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Chapter One

________________

____


All of a sudden, the dynamics in my house changed with a bang. While dad had been seeing Lacy for about three years, they had never discussed moving in together. But now, with me, Connor Miller, having just turned eighteen and preparing for college in the fall, I suppose dad wasn’t happy about being alone anymore. I’m an only child, and since my mom passed away in seventh grade, it’s just been dad and me. Now Lacy was a very sexy woman who set off major alarm bells in my head. She was a tall, curvaceous blond, with a perfect, tight ass, deep brown eyes and had a knack for wearing dresses that fit her figure perfectly. But there was another part “of the package” that came with Lacy; her twenty four year old daughter Marilyn, who was almost a carbon copy of her mother.

I’ve had three years of being in the “orbit” of these beautiful creatures, and I’d always assumed that if anything major came of dad and Lacy’s relationship, then I would be out of the house, away at school in the east. So imagine me, a horny teenager who spent his formative years of puberty lusting after these two women, now having them living under the same roof! Not only was Lacy satisfying to the eye in every way possible, but I could tell there was “something” about her when she was in my presence. It seems she enjoyed flirting with me when my dad wasn’t around.

Last week, before I left for class, Lacy and Marilyn came down for breakfast, and both of them were wearing their sleeping lingerie – without even a robe over them. I knew that both of them were very gregarious people, always quick witted and loving a good joke, but this seemed to pass the boundaries of all decent behavior. My dad sat at the table with his iPhone and coffee, and seemed not to notice a thing.

I had made breakfast that day and Lacy stopped me from clearing the dishes and cups off the table. She turned to me and smiled as she emptied the dishes in the sink, bending over as she did it, giving me a full view of the tight G-String that hugged her snuggly between her butt cheeks, underneath the nighty. Neither Marilyn nor my dad saw anything out of the ordinary, so it just made me crazy, causing me to stir in my chair at this outward act of flirtation.

I should mention here that I had a secret of my own which now I felt might cause me to be headed for trouble; lots of trouble. In the three years that Lacy was with my dad, I had imagined her dressing like she did now, except that I was the one wearing her lingerie . . .

Now, endless possibilities seemed open to me with her and her nubile daughter living under the same roof. One day about a month after they moved in, I had the house to myself. Dad and the two women were at work, and the master bedroom door was unlocked! I had nothing but indecent thoughts on my mind. I had about three hours until they all came back from work. Marilyn worked as a dental hygienist in my dad’s dental practice, and Lacy was the office manager, so they all got home about six o’clock and traveled in to work together.

My heart started beating fast as I stepped into the bedroom, staring at Lacy’s dresser drawers across the room. I opened the bottom drawer first where I knew she kept all of her “naughty items.” Tucked underneath a couple of satin boxer panties and G-Strings, I saw my favorite – the grey satin, one piece nighty; the same one she wore that day at breakfast when she teased me by bending over. Immediately, my eyes locked onto it like a laser, and I reached into the drawer and picked it up, savoring the silky texture between my fingers. I became hard right away, more so than if I just saw Lacy wearing them. Then it dawned on me: I wanted to wear them. I wanted to try them on, and feel them slide over my privates.

Of course I rationalized it; just a harmless fetish, no big deal. I would probably grow out of it. In the meantime, I couldn’t allow myself to get caught! I quickly stepped out of my jeans and t-shirt, and saw myself in the mirror – a scrawny eighteen year old, with curly hair and thick glasses, flabby arms, a flat chest, and legs like sticks. It was no wonder that girls never flocked to me except for when they wanted help with science homework. I was planning on being a premed student when I got to college.

I took a deep breath – this was it. I took off my boxers and threw them on dad and Lacy’s bed. Next, I stepped through the neck of the one-piece slice of silky, feminine heaven, and slowly worked it up my legs. I was a little “too small” to be considered a stud, but none of that mattered now. All my concentration was on . . . feeling feminine. My legs had a fair amount of hair on them, but I thought that if I were to shave my legs now, the guys in gym class with me would notice right away and my reputation would be ruined.

