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Chapter One

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas very excited to finally be in college. The large student body, anonymous, and self-absorbed, was perfect for me. I’m not a very social guy, I have a rather unassuming body build, slim and on the short side for a guy; five feet six inches tall. This has always created problems for me ever since middle school. In high school I was bullied mercilessly by the jock clowns who enjoyed “executive privilege” at my school.

My name’s Ronnie and after two years of working in retail, I was ready to start my journey towards an accounting degree. My family was overjoyed at the prospect of having me someday takeover the huge and highly respected accounting firm which my grandfather had built since he came home from the army after WWII.

I thought I could always change my mind later. I might use my business knowledge to open a women’s clothing boutique, where I could sell the clothing that I secretly desired and obsessed over.

Of course, this was something that I would never reveal to my parents. It would break their heart.

This may have some relevance to my story, I think. My job in retail was in sales; women’s clothing actually, at one of the big name chains in New York City. I needed the job, and maybe they picked me for that particular department because of my above mentioned slender build, and unobtrusive mannerisms, and my speech perhaps? I don’t know. Perhaps they thought I presented an “effeminate appearance,” and would be more acceptable as a salesperson for women’s clothing. I didn’t care, I just knew that I was good at what I did, and soon, the management, recognizing my organizational skills and good customer relations, made me the manager of the department after the first year.

In college, at a state school in upstate New York, I lived in “The Freshman Tower,” one of three large buildings where new students are required to live. Most of my friends were tripled up in rooms when they first got to campus, but somehow I lucked out by being assigned to a “double,” just one roommate.

The way it worked at school was that the guys on your floor, or at least some of them would be your immediate circle of friends. You had the outgoing types who were usually the life of the party, the quiet ones you never saw who spent all their time in the library, the jocks, and the middle-of-the-road types, like me, who did their fair share of studying, and spent the rest of their time hanging out at night in the common room or the snack bar across the street.

My roommate was an okay guy named Trevor who reminded me of myself in the sense that he wasn’t a jock, had almost an eidetic memory which made it seemed like he rarely studied and pulled good grades. Like me, he was a dual major in accounting and business.

There was somewhat of a “mysterious side” to Trevor that I was really curious about knowing a little bit more. At least two nights a week, he would take a gym bag and leave the dorm, and even ignored me once when I asked him where he was going. He would, like clockwork, leave at nine o’clock and then return around two in the morning, being extra quiet not to wake me up. One night I happened to be awake and watched as he opened his gym bag and put the contents of the bag into a large locked box on his top shelf.

I became obsessed with the box – wondering what was in it and why he kept it such a secret. People have personal possessions, but when they go to such lengths to hide stuff, what could it be, right? I’d think anyone would be curious. I know I was.

The next day I expected Trevor to say something about his biweekly nighttime excursions, but he didn’t. It was maddening. How should I approach him about it? Should I say something?

After deliberating, mostly thinking about it in class during lectures when I should have been paying attention, I decided to let it go until the next time I was awake when he came home. I’m usually a heavy sleeper, but that one night I was up.

I had lots of girlfriends; not a lot of dates, but just girls who were friends. I suppose they were attracted to me for the same reasons my former retail employers picked me for a management position – the understanding of women’s likes and tastes when it came to clothing. My girlfriends on campus would always take me back to their rooms and ask my opinions on jeans, camisoles, dresses, you name it; even panties. Whenever there was a fashion question, and being in college they were usually simple ones, the rule they went by was “ask Ronnie.”

One evening I was in my friend Laura’s room in the next high rise, which was for female students, and I told her about Trevor’s nightly excursions.

“He does this twice a week Laura. I’m really dying to know what’s so special about that bag that he keeps it locked up, and what he does with it wherever he goes.”

Laura thought for a minute and asked, “Well, why don’t you follow him some time and see where he goes. Do you think you can be covert enough? How is your ‘trade craft,’” she said, laughing.

“Yeah, maybe I should one night. It might be interesting, but I don’t want to do anything that would jeopardize our friendship. I mean, he is my roommate.”

“You have a point. Then the only thing to do Ronnie is to let it go unless he opens up to you one evening.”

I sighed, and said, “I guess you’re right Laura.”

“But now, you’ve got me curious!” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________

_________________

So the next Tuesday rolled around, and I made sure I was in the room before nine o’clock. Trevor walked in about eight-thirty. He had just come from the library I was guessing, because he had a stack of books with him.

