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One

Setting the stage

IF YOU’RE GONNA’ JUDGE ME, you might as well stop reading now. I don’t much care for people who think they know everything about me from what they hear from others. What happened to me is my own business, and it was unavoidable. It’s like I was sucked into it. To explain it all I have to go back a bit, but bear with me, I promise you’ll enjoy what I have to say. You can judge me later if you choose – I really don’t give a shit.

My name is Mick and I’m a twenty-two year old from a straight laced family of three older sisters and my parents. I was what you’d call a “surprise,” being eight years younger than my youngest sister Janet. I don’t know if this is typical, but when I was fourteen, I lived with my parents, and Janet was still at home with us, working as a medical secretary. It used to fascinate me watching Janet get ready to go out on a date, and putting on makeup and clothes. She would grab me and always ask my opinion, like, “Mickey, is this a good shade for eyeshadow? Do I have too much blush on? Should I use mascara, or do I need false eyelashes?” you know, stuff like that.

For some reason she felt that she could trust me. I don’t know why she didn’t ask my mother her opinion because usually on Saturday nights she was home with my dad. Something happened to me during that year while I watched her dress up. I looked forward to her asking my opinions, and when she wasn’t home I would sneak peeks into her closet and guess what she would wear out for the next weekend date. At first, I didn’t think this was odd in any way. But then, gradually, I began to think that maybe something else was going on. In my pubescent state, I became aroused looking through her stuff.

At fifteen, my curiosity took on a new dimension. Janet was out one Saturday, and my parents were out of the house as well. I walked into her room, looking around, and opened her dresser drawers. Panties! Now there was a mystery I had not yet investigated. I saw a green satin G-String sitting on top of a neatly stacked pile fresh out of the dryer. Hesitant at first I moved my hand slowly towards it, my heart racing. This is . . . wrong I told myself, but I was on autopilot. Filled with a giddy promise of things to come I touched the soft, silky satin and ran my fingers over it; picking it up and rubbing it between my thumb and forefinger. I also became quite aroused which I kind of expected.

I thought this through. They wouldn’t be home until later in the afternoon, so I had plenty of time. I slipped my jeans off and then my briefs. I rubbed the cool satin against my hairless legs, and a chill went through my body as I centered the pouch around my junk. Once it settled nicely, gripping me comfortably, I took a look at myself in Janet’s long mirror on the back of her door. Humm, I thought as I turned from side to side, not bad. I had somewhat widened hips and a skinny frame. My hair was a nice auburn shade and I wore it long.

The thought occurred to me that perhaps I was meant to be a woman all along. It gave me a sense of satisfaction, and I blew myself a titillating kiss in the mirror. Now I knew what else I needed to do. I saw a tube of ruby red lipstick sitting on top of her dresser. I opened it, savoring the flowery scent and rolled the tube so just the right amount of lipstick was showing. Leaning into the mirror, I placed a bit on my lips. I took the tube off my lips and looked at the ruby red circle on my top and bottom lips. Next, I placed the lipstick on top of the circle. Holding my lips tightly together—just as I had seen Janet do countless times—I moved the tube from side to side, carefully coating my lips with a rich layer of color. I paid close attention, rubbing my lips together side to side, and making sure none of the waxy substance touched my skin.

I was quite pleased. There was also facial makeup and eyeshadow on top of a mirrored tray, but I dare not do any of that – yet. I knew that eventually I would have to. Janet had also been a smoker since age sixteen and that turned me on as well. I associated the long, all white cigarettes she smoked with an erotic sense of femininity. There was an open pack on her dresser with a slim butane lighter next to it. Her room smelled like smoke anyway, so I saw no reason not to indulge myself. I pulled out a cigarette and placed it between my lips like I had seen her do hundreds of times. I took it out and looked at the red lipstick around the filter. After I smoked it, I would stub it out into the half-full ashtray on her dresser. They all had lipstick on them, so why not?

It was a menthol – a poor choice for the first cigarette. I choked the first few drags and I became a bit dizzy. Still, I loved the way I looked in the mirror, and I held it effeminately as I had watched Janet do it. I looked into the mirror, squinting with the butt hanging out of the corner of my lips. I thought about smoking in school, but something stopped me. I think the association of dressing up with smoking made the soon to be habit something I would only do in the privacy of the house. In a few weeks I became addicted. I suppose that had a lot to do with an “addictive personality.” No one at home knew I smoked either. Perhaps in a year or so I would let Janet know. Maybe by then she would suspect me of stealing them from her purse anyway.

Gradually I went from just the G-Strings to trying on her bras and a couple of short skirts. My favorite outfit was a hookerish long sleeved satin blouse and a short satin skirt. This dressing continued for a couple of years, and I should add too that I pleasured myself when I was dressed and smoking. That is to say I jerked myself off to a complete frenzy whenever I could. I looked in the mirror, now dressed and with complete eye makeup on, and squinted my eyes and told myself that I was a slut – a real whore.

“Hello boys, wanna party with a HOT GIRL?” I said to myself in the mirror, batting my eyes and laughing. Naturally, girls didn’t interest me as far as dating went. I was more interested in what they wore and their hair styles as well. I couldn’t get my hands on a wig, so I grew my hair out, and when I was home, I teased it into sort of an ersatz looking bob. Girls in high school caught on to my “feminine proclivities” and often asked my opinion on their outfits and hair styles as well, Of course, no one, not even my closest girlfriends knew what I did at home. That was my business and would stay that way for the time being.

