I don’t I said.”

“Look at that,” he said, pointing across the street. “Wanna go cheap and do Mickey D’s?”

“Sure,” I said: “You buying?” I was so bad; I couldn’t even afford a shitty hamburger, shitty fries, and a shitty coke; much less a meal for two. Lynn even pain for me to enter the tournament and my USCF Membership fee.

I got a burger and a coke and fries, and Daryn got the same. I was being a naughty girl and I kicked off my whorish looking high heels and started rubbing his trouser legs with my foot under the table. He said nothing to me, but he smiled.

Something about his smile was troubling, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. A shiver went through me. Did this guy know me from somewhere? A handsome guy like him would not have escaped my attention so easily, I thought. I’ll worry about that later. I certainly won’t bring up the topic. That would not be cool.

We just made small talk, and I was roping him in; biting my bottom lip, saying shit that a sexy whore would say. It was so much fun to see his eyes open wide.

“You never told me what you did, Daryn,” I said.

“Me? I work in retail.” It was then I noticed the wedding band on his left ring finger. “How about you?” he asked.

I didn’t want to tell him I worked in the mini mart of a gas station, so I told him I was a hairdresser. Truth be told, a few days ago, Charlie and Lynn thought it would be a good idea if I went to beautician’s school and got a job in their place. The boss was hiring, and it would be perfect for me.

After we finished, we had about an hour until the next round started. I saw the way Daryn was looking at me, and it was beginning to get a bit awkward. So, I decided to take things into my own hands. My cock was bursting at the seams; but it would have to wait. I didn’t want to freak him out today. I’d see how things went, and maybe see him another time. A married man interested me. I enjoyed the sense of daring.

“Let’s go to the auditorium Daryn,” I said.

“What’s in the auditorium? he said.

“Nobody,” and I smiled at him.

“Okay then, let’s go.”

I looked him in the eyes. “I thought you were married; you know, the ring?”

“Don’t worry about that,” he said, and that was that. I didn’t care, so it was all right with me.

I pulled him into the auditorium. No one was in the hallway. The tournament was in the basement in the cafeteria. The room was dark, and I picked a place in the corner in the back. I really looked so hot in my satin blouse with my “cleavage” showing, my short denim skirt, my Black sheer nylons on, and my long-haired, dirty blonde wig, with the green highlights. My makeup was dark red lipstick and green eye shadow to match the highlights.

I wasted no time after we found two seats. I took off my black leather, studded jacket off and put it on the floor and got on my knees like a real slutty whore. I was going to save my kisses for later - you know - after I had a mouthful. Seeing if Daryn liked cum was crucial.

I pulled his belt towards me and opened his fly all the way down and took his cock out from underneath his boxers. My God. He was at least nine fucking inches - a real Cobra.

“I hope I’m not too big for you little lady, he said?”

“Little lady? Listen slick, I’ve seen better.” Notice I didn’t say bigger because I hadn’t.”

I looked up at him and he was smiling down at me, as if he was daring me to take his monster cock in my mouth. I played around with his tip, just like Charlie taught me. I stuck my tongue out and played with the “slit,” licking all around. Then I licked my lips to get them nice and moist and put them back on his cock. I felt a bit of pre-cum on his cock and put the whole of the tip in my mouth.

I got him good because he was moaning and had his head back and pushed my head down into his lap with his hands, forcing his cock all the way to the back of my throat. My own cock was going to burst! Thanks to the use of Charlie’s collection of massive dildos, I didn’t gag.

I slipped my tongue all around that cock of his, and kept going, slipping, and sliding. He bucked his hips up to meet my motion. He pulled his shirt out and put my silky hair on his tummy.

He had good restraint; probably jerked off a lot I thought. I spoke too soon because Daryn exploded all his guns right against the back of my throat, almost knocking me back. He kept coming and coming. I swallowed most of it, some of it escaped from my lips and ran down the side of my chin.

Suddenly, he pulled out and shot another load right onto my face - I was covered with white goo from my eye shadow down to the bottom of my chin. He even got some on the green tips of my hair. I put my knees on his chair between his legs and kissed him deep, giving him a taste of his own medicine. Charlie told me that when a guy comes on your face, it means they think you’re a slut, and it turns them on. I didn’t mind at all because that’s what I was.

I took out a tissue and began to wipe my face and Daryn was smiling at me. I kissed him again and ran my tongue around his face, spreading the joy around.

“Oh wow, Lisa, you’re something else - full of surprises.”