So up they went. I took my time going slower and slower. The feeling when I pulled it over my thighs was indescribable; electricity of a very primitive and primal kind came over me, tickling me and making me feel “cute.” What the fuck was I thinking?? Instead of shoulder straps, they came with a band that wrapped silky and cool around my neck. Now I felt the cool satin against my junk, causing me to take my hand and rub myself through the material. A drop of precum formed, and I quickly hiked it over my waist and grabbed a tissue from the nightstand, wiping myself dry – or so I thought. There was a little stain of wetness that I could see through it. I figured it was just something that would dry and not leave a stain.

Oh my God! I was in heaven. I laughed to myself and called this “Connor’s Happy Time.” I stood in front of the mirror, turning to the side, and teasingly saying out loud, “You dirty little pervert, what do you think you’re doing?” I walked around the bedroom, sashaying back and forth, and rubbing more. Finally, I reached a point where I couldn’t take it anymore and I grabbed three tissues from the box and lay on my back on the bed, rubbing my cock against the incredible satin nighty. Then I came, and shot a huge load over my tummy and didn’t think my jizz would travel so far – but it did. It went as far as my face (I know, gross, right?) and the material in my clenched fist! I quickly used the tissue to wipe myself clean and ran into the bathroom, still hard and leaking, and ran hot water over the desecrated piece of heaven. I took Lacy’s hairdryer and ran it over the washed satin until it was dry, and took a deep breath of relief, not seeing any residue of my deed (or my seed) on the material.

As I carefully folded the garment, and looked around her other drawers, I knew I would be back to “play” some more. I was hooked, and wished that this could have happened a few years ago. In a sick way, it could have made sense at sixteen; a horny kid in puberty “experimenting” with ladies lingerie, but now at eighteen? This was more than a simple fetish. I chose not to dwell on that and concentrated on not getting caught the next time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_________________

____


For the first time, shortly after my “Happy Time,” Lacy became more overt in her flirtations towards me – continuing to wear enticing nighties and slips with tops around the house; bending towards me and rubbing her breasts against me, as if “by accident.” A hard on for me at the breakfast table and even during the day around her became normal.

I sneaked into the bedroom several times, and the same as before, just played with my favorite nighty. I soon became bolder and put on a silky, pink G-String, and for the first time black, sheer pantyhose. Now I was really into uncharted territory, and sorry that I didn’t shave my legs. If I was in gym class and I put my gym shorts on and faced away from the guys, so they didn’t see the front of my legs, I figured I was safe. So one afternoon I ran the bath and used one of Lacy’s razors and shaved my legs and my balls. I stood there a minute and thought what the hell, and I shaved my chest too.

Now when I put on the G-String and the pantyhose on, the feeling was magnified a thousand times! It seemed that the more effeminate I became in my attitude and my little afternoon secret sessions, the more I wanted to wear panties all the time – under my jeans. So I tried it. It was my sick little perverted secret. I took a pair from the bottom of Lacy’s collection, sure that those would never be missed.

I began wearing them to bed, and I loved seeing my cock tent up underneath the pouch of the G-String. At night too, I would “borrow” a tube of Lacy’s or even Marilyn’s lipstick from the bathroom vanity, and put a coating of the lip gloss on; careful to wipe it off in the middle of the night and flush the tissues down the toilet.

YOUTUBE had plenty of smutty videos of crossdressing guys, and the more of them I watched, I noticed a pattern: It seemed that women loved men who cross dressed.

In no time at all, I had THREE pairs of panties, one pair of emerald green boxer panties, and two G-Strings of Lacy’s. But why stop there? Marilyn was just like her mother, and wore the same lingerie. So I added a few of her things to my collection, careful to store everything at the bottom of my sock drawer. I did my own laundry, so it wasn’t a big deal.

But then, things took an unexpected turn. I went with two of my friends to the mall on a Sunday, and before I left the house, Lacy got me alone in the entrance hall.

