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One

________________

_____

Right after I finished college, I got a job – not a career – just a starter type of job, until I found something to my liking. My name is Jake Reynolds, I’m twenty one years old, and I’m going to be a national correspondent and author for a big network news syndicate one day. Most people nowadays who graduate with journalism degrees find it to be really tough to get a job in the field, so rather than rush into something I’m willing to pay my dues and work for, in my case, the local MIDAS Tire store until something comes along.

It was hard moving out of the house and getting my own apartment in town. See, my mom and I lived together since I was in sixth grade, after my folks got divorced. My father was an absentee parent, had a drug and alcohol problem, and never around. So, we both said goodbye and good riddance.

I went to college out of town rather than live at home. My mom was the one who insisted because she cared about my personal development and thought the independence was good for me. As a result, I’m up to my neck in loans. Now, at least, I have a shot at paying them back. Every Sunday now, I come home and spend the day with mom, and we go out to eat. It’s nice and gives us a chance to catch up. She’s the only family I have. She has no siblings, and neither do I, but mom has plenty of friends.

Last Sunday I was over at mom’s, and we were binge watching a series on NETFLIX, and I was fooling around on my laptop, writing imaginary news stories, to keep my skills sharp. I had sent out several resumes to local newspapers, hoping to catch an editor’s eye. Suddenly, her phone rang, and startled us both, because the series was pretty good, and my writing was going nowhere as a result. By the third ring, mom hadn’t picked up yet, so I said, “Mom, aren’t you going to answer that? It could be important.”

“Yeah Jake,” she said, her eyes glued to the set, and she pressed the hold button on the remote.

“Tina! Hey, what a surprise honey, how are you?? What!? Oh shit!” (a started gasp from mom) – “When, how? Uh huh, but you’re okay, right?” A pause while this Tina person kept talking, mom giving several more ‘uh huhs.’ “Really – EVERYTHING?? Shit that’s too bad. So . . . so what are you gonna do? I see, yeah . Wowww. Well, sure honey. Right away. Don’t worry, we’ll figure this out together - yeah, as long as you need . . . right. Yes, let me know as soon . . . as soon as you make them.” Then mom looked at me. “Yes, he’s fine. Okay, sure. We’ll catch up when you come. Okay honey, take care – call me if you need anything, right? Okay, bye.”

Mom looked at me with an air of disbelief on her face.

“Who is Tina mom? What happened? It sounded serious.”

Mom took a couple of seconds to collect her thoughts. “Jake, Tina was my college roommate for four years and my best friend. She moved to Chicago, but we’ve always still been in touch.”

Then a bell went off in my head. I remembered. “That Tina? The friend who you go away with every year? The one who never got married and looks like a model?”

Mom held her hand up to me. We were close, but she always liked to remind me that she wasn’t “one of the guys” that I could talk about certain sensitive subjects with. “Yes, that Tina. She had a house fire that burned everything to the ground. She forgot to clean the lint filter on her dryer, and it caught fire while she was at work. The fire department said it was a good thing she wasn’t home, or she could have been killed!”

“Oh wow, what shit luck that is!”

“Anyway, her insurance will pay up, and she has money put away, so while her house is being rebuilt, I said she could live with us. It’s a horrible thing that happened, but I’m kinda’ glad I can connect with an old friend.”

“She’s lucky to have you mom. Not only are you a terrific mom, but anyone who has you as a friend should really be grateful.”

“Oh Jake, that’s so sweet!” and mom leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

The last time I saw Tina was a few years ago when I was a sophomore in college. She came up with mom to visit me with her. Tina was AMAZING! I mean, like she was really hot. For one thing, she had an amazing figure for a woman who was now forty two. She wore an outfit that day I think was purposely worn to set me off, and it did! It was a green miniskirt with laces across the front, and a slit up the side, as if being short wasn’t enough. She had long legs covered with black, sheer pantyhose, and stiletto heels with straps around her ankles. She wore a tight, white starched cotton blouse that showed off her large breasts, and I could see her large nipples clearly poking up like two sharp pencil points. She had the first three buttons opened on the top which gave me a full view of her most excellent cleavage, on top of which she wore a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top. I remember she bent over to pick up her bag from the floor of my dorm room, and I got a bird’s eye view of a black G-String that settled nicely in the crack between her butt cheeks.