“Hey Trev, what’s up?” I asked.

“Oh you know, same old, same old. Getting ready for Reichman’s test on Friday. I know I don’t have to ask you Ronnie, you have a photographic memory. I don’t know how you do it; you just have to read a page once, and you have it memorized.”

“I’ve always been that way I suppose. Maybe it’s genetic. My dad was the same way.”

“Lucky you,” he said, not hiding his envy.

It got me to thinking. School aside, he didn’t talk much about dating, either men or women, and I wondered about his social life. He probably thought the same about me. I’d really given up on myself as far as dating women was concerned, resigning myself to always being “the best friend,” the “confidant.”

It was about a quarter to nine, and I thought I would give Trevor a one minute start and then try to tail him outside the building. He didn’t have a car, so, how far could he really go? It had to be a frat house or some place on campus he went to.

Trevor reached up and brought his lock box down from the shelf in his closet and pulled out the blue, strapped gym bag. His back was turned to me, but I could only guess that he was taking things out of his gym bag, or putting things into it.

At the same time, Dennis from the next room came in. “Hi guys,” Dennis said.

Trevor looked over his shoulder, stopping what he was doing and said, “Oh hey Dennis what’s going on?”

“Well, I was wondering if I could borrow Ronnie for a while. I need help with a financial accounting problem here that’s busting my brain.”

Trevor laughed. “You know Ronnie here has a photographic memory. He just reads a page of accounting, and he knows it – all of it. It’s really amazing. I’ve never seen anything like him before.”

“Oh, so the rumors are true then Ronnie? You’re exceptional at figuring this stuff out, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders, trying to hide my disappointment at what this would turn into. “I don’t know about being ‘exceptional,’ but I do have a knack for this sort of stuff.”

“Would you mind coming next door then to lend me a hand? Jack and Tom got the same problem. We thought we’d review for Friday’s Reichman test. Maybe we could form like a study group or something. We ordered two pizzas from Marinaro’s in town.”

Well now, pizza. How could I refuse. I guess my nighttime surveillance would have to wait. I sighed and said, “Okay Dennis, lemme grab my notes and I’m coming over.”

“Cool. You’re a lifesaver Ronnie!”

“Hey how about you Trevor? You wanna join our group?” Dennis asked.

“Uh, maybe some other time Dennis.”

“You going to the gym?” Dennis asked, nodding to Trevor’s full gym bag.

“Uh, no. I’m gonna work out with some friends on the other side of campus, and we go for a run.”

Yeah sure, I thought. A run that ends at two am.

“Okay Trevor, maybe some other time.”

“Sure Dennis, another time.”

So, albeit reluctantly, I grabbed my stuff, and followed Dennis out to his room.

When we got to Dennis’s room, I could see Trevor, gym bag over his shoulder going out the door for whatever secret mission he was on. My curiosity was killing me. I had to get inside that box.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________________

_________________

The study session lasted until about eleven o’clock. I got those guys straightened out, and now I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep until Trevor got back. When he did come, I would confront him about his biweekly excursions.

The pizza and beer made me a little sleepy, but not quite enough to make me fall into a fitful sleep. I came back to the room, using my key, and I noticed that Trevor’s closet was opened. But holy shit! The lock box on top was open. The combination lock was hanging there, steel lock glistening in the light from the lamp! Trevor must have been distracted by Dennis’s pleadings for me to come.

No power on Earth could stop me from standing on my tip toes to grab the box from the shelf and place it on Trevor’s bed. My heart was beating fast as I opened the box. When I finally opened the lid, I blinked several times to really believe what I was seeing. There was a whole trunk full of girl’s clothing inside and a case of makeup containing blush, false eyelashes, mascara, lipstick, eyebrow pencils, the works.

The clothing was everything from lingerie, G-Strings, pantyhose, girdles, short dresses, jeans, high heels, a handbag, blouses, camisoles, bras; a veritable cross dresser’s dream. But Trevor?? In a way it made sense. Like me, Trevor didn’t mention any girlfriends or dates. It was just a couple of months into the first semester, but still. However Trevor was better built than me, or should I say more handsome. I had a rather plain face, I could easily blend in with a crowd, and I wasn’t the type of guy that girls found appealing.