“Connor,” she said. “I see how hard you’re working in school and all, and I’ve decided that it’s no big deal for me to do your laundry. Now how would you like that? I mean, I do my own and your dad’s on Sunday, so it’s really not a big deal.”

Alarms went off in my head. “Uh, Lacy, uh, I don’t really think that’s necessary. I mean, I’m gonna have to do it myself when I’m away at school next year anyway.”

She grinned at me, and held my gaze for a little too long for comfort and said, “No, I’ve decided that’s my special gift to you.”

I was trapped. I wanted to run upstairs to take my stash and hide it high in my closet in a box or something. I could shoot myself – asshole! That’s what I should have done all along. Now, standing in the foyer, getting ready to leave, it would raise suspicions if I suddenly ran upstairs. I reasoned it out. My socks and underwear (my underwear) were clean on top, and the dirty ones, after she washed them, she would lay on top of the clean ones.

“Okay,” I said, with a nervous smile, “That’s great Lacy, thanks so much.”

“Good,” she said with that same grin. “Maybe I can do more favors for you to show my appreciation for how well you’re adjusting to Marilyn and me being in the house.”

I had a shiver run down my back as I left. Maybe I could get home quick enough and take my clean clothes out of the dryer and put them away before Lacy did it.

*****

When I got home, my dad greeted me at the door. “Hey Connor, how’d you enjoy your day? Was the mall crowded?”

“Good dad, really great. Uh no, we just tried out some new video games, nothing special.”

Tracy came into the kitchen, and Marilyn was curled up on the couch watching a movie.

“Greg, Connor,” she said to me and my dad. “You guys feel like ordering in Chinese takeout tonight?”

“Sure honey, that would be fine.” He then walked over to Lacy, who was wearing really tight jeans with a white camisole top that left her pierced navel visible, and put his arms around her shoulders and kissed her. Lacy glanced at me out of the corner of her eye and winked. I turned bright red, and left the kitchen to go up to my room.

“Hey dad – could you call me down when dinner is here. I’m gonna take a nap for a little bit. I’m feeling a bit run down.”

“Okay Connor. What’s wrong, you feel sick.”

“No, but I might be coming down with something.”

“Alright, food should be here in about an hour.”

“Great, thanks dad, Lacy,” and I ran up the stairs to my room. I went straight to my dresser and all my clean socks and boxers were neatly placed on top of the ones already in the drawer. I breathed a huge sigh of relief. Lacy did as I thought – she just placed the clean ones on top. Then I pushed those aside to see my stash of panties and pantyhose. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. Sitting on top of the lingerie was a crisply written Post-It Note in Lacy’s distinctive block print. It said, “HUMM – SOMEONE LIKES LADIES LINGERIE!”

To say the least, dinner was very uncomfortable. For the rest of the night though, it was business as usual in the Miller household. We all gathered in the living room after dinner and watched a movie. It was a chilly night, so the fireplace was going. Lacy mouthed to me “we’ll talk later,” and I swallowed hard. If she said anything to my dad I would have to die. I wasn’t sure how Marilyn would take it, but I knew I would have some very uncomfortable explaining to do to Lacy.

I went to sleep that night after studying in my room and Lacy didn’t come in to talk to me. I think she wanted to torture me and string me out a bit more to see if maybe I’d approach her. I tossed and turned for a while and I was wearing an emerald green G-String panty with the strap in the back securely between my butt cheeks. I rubbed one out quickly and did it right into a tissue – nothing flying over my head.

I was sleeping on my side, and about two AM, I felt fingers tickling my inner thighs. At first I thought I was dreaming, but then I bolted upright. My room was pitch black – that’s how I like to sleep, with no light at all. But I knew it was Lacy! Now her hand was tugging on the front of the G-String I was wearing, and I looked at her, my eyes open wide like a deer caught in the headlights. Of course I was hard because her fingers were grasping my cock and rubbing it. I could barely make out her face, and she said in a deep seductive voice, “So I’m guessing you got my note?”