Tina had a face that went with a body like that; piercing green eyes, long, auburn hair that flowed over her breasts. Her eyes had nice, long lashes with tons of mascara and blue eye shadow. When we walked around campus and went for lunch, every guy’s head turned to look at her. For two days after that visit, my friends were asking me who that MILF was with my mom. Needless to say, I had a boner that wouldn’t quit for three days after that Sunday. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Of course, I would never disrespect my mom and ask about her.

I had a fantasy – simple and direct. I imagined myself saying, “Mom, is it okay if I fuck your friend, and pound that pussy into oblivion??”

And now, four years later, at the “tender age” of forty two, Tina was going to be staying at our house! I was seriously thinking of moving back home. At first, it seemed like a fantasy, but I had a good excuse that I’m sure would make my mom happy. I would tell her that since I haven’t found my dream job in journalism yet, could I move back home; for sound financial reasons, of course. So that’s what I did, and guess what? Mom said “yes.” So I talked to my landlord, and I even got my security deposit back, and I moved my meager belongings back home – just two days before Tina straightened up her business and moved into our house.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_________________

____

Tina lived and worked in Chicago, and we lived in a nearby suburb, which was only a forty five minute drive from Tina’s office – she owned her own conglomerate of neighborhood newspapers, so she had tons of money. What could be more perfect? To me, it was all the birthdays and Christmases rolled up into one. Through Tina, I thought, I just might be able to score my first journalism job.

The day Tina was to move in, I still had some boxes lying around the house, because in my haste to move in, I had a bad case of “Tina Brain.” I got out of my job at the MIDAS at five thirty, a half hour longer than I was supposed to be there – of all days, right? So I rushed home at break neck speed.

A strange car – a New BMW sedan was in the driveway, so I knew that Tina was here. It looked like she was doing okay for herself. I wondered if my jeans would be able to conceal my boner. Other than that I had my “MIDAS” t shirt on. So much for “dress to impress.”

“Hi mom,” I said as I entered the house. Tina was sitting at the kitchen table with her legs crossed, wearing a similar very short skirt and tight blouse that I remembered from the college visit. Only this time her hair was different – she wore it in a short bob style with gold hoop earrings. Plus, the blouse was tied off around her tummy, with her navel showing flawless skin. It was sick, I was so turned on, the sight of her left me speechless. I think she knew the effect she had on me. I wondered what her deal was; forty two, no husband, no kids? Whatever. My jeans were pretty tight, and my boner was aching – I had it all week. I took a deep breath and came into the kitchen.

“Jake, you remember Tina, right?”

“Oh sure I do. Hi Tina, I heard about your house. We were so glad you weren’t home for that. It must have been a real shit show.”

“Please, you have no idea. I lost everything,” she said, looking downcast. Then her mood shifted completely as she took me in form her seat.

“Evelyn, Jake is so handsome,” she said smiling, and looking at me, seeming to undress me with her eyes. “Even more so than when I saw him in college. He’s a man now,” she said giving me a fucking wink! Like, what the fuck? She did more than telegraph what my senses told me were intentions, she had high speed Wi-Fi!

“Oh yes Tina, he’s all grown up now.”

“I see all the boxes around. Are you moving out of the house Jake?”

“Uh not actually. Quite the opposite. I’m moving back home. I’m working at a temporary job until I get what I really want – what I went to college for. In the meantime, I’m throwing my money away on rent, especially when our house is so close.”

“That sounds smart. Oh, and what kind of job would that be you’re looking for?”