Another, more serious aspect of my life was the way I was mercilessly bullied for my “unmanly ways.” I was knocked into lockers, beaten up after gym class, and punched and even spit at when no one was looking. I didn’t care because I knew that someday I would be free to do as I pleased and give free reign to all my desires.

When I graduated high school and went away to college, I couldn’t take any clothes with me, and to shield myself from bullying, I buried my true nature. Some girls, as in high school, noticed me and befriended me. They sought out my advice for dressing and makeup. However, I was left extremely frustrated and alone. There was only one solution – I had to transition. So late in my freshman year, a girl friend of mine looked up a website that offered estrogens from China. This proved to be a wonderful solution. Once I noticed my breasts getting bigger, and my waist becoming curvier, I decided to dress openly. There were also great psychological changes that came along with the estrogens. Men began to look very appealing to me. I also liked having a cock. The idea of surgery seemed to be crazy; again coming back to my admiration for the shemales of the Far East.

My break finally came when I graduated college and moved to a job in the city. My architecture degree along with my talent landed me a job with a very prestigious firm that paid extremely well. As a result of my good fortune I was able to afford very enticing clothing and makeup. I was now able to dress in the privacy of my apartment and made a practice of surfing various websites that catered to crossdressing mean and transgender women. The latter, who I considered “shemales” as a more appropriate name, were most appealing to me. I liked my given name Mick, so my new transgender self I would call “Micki.”

College was a much more accepting environment for my new self, and I not only had girlfriends, but I also dated a couple of guys. I was straight forward with them at first, but once I graduated college, I felt no need to be open right away. This set the stage for what was to be the start of my adult life. In school I majored in architectural design, and I was quite good at it. My artistic talent along with my keen eye for design and mathematics made me a natural, and so I landed a prestigious job with a major architectural firm in the city. Within a year I was able to afford a very nice brownstone apartment.

I grew my hair longer and I enjoyed dressing very provocatively. It gave me a kick to see guys looking at me with their tongues hanging out. I was rather “cunty” if I do say so, and I loved playing hard to get.

I had my name legally changed to “Micki,” and no one at work knew my secret. To them I was a HOT, and drop dead gorgeous young female architect – plain and simple. Now was the time to put my “urges” to use.


Two

Showtime

I HAD A FEMALE BOSS FOR THE FIRST SIX MONTHS that I was employed at the firm. Then Olivia found a better job in management for a totally unrelated field. The new boss, Mr. Hood was somewhat of an enigma. He was a complete STUD! No question about it. He never wore a tie to the office; always a sport coat and an open button down shirt. He had nicely styled sandy colored hair, a face that a sculptor would die for, broad shoulders, and muscular arms. His shirts’ top three buttons were always open giving a beautiful view of his hairy chest. When he walked past my design cubicle, I caught a whiff of some expensive cologne advertised by a movie star. My cock was bursting inside of my short suede skirt. His voice was musky, deep and hypnotic; which cast a spell over me and made my head spin. However, underneath that slick exterior I could sense something ominous.

When I had lunch with the girls, he was the major topic of conversation. I must digress here and say that my transition was so good that not even the girls knew I was a shemale. I think what clinched it was the surgery I had on my vocal cords to make my voice very feminine and alluring. For most, the dead giveaway is the hands – but for me that was never a problem.

After a while, Mr. Hood’s mystery became a bit clearer. He took certain liberties with the women in the office that in most places would have raised eyebrows in human resources – but not at this company. I was at lunch one afternoon with the girls at a bar and grill a few blocks from the office and the topic turned to Mr. Hood. I had heard the rumors, but I didn’t give them much credence. The guy was only on the job for one month and stories started coming out. Now for the first time, I realized they were true.

“You know Micki,” Rochelle, a girl who was with the firm for three years told me, “Mr. Hood comes across like a dashing rock star, but I gotta warn you – he’s a real shithead.”

“Really Rochelle? How so?” I asked, surprised, my first impressions seemingly validated.

“You’ll see. When he calls you into his office, and he will . . . business is the last thing on his mind. He just wants to get into your panties.” She was silent for a moment, looking around our table at Abigail and Nancy. They both slowly nodded their assent. Rochelle continued. “I knew he was a horn dog, but I never pressed it. Everything was just hearsay. I mean the guy is real smooth. One minute you’re talking business – like a project, and then before you know it, he’s got his hands down your blouse, or at least he tries.” Being a horny slut myself I didn’t see a problem with that, but I felt bad for the girls who didn’t like to shit where they ate. I was a lot tougher as a woman than they were – I knew it. So I settled in and listened.

“She’s right Micki,” Nancy agreed. I came in with a finance report and before I could put the print-out on his desk, he pinned me against his office wall and was breathing down my neck telling me what he wanted to do with me. It was disgusting!!” This made me smile. She continued. “He’ll always make it like a proposition – you know, a quid pro quo: Do what he wants, and you get a bonus for the week, or a promotion.”

“You wanna hear something else that would make the evening news someplace else?” Abigail said. “He had me in his office a couple of weeks ago and out of nowhere, he asks me if I would like his ‘big cock in my mouth,’ and ‘I bet you give really good head.’ I told him he was a real pig, and he started licking his lips.” Then there were tears streaming down Abigail’s face. “He told me that if I didn’t do what he said that he would fire me. But that’s not all – oh no. He said, ‘I know where your brother works and if you refuse me I have the connections to make him lose his job too.’”