Sure, girls like Laura were my friends, but it stopped short of anything romantic, and I was still a virgin. I wasn’t sure about Trevor, but I think I found my answer in the box. Inside the box I also found numerous sex toys and contraptions like dildos of assorted sizes, vibrating ones, butt plugs, cock cages, and cock rings. To say that Trevor was leading a double life would be an understatement.

I picked up one of the G-String panties. It was a purple satin, and it felt very pleasant to touch. A thought was going through my head, wondering what it would feel like to try it on. Trevor wasn’t due to come home until two, and I couldn’t fall asleep knowing what was in the box, so . . .

I slipped my clothes off except for my boxer shorts and took out a white camisole. It felt soft and cool in my hands. Then I picked up the G-String and put it against my face. It smelled freshly laundered. At least Trevor wasn’t a slob! I wondered what it would feel like – no, I couldn’t do that, or could I?

Before my conscious could answer, my boxers were off, and I was slipping the G-String panties on over my bare legs, and hooked the front pouch over my cock. Oh my God, it felt delightful. I was as hard as a rock instantly. I loved it – satin heaven. I started playing with myself; rubbing my cock inside that satin pouch, and felt a bit of liquid oozing out into the material, trying to be careful and not blow a load into it.

I next found a matching purple bra. I had no breasts to speak of and neither did Trevor, but this bra accommodated for that by “giving a lift” to my chest. I hooked it on from the front and turned it around, pulling my arms through the straps. Looking in the mirror on my dorm room’s door, I was overcome by how I looked. My God, I looked so sexy! I strutted in front of the mirror, moving my hips daintily like a girl would do. I felt the G-String cradle my asshole in back and it felt really good; it added to my arousal. Just how far would I take this?

I found a new “hobby” that I really enjoyed. As Ronnie, I was less than average, I wasn’t anything special that women would like, but I was so hard thinking about what guys would say if they saw me. I remember Laura saying, “just go with what feels good.” She was talking about her own sexuality. So why shouldn’t I do the same? I liked the ‘new me’ so much better! Still, a little voice inside my head said this is wrong Ronnie, you’re not a woman.

But I couldn’t help myself. The delightful, soft feel of those two pieces of lingerie cast a spell over me that I couldn’t stop. From my retail experience, I was in familiar territory. I took out a pair of black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps and a laced girdle that would go nicely over the pouch. It was eleven forty-five. Trevor wouldn’t be home until two o’clock. I had plenty of time to “explore.”

The pantyhose were silk, very expensive. Trevor must have deep pockets for this side of him, much more than I could afford. I had no hair on my legs, and I instantly fell in love with how they felt going up over my legs. I slipped the laced girdle on and hooked the straps onto it. Wow, I was the complete slut!

I turned to the mirror admiring how I looked and felt. My hair was dark brown and shoulder length, so I went into the bathroom and used my brush to put a part on my left side and let the hair fall naturally around my shoulders. Short and well, girly.

Next was the makeup. That was also part of my retail job – looking after and hiring the makeup demonstration girls who wore their white coats and looked hot as hell. Who knows, I thought. Maybe one day I could look as hot as them.

I rummaged around inside of Trevor’s bag. I found a tube of cherry red lip gloss. It had a nice fruity aroma to it. I moistened my lips and carefully applied it in front of the bathroom mirror. There was a lip liner too, and I placed that on like a pro. I put my lips together and moved them around each other, the liner giving them a nice definition. It seemed a waste to have to remove it so quickly before Trevor came home.

I chose a shade of blue eye shadow, carefully applying it. My cock was throbbing inside me. I knew I was hooked. After the eyeliner, eyebrow pencil and mascara was applied, I went back into the room, and looked at myself in front of the long mirror.

I talked dirty to myself, just as if I was a slut trying to seduce myself. I didn’t need a special female name because “Ronnie” could be male or female.

Oooh, hi mister; I’m so fucking horny right now, I really want to suck your cock. You ready for me, baby? I know you want these lips on you. I puckered my lips and blew a kiss into the mirror. I looked sideways and saw the open case with the dildos inside, and I took out the largest one. I was craving it. My mind was doing summer salts. I needed to quiet that nasty negativity. But like I said, I couldn’t help myself. I got down on my knees with the dildo in front of my lips.

I made a purring noise and placed my lips over the head of the dildo. I got chills running through my body, it was indescribable, like something I was meant to do all my life. It just felt right, you know?