I looked down at my t shirt, a bit ashamed, and I said, “Well it certainly isn’t MIDAS. I don’t want tires and lube jobs to be my future. I want a career in journalism. That’s what I majored in, and all my professors told me that I write pretty well, so I’ve got several resumes out.”

“Is that so? Evelyn, I don’t think you ever told me Jake was interested in journalism – and a good writer too. If I remember correctly, when I visited you at school, you were still ‘undeclared.’”

“Yes that’s right, I was. But I fell in love with the written word, and I am kind of bookish,” God, why did I say that? I must sound like such a nerd, and I wear the thick, black-framed glasses to go along with it, however I did have contact lenses for “special” occasions.

“Well Jake, you might be in luck. I don’t know if your mom told you, but I own a big media company that owns several neighborhood newspapers, and we’re always looking for good writers. You know one of my former employees went to work for ABC News – you know the name Gouverneur Warren?”

“Of course I do! Who doesn’t. He worked for you??” I said with total awe.

“He sure did. He was one of my best.”

“Mom, did you hear that?” I said, my cock up and my jaw on the ground.

“Yes I did,” mom said. “I think Tina may be able to help you.”

“Sure I can Jake. Why don’t you give me some writing samples. I’ll be living here for a few months . . .” she said with a salacious grin.

The gods of the Press were certainly smiling down on me today, that’s for sure. I had to excuse myself and go jerk off in my room, and I excused myself until dinner was ready. But first, I asked Tina if she had any bags I could bring into her room. She only had two suitcases – all new clothes, because the fire destroyed everything. I brought them into the guest room on the ground floor which was right next to the master bedroom where mom slept. I had my room upstairs.

After dinner we made some small talk and found ourselves back in the living room picking up on the NETFLIX series mom and I were binge-watching.

Tina was seated between mom and me, and she was trying to be discreet, rubbing her thighs up against me very slowly and carefully. When I turned my head to look at her, she just grinned at me. 

After about an hour, at nine thirty, mom didn’t look well at all; she looked green. “Mom, are you okay?” I asked, the concern showing in my voice. Tina looked at mom too.

“My God Evelyn, what’s wrong with you?”

Mom didn’t respond to her friend right away, turning to me and saying, “Jake honey, could you please go into my room and bring out my migraine medication from my nightstand? This one is a killer.”

“You still get those Evelyn?” Tina said with concern. “Jake your mom got those in school all the time, and back then, she was out for two days, poor thing.”

“Yeah,” I said walking to the bedroom. “She doesn’t get them too often but when she does – they’re killers.”

I brought mom her nasal inhaler and a couple of tablets, and after she used them she announced, “Guys, I’m sorry I have to do this, but I need to go to sleep early with an ice pack on my head.”

“Okay mom, sure. Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will sweet heart. I’m sorry Tina.”

“It’s okay Evie, just feel better, okay?”

“Thanks,” mom said, and almost staggered into the bedroom. That left me alone with Tina.

❤️❤️❤️
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____

“So Jake,” said the hottest woman alive, “Do you have any girlfriends?”

I was taken aback by the directness of her question, but I answered honestly and told her all about my dismal failures on the dating scene. Now, I considered myself pretty good looking, except for my thick eyeglasses, and thin, rather effeminate body. See, I have wide hips and the guys in high school would bully me mercilessly about my appearance, and asking me shit like “When are you going out for cheerleaders Jake?” Ha, ha, ha. Even back then, I had few dates, never a steady girlfriend.

“That’s too bad Jake. I happen to find you very good looking, and I’m sure there’s a lucky girl out there, just waiting for a guy like you.” I was starting to like Tina even more.

“Thanks Tina for the vote of confidence.”

After some more mindless banter, Tina suddenly turned to me, deliberately placing her hand on top of my thigh, and said, “Jake! I had to buy all new clothes for work and just about everything in between. I’d love your opinion on what I bought. Would you mind?”

“No, of course not,” I said, my boner finding new life, after my mom’s migraine cock block.