Nancy and Rochelle let out gasps at that last one. I was more intrigued than frightened. Instead of quitting or gasping in horror and shock, I was actually looking forward to Mr. Hood’s behavior and plotting some really good revenge. I would have some fun and protect my friends at the same time. The reason they were telling me all this was because they knew I just did my work well, and had no reason to be called into his office. Or perhaps they felt that I was not the type to be easily intimidated. Bullies and lecherous men like him usually stay away from women they think will make trouble for them. My plan was to “reel him in” so to speak and then pounce when the time was right.

Nancy looked at me and was mystified by my lack of emotion.

“Come on Micki, what are you thinking?”

“What I’m thinking is that I may be able to play along with this guy and beat him at his own game.”

The three of them laughed. “What are you gonna do Micki? Cut his dick off??” Nancy said.

“Maybe. Something like that perhaps.” The girls looked at me, and their eyes were wide open – with admiration.

When I went home that evening, I did some digging on the Internet and called a private investigator friend of mine who used to be a city cop. He was only too glad to help me because I dated him about six months ago and blew his mind in bed – along with something else! (-: As it turned out, what he found was even better than I expected. I would have Mr. Hood eating out of my hand, or even sucking on something better!

_______________________

___________

The next week was uneventful, and then on the following Tuesday afternoon, I found a yellow sticky note placed on the top of my laptop. It had a smiley face drawn on it, and it read: “Meet me in my office at three o’clock.” A grin spread across my face. I left my cubicle and walked over to Nancy’s. I held out the sticky note and smiled at her. Her eyes widened.

At three I took the elevator up to the sixth floor where Mr. Hood’s office was located. I went through the door into a waiting room, and I approached the receptionist at the desk and announced my arrival. She was sizing me up, probably thinking that I would run out in tears as so many had before me. But she was dead wrong. I wouldn’t be running anywhere. “Have a seat Ms. Gouverneur, and I’ll let Mr. Hood know you’re here.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking a seat and waiting. I noticed a coffee machine off to the side and I walked over to it, clacking my heels on the wooden floor like a cat scoping out its prey. I passed the time by checking my e-mail messages, and saw that Frank, the private investigator had some documents for me to see! I was about to open the first one when the door to Mr. Hood’s office opened and he saw me and smiled.

“Well, hi Micki,” Mr. Hood said all business like, as if something important for the company would be taking place. The receptionist who’d been with the firm since its inception wasn’t about to be fooled and smirked at me privately. “Come on in,” Hood beckoned, making a sweeping gesture with his arm.

“Please sit down,” Mr. Hood said, gesturing toward the leather armchair in front of his desk. He settled in behind his desk, my personnel file open beside his laptop. His smile lingered, and after a brief pause, he asked, “Would you care for something a bit stronger than coffee, Micki? You’re welcome to anything from the bar.” He nodded toward a well-stocked bar against the wall, its old-fashioned clock and pub lights casting a warm glow.

“Thank you, Mr. Hood, I think I will,” I replied, keeping my tone light. The air in the room felt charged, though neither of us acknowledged it directly. I stood, smoothing my skirt with deliberate calm, aware of his gaze following my movements. Crossing the room, I poured myself a scotch and soda, choosing the top shelf with quiet confidence. The silence between us was comfortable, but beneath it, something unspoken lingered, waiting for the next move.

I faced him from the bar and took a slow, long sip. He wasn’t bad looking like I said. I was thinking all sorts of delicious and decidedly evil things that I would do with this guy.

I took my seat in front of the desk. The ball was in his court – for now. “Micki. I see here that you’ve been with the company now for what – seven months?” he said, scanning my file.

“Yes, something like that.”

“Well I have to tell you that your work on the Argyle renovation has the owner very happy. You’re an excellent architect Micki” he said, nodding, and moved around in his chair, his arms folded behind his head.

“Thanks Mr. Hood.”

“Oh please!” he said. “Call me John.” He took his arms down and leaned forward a little bit towards me and grinning. “You must be, you know, a bit exhausted from that tedious project.”

I played dumb. “It’s nothing. I enjoy what I do and hard work for me is never a problem John.”

“Even so, I think we should maybe celebrate. I don’t do this with everyone you know.” I gave him no expression of either yes or no. I think he was a little bit uncomfortable with my style.

“Micki, Micki,” he said, rising up from his chair and walking over to the bar where he poured himself a drink. He turned with the drink in his hand and took all of me in – leering. “Don’t you know that all work and no play is very dull?”

“What did you have in mind John?”

He looked at me, swirled his drink and took a decent swallow, clearing his throat and setting his drink on the bar. He walked over to me and started rubbing my shoulders from the back of the chair. “Well, to start with, you’re an incredibly beautiful woman Micki. I’d like us to become . . . friends.” Friends my tight little ass! He wanted to fuck me – that was obvious, but I don’t think he knew what he was asking for. That was okay with me. I grew tired of this part of his clumsy attempts at making ‘the innocent new girl’ his latest conquest.’

I took a deep breath and surprised him by standing up. I was horny as fuck anyway, so I turned the tables. I stood a few inches from his face. “Friends, huh? Why don’t we cut the pretense John. I know exactly what you want, and I’m here to give it to you.”