I laughed and threw my head back. “You haven’t even scratched the surface yet,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six


I did the walk of shame back into the cafeteria and the pairings board. I didn’t even use the ladies’ room, which maybe I should have, because the tips of my hair had his cum stuck on the ends, and my eye shadow was smeared a little bit.

When I looked up at the pairings board, I saw with some surprise that Daryn and I were paired against each other for round three.

When I went to the table, I saw Daryn already sitting there. He had his own set already set up and he put out his two fists with a different colored pawn inside for me to choose. I picked his left fist which had a black pawn in it. So, he had white which meant he moved first. Some people think that’s an immediate disadvantage, having the black pieces, but I was pretty good with black, playing a strong defense.

“I knew there was something about you from the first time I saw you today, Lisa, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.” A chill ran through me.

The signal to start our clock was given and he moved his king’s pawn ahead two squares, which was usually an aggressive opening.

He leaned over the board with a smirk on his face. “I’m ninety-nine per cent positive, Lisa, that you were in my sophomore economics class at Fordham. I froze, he was right.

“It was a big class, but I remember now.” He squinted his eyes and smiled. “Your name is, uh, “Gregg? Gary? What?”

He had me. I kept my head down, moved my queen’s bishop’s pawn ahead two squares: the Sicilian Defense. A good, solid counter move. “My name is or was . . . George back then.”

“That’s fine,” he said. “It just so happens I’m into transgender women.” My wife knows nothing about my “interests,” shall we say. And you are fucking excellent!”

“So, does that mean if I beat you, you’ll expose me? You really can’t you know. This is 2023, and it’s an open tournament.”

He laughed. “Oh no, why would I do that. Like I said - you’re hot. A really hot cum slut.”

“Why thank you Daryn! That’s the nicest compliment a guy could pay me.”

He looked at me with a salacious grin. “So does that mean I get to fuck you then?”

“You turn me on too, Daryn. You can fuck me from here to Kingdom C U M,” I said, spelling out the last word. Blasphemous, I know, right? “Now let me ask you something,” I said after I made my second move. “Do I get to fuck you too??”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Why not? I kind of enjoy that, but only from a transgender woman like yourself.”

“Okay then,” I said. How about after today’s last round, at my place since you’re married?”

“Great, you’re on,” he said. Now that that was settled, we continued our game. He was a tough opponent, but he couldn’t think ahead as well as I could; and I beat him, after thirty-five moves.

*****

He went on to lose the fourth round, whereas I won my game. I could expect really tough competition tomorrow. I knew that Daryn wouldn’t be playing winners at this point. Oh well. I was a bit tired from the day’s games, but I was looking forward to tonight’s activities.

Turns out that my fears of discovery were unfounded. He could have turned into a homicidal maniac if he was the type that would flip after getting head from a transgendered woman. But happily, that wasn’t the case at all.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven


At eight o’clock my doorbell rang, and I saw him through the peep hole in the door. I was hard right away.

I opened the door, and I kissed him hello like I was a girlfriend, which in a sense I was.

“Come in Daryn,” I said. “Sorry I beat you; you played a good game.”

“Yeah, well, my bad luck held out and I lost the fourth round. I saw you won,” he said, a bit envious. Now there was a good chance if my luck held out, I could win a prize. The herd was thinning out.

“How about some wine,” I asked. “It will help you unwind a little bit.”

“Sounds good, I could use it.” He took a seat on my living room sofa and stretched out. “You know Lisa, I guess I have a pretty good memory to have recognized you after all these years.”

“Well, it wasn’t that long,” I said. “Only four years, right?”

“I recognized you in a vague sort of way,” I said. “Like, I knew you from somewhere and if you didn’t know, it would have bothered me.”

I sat down and lit up a Virginia Slims, and I saw he was staring at it, and his massive cock was popping out, tenting his denim jeans.

He put his hand on my leg, and that’s how we finished our wine and my cigarette, but not before I gave him a smoky kiss. He loved it. Now I grabbed his crotch, feeling his cock through his pants, and I asked him: “Daryn, you like smoky kisses I see.”

“Yeah, it’s always been a fetish of mine. In fact, could I please have one of your cigarettes?”

“Sure,” I said, a bit surprised. “Here, take one.” I lit him up with my silver butane lighter that I pilfered from Charlie’s collection. I was pleased to see that he smoked too. This way I didn’t have to feel guilty about smoking. I hate being with non-smokers. They can literally be such a “drag.”