So Tina and I quietly made our way to her room, down the hall next to mom’s and she closed the door. “Now we have to be quiet. I don’t want to disturb Evelyn. I remember from college that she needs absolute quiet when she gets those migraines!” she said in a voice just above a whisper.

Once inside the guest room, Tina closed the door quietly, and turned to me smiling. “I think you’ll enjoy these almost as much as I do!” she said, which I thought was a bit strange. She scooted over to one of her suitcases and opened the latches. With the cover now opened, she turned to me and said, “I like to start with the basics Jake, now don’t you?”

My jaw dropped and my eyes bugged out of the coke bottles I wore for glasses. She grinned at me, those piercing green eyes boring a hole in me and magically levitating my cock to new heights.

She held up a pair of sheer, black nylon pantyhose, and placed them against her waist. The laced top was up to her mid-thigh. “Humm,” she said. “I don’t think I can really tell how good these look unless I try them on, what do you think Jake?”

“I guess not,” I said, quickly realizing where this was going.

“Oh, and look what else I got!” she said in mock surprise. She held up a laced black girdle that strapped onto the pantyhose, along with a black satin G-String, and a sheer, black nylon bra with a laced top.

“Oh by the way Jake, you can peek if you like.” Now I knew I died and went to heaven. She was humming softly as she did a strip show just for me, seductively opening her skirt, and shimmying out of it, and taking off the girdle and G-String panties she had on. I was now staring at a shaved pussy with beads of moisture on it. Biting her bottom lip, and not taking her eyes off of me, she slipped the G-String on, then the girdle, fastening the straps, and walking softly around the room, standing in front of the long mirror on the bedroom door, admiring herself. She turned to me and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, undoing the knot in the front, leaving the shirt on. After she saw my eyes riveted on her, she slowly slipped out of the blouse and took off the bra she was wearing and put the new one on.

So, picture this – I’m a twenty one year old virgin, and staring at a forty two year old best friend of my mother’s doing a reverse strip tease right in front of me in a closed, locked bedroom.

She picked up her old panties from the floor and slowly walked over to me, placing the panties right on my face. I inhaled the musky, powerful scent of an aroused pussy, feeling the wetness on my nose, lips, and chin. It took all my power not to faint, and my heart was beating like a drum.

“Like it Jake?” Tina said in a husky, seductive voice.

“Yes, very much,” I said, in a trancelike state.

“Okay, hold them there over your face,” she said as she got on her knees. I was sitting on the bed, and she was right in front of me, opening the zipper and unfastening the buttons of my jeans and my belt.

“Tina is really hungry tonight,” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “What am I going to do? I wonder,” she said. The next thing I knew, she slid her long, painted nails underneath my boxers and touched the tip of my cock. She was biting her bottom lip with a lost puppy dog expression on her face. In a mock show of surprise she gasped and said, “Oh my, it seems someone is just as hungry as me!”

She took my hand and pulled the panties away from my face, coming close to me, and I could smell her perfume, her arousal, and her cherry lip gloss. She squeezed the tip of my cock between her forefinger and thumb, and I felt a small amount of my pre cum oozing out. “Ooooooh,” she moaned. Her fingers grabbed my boxers and pulled them down on top of my jeans below my knees. I felt her silky hair and her gold hoop earrings on my thighs which sent a shiver down my back, and then her soft, glossy lips touching the tip of my cock. She played around a bit, teasing me to the breaking point.

I held the back of Tina’s head and gently pushed it up against my cock, making her lips slip over my “helmet.” Now her tongue touched my slit, and brushed around the head, causing me to use all my strength and will power not to cum yet. I felt it would be a losing battle.

Keeping her lips tightly closed around me, she put my entire cock inside of her mouth, tonguing the sensitive tuft of skin on my bottom, and stroking it. Her mouth was so wet, it felt like silk. All of my MILF fantasies were coming true in this one unexpected moment. Faster and faster she went, and I reflexively bucked my hips and met her thrusting. I could hold back no longer, and I let loose a torrent of hot, white creamy jizz into her mouth. It felt like it was the first orgasm of my life. Shot after shot came out of me, and some of it dribbled down from the side of her mouth onto her chin. She kept suckling on me, and when I was wiped clean, she looked up at me with those misty, green eyes, and kissed me, giving me a good taste of myself; salty and sweet. I kinda liked it. I tried hard not to think of the meaning of that. I went with the flow so to speak.