His eyes rolled and I grabbed him by his open shirt collar, rubbing the hair on his chest, and making myself as hard as fuck in the process. Then I leaned in and kissed him hard on the lips, slipping my tongue out between my lips and inside his mouth, where I slid my tongue around his. I pressed into him and felt his cock bulge onto me. It was bigger than I imagined. I stuck my right hand down between us and began rubbing it through his pants. He moaned through the kiss. I came off him gently. “You like that, don’t you John?” I said in a soft, but firm whisper.

“Oh yeah,” he said breathlessly. “I can’t remember when I’ve had anyone like you before.” Sure he couldn’t. For once he had someone he didn’t have to threaten or cajole. I resumed kissing him and placed my tongue where it was before. Now my fingers were playing with his zipper, and I moved it down and reached inside his slacks, touching his fleshy cock with my ruby fingernails.

This only made him moan more and as I touched the tip of his cock I could feel the pre cum coming out of his tip. I broke off the kiss and looking him in the eyes, I slowly placed the tip of my finger in my mouth and sucked it. I was driving him crazy. I undid his belt buckle and unsnapped his slacks, and pulled them down. Next, I placed my thumb under his boxers, toying with them, and pulled them down too. Everything was in a pile around his ankles.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpeting and took all of his cock in my hand and rubbed it along its length. It was at least eight inches long. I was salivating. I wanted him to fuck me HARD with it! All in due time I thought. He moaned more as I toyed with the fleshy appendage. The hunter had become the prey. I moaned for effect and placed my glossed, shemale lips on his tip and moved my tongue around like a paint brush. My own gurl cock was throbbing and I leaked my own pre cum as I fantasized about the cock touching my lips.

I came off him and looked him in the eyes. “I’m gonna suck you ‘till you’re blue in the face John!” He grinned and was like a kid with free reign in a candy store.

“Oh yeah baby, let’s go!”

I placed my entire wet mouth on top of him, making a tight seal with my lips. I slid up and down his length, almost choking on him. My tongue slid against his cock with my bobbing, which got faster and faster. He bucked his waist, trying hard to get me to swallow all of him. He hissed between clenched teeth, and he exploded inside of me. I’d never seen a guy with that much jizz in my life. I sucked and slurped all of him, but it was impossible to contain. So I thought, why not see how he likes the taste of his own cum?

I had cum rolling down the sides of my lips. When I licked him clean I stood up and grabbed his shirt collar pulling him in close to me. My eyes were glazed over with lust and I kissed him hard. He was a good boy, and I didn’t have to tell him anything – he licked his own cum off the corners of my lips.

“How do you like the taste of your own cum, John?” I asked with a fake show of innocence, batting my eyes at him.

“Umm, I like it just fine. I’ll give you this Micki – you really know how to please a guy.”

I laughed. “Good boy John. This is only the beginning. I’ll bet you’re a real stud.”

I kissed him some more and then came off. This was enough for a first taste. “Tell you what John. Why don’t we see each other this weekend? You can come to my place, and we can play some more.”

“I’d love that. You’re different than the other girls in this place Micki.”

“You  ain’t seen anything yet John. Be at my place at seven on Saturday night. Prepare to stay over.” I wish I took a picture of his face to show to my friends. I think they’d be amazed at my work and talent!


Three

The fly trap

TURNS OUT FROM THE EMAIL FROM FRANK that John was indeed a bad boy; bad and stupid. He hadn’t paid his full income tax in several years, listing his income at sixty thousand a year and placing his mother’s home as his primary residence. Someone must have given him some bad advice. Frank wasn’t sure he was on the IRS’s radar yet, but he could be . . . that was up to me. I had what I needed to make John eat out of my hands. I have to admit; I really got off on the control part of it. I told the girls that I had a date with John that weekend and they were in awe of me. Here was someone that knew what she was doing and felt in control. They had never seen anything like it, and according to the others he had hit on, neither did they. In one day I became an office legend amongst the female employees.

I had everything I needed in my apartment to give John a weekend he would never forget. Of course, just to be on the safe side, Frank agreed to stay in his car outside my brownstone while John was inside. You never knew with a guy like John.

Seven o’clock rolled around and John rang my doorbell. I was wearing a high black satin skirt with a black bra and long, see-through nylon sleeves. Over that, I wore a white boyfriend shirt with all the buttons opened. Of course I had my pantyhose on underneath with my three-inch heels. Man I was set to rock naughty Johnnie’s world!

“Come in, come in John,” I said. He stood in the entrance with his mouth open at the sight of me.

“Wow Micki . . . fuck me!! You look soo fucking HOT!”

I laughed. “Okay, are you just gonna stand there like a mannequin?”

“Oh, sorry,” he said, like a lost puppy.

As he took his first few steps inside, I grabbed him by the shoulders and kissed him hard. I pressed him against me, and I could feel his cock throbbing. Mine was tucked away and throbbing too, but he couldn’t feel that.

“Let’s go into the kitchen first and have a little wine – you know, to loosen up a bit.”

“Sounds good,” he said, following me into the kitchen. He still acted kind of haughty, but that would soon pass. I managed to slip a powder in his drink that made him agreeable to things. It was kind of a truth serum – a medium acting barb.

“Let’s drink a toast John,” I said. “To new experiences and new friends.”