“Yeah, I did,” I said, barely above a whisper.

“You’ve got quite a collection there ‘missy.’”

I didn’t respond.

“You know,” she said. “I could tell Greg, but then that would probably ruin you. I mean, what you did is a very bad violation of a woman’s privacy, and your dad might think you should be punished for that.”

“But you WON’T tell him right?” I said, scared out of my wits.”

She laughed, and touched the tip of my nose with the index finger of her other hand – the one not massaging my cock.

“No I won’t, and you know why?”

I was silent.

“Because I happen to find it very sexy when a man, especially a virgin like yourself wear’s ladies underclothes. I mean, it’s a real turn on.”

Before I could answer her she placed her lips on my mouth and stuck her tongue into my mouth. My lips parted for her, and she continued stroking my cock. I had a few drops of pre cum come out onto her fingers. She broke off me and said, “Oh no, you’re not going to cum that way. I have a treat for you Connor.”

She straddled me over my knees, after pulling the sheets away. With her hand, she pulled down “my” G-String, and placed her lips on the tip of my cock, and stuck her tongue in the middle of my slit. Making a tight seal around the head of my cock with her lips, she rubbed her tongue around it. Her mouth was very wet, and it felt like a silky sandpaper rubbing the sensitive skin on the bottom of my cock. I was a virgin, so this was better than anything I could ever possibly imagine.

Now her very wet mouth was going up and down the entire length of my cock. She didn’t say a word about my size, which was polite on her part. She used her teeth to play bite me, and she was driving me over the edge. Meantime, I could feel her sopping pussy gliding over my bare thigh, and she moaned and squirted on me.

I moaned and I felt my orgasm welling up and then I shot a huge load into her mouth. I came about two or three shots, and I could feel my cum dripping onto my shaved groin. She kept sucking and licking harder and harder, not letting any of the precious fluid get away.

When there was nothing more to lick, she came off me and rubbed her index finger over my shaved groin.

“Ummm, that was so good Connor.”

Referring to my groin, she said, “You know, I think your little fetish here goes much deeper than simple cross dressing.”

I was still lost in the pleasure of the blow job to respond with any coherence, and she just laughed again. She bent down to my head and kissed me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own cum.

“So how do you taste, my little sissy? Do you like it?”

I was honest. At this point being anything else wouldn’t get me anywhere. “Yes, I do Lacy. I think I enjoy tasting cum. I’d really like to become a slutty cum-whore.”

“Now you’re talking. Oh! There’s one more little thing you have to do for me, so I don’t tell your dad about this.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_________________

_____


Iwondered what else there could be. “This has to do with Marilyn, Connor.”

“Oh yeah, what about her?”

“Well, I found a couple of pairs of her panties in your little collection you know. I told her about it, and she said that I could handle it any way I saw fit. So this is what we’re going to do.”

Now I was sitting straight up in bed listening to what my penance would be. “Marilyn is turned on by guys who like women’s clothing too, and I think she would like to have you too. What do you say to that?” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. “But wait,” I said. “Doesn’t Marilyn have a boyfriend?”

“Not really. She’s seeing a guy, but he doesn’t really do it for her. So we were talking, and I think you’d be a nice diversion for her. A nice little sissy for her to play with. Next week as you know, your dad has a dental convention in Denver, and I’ll be going with him. That means that you and Marilyn will be together all next week – home here alone. All you have to do is to make her happy. Think you can do that for me? And if you do, we can still have our little times together – I don’t mind sharing, Connor. Not at all.”

For the rest of the week Marilyn was giving me little glances too and giggles; once having to cover her mouth to keep from laughing in front of my dad. Of course he saw nothing. Marilyn was even more flirtatious than her mother, flicking her tongue around her lips while staring at me. Her smooth skin and cleavage was made all the more enticing by the fact that, like Tracy, she didn’t believe in wearing a bra. I had to be careful what I wore around her, because my boner, although on the small side, would be totally obvious. If she was anything like Lacy, I knew I would have a good time. Hell, I would take that “punishment” any time. I couldn’t wait.