I placed the whole thing in my mouth, slowly. I was kneeling in front of the long mirror, my eyes looking up, as if I was sucking a man attached to the dildo. All the while I was ready to burst a large cum stream right into the pocket of the G-String.

Finally, I squeezed the base of the dildo, and a lubricant shot into my mouth, simulating a big jizz wad. I laughed to myself, looking up at the mirror, saying “satisfied?” It turned me on to let the lubricant drip out of the sides of my mouth like a real cum slut would do.

I was still so fucking horny and needed a release. My eyes once again turned their attention to Trevor’s trunk. I looked at the variety of butt plugs he had. I went for the middle of the collection of five. I pulled out a pink one. He also had some with cock rings, and cock cages attached. My God I thought, what the fuck is he into??

Didn’t matter. I took the half used up tube of K-Y Jelly from his case and squeezed a bit onto the pink plug. I then took a generous helping of jelly and smeared it all over my cherry asshole; my boy pussy, or “bussy.” I stuck my middle finger into my ass, and I got a tingle that seemed to come from deep inside me. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Although the plug was wide, the feeling of fullness was soon replaced by extreme pleasure. I was lying on my bed, on my side, my face to the door. As I put the plug in and out, I went faster and faster. I scrunched my butt cheeks together and thought I was flying.

I pushed as deep as the plug would go, my ass stretched to its max, and my cock became as hard as a rock, so I kept at it. The feeling welled up from deep inside me, and then, without warning, I shot a huge wad of white, sticky cum right into the G-String.

I went into the bathroom and quickly cleaned the plug off, and once again, somewhat satisfied, I thought I would try the butt plug with the attached cock ring. By now it was twelve thirty, so I had at least a good hour to play with. I would never look the same way at Trevor again, but I smiled knowing that we shared the same desires. What would I do if Trevor knew? Would I even want him to know? How would I broach the topic? These were not questions that required an immediate answer.

The cock ring made me hard again as soon as I slipped it on, and I angled it so the plug would go in my ass. This time I tried a wider plug – I was testing my limits to see how far I could go. Once again, I lie on my side, my ass scrunching up this plug too. I knew how to get the maximum amount of pleasure.

But this time something was different; I was craving a real cock. I didn’t want to think of myself as gay, telling myself that I would only do a guy if I was dressed en femme.

I was able to put this one in deeper than the other, and I rocked it back and forth, until I finally hit that little spot again. The same feeling of pain mixed with pleasure went through the lower part of my body, the ring, rocking sideways alongside my cock. I had my eyes closed and I was going faster and faster. The smell of the small amount of perfume I had on, plus the soft velvet feel of the cherry lip gloss hit me all at once. I was this close to coming again when I heard a key turning in the door. It was about one o’clock.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

_________________

Ifroze with a fear that I had never known before. My head was swimming with pleasure, pain, and embarrassment. Trevor walked in and saw me on the bed in all my glory, with his mouth dropped open. After a very awkward moment of silence he said rather nonchalantly, “Well, I suppose this is what I get for leaving my locker box open.”

“Trevor! I’m . . . I’m sorry dude! I was just curious, that’s all. I mean where you go two nights a week is your business, but when I saw the locker box open . . . I just couldn’t resist.”

Trevor had a smirk on his face. “So I guess my secret is out now, and so is yours,” he said.

“Are you pissed that I went into your things?”

“Oh, a little bit, but I need to know, is this your first time?” He looked around the room.

I felt so ashamed, but his lack of anger was encouraging, so I answered truthfully. “It is, yes.”

He looked at me and just nodded, putting his gym bag down on his bed. “You know Ronnie, I have to tell you. I’ve had my suspicions about you, but I never brought it up.”

He looked disapprovingly at the stain on the front of his panties that I was wearing. “I see you broke in the pair of panties. They were one of my favorites, but now you get to keep them.”

“So then I suppose it would be appropriate to ask where it is that you go two nights a week then?” I asked.

“Let’s just say I hang out with people who like the same things as me, and now I suppose, as you.” He looked at me when I didn’t respond. “Come on Ronnie, you know.”

Trevor sighed and said, “I’m a transvestite and I enjoy sex with other transvestites, some of whom are actually on their way to transitioning. We meet twice a week at a private home off campus.”

I was still trying to process what Trevor was telling me, and trying to get over my embarrassment about being caught.