“Yeah! That’s great!” and we clinked glasses and drank. I had more of the powder in case this wasn’t enough. “Umm, nice wine – a Merlot.”

“Only the best for you John. Come on, let me show you my bedroom.”

He followed me inside, obviously impressed by my townhouse. “You live pretty well Micki,” he said.

“Yeah, well what can I say? I’m a great architect.”

“That you are, and more,” he said. He was really kind of sweet, but I would make him sweeter. That was how I liked my men – sweet and pliable.

“Know what John? I want you to fuck the hell out of me now.”

“Oooh, now you’re talking Micki!”

“There’s just one little thing.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“I want you to fuck me in my ass and take me very, very hard,” I said, pressing my index finger on his nose.

“Wow! You are totally wild Micki. Anyone ever tell you that?”

I looked at him and smiled. “Uhh, maybe once or twice” I said. I wasted no time, and began undoing his belt buckle and the snap on his jeans, while pulling him closer into me. I kissed him hard and fished around underneath his boxers for his cock, which was hard and ready to go. I gently stroked it, causing a bit of pre cum to leak out of the tip. I rubbed my wet finger around his head, and his eyes were closed and he was moaning.

Suddenly I stopped because my gurl cock was throbbing at this point and dying for release. For a second I thought about how this could go, and in a small way I felt kind of conflicted. He was obviously a guy that needed to be taught a lesson, but he was also kind of nice in a way, in addition to being fucking HOT!

My hands quickly stopped what I was doing and I stepped back and got out of my short satin skirt. I kicked it off to the side, so I was standing in front of him wearing only my G-String and my boyfriend shirt with the bra underneath it. I shook my hair out of its nice combed state, and it fell over my front, between my cleavage. “Okay John, take it from here – remember -IN MY ASS!”

He dropped his jeans and boxers, and kicked them off, ready to go. I reached into my bag and pulled out a tube of lube jelly and handed it to him saying: “Be nice to a lady and rub this around my asshole, and put some on your cock babe.”

“Yeah! Let’s go!”

“I want to be pounded into the next life Johnny boy!”

I’d had enough talking for now, so I bent over my bed, and my knees were on the carpeting. He shifted the strap from my G-String over a butt cheek and squeezed out some of the gel on his fingers. He rubbed it all over my hole and even did me the courtesy of sticking his finger in my “boy pussy,” rubbing it around from side to side. I moaned and got an electric chill through my body. He was a fucking artist.

My arms were in front of me on the bed and my fists were balled up. I felt him place his hands on my ass and then his cock right up against my boy pussy. It was nice and cool and slick; just the way I wanted it. He went in first with just the head of his cock, teasing me. He slowly pulled out and then rammed me like a pile driver.

“Oh yeah John! Come on . . . come on . . . FUCK ME!!” I was being driven insane, shoved into another world of pure pleasure. My gurl cock was throbbing. He went in and out, picking up speed as he crashed into me again and again. He was moaning, and then he let out a scream. I felt his wet, warm cum fill me up which triggered me. I screamed myself and shot a full wad of my jizz into the pouch of my G-String. He was amazing.

His cum began leaking out down the sides of my butt cheeks, yet he kept going like a good boy. “Don’t stop John! Keep fucking me,” I hissed. He didn’t disappoint. He was really charged up; the little potion I prepared made him bend to my will. Fully dilated, I moved my ass up against him for more. I pictured how his huge cock must have looked riding me like a bronco, going in and out, slick with my white, creamy cum.

In moments he screamed again and shot another full load into me. I came again, but not nearly as much as him. Finally he collapsed over my backside; his head nestling me. He was breathing hard. “What the fuck just happened? That was fucking amazing Micki!”

“Good John. I’m glad you liked it. In a few minutes we can play a little game, okay?”

“Sure Micki, whatever you say.”

“In the meantime, I really need a cigarette.” This served a couple of purposes. It was a nice release for me after being so roughly and deliciously manhandled, and next it was kind of a sign of dominance – you know, like I’m in charge and I’m gonna smoke, puffing away like it’s a cock.

I was right. When I stood in front of him smoking, his cum running down the insides of my thighs, he was fixated on me, like in a spell. I became his mistress, and he would do as I asked.

I stood there, my legs apart, the 120mm cigarette dangling from the corner of my mouth. My thumb hooked inside of my thong, and I played, moving it from side to side while gently swaying my hips. He was transfixed on me, and I was very curious to see what his reaction would be when I was done with my little show. I LOVED the tease.

Slowly, I moved my thumb down, pulling the front of the thong with it. The top of my beautiful, silky pubic hair was showing, and I stopped; taking a drag off my cigarette and blowing smoke in his face. His hand went down to his cock – it sprang to life again suddenly.

I stepped back a few steps and continued my thumb play. I pulled down just enough . . . and then my beautiful gurl cock, as stiff as a flag pole on the Fourth of July popped out over the laced top of my thong. John’s eyes were wide opened now. He was speechless.

“So, do you like what your eyes tell you is real John??”

He shifted uncomfortably on my bed, his legs moving nervously up and down. It seemed an effort for the right words to come out of his mouth, and there were little gasps and movements of his head, indicating confusion or compliance. I wasn’t sure which one. Finally, something intelligible came out.

“I, I . . . never expected this. I mean, you’re . . . a girl, right?”