We kissed for five minutes, her cooing and making “ooohs and ahhhhs.”

“Oh my God Tina, you’re fantastic,” I said. “I’ve never had anyone like you,” which was true; I haven’t had anyone.

Now this totally HOT creature, wearing the sexiest lingerie imaginable with laced stiletto heels was alone with me in a locked room. I almost smacked myself to see if I was dreaming or not.

“Now it’s time for me to get off Jake dear,” she said in her sultry voice.

She hopped on the bed and lay down on her back. “Here, put your face over my pussy and tongue me to death!”

She spread her legs wide, and I got down in between them, and licked and kissed her smooth, shaved pussy. It was a tangy, heady taste of pure arousal. She was sopping wet, and I went to work with my tongue. 


“Ummm, Jake, tongue my clit, here,” and she pointed it out to me, never having done this before. “That’s it, go over and over it,” she moaned with her eyes closed, writhing under me. It was like a hard little knob, that made her shiver every time I passed over it. “Now I want you to fuck me with your tongue,” she said.

I lingered over her clit a little more, enjoying her reaction to my ministrations. Then I licked down, my tongue going inside and over her folds, kissing, licking, and sucking. Then I found her pussy and stuck my tongue as far as it would go inside her. I moved it in and out, mimicking what would be the actions of my cock. She gripped my black, curly hair and let out a silent scream, her mouth making an “O” and arching her back. She squirted a waterfall right onto my face, coating me with her juices. I kept doing it, and she lay there, writhing and panting on the bed.

After we finished, we just lay there, curled up against each other. It was about two am, and she told me, “You better go now, but be quiet. We have a few months to do much, much more,” and we kissed and said goodnight. I left stunned as I went upstairs to my room, but I couldn’t seem to fall asleep.

❤️❤️❤️
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____

We didn’t give away any hints to mom about what was going on, and she never suspected what a horny sex monster her friend was. Several nights on occasion, she came upstairs to my room, and I woke up with Tina’s mouth wrapped around my cock. I began to expect these nighttime visitations, and they became more and more frequent.

A couple of weeks went by. It was a Wednesday, and I was off from Midas. Tina ran her newspaper empire from her new laptop in our house. Mom was at work. She was a nurse at the Lang University Hospital, and this week she was on the nightshift, from five in the afternoon until seven in the morning.

Tina finished her work about four o’clock in the afternoon, and I had some errands to run. When I came home it was four thirty, and Tina was in the living room, just doing stuff online. When I walked in she closed her computer and said to me, “Hi Jake, I have some good news for you.”

I was taken a bit by surprised, and said, “Really Tina, what is it?”

“Well, I’ve read through your portfolio, and I must say, I am very impressed!”

“Wow, you mean it?”

“I most certainly do! In fact, how would you like a job working for one of my papers?”

“That would be fabulous I can’t even begin to thank you Tina!” I blurted out.

She laughed at my enthusiasm and said, “Okay Walter Kronkite, it won’t exactly be like a national correspondent, but you’ll do local news stories, police blotter, neighborhood association meetings, stuff like that – interested?”

“Of course, when do I start?”

“Soon my dear, soon. You know Jake, if you do a really good job, and judging by your writing samples I know you’ll be a champ – you can move up to editor in a few years. It really is an excellent opportunity, and not too many people just out of school can make it like that.”

“I, I don’t know what to say, Tina . . . I’m overwhelmed.”

“I know your mom will be very proud of you.”

“Of course she will be, yeah.”

“Now there is one little thing.”

“Oh – and what might that be?”

“I like my new reporters to be, how shall I say it, a bit adventurous maybe.”