“Let’s go into the boudoir,” I said in the most girly voice I could muster. “Now it’s my turn,” I said. He shimmied out of his jeans, and we stood and kissed for a while. I was really enjoying this. He was a nice guy.

******

Without my saying another word, he got on the bed with his knees facing the headboard. I had my own supply of coconut oil; again, thanks to Charlie, and I smeared it liberally all over his boy pussy and my cock.

My own cock was throbbing, after being hard most of the day, and it took all my will power not to jerk off when I came home from the tournament.

“Forgive me Daryn if I seem to be in a hurry, but you got me very turned on like you can’t believe!”

“Likewise, Lisa. I want you to ram me hard!” he said. I had to oblige the man. The best part is when I first enter. He was so nice and tight. I wonder if he’s done this before. I was about to find out. I knew better than to ask. That’s like being served a goose and being asked if I ordered it; or something like that.

I went in and out slowly, with just my tip, teasing him. He, meanwhile, grabbed his cock in his fist and started pumping. I slipped in all the way, rather easily I thought. Yep, I said to myself, this guy has definitely taken cock before, or at least a butt plug, whatever.

I increased my speed, and he was moaning: “Fuck! Fuck yeah! Keep going you fucking slut! Come on, go!”

I came surprisingly soon; with Daryn I had no control; unlike with Charlie. I shot my whole load right into his ass; so hard that I thought my jizz would run out of his nose. The warmth of my own jizz surrounded my cock, and I just went faster and faster. I was wearing the cock ring that Charlie had given me, so I stayed nice and hard.

Then, I slowed down and pulled out of Daryn carefully. He came himself, still stroking his cock, and his jizz landed on a towel I placed underneath him. He was moaning and making unintelligible sounds.

“Lisa, that was sooo good.” We just cuddled for about the next hour and kissed. It was really nice. I lit a cigarette and gave one to Daryn also. I still had my cock ring on and was ready to go.

Daryn didn’t wait for me to even finish my cigarette, and spanked my ass, which totally surprised me, but I loved it. He had his cigarette still dangling out of his mouth and he got behind me, with that eight-inch, thick monster throbbing, hanging out of his pants. He took a last drag and dropped his into the ashtray. I was still enjoying mine, the ashtray just to the left of my head on the nightstand.

He placed his big, beefy hands on my shoulders and just mounted me, like he would a hooker. “Treat me like the fucking trashy slut I am Daryn!” I squealed with the pleasure of anticipation.

I had already coated my ass with the cocoa butter and reached behind me, grabbing his cock, and putting a generous amount on it. I had been waiting for this moment all day. The consummation of an undeniable desire.

He entered me hard; he wasn’t taking any prisoners tonight. I stiffened and squealed like a girl losing her virginity. I didn’t think they made dildos as wide as Daryn’s cock. He went in halfway, then pulled out slowly and entered me again. It was a mix of excruciating pain and pleasure. I didn’t care, I was hooked. I wanted more and more. I wanted everything this big, strong man could throw at me. He gladly obliged.

I was grabbing at my cock, but I couldn’t get a grip at first because he was pounding me so hard, my body was a moving target. I did, eventually, and grabbed the slickness of it and pumped my hand up and down. He hit the “p spot” repeatedly and then he let loose a torrent inside me. I think it was even more than this afternoon in the auditorium. My insides were coated with jizz.

“Who’s my little bitch now!?” he grunted. “My own little cum slut. You better get used to this cause Big Daryn is gonna use you like a pin cushion.” I don’t know what possessed me to say it but looking back on it I remember saying something like, “promises, promises.”

Daryn laughed and said, “Yeah bitch, go ahead and laugh!” He came again and again, releasing load after load. I was breathless from one orgasm after another, until finally he withdrew, dripping loads of cum on my ass, running down my butt cheeks. I came too, like a waterfall, gushing out onto the towel I placed at the head of the bed.

Afterwards, we both lay there motionless. I think he was seeking revenge for losing the chess tournament; but I didn’t care. It was the best I’ve ever had.

******

The next day, Daryn continued to lose, against the other losers, winning only the first round. The only round I lost was the third round. I ended up winning second place, and no one was happier than Daryn, who stood up and clapped as I claimed my prize of five-thousand dollars.

I used my prize money to go away with Daryn to the Bahamas for a long weekend. He had left his wife about two weeks after the tournament ended, and we were thinking about living together. I would go on to complete my beautician studies and work with my sister Lynn, and her now fiancé, Charlie. I still play chess with Daryn and continue to beat him - but now it’s only for fun.

❤️❤️❤️
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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 email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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