I laughed and threw my head back. “You sound unsure John. I’ll tell you. I’m a girl who just happens to have ‘a little something more,’ that’s all. I like to think of myself as a ‘shemale,’ you know, like they have in Thailand and the Orient. Over there, we’re looked upon with awe and respect. I like that name much better than ‘transgender,’ don’t you?”

“I suppose so . . .” he muttered, trailing off. “I just had no idea, no clue. You don’t look any different . . .”

“I don’t look any different than what – the girls in the office who you abuse and threaten? The ones you force yourself on with dire consequences if they don’t play along with your pathetic misogynistic games?”

He stiffened up when he heard that. “I didn’t mean any harm. I was just having a little fun. Besides, they all seemed to enjoy it.” He was talking himself into justification for his behavior. “I mean look at me . . .aren’t I a stud?

“You know what I think? I think you’re a very bad boy who needs to be taught a lesson.” The drug seemed to be having an effect. His next statements proved it, because they were totally out of character.

“Uhhhh . . . maybe you’re right. I may have forced a few of those girls, maybe even entrapped them into having sex with me.”

I walked closer to him, my eyes squinting and my face a wall of displeasure. I placed my fingers under his chin, lifting it up.

“Well, after tonight John, I think you’ll understand a bit more of what it feels like to be on the other side.” Now I was smiling. “I know some other things John. You see I KNOW you’ll play along with me because I found some things out about some games you’ve been playing with your taxes. The last I looked; they are all felonies.”

His face went white with that disclosure, even with the mind-bending drug working in his system.

“Oh that. Ah, it’s nothing. You know, gotta play the game – but you’re right. That was a bad thing to do! I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t apologize to me John. But just know that if you deviate from my little game, I may just have to tell the authorities, and how could I play with you if you’re in jail?” 

“Thank you Micki! Thank you a million times, really!”

“Now show me your appreciation for my benevolence. Come on John. Now get on all fours in front of me, like a good doggy.”

Immediately John got down on the carpet by the bed and crawled over on all fours to where I was standing. I lit another cigarette and kneeled down and blew smoke in his face. I held out my hand to him, and he kissed the back of it.

“That’s good. Very good. Now I need a little ‘release’ from you John.”

“What do you mean?” I shimmied out of my thong.

I shook my head. The poor boy still hadn’t gotten it – but he would. “Suck me off now John, and make it good! You are going to get a lot of practice in giving head.”

“Okay Micki. Whatever you say.”

My legs were spread apart just enough, and John picked his head up and came face to face with my glorious gurl cock – the weapon of my revenge. I held it down just enough to meet his lips as they bumped against my head, at first a bit unsure, and then with some “prodding” from me, I crossed through his lips. He needed a little coaching. “Come on John, open up just a little and make your lips nice and tight around me. Just like all the girls do for you!”

That was enough said. Now he stuck his tongue out and licked all around my head and placed my cock in his wet mouth. For his first time he was pretty good – he knew all the right things to do. I thrusted my hips just enough and penetrated him all the way inside of his mouth. He slurped and sucked, skillfully using his tongue in a mind-blowing way that I never expected to see from him.

“Oh John, you are so surprisingly delicious!” He came off me about to say something, but I stopped him. “No! Put your mouth back on me. This isn’t the time nor the place for a response – keep on doing what you’re doing!” Maybe I gave him a bit too much wine.

I closed my eyes and placed my hands on top of his brown, curly hair, “guiding him” just a bit. He was going up and down on me, just stopping to breathe once in a while. He was so eager to please. It delighted me. I’ve never been treated so good before. I almost felt guilty for the drug – but not entirely!

My bucking and his sucking went on faster and faster until it reached a furious crescendo. My cock was like a greased pole sliding through a silky hole. I tried to remember the last time a guy blew me but couldn’t. John was better than all of them, and that’s saying a lot.

Then I stiffened and arched my back; eyes closed. I sighed and let out an enormous cascade of thick, creamy jizz into John’s mouth. To my surprise he took it all in without hesitation. There was hope for this bad boy yet. Then I realized that I had no plan – I would improvise as we went along.

Just a bit leaked out of his mouth and collected at the end of his lips, dripping down his chin. “Keep . . . going . . . John,” I yelled; my hands pulling on his brown curls. His pace, which had slowed while he drank me, now picked up to where I wanted it. “Good boy John, that’s it – keep going!”

Then he slowed after licking my swollen gurl cock clean. I pulled out of his mouth, and he looked up at me with wondering, puppy dog eyes. There was something endearing about the way he did it. Could I possibly be falling for this guy? No matter, I was having fun and thoroughly enjoying myself. The control I had was exhilarating, a real rush.

“Stand up John,” I said firmly. He obeyed and faced me – his face a blank.

“Kiss me,” I said.

John leaned in and we kissed, the taste of my own cum (which I always enjoyed) playing on my senses. Now I posed the question to him. He would have to be truthful with me. “Did you enjoy that John? Do you like what it feels like to be a depository for shemale cum??”

He didn’t hesitate. The drug perhaps? It was hard to tell. “Oh YES! It was wonderful. Look at me – I’m so hard too Micki!”

It was true. His boner was flagging upwards. Maybe this would be easier than I had first anticipated.