“Adventurous?”

“Yes,” she said, grabbing both of my hands and smiling. “Let’s go to my room and talk about it.” Now my boner and my “big head” were both aroused about what Tina was talking about, so we went to Tina’s room on the first floor. She went into the closet, humming like she always did when something was up. Today she looked especially hot, and I just wanted some of that goodness all over me.

She pulled out a large, black Samsonite case out of the closet, and balanced it on a chair next to her bed which she struggled with and finished before I could offer her any help. A bit short of breath, she said, “There now. Here’s what I wanted to show you.”

“What’s in there Tina?” I asked, really curious now.

“You’re future Jake – if you want it.”

Tina flipped open the latches with a loud click and looked me square in the face and smiled. She bit her bottom lip which usually meant a good blow job was on the way, but then she turned her attention to the case and rummaged around a bit. She pulled out a black G-String panty just like she always wore, and figured she would be treating me to a striptease show like she always did, but something told me this was different.

“Get undressed Jake and put these on,” she said matter-of -factly.

“I don’t get it Tina, what is this?”

“This is what all the male employees of my newspapers have to do Jake. Or rather, those who want to get ahead and move up to editorial positions. You see, it kind of turns me on. So, what do you say – will you try it?” she said looking at me with those hopeful, piercing green eyes. She was stroking the satin material and like before, she gently put it up against my face. My mind was telling me one thing, and my cock, stiff as a ramrod, was telling me something else.

“Sure . . . I’ll give it a try,” I said, unsure of myself, but tempted nonetheless.

“Good boy,” she said. “I knew you would.”

I stood there holding it, putting it up to my face and rubbing the satin material against my face, and then holding it and rubbing it between my fingers. Something changed inside of me – it was – pleasant.

“Come on Jake,” she said laughing, “You have to get undressed first.”

A bit embarrassed I said, “Oh yeah, sure. No problem.”

I took all my clothes off until I was buck naked, and she had her fist up to her chin looking me over and said, “No, hold on a minute. Your body is perfect Jake, but you’ll need to be shaved – all over, so that you can get the full experience, and I promise you,” she said looking me in the face, about three inches away from me, “It will be the most intense thing you can experience! Now get in the tub.”

The guest room had its own full bath and I walked in and ran the water in the tub. Shortly, Tina walked in carrying a pink razor and a tube of depilatory shaving cream. She shaved all of me while I was in the tub; my legs, chest, and yes, even my ball sack, which was unlike anything I ever experienced. I felt like I was being reborn. I stepped out, dried myself and came back into the bedroom where she was waiting for me.

“Wow, now don’t you look wonderful!” she said, as she bent down and kissed my cock – which certainly got my attention. I wanted more and she saw that and laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

I picked up the G-String and stepped into it, feeling the soft, silky material giving me a chill as I pulled it slowly over my bare legs, and settled it over my junk; the G-String fitting perfectly between my butt cheeks.

I was amazed at how good it felt. Weird – something about it felt so right, like I was missing this all my life. As I said before, I was a virgin until Tina came into my life, and now, I was on my way to becoming something . . . maybe a new identity perhaps? At any rate, by now I was all hers. I put on the black, sheer pantyhose with the laced black top with straps attached, and the laced girdle on, and clipped them in place.

She had a black bra for me that had a wide elastic back which pulled the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of breasts. She wouldn’t allow me to look in the mirror yet, and let me stand there, enjoying the new feeling of softness all over my body.

“Now come back into the bathroom Jake and take a seat by the vanity.” The chair was turned sideways so I couldn’t look in the mirror. She placed a wig cap on me that had some Velcro attached to it, and took out a makeup case from the Samsonite case.

She went to work like an artist painting a masterpiece – which I was – her masterpiece. I had brown eyes, and she chose blue eyeshadow, and placed on thick, false eyelashes, and did the rest of my eyes with a thick eyeliner. My eyebrows were a bit on the thin side, and she made them fuller with an eyebrow pencil, so she just needed to trim them a little bit – but not too noticeable.