“Just stay as you are Ronnie,” Trevor said with a big ear to ear grin, “I’ll be right back,” and he took his gym bag into the bathroom. I was frozen on the bed, with fear and also a certain amount of desire. I was getting aroused, and was still hard from the cock ring on me. The whole thing was surreal.

After about twenty minutes, Trevor came out of the bathroom, in a similar state of dress as me, except that he was wearing a long, red haired wig, and very slutty makeup.

When I saw Trevor, the most incredible thing was happening to me. I wanted him like that. I never thought of him in that way before, certainly when he was dressed as my roommate Trevor, but this was different. I still had the butt plug inside me, and I was about to have my second orgasm, what I now call my “sissygasm,” and very lascivious thoughts raced through my mind.

“You’re staring at me Ronnie. Like what you see?”

I swallowed hard, and answered truthfully. “Yes I do,” I said in a low, almost embarrassed whisper. “I like it very much.”

“I gotta’ admit Ronnie, you look very hot. I find it difficult to believe that you’ve never done this before.”

I told him about my retail experience, working to save up money for college, which made me two years older than Trevor. I knew things about women’s clothes and styles that caused him to raise a penciled in eyebrow.

“Well that certainly explains a few things. So I see you’re finally putting all your knowledge together in a useful way,” he said with a smirk. “Tell me,” what’s your ambition, I mean as far as a career goes?”

“I plan to open a women’s boutique.”

Trevor nodded his head. “Wow, very impressive.” Then he laughed. “I will be your first customer.”

“Take that plug out of your ass and stand up,” he said.

My heart started beating fast at what I was pretty sure what was coming next. I did as he asked, stood, facing him.

He was dressed just like me, but his hair was longer because it was a wig. Trevor’s natural hair was brown, and it was cut short. Now, with his red haired wig and green eye shadow he looked “stunning.”

Trevor walked towards me and with the back of his fingers he stroked the side of my right cheek. I felt a tingle of desire creep deeply through my body. Next, he cupped my chin in his hands and moved in closer and kissed me gently on my lips. I felt giddy and free, because this was our room, and we had complete privacy. I felt like a kid who found a way to break into the cookie jar and sneak out the treats without being caught.

I pressed my mouth closer to his and stuck my tongue through his lips which opened slightly to let it in. Now our tongues were wrapping around each other, and Trevor leaned into me closer, and I felt his hard cock pressing against mine. I knew right away that it was much larger than mine. I grabbed at him, hugging him by his shoulders and pressing him closer into me. His waist was grinding into me I and felt some pre cum leaking from my panties which were already wet.

“I want you to kneel Ronnie. I know this will be your first.” It’s crazy to think that just earlier today, I would never have even thought anything like this was even remotely possible, yet here I was now. I wanted his cock in my mouth. I felt that I was experienced, just from playing with the dildo in my mouth, and I wondered how big Trevor’s might be.

“I want you to put your cock ring back on,” he said. So I picked it up from my bed and did it, the butt plug part sort of hanging, and I gasped when I shoved it in. Trevor smiled when he saw what I did.

I was on both of my knees, on top of the soft rug that ran between our beds in the middle of the room. I grabbed his most erect cock, and placed the tip between my lips, my tongue touching the slit and playing around the head of it. Trevor was moaning. He loved being teased, as I was to find out later through our play.

He grabbed the back of my head and pushed it onto his full length. At first I gagged – it had to be at least eight inches long. I used my tongue to circle and massage the tip. My mouth was full of saliva, and I painted the whole shaft of his cock with it, the cherry red lip gloss, coming off onto it.

I made a tight seal with my lips, just as I had done with the dildo, and sucked him up and down. I was moaning through my lips, and I knew it turned him on fiercely because he made a hissing sound through his lips and I could taste a sweet-salty pre cum, oozing from his cock.

He met my sucking by moving faster and faster, pushing my head into his groin. I noticed it was shaved as was the rest of his body.

Just as we were into a good rhythm, he pulled me off suddenly and came – all over my face, causing my mascara to run. I was so turned on by this; I loved being treated like a real cum slut. He pulled me up by my shoulders and kissed my face, gently licking all his cum off me.

At the same time, I crunched my butt cheeks together, and the plug worked its magic. I was dying for Trevor to suck me off, however he had other ideas.

“I want you to stand up now slut!” Trevor said in a commanding tone. I did as he said, and he got on the bed. “Now I want you to get on your knees behind me.” I wanted this so badly, like a starving fiend.