“I see. Now I want you back down on all fours John.” He obeyed as I sashayed over to my walk-in closet humming a confident tune. Once there I slipped out of my high heels and put on a pair of thigh-high black leather boots. I also changed my top into something revealing with leather straps and buckles across my mid-section. I opened a drawer and pulled out black leather gloves that went up to just below my elbows. My look, combined with the sluttiest makeup I could find was now complete.


Four

My sub

I TURNED AROUND AND LOOKED at my nude subject on all fours, and he was staring at me which begged the inevitable question. “Like what you see John? The right answer allows you to continue playing. The wrong answer gets you arrested. So which will it be?”

“Oh without a doubt Micki. You look soooo hot! I’ll do anything you ask of me.”

“Really? Now that’s what I like to hear. You get to play some more.” I brought out something from behind my back that caused his eyes to bulge. It was a black leather cat-o-nine tails with little bells on the ends of the strands. I laughed. “I promised the girls in the office that I wouldn’t let you off easily John. I’m sorry but this has to be done, and I require total submission from you. Understand?”

“Of course Micki, I do.”

“NO! You will address me as ‘Mistress Micki’ form now on.”

“Sorry – yes. Mistress Micki.”

“Good slave Johnny. Now turn around and face the wall. Repeat after me: I will not harass the women in my office anymore, and I will pay financial restitution to each girl I have harmed by my lewd acts.”

“I will not . . .” I quickly interrupted him

“Not yet. After each lash I give you is when you will repeat that, understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” The lash came down hard on his butt cheeks leaving a red welt.

“OUCH! THAT HURTS!!!” I smacked him again. How could he not follow simple directions?

“I will not harass the women in my office anymore, and I will pay financial restitution to each girl I have harmed by my lewd acts,” he obediently yelled.

I smacked him three more times, each time the welt growing larger and larger. I couldn’t do it to him anymore, however. There was that “something” again. After every lash he repeated his promise, so I put the cat on the carpet.

“Very good slave. Now, every mistress needs some help around the house. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Now don’t go away.” I walked back to my closet and picked up a box from the floor. I carried it to the bed. I pulled out a hot pink G-String. I threw it to him. “Put this on.”

He knew better than to refuse because I picked up the cat, playing with it and swinging it back and forth. It was more for appearances sake because I couldn’t hit him anymore with it unless he asked for it, which I doubted he would. He stood up and stepped int the thong. I watched him as he slid it up his legs. I enjoyed seeing him react to it. He seemed to enjoy it as he rubbed it up and down his legs. I wouldn’t rush him. “You seem to like that slave, don’t you?”

“Oh yes Mistress. It feels nice and silky.”

“Good. I can’t wait to see how it feels over your cock and your balls!”

He pulled it up and did just that. I think he loved it – he busied himself centering it and then stuck his hand down the front and was rubbing his cock with it. It dawned on me that the drug I slipped him released inhibitions, so he couldn’t hide anything from me. He had to say whatever was on his mind. I laughed softly to myself, slapping the cat on my palm in front of me, watching him. Then I reached down into the box and pulled out a stretch laced bra. “Here John, put this on now.”

He eagerly took it from my hand and slipped it over his head like a pro and centered it. It had firm cups, but there was no fat on his muscled chest to pull together to give the illusion of cleavage. Eventually I knew that I would have to fix that.

Next I pulled out a pair of black, sheer nylon strapped panty hose with a ruffled top. “And these,” I said authoritatively.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Very good John. I see you have promise.”

“Thank you mistress.”

“Oh! Here. I almost forgot,” I said reaching into the box and pulling out a matching hot pink garter that would strap onto the pantyhose. “Now place these on.” After everything was in place I told him to go into the bathroom. It was time for makeup. He took a seat at my vanity table.

“Now you’re going to be a very hot looking sissy slave John.”

Obediently he sat at the mirror and waited while I arranged all the makeup he would need. I would make him real slutty. “Humm, now what color lipstick?” It was really a rhetorical question because I had everything planned out.

He sat perfectly patient and still while I applied the red, cherry lip gloss and lip pencil. His eyelashes were good, and he didn’t need false ones. “Now hold still so I don’t poke your eyes.”

“Mistress, I have a confession.”

I was surprised and wondered what it could be. “What is it my beautiful sissy slave?”

“Well, I’ve dressed up before – when I was a teenager. It was always a turn-on for me you see.”

“I see. That is very interesting John. I’m impressed. And when you did this, how old were you?”

“Since I was thirteen.” Wow what do you know. It was similar to my story.

“That’s very, very nice John. Then you should be thrilled now. By the looks of your cock I’m sure you are.”

“Yes Mistress.” When the makeup was completed, I went to the closet and pulled out a wig box. Inside was a short bobbed shiny black wig, and hoop earrings on the bottom. I brought them out, centered the wig and cap on his head, and clipped the earrings onto his lobes.

“Now look at your beautiful self, John. How do you like it?”

“Oh I look so hot thanks to you Mistress.”

“Why thank you John. If you keep this up, I won’t need the cat anymore.”

And now it was time for the icing on the cake. I went to a special section of the closet, and pulled out a cute black and white French maid uniform complete with white laced ruffles on the sleeves, and a short black skirt. “How do you like this John?”

“Wow, that’s perfect Mistress! I love the white cap too!” I laughed.

“Why of course you do John. I wouldn’t have it any other way!”