Of course, Marilyn had to work in the office with my dad’s associate, so she came home at 6PM on Monday. I got home from school at my usual time, and I had a few hours to kill until she got home from the office. I was a complete bundle of nerves. Marilyn was a different sort than her mother. She had a bit of an “evil” streak going on. Nothing malicious, but just bossy. She was just a twenty some odd years younger version of Lacy.

Tonight she brought home a pizza for dinner. She had called me earlier and asked me, giving no hint of anything kinky going on tonight. I was really nervous. Even though she was Lacy’s daughter, and I knew her – sort of – this was all uncharted territory for me. While we sat at the table eating dinner, Marilyn took off her sandals – she had changed out of her office whites when she came home, and stuck her big toe inside my crotch, rubbing my cock, making me ooze a bit. I was stirred immediately. All thoughts about this being inappropriate were gone. Hell, the whole thing – even with her mother was inappropriate, but I just didn’t care one bit.

I threw away the plates and took the pizza box out into the garbage, and when I came back into the house, Marilyn was on the living room sofa wearing an incredible outfit.

She had on a short, black, leather shirt and a one piece blouse with her tits making pencil points through the material. As usual, she wore no bra. As soon as I walked into the living room, she got up, and dragged me by the arm upstairs to her room, down the hallway from mine.

“You’re all mine tonight, my little sissy slut! It seems you enjoy wearing my lingerie too. I’ve known ever since that last Sunday when mom did your laundry. How long have you been doing this anyway, Connor, you dirty little perv!?”

“Not long. I mean I’ve fantasized about both you and your mother since before you moved in with us, and since then; well, I couldn’t resist.”

“Humm, I see. Well tonight, I’m going to toss your salad over really good . . . and teach you a lesson you won’t forget.

“I understand that you enjoy blowjobs, would that be correct?”

Not knowing what else to say I answered truthfully. “Yes I do.”

“Good, now get down on the carpet on your skinny little pathetic knees, bitch!”

I did as I was told.

“Wait, wait,” she said, holding her hand up. “First, STRIP! I wanna see what you’re wearing under those jeans.”

Normally I would have run for the hills, but Marilyn knew I had a thing for panties, so it didn’t surprise her that when I stripped I was wearing a dark purple G-String that belonged to her.

“Well, well, what do we have here? A sissy wannabe in MY PANTIES!”

I did as I was told, and I was caught standing there, my hands over my cock sticking up underneath Marilyn’s G-String.

“Stop hiding it. I can see your pathetic little cock underneath there. I’ll bet it feels good, doesn’t it femboy?”

I said nothing and Marilyn snorted in disgust of me, but all it did was turn me on even more.

“Now place your hands over your head!”

The second after I did that, Marilyn took out a pair of pink plastic handcuffs with a faux-fur lining and shackled my wrists. A large grin appeared on her face.

“Good, now turn around and face the wall,” she said in a commanding voice that it would do me no good to argue with.

“This is your last chance to say no if you want out, in which case I’ll tell your father everything. From now on, you’re mine, and just to make sure you don’t wimp out on me later, I’m filming our little tryst tonight on my iPhone!”

I had no plans to escape, so I decided to “heighten” my pleasure and surrender to her commands.

“Oh no Marilyn! I’ll do whatever you say,” with a mock sense of horror.

“Good girl,” she said patronizingly.

She went into her bathroom and came out ten minutes later wearing nothing but her black, nylon pantyhose, a black laced garter over a black G-String, and a leather, steam punk bustier with buckles that looked like it was molded especially for her. She also carried a small cat-o-nine tails in her right hand, and stood there grinning at me like a horny demon. She also wore kick-ass sexy black boots that went up into a cuff just above her knees.

“Now get down on your knees femboy!” she barked. “Good. Now bend over and let me see that pretty little ass!”