I took the K-Y Jelly out of his open box on the floor, and rubbed it over my cock and his boy pussy or “bussy.” I even did a little “dig” with my index finger into his hole. It made him yell out.

“You really know your shit for a sissy virgin,” he said.

I spread his cheeks apart and placed the tip of my cock over his hole, and I slid in easily. Trevor I could tell, was very experienced at this.

“Call me ‘Charlene,’” he said. “I want you to call out my name as you fuck me, please Ronnie.”

“Charlene, I’m going to fuck and ram the daylights out of you,” I heard a voice say, not believing this could be coming from me, yet here I was.

I was about halfway inside his bussy, and I played with him by going in and out slowly, enjoying the tight seal he provided for me. I picked up the pace, going all the way in and again he hissed through his teeth, “That’s it Ronnie, good girl, good girl.”

I was all the way deep inside of Charlene now. I said in staccato breaths, “Charlene, I’m going to fuck the hell out of you now.” I went faster and faster and he grabbed his cock, and started pumping it, the gel on his hand and his cock.

Suddenly he let out a howl and shot a big wad of sticky white cum on the bed sheet, after having just cummed on my face.

I was still going faster and faster, not quite there yet . . . and then like magic, I too felt my cock surrounded by the warmth of my own jizz. I let out a groan of pleasure, as spurt after spurt of my jizz came into his bussy, some of it leaking down the sides of his cheeks.

“That’s it, that’s it,” he said.

Trevor pulled off of me, turned around and we were both kneeling on the bed, facing each other. He pulled me close and kissed me – hard, shoving his tongue deep inside my mouth.

He reached into his bag and pulled out his own cock ring, gave me an evil little grin as he slipped it on himself. His too had a butt plug attached, which he stuck deep inside his jizz-filled bussy.

“I almost forgot Ronnie, you’re still a virgin. We have to fix that.” I was ready. I wanted him inside me badly.

We switched places and I got in front of him kneeling on the bed. He manhandled me. I guess I liked being a submissive to a dominant transgender female. He was grabbing the sides of my butt cheeks, positioning me just right for his approach.

“I hope you’re ready for this Ronnie! You’ll always remember your first time,” he said.

He spread me apart, and I gasped as I felt the head of his cock enter me. It was different than the dildo – it was softer, much better. The earlier play that I did helped a bit, but Charlene was massive, her girth filled me and made me gasp.

“She” wasted no time, going into me faster and faster, taking me like a whore, a real cum slut, and I loved it. So did Charlene.

“Ronnie, you’re so tight. I don’t get many virgins. I love . . . it.”

I thought he was going to say I love you, but that would come later. Faster and faster he went inside me. I grabbed my steaming cock, shocked at how fast I could be ready to go again so soon after coming inside Charlene. We were now “her” and “her,” at least while we were dressed.

She was going so hard and fast the mattress began to squeak under our weight and the force of her pounding.

She was grunting with pleasure. She hit the little spot inside me that had made me cum with the butt plug earlier – the “P spot.”

I stroked myself harder and faster until suddenly I shot out a huge stream of milky white spunk, all over the sheet that had Charlene’s cum already on top.

Charlene went faster and faster, turned on by hearing my squeals of pleasure, and my ass was filled with a delicious liquid warmth, and I could feel it dripping down the sides of my ass.

We were both satisfied for now, and I could feel a new me – the sissy inside me finally coming out. This was the answer to all my subconscious wonders and thoughts.

“I have to tell you something Ronnie.”

“What’s that Charlene?” I said softly.

“I left the box open on purpose.”

My mouth dropped open in amazement. “How did you – how did you know?” I asked.

“Let’s just say I had a hunch. I mean, aside from never mentioning girls, you have a ‘certain air’ about you. You don’t have to respond, I guess I was right. That’s why I left my friends a bit early,” she said with that grin appearing on her face again.

“I have a proposition for you,” she said.

“Really? And what would that be?” I asked, curious.

“I’m going to bring you with me next Tuesday when I go out,” she said. “I’ll introduce you to the other girls. Some of them have decided to transition. I have decided to transition fully. No surgery mind you – that’s not for me, but I expect to start doing HRT. I know a good doctor who can prescribe that stuff. Are you interested, curious maybe?”

“Of course I’m in!” How could I be anything but?

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this sexy little tryst!

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

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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