Next came the dark red lipliner, and the cherry red glossy lipstick. “Humm, I think we’ll give you a hookerish look Jake!” This excited her. “I like my ladyboys to be a bit on the slutty side. What do you think Jake?”

Ladyboys?? What the hell? But I was powerless to resist. I didn’t want to resist.

My cock was stirring in the soft satin, and something inside me made me say “Yes Tina, make me into a complete slut!” I swear, I don’t know where the hell that came from, but I said it. It made Tina very happy, and she continued her work on my face, giving my pale skin some blush.

The last thing was the wig. I had black, curly hair, a bit on the short side, so Tina picked out a full, long, jet black wig for me, done up over my forehead, with curls and waves on the bottom, that reached down past my shoulders. After she was done – we went into the bedroom, and I saw my clothing laid out on the bed. She had a short black leather skirt, with laces across the front, and a wide belt with a gold buckle. I really had little fat around my waist, and it fit perfectly. Tina had a thing for white, starched blouses, and that’s what she dressed me in, along with gold, hoop earrings. She held them up for me, saying, “These are for later Jake. Right now, I want you to look at ‘the new you’ in the mirror.”

When I walked over to the long mirror on the door I couldn’t believe that was me. I looked like a high class hooker. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself. Everything exploded all at once – my true delight at what I looked like, and who I was on my way to becoming.

“Tina,” I said. “Don’t I need a girl’s name? You can’t expect me to walk into one of your offices with a name like Jake!”

Tina laughed. “Of course Jake, I’ve been thinking about that. Let’s call you . . . humm, I want this to be a bit exotic. Let’s call you ‘Chantal.’ Do you like it?”

“Yes, Chantal sounds great. Now let me get this straight. I have to dress up like this every day at work?”

“Yes you do Chantal. That is, if you want to work for my newspapers.”

That sealed my fate – I needed this job to jumpstart my career. Besides, there was a part of me that actually fantasized about this whole crossdressing thing. I didn’t tell Tina, but dressed like this I wanted cock. I wanted to be ravaged just like a slutty woman would be – taken over a desk and fucked repeatedly. That was my desire. I knew it now. It just took some “preparation.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it!”

Tina squealed and ran over to me, throwing her arms around me. “That’s wonderful! You’re my favorite Chantal! You make me so happy! I think you will be the hottest girl in the office. Wait until the others see you. You know, we have a little private ‘get-together’ on Friday afternoons in the office, and you’ll be a hit!”

“First you have to be ‘broken in’ darling.” I think I knew what she meant, but how? I mean Tina was a real woman. I was to get my answer right away.

“Now there’s one more little thing Chantal. You have to be able to hold your liquor like a real slut, and I think you can right?”

After all my college years and experience I could hold a lot more than liquor, so I said “Yeah, sure I can.”

“Good, Now there’s one more little thing – you have to smoke like a slut too. It turns on some of the other girls.”

So Tina went into her bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and gave me one and took one herself. It did kind of turn me on to watch very sexy, slutty women smoke, so, my cock was nice, big, and pulsing when she lit me up. I had smoked tons of pot in school, so a cigarette was no problem.

I took my first inhale and made it a French inhale. This pleased Tina immensely, and she smiled. “Wow, don’t you look like a real cum slut honey!”

She came close and kissed me deeply, sending her smoky tongue deep inside my mouth. After I was all hot and ready to cum, she pulled off me. “Now we’re both going to get off Chantal.”

Both? What did she mean by that, I wondered. She left the room and went into her bathroom. When she came out, I almost fainted. Around her waist she wore a strap-on dildo; not an enormous one, but a five inch pink job, with a back part that would go in and out of her pussy when she rode me.

“What do you think?” she said smiling wickedly. “Remember, you have to be properly trained for our Friday night office soirees. Now get on the bed on your knees, and face the head of the bed.” I did as she asked.