She pulled down my G-String, and my pink, fleshy ass was on full display for Marilyn and the camera. Slowly, she walked around to my front, and lifted my chin up with the handle of the whip, smiling. “You’re pathetic, you know that?” she said in a low growl.

In her other hand, she had a small pink plastic cage with a lock on the front. She reached down and slipped the cage thing over my cock and my balls, and I tensed up and hissed through clenched teeth.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” she said as she walked around me, swatting the whip on the palm of her hand.

“Uh, it’s a bit tight.”

She mimicked me: “It’s a bit tiiiight. Listen to yourself, you pathetic piece of shit.”

Then standing in front of me, she slipped off her girdle and then she hooked her thumb in her panties, looking down at me, her blonde hair wildly sweeping over her face. Now I was getting scared for a second wondering what the fuck I’d gotten myself into. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She pulled down the G-String and it fell around her ankles, just above the instep of the black boots she wore. Staring at me at the level of my face was the largest cock I ever saw.

“Marilyn, WHAT THE FUCK!!!!??”

“Calm down Connor. Haven’t you ever seen a cock before? No, of course you have. The proper question would be – have you ever seen a Ladyboy’s cock before?”

“No, no, I haven’t.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter. You said you liked blow jobs, so here, I’m giving you a chance to prove yourself.”

I never said I liked giving them, but now I had no choice. To tell the truth, it kind of excited me. I was aroused when I licked my own cum off my face using my finger in “the old days.” My cock bulged against the cage, and a strange sensation of pain and pleasure mixed.

She pressed the fleshy protuberance against my lips and just stood there, circling my lips with it. Then she pressed it against my lips, entering them slowly, and I tightened my lips around her head, my mouth filling with saliva. She moaned a bit and went in and out, my tongue now circling her shaft. I didn’t even gag, I loved it, and my heart was beating fast. I tried my best to please her, and she reached down and grabbed my curly hair with her fist, going in and out faster and faster to meet my sucking.

My cock was growing bigger than I thought it could, pressing against the plastic mesh. She let out a groan, and soon a wet warmth entered my mouth. It was a strange mix of salty and sweet, and it was too much for me to hold in my mouth, so some of it leaked out down the corners of my mouth onto my chin.

“Suck it all up sissy boy . . .” my mistress commanded me. I had seen enough of these dominatrix videos on my websites, so I kind of knew what was expected of me. I obeyed her command until all traces of her she-cum were gone from her cock.

“Now stand up,” she said, lifting up my chin with the handle of the whip once more. “Turn around.”

As soon as I did that, I felt a SMACK land on my butt cheeks. I yelped out in pain, and she did it to me three more times. I was cuffed and caged, and could do nothing but obey. Where this would all lead, I had no idea, but the fact was, I enjoyed it tremendously.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

__________________

_____


Now stand up and face me!” she commanded me. She took her fingers, collecting all of her cum from the sides of my mouth and chin, then sticking her finger in my mouth until all of it was gone from my face. I smiled – involuntarily! I actually liked it.

“See? That’s encouraging! What a good sissy you are. Now it’s my turn to get off. Hop onto the bed on your hands and knees with your butt facing me!”

As soon as I was positioned on the bed, she reached into her night table and withdrew a tube of K-Y Jelly. She spread a nice amount on her hand, and lathered it all over my puckered asshole and down my taint. It felt amazing, because now she went a little farther and stuck a cool, slippery index finger up my ass, giving me a chill. I clenched, so she spread my butt cheeks apart a bit more.

I girded myself up for what I thought was coming next, but she surprised me again. SMACK! She whacked my but cheeks three times again, causing me to yelp the first time, but then a strange voice came from somewhere inside me and I said, “Can I please have some more Mistress Marilyn?”

“Now that’s respectful! I’ll give you some points for that Connor,” and she whacked me three more times, but this time, I didn’t yelp. I loved it too much.