Now he was complete. He stepped out of the bathroom, and I produced a pair of black high heels which I picked out from a group of assorted sizes. He looked fantastic and so hookerish. I wished the  girls could see him, so I whipped out my phone and texted the photo to Nancy, Abigail, and Rochelle. They were amazed at my power and talent in getting this monster under control. But he was my monster . . . and in the brief span of time I had been with him, I wasn’t planning on sharing him with anyone. He was in fact, “growing” on me.

“Now for the last thing to complete your transition into the perfect slut-slave.” I went over to my bag on the floor and produced my pack of long, all-white cigarettes and my silver butane lighter. “You have to smoke like a little slut-slave maid John.”

“Of course Mistress. I always enjoyed smoking when I dressed up with makeup. It always aroused me.” So what do you know? He had a smoking fetish just like me. That would be really in his favor because it only endeared him to me more. I pulled out one for myself and lit us both up.

He puffed like pro, his first one a perfect French inhale. “Why that’s perfect John! Oh, I almost forgot. You’ll need a sissy name because that’s what you are – my personal sissy!”

“That would be great Mistress. I always loved ‘Janice.’”

“Perfect! Then Janice you shall be whenever you’re with me.”

“Now I want you on top of the bed on all fours JANICE!” I yelled. He was a quick as a bunny and did just what I asked. I placed an ashtray at the head of the bed for “her.” Then I went to the night stand and pulled out a tube of lube jelly. After all, I had to make this as pleasurable as possible for her.

I got behind her and flipped up the bottom of her maid’s skirt and undid the straps of the panty hose. I was so turned on by the sight of my creation that my cock was shaking and aching. I think she felt the same way, which made me wonder if she would have put on as much of a fight if it wasn’t for the drug I slipped her. I squeezed out a handful of the jelly onto my fingertips. Slowly, I rubbed the gel all around her taint, and then for effect I stuck my finger inside of her ass.

“Now this Janice, is your ‘boy pussy,’ okay?”

“Yes Mistress.” He hissed. “Ahh, that feels so good.”

“Wait. You haven’t felt anything yet my dear.” I rubbed it in good, and stretched the sides of her boy pussy with my index finger. When I was satisfied, I whipped my engorged cock out from underneath my leather skirt, and rubbed the gel onto it.

“You may feel a little full at first Janice, but if you resist me, I’ll have to use the cat.” She tensed up immediately.

“Oh Jesus Janice! Just relax. I’m not going to whip you anymore unless you want me to.” I really didn’t have the heart to punish her anymore. She was behaving better than my best expectations.

Now it was show time. I couldn’t stand the tension. All that preparation just made me horny as fuck. I guided the tip of my cock right up against those nice lips of her ass. Then I penetrated just enough with the head of my cock. She kept quiet, but her fists were balled up on the bed. “This will complete your transformation into the slut you’ve always fantasized about Janice. What do you say?”

She took a big, cheek-hollowing drag. “Fire away Mistress!”

And so I did. I went in and out, slowly. Each time going in farther and farther. There was no screaming from her (I can’t stand screamers). The walls of her “bussy” felt so good and tight wrapped around my throbbing cock. Nothing on earth could stop me now from what I was about to do. Faster and faster I went, deeper and deeper until finally I reached the end. I felt so powerful.

Janice was moaning and going back on me, keeping up a perfect rhythm. My God she was perfect. I hadn’t had a piece of ass like hers in a long time. Now I exploded. All that walled up tension, only heightened by the terrific blow job came to the surface. I felt the warmth of my cum surrounding my gurl cock, and I went faster and faster as my jizz, warm and white leaked out of her. Then Janice screamed and stiffened – her first sissygasm. I was so proud of her. I hoped I had created a fiend. I wanted her to beg me in the future for a good fucking, and I knew that in time she would.

After a while we stopped. There was the entire night to do more and more. I came out and she turned around and faced me. “Wow Mistress, thank you. That was sooo good! Can we do this some more?” I smiled.

“Yes, of course we can. When I tell you we can. I want you to beg me – like a dog begging for scraps from the dinner table, how’s that?”

“Terrific, yeah.”

She looked at me and her eyes were misted over. She asked me for another cigarette. I wished we had been slutty teens together – dressing, fucking and smoking. I lit her up, and she puffed away looking just like a slutty, lost little whore.

“From now on Janice, you’re going to be my little whore slut. I have lots of clothes to dress you up in, and we can play all kinds of roleplay games. Would you like that??”

“Of course Mistress.”

My mood got a little dark, but I was putting on a show for effect. I was enjoying myself. “Now remember Janice, if ever you refuse me, I’ll bring that little financial matter to the attention of the authorities. You wouldn’t like that would you?”

“No Mistress, I wouldn’t.”

“Good. I have a feeling I won’t ever have to.”

__________________________

____________

In the office on Monday, there was a big change in John. He became rather humble and much less cocky. He treated the girls with respect. Nancy was the first to approach me in my cubicle.

“Oh my God Micki! We couldn’t stop laughing at the pictures you sent us of John. I think I’ll print them out and post them in the break room!”

“No, don’t do that Nancy. John, or should I say “Janice” and I have an understanding. He won’t bother any of you ladies again.”

“Yes, thanks to you Micki.”

As for John and me; well, he enjoyed coming over and paying the games we did. In fact we became kind of an “item.” He took me out to dinner; we went on trips. In other words, he was completely tamed by a HARD GURL.
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