“Perfect. Now get prepared for the ride of your life. Do you trust me Chantal?”

“Yes of course Tina.”

“Something tells me you really want this. It’s not this way with some of the other girls. They have to be cajoled and threatened a bit more. But you’ve got just the attitude I’m looking for.”

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_________________

____

Tina got on the bed behind me, and gently pulled the G-String from between my butt cheeks, and placed it on the side of one, and whipped out a tube of lubricating jelly, placing a hefty amount in the palm of her hand, and rubbed it over my asshole and down my taint. She put a generous amount on both the silicone dildo and the back part. Then she did something I was not prepared for at all. She stuck a finger on top of red cherry asshole which I was later to learn was called a boy pussy or “bussy.” She didn’t put it in a lot, but the amount she did caused an exhilarating electric shock to go through my body and I let out a loud “Ohhhhh.”

“Okay, trust me honey. This will feel full, and a bit painful at first, but if you can stand it, I promise you it will be soon replaced with an amount of pleasure that you never thought was possible!” I said nothing because I trusted Tina. I gripped the corners of the bed sheets with my closed fists, not knowing what to expect other than what Tina already told me.

She withdrew her finger and lined the silicone cock right up against my bussy. I tensed up but Tina was gentle with me at first, going in and out slowly, with the tip of her contraption.

“Now Chantal, I don’t want you touching your cock, no matter how bad you want to – understand?”

“Yes Tina,” I replied. Then from out of nowhere a voice came out of me that I couldn’t believe I was saying, but here it was: “I want you to RAM ME HARD TINA! GET IT OVER WITH!”

Tina just laughed. “My, aren’t you an eager beaver. Just be patient honey, the best is yet to come,” she said.

Every time she withdrew, I felt like I had a BM coming on, but gradually that feeling was replaced with . . . with, a feeling of pleasure, of desire. She went in, this time more, and pulled out, each time coming back in deeper. I felt a lot of pain, I can’t lie, and so I shifted my butt around, but soon, it was all pleasure. When she went as deep as she could go, she started moaning – I’m guessing from the effect of the contraption on the other side of the dildo going in and out of her pussy.

Now she was thrusting hard, and out of pure instinct I went harder, backing up on her, going faster and faster until we were in a rhythm. Now she did it – she hit my “p-spot,” that magical place in transgender women that drove them to fits of insane pleasure. I felt a feeling that I can only describe as a sneeze welling up inside my body. Faster and faster we went, and I could feel Tina’s pussy juices running down my butt cheeks and the inside of my thighs. Tina was making wordless sounds and moans, and I was on the very edge of cumming.

My cock was hard and pulsing, and then like I was a geyser in Yellowstone, I shot my biggest load of cum ever, without even touching my cock once. I went not two, but three times, and the orgasm lasted after I was done shooting. Tina told me later that this was my first “sissygasm.” My ass was now a plaything for Tina, and I was her big dress-up toy.

Finally she pulled out of me, both of us exhausted. We were both on our knees facing each other and kissing deeply. She took her belt off and said, “Now Chantal honey, I want you to eat me out,” and I did. I was even better this time than ever before.




Epilogue

_________________

_____

Six months later

I embraced my new identity, and the rest of the time that Tina was over at our house, we had each other every night. After Tina’s new house was ready and she moved out of her place, I was a frequent visitor. Out of respect for my mother, when I started work on the local newspaper, I went to work as Jake, and following company rules, once in the office I dressed as Chantal. I even began to love being in the company of the other transgender women. That’s what I was now. Like the others I went on HRT, and my breasts came in very nicely, my voice changed, and my figure got more curves with some help from the gym and diet. I was the newest “female” reporter.

The office soirees on Friday nights were a blast, and I met the other employees, making many new friends, but I was Tina’s special “gurl toy.” I loved every minute we were together. My work on the newspaper and my writing got even better as I grew into being Chantal. I guess you could say the newspaper was a really “hot press!”

❤️❤️❤️
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