I heard the whip fall to the carpeted floor, and the next thing I felt was her very hard and large cock right up against my asshole. She went in very slowly at first, in and out, in and out. I felt “full,” like I had to go to the bathroom, but then that feeling was gone and replaced by a nice feeling of pleasure. The deeper and faster she bucked into me, the pleasure alternated with pain, and through my handcuffs, I gripped her bedsheets. I felt her shaved balls pressing into me, and reflexively I backed up against her with each thrust.

She began to moan, and so did I. Before I could process anything I felt the most pleasurable sensation, unlike nothing I had ever felt from jerking off. It felt like a sneeze welling up from deep inside me, right up against what I was to later learn was called my “p-spot.” This caused me to shoot an incredible load, without even touching myself through the pink plastic of the cage, onto her bed sheets. I cried out in a long moan of pleasure. Marilyn was laughing, and then she too, came with a volcanic eruption, filling my ass with a wet warmth of her cum. She shot out three times. I couldn’t imagine anyone ever having that much jizz locked away inside of them.

Finally she pulled out of me, and I felt her cum drooling down the insides of my butt cheeks. Now with her hand, she smacked my butt again several times. “Here, now suck my cock clean and dry. I know how much you love it – you little prissy ass slut!”

What could I do? I licked her clean until she was satisfied, her cock growing big again.

“Well now,” she said, smiling. “There’s hope for you yet. “I’ll be right back.

She went to her closet and then out to her mother’s and my father’s bedroom, and came back with an armful of clothing.

“Here, all of this is for you, and then I’ll take you into the bathroom and apply the makeup. I know you’re loving this Connor, am I right??” she said, playfully batting her eyes in her first display of kindness bordering on tenderness all night.

“Oh, one more thing. Connor will just not do. We need a female name for you. I like a slutty name for you since that’s what you’re becoming. Now how does ‘Candy’ sound?”

“I like it,” I said, willing to do anything that Marilyn suggested.

“Good, because eventually all the boys will like it too! You see, mom and me have big plans for you ‘Candy!’”

She dressed me in the pantyhose I liked; frilled at the top, with straps that hooked onto a girdle, and my (her) purple G-String, and a stretch bra that pulled my chest in tighter.

“How do you like this?” she asked me, holding up a blue, one piece short dress with a plunging neckline. I loved it. All of my fantasies were coming true.

“I love it Marilyn. Can I keep it?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Of course you can. I have enough of my own clothes.”

The best part was the long, auburn wig she pulled out of a box. It sat atop a Styrofoam head, and had waves throughout, a bit of lighter frosting, and a wave across my forehead. In the bathroom, she worked magic on me with foundation, powders and lip and eyeliner. I had practically no eyebrows to speak of, so she used a matching eyebrow pencil and false eyelashes. I couldn’t see what she was doing until I turned around and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror.

“So what do you think, slut?”

“You’re a genius Marilyn,” I said.

“I know, Candy,” she said, addressing me with my new female alter ego. “Of course I am,” she said with a triumphant snort.

I looked so good I wanted to fuck myself. I still had the cage on my cock, and looked down at my groin, but the dress was in the way. Marilyn saw me look, and she said: “That cage, in case you’re wondering, is necessary for you to keep wearing to become a proper sissy!”

I couldn’t stop parading back and forth in front of the mirror. I wondered what Lacy would think.

“Now this is how it’s going to play out, Candy, from now on. Mom and I are going to have you whenever we want, and of course your father will never know a thing. Do you like that?”

I looked at her like what a question, and she laughed.

“Now you’re probably wondering about me. I transitioned after high school. My mom was pleased because she always wanted a daughter, and I knew that. But much like you, I started with just a simple ‘curiosity;’ a fetish that soon became much more.”

*****

Like she said, Marilyn and Lacy had more plans for me. Aside from being their “house sissy” in this unusual home arrangement, frequently they brought over other men, some of them friends of Marilyn for me to entertain. I became quite good at the transgender game, and by the time college rolled around, I gradually made my full transition into the transgender woman that I am today. Just think – it all started with a little harmless “HAPPY TIME.”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

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

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

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

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:
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Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

❤️ JD
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